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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 2012-2013 theatrical sea-
son. 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 these 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 
ten-minute play genre, largely because there are so many pro-
duction opportunities. Twenty-five 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 these 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 avail-
able, 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.
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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, written in a style which inter-
ests me. Aside from this, 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 each year are scenes, not complete plays; well-written 
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 Rights & Permissions section at 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, such as Don Nigro, Lisa Soland, Carlos 
Murillo, Saviana Stanescu and Wendy MacLeod, but most are 
by exciting new 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, play-
wrights such as C.S. Hanson, Kimberly Pau, Megan Lohne, 
John McKinney, Jeffrey Strausser, Mayank Keshaviah and 
Donna Hoke—and you read their work first here! 

Lawrence Harbison
Brooklyn, New York



Plays For Two aCTors





aBsenT GraCe

Claudia Barnett

Absent Grace was first performed at the TEN FOR TENN 
Festival 2012 with the following cast and crew:

HER: Alexandria Evans
HIM: Merrick Gray

Director: Kelsey Cowan
Executive Producer: Eric Love

The TEN FOR TENN Festival 2012 was produced Sep-
tember 26-29, 2012 at the Athens (TN) Arts Center’s 
Sue E. Trotter Theatre in collaboration with Tennessee 
Wesleyan College. 
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CHARACTERS:
HER
HIM

SETTING: 
A crossroads. 

At rise. HER enters, walking quickly, then suddenly slower. 
HIM enters, walking quickly, following the same path as 
her. SHE whirls around and faces him.

HER: Why are you following me?
HIM: Me?
HER: You’ve been everywhere lately. And now here. 

(HE stares. SHE flicks her hair.) 
Staring. Always staring. At me.

HIM: I haven’t been following you. I may have been staring, 
though. Sorry. You look like a friend. My friend. Grace. 
You look exactly like her.

HER: If I look exactly like her, then maybe I am her. If I look 
exactly like her, why not say, “Hi, Grace”?

HIM: Your nose is different.
HER: Noses can change.
HIM: Grace is dead. She died in November. I missed the 

funeral. And now I see her everywhere.
HER: Me. You see me everywhere. 
HIM: Not you. Grace. You look exactly like her, except the 

nose, but the way you move is different.
HER: The way I move?
HIM: The way you swish your arms when you walk, the way 

you flick your hair. My great uncle died before I was 
born, but relatives say I scratch my head the same way 
he did. It’s hereditary. 

HER: Scratching your head?
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HIM: You don’t move like Grace. 
HER: Maybe I’ve taken acting lessons. Movement lessons. 

Yoga. Pilates. 
HIM: You’re not Grace.
HER: Or maybe this is how dead people move: We swish 

our arms and flick our hair.
HIM: Not Grace.
HER: Then why are you following me? If I’m not her?
HIM: Shouldn’t you say you’re sorry for my loss? 
HER: You’re a stalker!
HIM: I’m not a stalker. If you thought I was a stalker, you’d 

be afraid. You wouldn’t walk alone on a deserted road.
HER: It’s a public place.
HIM: Then where’s the public?
HER: Are you threatening me?
HIM: Just the opposite. I’m not threatening. Look at me: 

Nothing threatening about me. 
HER: That sounds like a threat. 
HIM: I apologize. I’m sorry. I can’t seem to say the right 

thing. I’m not stalking. I’m just sad. I miss my dead 
friend. And I’m going for a walk. If you’re going north, 
I’ll head south. 

(HE starts to walk away.) 
HER: Was her name really Grace?

(HE stops.) 
HIM: I think so. 
HER: You think so?
HIM: I never saw her birth certificate. 
HER: My name is Grace.
HIM: You’re messing with me.
HER: Or you’re messing with me.
HIM: Okay, I did see you yesterday.



2013—The BesT Ten MinuTe Plays
16

HER: And the day before.
HIM: I noticed you. I didn’t mean to stare. 
HER: At the coffee house near campus.
HIM: It’s the green tea. I’m an addict. 
HER: Green tea tastes like dirt.
HIM: That’s what Grace said.
HER: You probably drink the decaf.
HIM: Most stalkers do.
HER: Why’s that?
HIM: We don’t need artificial stimulation.
HER: Look, I have to go.
HIM: Sure. Sorry.
HER: I’m sorry about your friend.
HIM: Thanks.
HER: I’m going this way.

(SHE points in the direction she was headed.) 
HIM: I’ll go . . . that way.

(HE points in another direction.) 
HER: Okay. 
HIM: See you later. I mean . . . maybe.
HER: Uh . . . yeah.
HIM: It’s just a figure of speech.
HER: Right.

(SHE waits for him to go. HE doesn’t.) 
HIM: Look, can I buy you a cup of coffee?
HER: I’m busy.
HIM: Maybe later?
HER: No thanks.
HIM: I mean, if I happen to see you . . . 
HER: No thanks.
HIM: Can I just ask you one thing? Before I go?



17Lawrence Harbison

HER: But then you will go?
HIM: Yes.
HER: You promise?
HIM: Yes.
HER: Okay.
HIM: Can you . . . Would you . . . Would you please say you 

forgive me?
HER: For following me?
HIM: For missing your funeral.
HER: For missing my funeral.
HIM: Grace’s funeral. 
HER: You want me to be Grace. 
HIM: If she were to forgive me, I think she’d stop haunting 

me. I think I’d stop seeing her. 
HER: You want to stop seeing her?
HIM: She’s dead.
HER: And you think I can channel the dead?
HIM: It’s in my mind, the haunting. I just need to displace it. 
HER: With forgiveness?
HIM: Yes.
HER: That’s a lot to ask.
HIM: It’s just one line.
HER: I’m not a priest.
HIM: Please. Grace. 
HER: Why did you miss the funeral?
HIM: I was out of town.
HER: What’s the real reason?
HIM: Oh my god. 
HER: What?
HIM: That thing you just did with your eyebrows? Grace 

did that.
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HER: When you lied to her?
HIM: I didn’t lie to her.
HER: You cheated on her?
HIM: Never.
HER: Shouldn’t I know what I’m forgiving you for?
HIM: I told you. The funeral.
HER: Funerals are for the living. She wouldn’t have cared.
HIM: I was angry. When she died.
HER: Because she died? Or before she died?
HIM: We’d grown apart.
HER: You hadn’t seen her.
HIM: For a while.
HER: And then?
HIM: I said things. Stupid things.
HER: So?
HIM: Now they’re carved in stone. 
HER: Now they’re forgotten.
HIM: I think I loved her too much.
HER: Was that one of the stupid things you said?
HIM: Won’t you please forgive me?
HER: Do you deserve forgiveness?
HIM: I’ve undergone penance.
HER: You haven’t even confessed.
HIM: I don’t know how.
HER: You were jealous.
HIM: Maybe.
HER: And you hurt her.
HIM: I didn’t hurt her.
HER: She was in pain.
HIM: The doctor said she wasn’t.
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HER: How would the doctor know? He didn’t hear the 
crack.

HIM: The lightning crack—
HER: —that wasn’t lightning at all. 
HIM: It broke her apart.
HER: She didn’t want to die.
HIM: I didn’t want her to die.
HER: I know that.
HIM: You do?
HER: Yes.
HIM: I hurt her.
HER: You broke her apart.
HIM: Can you forgive me?
HER: You haven’t apologized.
HIM: I’m sorry, Grace.
HER: I forgive you. Eddie.

(HE stares. SHE flicks her hair. Finally, HE walks 
away—in the direction he first came from.) 

End of Play



aniMal/aniMal

Libby Emmons

Animal/Animal was first performed in Sticky at Bowery 
Poetry Club in January 2012, in New York City. It was 
directed by Libby Emmons, and performed by Lindsay 
Torrey and Ali Ayala. 

Additional performances were at Dixon Place, May 2012, 
Bowery Poetry Club, June 2012, and The Back Porch, Sep-
tember 2012, all New York City, under Libby’s direction.

Producer contact is the same as author contact.
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CHARACTERS:
ALI is in her early thirties. She’s chic, dressed in a pencil skirt 
and blouse, and she has an easy yet mysterious smile.
LINDSAY is also in her early thirties. She’s wearing a 
Marty McFly puffy vest, with a hoodie underneath, and 
fingerless gloves. She feels defeated, but still clever.

SETTING: Bowery Poetry Club, Lower East Side, NYC, 
2012.

At rise:

Ali and Lindsay are drinking cocktails while sitting at the 
bar in Bowery Poetry Club in New York City. Lindsay takes 
small sips, Ali gulps it like water. When she’s finished she 
sets down her glass. Each is mired in her own dismay, and 
the two are good friends. There’s a Bartender back there 
behind the bar somewhere.

ALI: I slept with a homeless man last night.
LINDSAY: (not to be outdone) I slept in a tent in my friend’s 

backyard.
ALI: (impressed) Your friend has a backyard?
LINDSAY: My rich friend has a backyard, and also a terrace 

overlooking the backyard. This morning, she called down 
to me from her terrace. My friend didn’t wear any under-
wear, which I could tell when she leaned over the railing 
in her short silk bathrobe and called out to me. 

(imitating the lilting voice of her lovely rich 
friend) 

“Lindsay!” She called out, “Lindsay, are you awake?” 
So I crawled out of the tent and looked up and the first 
site I saw was my friend’s naked coochie gleaming in 
the sunlight.

Ali motions for another drink, which arrives 
promptly. She stirs.
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ALI: (matter-of-factly) I brought the homeless man back to 
my apartment. 

LINDSAY: I was blinded by it, I think she must have it en-
crusted with diamonds or something.

ALI: I didn’t know how to ask him to leave after. It just seemed 
so mean, especially since it was cold last night.

LINDSAY: I hope you made him shower first.
ALI: No I didn’t. He wanted to, because he felt embarrassed 

that he was so dirty, but I wouldn’t let him.
LINDSAY: Wow, that’s pretty gross.
ALI: People are pretty gross, making them smell nice doesn’t 

change that.
LINDSAY: It kind of does. I should know. After I slept in a 

tent in my rich friend’s backyard I took a shower in the 
bathroom of her master suite. Do you know their bath-
room is bigger than my last apartment?

ALI: (a truism) Rich people have big bathrooms.
LINDSAY: They do! Really big. Three shower heads! And a 

steam setting, and a little bench with a separate massager 
attachment thing. 

ALI: What do they need all those shower heads for?
LINDSAY: I think it’s for orgies. Should I be insulted that 

they never invited me to any orgies?
ALI: Why would all those rich people want a poor person 

at their orgies?
LINDSAY: It’s not like I’m dirty, I’m not sleeping in the 

street like your homeless man. No judgment.
ALI: He was living under a tarp at Occupy Wall Street before 

those fucking capitalists kicked everyone out.
LINDSAY: So that’s where you met him.
ALI: He was ahead of me in line at the kitchen. We were both 

crazy for the vegan french fries. And he’s very fit.
LINDSAY: Are you sure he’s not just skinny from being a 

hungry homeless man?
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ALI: No, I mean he’s really fit, I think he works out or some-
thing. Plus he’s got this big pack; you can’t be weak and 
carry that shit around all day.

LINDSAY: (almost sheepishly) How was it? Y’know, sexu-
ally.

ALI: I’d like to say it was rock hard, but—
LINDSAY: (disappointed) You bring home a homeless man 

the least he can do is get it rock hard—
ALI: Honestly it would have been okay but he was just so 

grateful. And like worried he would mess up, like y’know 
how you go someplace and it is plain as punch that the 
place itself is better than you?

LINDSAY: Like my friend’s shower. 
ALI: Yeah, he was acting like I was your friend’s shower. 
LINDSAY: I rinsed off in the kitchen sink before I even set 

foot in that bathroom.
ALI: I had to let him shower half way through. He was so 

ashamed, really, it was sad.
LINDSAY: We’re all humiliated by our own dirt. 
ALI: (humiliated by her own dirt) I guess he’s still there.
LINDSAY: (shocked) You left him in your apartment?
ALI: He didn’t have anywhere to go!
LINDSAY: (half-joking) You wanna crash out in my tent?
ALI: No, I do not want to crash out in your rich friend’s 

backyard.
LINDSAY: (still only half-joking) We could have an orgy in 

their shower.
ALI: While that may or may not be tempting, it’s not gonna 

work. I can’t beg for scraps from rich people.
LINDSAY: (insulted) Oh right, you’re too good for that.
ALI: Don’t judge me, I slept with a homeless man; isn’t it 

clear to you that I don’t think too highly of myself?
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LINDSAY: When I look on facebook or twitter or google plus 
or linked in or even like, pinterest all I see are people 
writing about how great their lives are and how happy 
they are or how thankful or blessed. I really thought, after 
a while, everyone would get a little more honest, and 
they’d admit how life has not met their expectations.

ALI: No one’s going to admit that.
LINDSAY: I’ve admitted that.
ALI: You live in a tent.
LINDSAY: You fucked a homeless man!
ALI: I know! I know. God. I just did it, y’know, to like es-

cape my life.
Lindsay contemplates drinking the last of her drink, 
then realizes it’s already just melting ice.

LINDSAY: Did it work?
ALI: No. But you know I have this ongoing fantasy about 

disappearing, about severing all my attachments to proper 
civilization and embarking on my own.

Lindsay crunches the ice anyway.
LINDSAY: I Do know this about you.
ALI: This morning, before I left the homeless man in my bed, 

when I realized that fucking strangers outside of my own 
social class didn’t open up an escape route, I cleared out 
the most important things—my grandmother’s ring, my 
teeny tiny Christo, and my passport.

LINDSAY: (oh good, more reasons to feel hopeless) All my 
grandmother left me were some bicentennial stamps and a 
two hundred dollar savings bond that matures in 2022.

ALI: Didn’t you hear what I said? I took my passport.
LINDSAY: That’s what you always do when you need to 

feel a sense of freedom. But if you were really taking 
off, why aren’t you already gone?

ALI: Because—
LINDSAY: (continuing, and with growing vehemence) I’ll 
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tell you why, because you don’t intend to go anywhere. 
You never intend to go anywhere. In fact, I posit that, if 
you actually ended up in one of these far flung places like 
the Basque country, or Bouvet Island, or Semisopochnoi, 
or fucking Fangataufa, you’d be so pissed off at the lack 
of mini-bar that you’d come running back here as fast as 
your charge card could carry you.

ALI: (with perfect calmness) I came here because I wanted 
to invite you to come with me. I know you’ve hit hard 
times, what with the economic downturn eating your job 
and all your money, I know it’s been rough living under 
the feet of rich people, friends though they may be, and 
I know that I don’t want to go alone. 

LINDSAY: Why do you do stuff like this? Invite me on fancy 
vacations? Or even out for drinks? Do you know I’ve 
been sitting here with this same drink for over an hour 
because I can’t afford to buy another one? 

ALI: (to the Bartender) Two more!
LINDSAY: Don’t buy me things, it makes me feel pathetic 

when you buy me things, like I’m just this dog begging 
for scraps.

The drinks arrive.
ALI: Fuck that. Drink. Don’t deny me the pleasure of sitting 

here with my friend who actually understands me, unlike 
the homeless man I brought home last night, and having 
a stiff strong drink.

Ali sips. It’s not strong at all.
ALI: (to the Bartender) Could you puh-lease! Add some 

actual vodka to these drinks?
The Bartender pours some vodka in.

LINDSAY: I went to Thanksgiving dinner at the home of my 
rich friends. And they’d invited their parents and other 
friends, and assorted older relatives, and there was this 
one woman there who wouldn’t stop talking about other 
people’s money. She kept being like

(imitating the old rich lady) 
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“Oh so and so does very well, he retired at 41 and opened 
his own B&B.” We were standing there in front of the 
raw bar—

ALI: The raw bar?
LINDSAY: I ate two dozen oysters and puked behind the 

rhododendron. 
ALI: (impressed) That’s how it’s done.
LINDSAY: There we were in front of the big windows that 

look out to the backyard, and she said
(imitating) 

“I hear they’re letting one of their friends sleep in a tent 
in the backyard, can you believe the generosity.” And I 
said I could hardly believe it, especially when they Have 
a spare bedroom, and she said 

(imitating) 
“Well you wouldn’t actually want that sort in your home, 
would you? There are limits, even to generosity.”

ALI: Listen. I’ve got it all figured out—
LINDSAY: You always say that. You were the one who con-

vinced me to open my own cheese shop and look how 
well that turned out.

ALI: It’s not easy running a small business.
LINDSAY: Yeah, I know that now, now that I’m living in 

a tent, getting robo calls about my student loans every 
twenty minutes.

ALI: You’re too attached to this corporeal reality.
LINDSAY: I am not forming a suicide pact with you.
ALI: Who said suicide pact?
LINDSAY: “Corporeal reality?” I’ve heard that before, yeah 

I’m attached to my body, it’s where I live.
ALI: The body’s borders are constantly expanding. No one 

even has any control over their own body’s boundaries.
LINDSAY: Y’know what’s expanding, the universe Is ex-

panding, and it’s expanding at an exponentially increas-
ing rate. 
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ALI: That’s what it feels like in my body. I thought sleeping 
with the homeless man would let me escape myself but 
instead now I just feel like he’s part of me, and I feel 
sympathy for him, and for other homeless men I see—

LINDSAY: Don’t sleep with more of them!
ALI: No I don’t want to! But every time a new city is built 

or a forest is torn down or mountains are fracked, the 
borders of the collective human body expands to take 
in that new space, that new place that was created for 
the collective human body to live in. But we can’t keep 
expanding forever. I want to redefine the borders of my 
body to encompass just my body and then start over, and 
expand into the space I see fit. 

LINDSAY: Everything I have of any value is in this bag, and 
my few remaining possessions are in a tent sealed with 
a plastic zipper.

ALI: Then you see where I’m coming from. Right now the 
boundaries of our bodies are expanded enough to reach 
out around this whole island, and I don’t want my body 
to reach out around this whole island anymore.

LINDSAY: If I could have it to do over again I’d be an 
astronaut.

ALI: Do you want to face another morning with your friend’s 
bedazzled vagina in your face?

LINDSAY: (trying to understand) A smaller island that 
won’t stretch the boundaries of our bodies to the break-
ing point.

ALI: Yes, that’s right. 
LINDSAY: I don’t want to break apart. And I don’t want to 

move any faster.

The End



anniversary season

Jenny Lyn Bader

The play was commissioned by Half Moon Theatre in 
Poughkeepsie, NY and was first presented in their An-
nual Ten-Minute Play Festival in June 2012. Produced by 
Patricia Wineapple.

Directed by Shona Tucker.

Cast: 
MATT: John Summerford; 
ZOE: Amy Lemon Olson.

Jenny Lyn Bader dedicates Anniversary Season to Roger 
Berkowitz, whom she wed in good weather ten summers 
before writing it. 
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CHARACTERS:
MATT and ZOE, a young married couple.

SETTING: Their living room.

TIME: The present.

MATT: “I will give you the love in my heart, the shirt off my 
back, the best pillow on the bed.”

ZOE: “I will stand with you through your challenges, fight 
with you for your dreams, and sit through the bad mov-
ies you pick.”

MATT: “We’ll dance together. Forever.”
ZOE: No no! it was “We’ll dance together in good times and 

bad, with or without music.”
MATT: That’s what I meant.
ZOE: This is dumb, I don’t want to go over our vows. 
MATT: I want to.
ZOE: You don’t even remember them!
MATT: I remember what they meant. “In good times and 

bad times, with or without music,” —that’s the same as 
“forever.” I remember the day. The bright day one year 
ago, when we said those words. That crazy intense sun 
in the sky. The calm.

ZOE: Before everything blew away. 
MATT: I told you we shouldn’t get married in hurricane 

season!
ZOE: The venue was so much cheaper! We could buy so 

many more flowers— 
MATT: They blew away too . . . though it looked cool. All 

those flowers going sshhrwrwrwooohhh . . .  
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(DOORBELL rings. MATT and ZOE freeze. Then a 
whirling, rushing sound is heard as his blazer comes 
off, as does her cardigan sweater, time passes rap-
idly, and there is a fluid light shift into:)

MATT: (annoyed) No one’s coming over this year, right?
ZOE: Oh don’t start again. For the hundredth time, I thought 

I told you I was inviting our families over.
MATT: Nah, you didn’t mention it. 
ZOE: I can’t believe you’re still upset about it a year later!
MATT: I thought we were having a quiet evening just us, 

when the doorbell rang!
ZOE: It was such a small group of people!
MATT: What do you mean? There were fifteen people. 
ZOE: When my parents celebrate their anniversary, they usu-

ally have forty people. I thought fifteen was small.
MATT: Ohmigosh is that where you got the idea to invite 

people? From your parents?
ZOE: Matt, you’ve been to my parents’ anniversary cel-

ebration. 
MATT: Actually no, I’m somehow always out of town 

during it. 
ZOE: What I’m saying is, I think of it as normal. Maybe I 

forgot to tell you because I thought everyone invited their 
families over for anniversaries!

MATT: No, your family. Invites your family over. For any 
occasion. That is particular. To your family. My family. 
Sees each other —when necessary. That’s how we roll. 
And today . . . Today should just be you and me. 

ZOE: You said you had fun at the dinner. 
MATT: I did have fun! I just had more fun before everyone 

else got there. When it was just you and me. I want this 
just to be—

ZOE: (blurts out) Forgive me! I did something terrible. 
MATT: Did you break our vows?
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ZOE: Of course not. 
MATT: One of the commandments?
ZOE: No.
MATT: Okay, who did you invite?
ZOE: Just the Meyersons. (Beat.) I’m sorry, I thought you 

meant you wanted no other relatives here. I thought it 
would be nice to have a double date. For our second year 
together. You know, two couples, two years—

MATT: I got it.
ZOE: Next year we’ll plan something really special, together 

. . . and it’ll be perfect!
(DOORBELL rings. They freeze. Lights dim. The 
wooshing sounds come. And get more intense . . . 
Lights up on one year later, now with his top shirt 
button unbuttoned and her hair down:)

ZOE: (frantic) Did you finish taping all the windows?
MATT: Yep. 
ZOE: Why is this happening today? 
MATT: Because you love a bargain and wanted to get married 

during hurricane season?
ZOE: What does that have to do with today, three years later, 

when we were just going to have a quiet evening looking 
at pictures?

MATT: Hurricane season is just like our anniversary. It comes 
at the same time every year. It’s a season. So—eventually, 
there’s gonna be a storm. It’s—seasonal.

ZOE: I don’t want to talk about that part. 
MATT: Which part?
ZOE: The windy part.  
MATT: But . . . 
ZOE: Every year, I want this to be a celebration of us. Not 

a . . . thinking back on disasters, and potential disasters, 
and . . . the connecting of the most wonderful things in 
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our lives with the most destructive ones. I just want to 
see—

MATT: Yeah. Sunny pictures. You got it. (scans box of pic-
tures) Weren’t we going to put these in an album?

ZOE: There are tropical-storm-level winds and you want me 
to go make an album?

MATT: Not now, I just meant, it’s been three years, and—
ZOE: Well you shouldn’t mention things that have needed to 

be done for three years at the very moment when doing 
them is impossible!

MATT: Sorry. You didn’t invite anyone, right?
ZOE: What do you think?
MATT: (glancing outside) If you had, they wouldn’t come. 
 (Sounds of wind, lighting and . . . Thunderclap! Light 

shift into sunnier:)
MATT: (opening a plain box) I love it! Um, what is it?
ZOE: You’re such a jerk. 
MATT: It’s something to wear, right? Wait, there’s two of 

them.
ZOE: It’s a pillowcase. From our vows, “I will give you the 

best pillow on the bed”? And linen or silk is “modern-tra-
ditional” for the fourth anniversary. I also saw a  bookmark 
that was silk but I thought this way more romantic.

MATT: They’re perfect. Um, this is from me. I . . . uh, read 
that books were traditional for the fourth.

ZOE: They are. 
MATT: But I didn’t know about the silk thing, which is 

funny, because I got you . . . um . . . something that I 
think is . . . 

ZOE: A silk bookmark. 
MATT: I’m sorry.
ZOE: It’s beautiful. And dinner’s almost ready. And I invited 

the Kleins. 
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(He reacts.) 
Just kidding! I didn’t invite anyone this year. It’s just us. 
And no hurricane. And: the neighbors have even stopped 
their construction for the occasion!

MATT: (straining to hear) It’s true! We should enjoy this 
perfectly quiet moment. 

ZOE: Mmmm.
(He takes her in his arms . . . SOUNDS OF JACK-
HAMMERING. Wooshing sounds come as a stuffed 
animal and a rattle appear onstage. Light shift to:)

MATT: I feel bad. We should have gotten a sitter . . . gone 
out to dinner. The fifth is big.

ZOE: Yeah it’s big, but he’s too little. I’m not ready to go 
out. 

(They take out identically shaped and wrapped 
presents and stare.)

ZOE: Did you by any chance get me a wooden box from the 
American craft shop?

MATT: Yeah, I did . . . ohmigosh. You asked me what I 
thought of it, I thought that was because you wanted 
one. 

ZOE: I asked you what you thought of it because I wanted to 
see if you wanted one! And wood/is traditional/—

MATT: (overlapping:) /Wood is traditional/ for the fifth an-
niversary. 

ZOE: Well, now we have two handmade wooden boxes!
MATT: Even better than one.
ZOE: Maybe I’ll put my favorite wedding photos in mine . . . 
MATT: You still haven’t made that album have you? 
ZOE: How is that a constructive question right now?
MATT: It’s not.
ZOE: You could help me make it in time for next year.
MATT: Helping to make a photo album isn’t very—manly.
ZOE: So? You’re not that manly. I mean . . . 
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MATT: Yeah, I got it. 
ZOE: (not unwrapping it, just admiring the package) I love 

the box already. 
MATT: Me too. In fact my favorite one was gone by the time 

I got yours, so I’m pretty sure—
ZOE: Yup it’s in here. 
MATT: Yeah. You’re amazing. And I can smell that you have 

the perfect dinner cooking.
ZOE: All we have to do is dim the lights, light the candles . . . 

(Sounds of BABY WAKING AND CRYING loudly. 
Light shift. Up on Zoe, now in a sun hat, and Matt, 
in a visor.)

MATT: I talked to my mom, she says the storm is going in 
a different direction. 

ZOE: My app says that too.  
MATT: Who?
ZOE: The hurricane app. On my phone.  
MATT: I thought we’d have to spend tonight taping windows. 

Remember our third?
ZOE: How could I forget? We lost power for three days. 
MATT: Looked like it was coming right here. But crisis 

averted. And it’s such a beautiful day. 
ZOE: That means nothing. I’m very suspicious of beautiful 

days. 
MATT: Oh you. My mom and your app both say the weather’s 

fine!
ZOE: Still, we should have dinner now because we don’t 

know how long he’ll be asleep. 
MATT: Good point. 

(And out of the clear blue sky, Hurricane WARNING 
SIREN BLARES . . . They freeze. Lights shift into 
scene: MATT absorbed by his phone, texting.) 

ZOE: Honey?
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MATT: One second honey, I’m just about to have my confer-
ence call, it got pushed late . . . 

ZOE: Will you get the candles out? You put them on top of 
the cabinet and I can’t reach.

MATT: Candles? Is there a storm coming?
ZOE: No, for our candlelight dinner. For our seventh. An-

niversary?
MATT: (shocked) That’s tonight?
ZOE: (shocked) You forgot?

(Marimba sound of MATT’s cell phone RINGING 
. . . Lights . . . WIND sounds . . . A stroller may be 
wheeled onstage. Light shift to ZOE holding her 
phone this time, while MATT has hung up his:)

MATT: Caleb is thrilled to stay over there. I didn’t even have 
to convince him. And my dad can drop him off tomor-
row. How’s Phoebe?

ZOE: Didn’t sleep most of the day . . . Asleep now! 
MATT: Wow. That’s very good. 
ZOE: I know. A little break! Between work and the kids, I 

feel like I haven’t gone out forever . . . 
MATT: Me too. Is that what you want to do?
ZOE: Yeah, Valerie just texted me, and asked me to go a 

movie, and I’m thinking I should just go, right? (texting:) 
Would that be okay with you? 

(A moment.)
MATT: You want to spend our anniversary with Valerie?
ZOE: (horrified) Is that today?
MATT: (shocked) What day did you think it was?
ZOE: (softly) Holy crap.

(We hear the “PING” sound of an incoming text . . . 
They freeze. Wind and lights shift to:)

MATT: I got you something.
ZOE: You remembered!
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MATT: You remembered. 
ZOE: And look what I found. Our wedding CD.

(She puts it on, but it doesn’t play.)
MATT: The CD player shorted in the last electrical storm, 

remember?
ZOE: Oh god that’s right. 
MATT: It’s okay. We said in our vows we would dance with 

or without music. 
ZOE: Yeah but I wanna hear our wedding disk. Is that shal-

low? Here, I can play it this way. 
(She slides it into her laptop or other portable player. 
MUSIC up —“Our Love is Here to Stay”—and 
they dance into a time/wind/light shift during which 
he dances off. Then lights come up on ZOE on the 
phone:)

ZOE: Have I seen the weather report? No, why? Oh! 
(Glances at her laptop/phone/muted TV screen, sees 
“it” . . . A beat. Then she realizes:) I have to go!

MATT: (entering, a little out of breath) It’s windy out 
there. 

ZOE: I heard. 
MATT: Happy anniversary. (hands her a leatherbound book) 

Sorry it’s not wrapped, the day arrived so suddenly . . . 
ZOE: (looking at it, touched) You made the album? I thought 

that wasn’t manly!
MATT: It’s not manly to assist you with the album. It’s manly 

to make it myself. 
ZOE: (rushes over to get her gift) While I never made the 

album, I did get you something . . . But I haven’t wrapped 
it either. (She hands him a gift. Sees his confusion.) You 
don’t know what it is. Tenth anniversary is supposed to be 
tin or aluminum. So I got you these . . . wind chimes. 

MATT: Funny.
ZOE: Sort of.
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MATT: Don’t worry about the weather. I know you hate 
weather. 

ZOE: Actually this year I was grateful to the weather. Because 
I was on the verge of forgetting our day . . . Until I saw 
the gale-force winds. Then I remembered. 

MATT (accusatory) You nearly forgot our tenth anniversary? 
ZOE: Um . . . 
MATT: It’s okay. I nearly did too! But the reports of the 

nearby typhoon? Brought me right back.
ZOE: I guess we should be grateful for the winds . . . Matt, 

I did fix the sound system, but with this weather it could 
go right out again. We don’t have much time. 

MATT: Agreed. Let’s dance. Right now. 
ZOE: Music or no music. 

(They dance to the sound of the wind. Then music. 
Tableau.)

Curtain



aPosioPesis

John P. McEneny

PRODUCTION HISTORY:
APOSIOPESIS was performed at the Old Stone House in 
Brooklyn, NY on November 7, 2012 with Vasile Flutur 
playing Marcel and Rachel Rear played Beth and directed 
by the author. It was subsequently produced on January 20, 
2013 for Adaptive Arts New Play Festival at the 5C Café and 
Cultural Center in Manhattan. Marielle Duke directed. Alex 
Engquist played Marcel and Kate Kertez payed Beth. 
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CHARACTERS:
BETH LOOPER: twenty-three
MARCEL STANCIU: twenty-three

NOTES:
*(English Translation: You think I’m stupid. You really think I 
am stupid. You actually think you can play me and just mock 
me. You tore my soul into tiny pieces. I never want to see your 
face again! Never, you hear me?! Go fuck yourself! Yeah, I 
said it: go. . . That’s it! That’s it!)

*(Phoenetic Transcription: Too muh krezi (short i). Too kyar muh 
krezi (short i) prost (o as in “obey”). Krezi kuh potsi (short I ) 
suh muh jotch (j as in “mirage”) pe (e as in “let”, but long and 
open) dedjete (dj - voiced affricate, as in “pledge” / stress on first 
syllable) shee suhts bats (a as in “father”) jok (j as in “mirage”) de 
meene (stress on first syllable, short e, as in “let”). My distroos (i 
as in “will”). My distroos. Myay (one syllable, triphtong) roopt 
soophletool (e as in “let”) uhn bookuhtsele (long e-s). Noo vrow 
(triphthong, short e) suhts my vud fatsa (open a, as in “father”) 
neetchodatuh (stress on the syllable “da”). Neetchodatuh, ma-
woozi (short i)? Dispari (first i long, second short)! Doo-ten 
peezdah muh-tee ! Dah, asta (open a, as in “father”) ahm spoos, 
doo-te (short, open e)! Gata (as in “fathers”)! Gata!) 

SCENE ONE

A fall afternoon in upstate New York. BETH LOOPER, 23, is 
a brilliant young girl at Saddlewood College. She is suddenly 
confronted with romantic feelings for her friend, MARCEL 
STANCIU, 23. They are Romantic Literature majors. After two 
hours of watching Marcel stare at the back of her classmate’s 
head, she confronts him outside of class on the quad. 

BETH: You’re a jerk, Marcel! A big sack of Romanian fat 
headedness!

MARCEL: I’m not fat anymore. 
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BETH: Oh please. Tatiana Rădescu is on a Potato Industry 
scholarship. I mean c’mon! Really, Marcel? You are so 
such a drone reduced to accepting whatever sexist im-
ages of femininity are deemed exciting and safe. Are you 
swayed by her symmetrical forehead or the chemically 
enhanced hair?  She doesn’t even have an understanding 
of basic post modernism. 

MARCEL: Wait. Stop. What are you doing?  
BETH: I’m just pointing out how stupid you looked. She’s not 

into you and you’re making an ass out of yourself. My 
God, she thought Flaubert was part of the transcendentalist 
movement. She said it out loud. I could have hit her. 

MARCEL: You’re making a scene. People are looking at us. 
BETH: People are looking at you cause they can’t believe how 

stupid you are. I mean . . . Tatiana Rădescu?! Come on!
MARCEL: Lower your voice. I was not playing with Tatiana 

Rădescu’s ponytail. 
BETH: You were! You were stroking it. 
MARCEL: I was petting it. It was just there. Dangling on 

my desk. What am I supposed to do?   
BETH: Pay attention to Craii de Curtea-Veche . 
MARCEL: I’m sorry I don’t find Craii de Curtea-Veche in 

any way as intriguing or scandalizing as you. 
BETH: Craii de Curtea-Veche is plenty scandalizing. 
MARCEL: You didn’t have to announce to the class that my 

analysis of the archetypes of Mateiu Caragiale and his 
characters were condescending and patriarchal?  

BETH: I’m going to hit you. You were stroking it!
MARCEL: Lower your voice. I was not playing with Tatiana 

Rădescu’s ponytail during lecture. I was not stroking it. 
I was barely petting it. It was just there. Dangling freely 
on my desk while I’m taking notes. What the hell am I 
supposed to do?  Who are you to judge me?  Why are you 
even watching me? Beth!?  Beth. NO! NO! What do you 
even care what I do with Tatiana Rădescu’s hair?  You’re 
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not my girlfriend. You had your chance one year ago at 
Model Congress and you blew it, lady! And don’t pretend 
you were drunk on wine coolers because the stuff you said 
was really cruel and small and unforgiveable. And it wasn’t 
a perm—it was a relaxer. Many men use it. I told you 
—my cousin Manny mixed the ammonium thioglycolate 
with too much petroleum jelly and then left it in too long 
. . . and he should have used a neutralizer and just shut up. 
NO! Maybe I was just trying to look nice for you. 

(pause)  
That night at the Comfort Lodge was really important to 
me. It was supposed to have been special and it took a lot of 
planning on my part. I was very vulnerable and you knew 
it. It may not have been your first time but it was mine and 
I wanted it to be nice. And you ruined it. I had to borrow 
money from my Dad. I had to pay almost 300 dollars for a 
new ozonator because the rose petals got stuck in the filter 
of the jacuzzi. I had to borrow money from my Dad. Try 
lying to your Dad that you were at a Comfort Inn ALONE 
on a Tuesday night in a Jacuzzi filled with rose petals. He 
still won’t look at me. It doesn’t matter anymore. 

(defending himself) 
I’m happy now. Now finally I’m happy and I don’t think 
about you anymore. I feel good about myself, and my 
hair is growing in, and I’m happy, and I aced my G. R. 
E. ’s and now . . . NOW, you’re acting like a scorned 
woman? Like you’re Nastasya Filippovna from that 
stupid Dostoyevsky novel. If you think you’re going to 
bring your jealousy and misplaced romantic aspirations 
into literary journal then you’re dead wrong. You’re not 
ruining my senior year, Beth. 

(He starts to leave and turns around. )  
The Idiot. The Dostoyevsky book was The Idiot and 
you’re acting like Nastasya Flippovna. 

BETH: Wait, Marcel. I want to tell you something. I want to 
take a risk. Similar to how Léon Dupuis finally announces 
his forbidden feelings for the married Emma Bovary 

MARCEL: And you have forbidden feelings for me?
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BETH: No. I just don’t want you to be with Tatiana 
Rădescu. 

MARCEL: Why now, lady? There’s only a little bit of time 
left. Then we graduate and we move on with our lives. 

BETH: It’s because there’s only a little bit of time left. In a 
few months, you’re going back to Bucharest to be a roofer 
with your uncle and then grad school and I’m going to 
that Katherine Mansfield summer intensive . . . and we’ll 
never see each other. I’m here now and I’m ready and I 
know I’m a bit vinegary at times but I think we need to 
agree that we have a connection. And I know it’s scary 
to say it out loud and it’s a risk because if you say “no” 
than we really can’t go back to being friends. 

MARCEL: What are you saying out loud?  You’re saying 
nothing. And you told me my hair was bad. 

BETH: It was like llama fur. 
MARCEL: And then I had to use more chemicals to straighten 

it back and my hair fell out. Cause of you!
BETH: I begged you to use a neutralizer. I was on my hands 

and knees. It wasn’t all bad. We got to go to the front of 
all the lines at the planetarium. 

MARCEL: Mortifying. 
BETH: Oh stop. 
MARCEL: Beth, why are you doing this to me?  Why now?  

You left me in that motel room?
BETH: Are you going to make me say it?
MARCEL: Say what?
BETH: I don’t know if I have the words to describe all my 

feelings for you. I’m a very complicated person. 
MARCEL: Give it a shot. We are nothing but words! Words 

are everything. Literally everything. Use one of your 
characters. Flaubert . . . what did Flaubert say?  What 
words did Flaubert give Léon Dupuis when he confronted 
Emma Bovary?
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BETH: He said something like, “I have to tell her that I love 
her or I will explode. She’s terribly unhappy and stuck in 
her world with this boring life, and so am I, and we have 
so much in common that it’s stupid we’re not together. ”

MARCEL: She had moved on. She was unavailable. 
BETH: Marcel, if he didn’t tell her—he would have died. 
MARCEL: She’s wasting a lot of time on a very fickle dis-

satisfied man. 
BETH: Please, Marcel. 
MARCEL: She should be spending more time on co-editing 

the spring literary journal because She’s an important 
man on campus now. She (corrects himself) He’s the 
editor! And he has a deadline. 

BETH: He thinks he might be in love. 
MARCEL: Madame Bovary kills herself. 
BETH: Suicide is always the inevitable conclusion to a 

woman revealing complicated emotions and honest 
sexuality. It’s puritanical literary punishment. Punishing 
a woman for being honest. 

MARCEL: Are you calling me sexist?
BETH: It’s not entirely your fault. 
MARCEL: You were awful to me last year when I liked you. 

You thought you were better than me. 
BETH: You’re my aposiopesis. 
MARCEL: What?
BETH: Aposiopesis. It’s rhetorical device in a piece of dia-

logue which is deliberately broken off and left unfinished. 
Then the ending has to be created by the imagination 
giving an impression that the speaker cannot continue. 

MARCEL: Beth . . . 
BETH: You can use a dash, or an ellipsis . . . 
MARCEL: I’m not Tatiana Rădescu. I know what an apo-

siopesis is. 



2013—The BesT Ten MinuTe Plays
44

BETH: You’re the most important person in the world to 
me and if anything happened to you, I just don’t know 
what . . . . . 

(She pauses dramatically. )
MARCEL: What?
BETH: That was an example. I just don’t know what . . . dot 

. . . dot . . . dot. 
MARCEL: I’m going back to the townhouses. 
BETH: Do you remember that weekend we went to Amherst 

after HMC?  And we stood together over Emily Dick-
inson’s writing desk or rather the reproduction of her 
little wooden desk and looked around her very simple 
room. That very simple lonely room with the white light 
pouring on the worn out wide floor boards. The summer 
trees outside her windows swaying in the wind, hitting 
the distorted glass so gently. Everything felt quiet and 
simple. You couldn’t even hear the highway out front. 
And you told that brownie troop to be quiet and you 
recited her words: 
Talk not to me of Summer Trees
The foliage of the mind
A Tabernacle is for Birds
Of no corporeal kind
And someone in the tour group . . . I think it was one 
of the brownies . . . . said something stupid like “He’s 
being derivative. ”  And then you looked over at me and 
said “Wouldn’t it be amazing to be able to do nothing all 
day—every day—but live in your head and make words.”  
Do you remember saying that?

MARCEL: Beth—it took me a long time to get over you. 
BETH: That’s why I decided that night at the Comfort Lodge, 

after we drank all those wine coolers, that we would have 
sex. And we did. Kinda. Until you started crying. 

MARCEL: I have a lot of feelings. And it’s not like you gave 
me a lot of warning. 

BETH: No. You’re right. In hindsight, it was impulsive. 
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MARCEL: That night was really important to me. 
BETH: I know. You kept crying and telling me. And then I 

thought, “Oh Reason and Fate—has this gone too far? I 
mean this HAS gone too far. This boy loves me. And I’m 
not ready for that sort of intensity yet. I kept running my 
fingers through your perm desperately thinking—what 
was I thinking?  I was thinking: Is there more?  Is Mar-
cel Stanciu my dull but dependable Charles Bovary or 
my passionate but insensitive Léon Dupuis or my dark 
and ruinous Rodolphe Boulanger? And I mean I’m only 
twenty-three—there will still be time. Right? Can I re-
ally hand over my heart so easily to a this young naïve 
Romanian refugee?  So I decided we would only have 
this one last short sexual encounter 

MARCEL: It wasn’t that short. 
BETH: The Jacuzzi really tired you out. I told you not to stay 

in for more than an hour. 
MARCEL: It was the wine coolers. I didn’t pace myself. I 

didn’t eat anything at HMC. I’m sorry I cried. 
BETH: I liked that you cried. It was why I wanted to make 

love to you. 
MARCEL: Don’t say “make love. ”
BETH: Why?  That’s what it was, Marcel. I thought it would 

be this one isolated small beautiful sensual encounter and 
it would be just that and then I would figure it all out 
senior year. You know, we would move on and I would 
have larger bigger romantic stories to fill. Stories to 
tell. Stories. I would sleep with many more men: more 
cultured, more educated, more experienced than you and 
perhaps a few masculine women. And then I would real-
ize I was done and then I would think of you. My sweet 
Marcel. I guessed . . . I hoped in some vague way . . . I 
believed you would be waiting for me when I was done. 
So I made you my aposiopesis. An unfinished thought 
that cannot be completed just yet by the character. 

MARCEL: That’s what you were thinking?  
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BETH: What were you thinking?
MARCEL: Not that! You are a horrible girl! Worse than Cathy 

in East of Eden, worse than worse than Clytemnestra, 
worse than Salome, worse than Mrs. Danvers, worse than 
Ana Ozores in La Regenta, worse than Grendel’s Mother. 
You are a succubus! Worse than Anna Karenina!

BETH: Take that back. 
MARCEL: I won’t. 
BETH: The canon. She is the most important female char-

acter in the canon. I will hit you. You’re just trying to 
hurt me. 

MARCEL: You’re right. She’s great. She makes choices and 
follows her heart. You’re just pathetic—you’re no great 
literary romantic character, lady. You should have taken 
the risk and stuck it out with me or given me a chance. 
Or a choice. You hurt me and then had the audacity to 
assume I was so shallow that I would just forget how 
rotten you were and take you back because no one else 
wants you. 

BETH: I want you. I love you. Like Paolo and Francesca
MARCEL: Who spend eternity in Dante’s Hell. 
BETH: Like Odysseus and Penelope, 
MARCEL: Who have to wait 50 years to be together. 
BETH: Like Jane and Rochester
MARCEL: Secret wife in the attic. 
BETH: Elizabeth and Darcy
MARCEL: Marriage as economics. 
BETH: Hester and Dimmesdale. 
MARCEL: Shame. 
BETH: Eloise and Abelard
MARCEL: Castration. 
BETH: Marcel. 
MARCEL: No. Go away. Please leave me alone. 



47Lawrence Harbison

(She approaches him. She puts her hand up his shirt 
and runs her hand across his chest. He drops his 
books. )

BETH: Like Anna Karenina and Count Vronsky. 
(She kisses him. He kisses back and slides his hand 
around her waist. He releases her. He does not pick 
up his books. )

MARCEL: I’m not Anna Karenina and you’re not Count 
Vrosnky. (He starts to leave. )

BETH: You forgot your books. 
(MARCEL is done. He will not take the books. He 
will not return to BETH. )

MARCEL: I don’t want the books. I don’t need them. They’re 
not . . . 

(He stops. He can’t. )
You have no idea what you did to . . . . 

(Stops. He can’t continue. ) 
If you had any idea what you . . . . (long pause)  Tu ma ju-
rea atat de prost. Ti s’a rupt ceva in interiorul de mine. 

(Stops. He is strong. ) 
Futu-i! 

(He explodes with hot tears. ) 
*Tu mă crezi prost. Tu chiar mă crezi prost. Crezi că 
poți să mă joci pe degete și să-ți bați joc de mine. 
M-ai distrus. M-ai distrus. Mi-ai rupt sufletul în 
bucățele. Nu vreau să-ți mai văd fața  niciodată! 
Niciodată, m-auzi?! Dispari! Du-te-n pizda mă-tii! 
Da, asta am spus, du-te! Gata! Gata! 
(He picks up a copy of Anna Karenina.) 

Anna Karenina. 
(He rips the pages out and throws them to the floor. 
He exits, leaving BETH alone. BETH picks up the 
books. )

The End



BlaCK CoFFee

Deanna Alisa Ableser

Original Production Information:
Black Coffee by Deanna Alisa Ableser
Stone Soup Theatre: Seattle, WA
Date: May 3-6, 2012

DIRECTOR: Catherine Blake Smith
WOMAN: Meaghan Halverson
MAN: Jon-Erik Hegstad
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CHARACTER: 
MALE: Mid thirties to Mid forties. Attractive, yet very 
unassuming. Has a kind hearted nature overall, but loves 
to enjoy the humor in life.
FEMALE: Mid thirties to Mid forties. Also attractive, but 
has a “Plain Jane” sense about her. Eccentric, yet aware 
of her own eccentricities. 

SETTING AND TIME:  
Coffee Shop in the City. Later afternoon/Early evening                             

A MAN and a WOMAN are sitting at a table at a coffee 
shop. The WOMAN is reading a book while the MAN is 
doing some work. WOMAN is showing a deep internal 
struggle . . . trying to get up the courage to say something. 
Finally, she turns to the MAN. 

WOMAN:  (softly) It’s killing me not to be kissing you right 
now.

MAN: (obviously taken aback) Excuse me?
WOMAN: (embarrassed) Dammit. I knew I shouldn’t have 

said it . . . I knew I shouldn’t have said it . . . I knew . . . 
MAN: It’s okay.
WOMAN: No, it’s not. I’m sorry. I mean, I shouldn’t have 

said it . . . it was just so . . . and you were looking so . . . 
and it’s just killing me . . . 

MAN:  It’s really okay. It’s been a long day anyway.
WOMAN: (rambling) That’s so nice of you to say. I mean, re-

ally really nice. I mean, usually, I usually don’t say these 
things and I’m usually very level headed and I just don’t 
know what got into me. I was just minding my business 
and you were just sitting there and looking so . . . well, 
looking so gorgeous . . . and I just figured . . . well, what 
the hell, what have I got to lose? I  mean, he’s not going 
to hit me in a public place and I can always run quickly 
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and hide in the bathroom if it gets really bad so I just 
figured I’d open my mouth and . . . 

MAN: You talk a lot, don’t you? 
WOMAN: (slightly embarrassed) I’ve been accused of that 

before. Being silent has never been what you would 
call a strength of mine. So, again I apologize . . . please 
go back to your coffee or tea or caffè latte or mocha or 
iced . . . .                                    

MAN: It’s a coffee . . . black, no sugar, no cream, no ice 
blended, no frappé whatcha.

WOMAN: It does get kinda complicated, doesn’t it?
MAN: Following the trend, I suppose. Name’s Matt.
WOMAN: Alice.
MAN: Well, Alice, you did make my day more interesting.
WOMAN: Better than boring, right?
MAN: Better than boring, right.
WOMAN: Well, thanks for not hitting me or running off 

screaming into the night or something like that . . . 
MAN: I’m not usually a wild and crazy type of guy.
WOMAN: (slightly intrigued) Not usually?
MAN: Not usually . . . but if the situation warrants it, I just 

might see what way the wind blows . . . you know, go 
with the flow.

WOMAN: (pausing and then clearing her throat) So, then, 
could it possibly be a possibility?

MAN: You weren’t actually serious, were you?
WOMAN: It’s okay . . . you’re right . . . it’s been a long day. 

WOMAN picks up her drink and starts adding tons 
of sugar . . . obviously not looking. SHE drinks and 
gags. 
MAN looks at her with curiosity.

MAN: Maybe we could start again. (Pause) Matt. 
MAN holds out his hand for WOMAN to shake.
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WOMAN: Alice. 
WOMAN shakes MAN’s hand.

MAN: That’s a nice name. What’s that you’re drinking?
WOMAN: (realizing as she speaks what she is saying) It’s 

just a double frappé with soy and an extra shot of espresso 
with a dollop of . . . 

WOMAN stops what she is saying and looks at the 
cup.

WOMAN: You’re right . . . it’s complicated.
MAN: You ever done this before?
WOMAN: Done this?
MAN: How we started out . . . I mean, it’s quite unusual to 

go up to a man and proposition him totally out of the blue 
. . . well, not quite a full proposition, but quite forward 
nonetheless.

WOMAN: I know . . . I know . . . I should have just minded 
my own business, drank my overly labeled drink and 
gone on my merry way. I think something’s in the air.

MAN: Well . . . I’ve never been one to stand in the way of 
someone’s karmic path, so, please, go ahead . . . whenever 
you’re ready . . . 

MAN puts down his cup and seems ready to kiss 
WOMAN.
WOMAN puts down her cup and stares at MAN 
for a bit. It is now SHE who is taken aback and 
confused.

WOMAN: It’s really okay with you?
MAN: It’s only a kiss.
WOMAN: You really do have delicious lips.
MAN: It’s not my weakest point.
WOMAN: Are you sure it’s okay with you? I mean, it’s quite 

a tender thing . . . a kiss . . . a gentle intimacy.
MAN: I’m fine with it. I mean, there’s not a contract attached 

to it, is there? It’s just a kiss . . . simple.
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WOMAN: You’re sure you’re sure? I don’t want to cross 
any boundaries.

MAN: You really do talk a lot, don’t you?
WOMAN: It’s not my strongest point.

WOMAN glances nervously at MAN’s lips.
WOMAN: This starts something, doesn’t it?
MAN: It can.
WOMAN: If I want it to, right?
MAN: It can.
WOMAN: I’m not completely sure I’m ready for that.

WOMAN leans slightly closer to MAN.
WOMAN: (taking a deep breath) You smell amazing.
MAN: You’re not signing any contract, remember? You 

always have a choice. It’s really quite simple.
WOMAN: That’s easy enough for you to say. I’d like to classify 

it as extremely complicated, if that’s okay with you.
MAN: Fine . . . it’s your kiss. Call it extremely complicated.
WOMAN: But are you completely sure? I mean, I don’t want 

to cross any boundaries and you were just sitting there 
minding your own business. I should have just shut my 
big mouth and kept on drinking, but no, I just blabber 
and blabber until . . . 

MAN: (interrupting her) It’s just a kiss.
WOMAN starts blushing and tries to hide it

MAN: (trying to make her feel more comfortable by chang-
ing the subject) Can I treat you to a muffin? Pastry? 
Cookie?

WOMAN: Does that excuse it?  
MAN: It’s just a kiss.
WOMAN: That’s okay, right?
MAN: It’s okay . . . a simple kiss . . . I told you, no con-

tract. 
WOMAN: You’re a lot more intriguing than I thought.
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MAN: I’ll take that as a backhanded compliment.
WOMAN: So, how do we do this?
MAN: It should be simple enough. I mean, people have 

been doing it for years. It’s not like we’re reinventing 
the wheel. 

WOMAN: Would you like to be seated?
MAN: This is a comfortable chair.
WOMAN: And you’d like me how? I mean, if we’re going 

to do this . . . we should do it right.
MAN: Are you seriously always like this?
WOMAN: I told you . . . it’s never been a strength of mine 

. . . not blabbering on like some moronic fool . . . and 
here I am again . . . yapping and yapping and . . . 

MAN gives her the “enough” look and SHE stops 
talking.

MAN: You know you really are quite beautiful.
WOMAN blushes and turns her face.

WOMAN: I’m really not sure what this starts.
MAN: Does that really matter?
WOMAN: In some ways.
MAN: Are you really sure?
WOMAN: It has to start something. I mean, we can’t just 

kiss and go our merry ways.
MAN: I’m sure it’s happened before. 
WOMAN: But now you’re really starting to intrigue me. 

I’ve already gone through so many possible scenarios 
in my head.

MAN: We’ve only been sitting here talking for about 10 
minutes.

WOMAN: Actually it’s been closer to 6.
MAN smirks and lets out a short laugh.

WOMAN: (self deprecating) It took me a while to get up the 
courage to speak to you.
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MAN: I’m not really that remarkable.
WOMAN: In how this plays out in my mind, you are.
MAN: How could you possibly have played this out in your 

mind in 6 Minutes?
WOMAN: It’s one of my stronger points.
MAN: (raising his eyebrows and moving closer to WOMAN) 

So, then how does it play out?
WOMAN: I win.
MAN: You win? That’s pretty vague, don’t you think?
WOMAN: I can see how it appears that way. 
MAN: So, let’s stop playing around. You’ve played it all out 

in that funky little brain of yours. How do we end up?
WOMAN: I’m not quite sure sharing that is the most strategic 

move to play at this point.
MAN: (smelling something wafting in the air) You smell 

like something sweet from my childhood . . . I can’t 
quite place it.

WOMAN: (not responding to MAN) Can I touch your cheeks 
first? They look so soft.

MAN leans forward and WOMAN gently caresses 
one cheek and then another. MAN is obviously 
very intrigued by this action but is off in thought 
elsewhere.

WOMAN: There’s such a draw to you . . . I can’t quite ex-
plain it.

MAN: Cinnamon rolls.
WOMAN: What?
MAN: You smell like the sweet cinnamon rolls from my 

childhood.
WOMAN: Was my touch that unremarkable?
MAN: Not at all . . . it’s just that cinnamon was so strong. Your 

touch was . . . I can’t quite place it. Are you sure I can’t get 
you a muffin? The cookies are quite delicious here.
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WOMAN: I’d actually like a plain coffee. No sugar. No 
cream.

MAN: You’re willing to take that risk?
WOMAN: I’ve become more and more intrigued. In the past 2 

minutes, I’ve decided that plain coffee is a rewarding risk.
MAN: I’m glad I’ve had a good influence on you.
WOMAN: It does save calories that way.
MAN: I’ll be right back.

MAN goes up to order coffee. 
WOMAN starts frantically going through purse.
She pulls out mirror and is trying to  fix her hair and 
pulls out a small perfume and spritzes herself. MAN 
comes back with coffee.

MAN: Here it is. Plain. No sugar. No cream. Zero calories.
WOMAN takes coffee, but doesn’t drink it yet.

MAN: Is there something wrong?
WOMAN: I just like to let it cool off a bit. You know, they 

have that warning: Caution: Hot beverages are hot.
MAN: You don’t really read those warnings, do you?
WOMAN: I like to be careful.
MAN: And yet you approach complete strangers in coffee 

shops and proposition them?
WOMAN: I take calculated risks.
MAN: You really are quite beautiful.
WOMAN: Thanks for the coffee.
MAN: Plain coffee is much cheaper than your fancy 

drinks.
WOMAN: I’d like to think it’s not all about the money.
MAN: It’s not all about the money.
WOMAN: You’re not as boring as I first thought.
MAN: Would you like to try the coffee? 
WOMAN: I’m not quite ready.
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MAN: It’s only a warning that they put to protect themselves 
. . . you know, save their asses . . . all that liability stuff. 
It’s not really that hot.

WOMAN: You really do have delicious lips.
MAN: It’s just a warning.
WOMAN: I know.
MAN: I remember when my mom would make cinnamon 

rolls. The house smelled so full of life.
WOMAN reaches out to MAN and they share a 
tender kiss.

WOMAN: Cinnamon is one of my favorite smells.
MAN: You really are quite intriguing.
WOMAN picks up coffee and drinks it. 
MAN: Well?
WOMAN: You really do have delicious lips.
MAN: And the coffee?
WOMAN: It’s simple. No contract. 
MAN: Can I help you with your jacket? It’s cold outside.
WOMAN: It’s nice to have company.
MAN: I’m glad you took a risk with the coffee. It will save 

you a lot of money in the long run.
MAN helps WOMAN put on jacket and THEY start 
walking. HE kisses her cheek.

MAN: I love the smell of cinnamon.
Lights fade.

The End



CusToMer serviCe

Philip Hall

Produced by Nantucket Theatrical Productions in con-
junction with the Theatre Workshop of Nantucket on June 
12, 2012, after winning the 2012 Nantucket Short Play 
Competition.
Directed by Eve Messing.

Cast:  
SUZANNE: Jeana Smiley
GEORGE: Christopher Kickham 
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CAST:
GEORGE: any adult age
SUZANNE: same

SET: 2 stools will do. 

GEORGE, facing out, dials a lengthy phone number. We 
hear the beeps. He listens a while. Then . . . 

GEORGE: (into phone) Sup-PORT.
(beat)

Sup-PORT!
(beat)

ExISTing CUStomer.
(beat)

Ex-IS-TING CUSTOMER!
(beat)

ENG-LISH!
(beat)

George Watkins.
(beat)

Father’s name?  Harold.
(beat)

Mother’s maiden name, uh, Willis.
(beat)

My sister is Shirley.
(beat)

My dog is Sniffles.
(beat)

I weigh one-fifty, one-fifty-five.
(beat)

Inseam?
(beat)

INSEAM?
(beat)

No. That’s . . . no.
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(beat)
No, I will not. I WILL NOT!

(beat)
I want an Operator! OPERATOR. Customer Service 
Representative.

(to himself)
Oh, man.

(to phone)
CUS-TUH-MER SER-VICE.

(beat - some success)
Oh. Agent.

(beat)
Female.

GEORGE: (beat - curious) Breathy.
(beat - more curious)

Uh. Sympathetic.
(beat)

George Watkins.
LIGHT comes up on SUZANNE, an extremely sexy 
and concerned agent, who also holds a phone and 
is facing out. Her speech is breathlessly emphatic—
think Elizabeth Ashley, Kathleen Turner. The dia-
logue flows.

SUZANNE: (all in one breath) Hello Mr. Watkins. My name 
is Suzanne.

(beat)
How have we hurt you?

GEORGE: Oh. Hello, Suzanne. It’s nice to talk to a hu-
man.

SUZANNE: (she’s quite theatrical) Always. ALWAYS. 
Talk—it’s what makes us human. It’s what separates us 
from . . . don’t you agree, Mr. Watkins.

GEORGE: Well. It’s just . . . the robot voice, the menus . . . 
SUZANNE: Cold and reserved. Impersonal. Totally dispas-

sionate. How did you get through it, Mr. Watkins?
GEORGE: I. Well. Call me George.
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SUZANNE: Oh, George. I will lift you, I will lift you, I say, 
from the Slough of Despond. We shall rise together.

GEORGE: Ya don’t say.
SUZANNE: I do say. I do, I do, George. What troubles 

you?
GEORGE: Well, the personal questions.
SUZANNE: Oh, the questions, the questions.
GEORGE: The robot voice asked me some very personal . . . 
SUZANNE: About your body . . . 
GEORGE: Yes.
SUZANNE: Measurements and . . . whatnot.
GEORGE: Yes. The whatnot.
SUZANNE: Piss on it, George.
GEORGE: (impressed) Whoah.
SUZANNE: The robot voice is nothing.
GEORGE: No.
SUZANNE: It’s not a voice. It’s not a voice at all.
GEORGE: No.
SUZANNE: It’s a steaming poodle turd on the sidewalk of 

life, George.
Pause, as GEORGE thinks this over. Then the fol-
lowing dialogue mounts.

GEORGE: Well. It’s just that when it asks for measure-
ments . . . 

SUZANNE: Yes.
GEORGE: On my body.
SUZANNE: Yes. YES!
GEORGE: Measurements.
SUZANNE: How dare it . . . 
GEORGE: Yes . . . 
SUZANNE: We all know . . . 
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GEORGE: It’s personal.
SUZANNE: Yes-yes-yes-yes. George. You’ve nailed it.
GEORGE: So, I refused.

Pause.
SUZANNE: Did you?

(beat)
You refused.

(beat)
So refreshing.

GEORGE: Yes.
SUZANNE: You’re so refreshing, George. Clean. Unspoiled. 

Like a Grandma Moses painting.
GEORGE: Well . . . 
SUZANNE: And your measurements sound fine to me.
GEORGE: (now completely relaxed) I work out.

A brief pause.
SUZANNE: George. Why have you called?
GEORGE: (not understanding) What?
SUZANNE: What’s the purpose of your call, George?
GEORGE: Oh. Originally.
SUZANNE: The origin of your displeasure, George. Let me 

have it.
GEORGE: Oh. I want to change my package.
SUZANNE: George, George, George. If I had a nickel for ev-

ery man who told me he wanted to change his package.
GEORGE: Well. The Sports Package. It’s too expensive.
SUZANNE: But George. It gives you so much, The Sports 

Package. Where else can you get all that?
GEORGE: It’s just too . . . expensive.
SUZANNE: I know. Hockey’s your bailiwick, isn’t it, 

George?  You sound to me like a man who likes to fol-
low a puck.

GEORGE: No. Baseball, actually.
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SUZANNE: Ahhh. The ballpark, the grass, the heat of sum-
mer. The acrid taste of warm beer.

GEORGE: Well, at the stadium . . . 
SUZANNE: Precisely, George. If we go to the stadium, it 

becomes - let’s face it - strictly a warm beer scenario.
GEORGE: We?
SUZANNE: Unless you have a skybox, George. Beluga 

caviar?  Dom by the glass?
GEORGE: No. But at the house . . . 
SUZANNE: Precisely, George. At the house. What do we 

have?
GEORGE: Uh. Snacks.
SUZANNE: SNACKS!
GEORGE: Cold beer. The fridge. A big TV.
SUZANNE: Chips ‘n Dips ‘n Suds. What else, George?
GEORGE: (a whisper—he has lost this one) The Sports 

Package.
SUZANNE: The SPORTS PACKAGE, George.

Pause.
GEORGE: Shit.
SUZANNE: It is shit, George.
GEORGE: Without the . . . 
SUZANNE: Without the Sports Package, life is shit.
GEORGE: (very meek) But I can’t afford it.

Pause.
SUZANNE: So, I’m not worth it, George. Is that it?
GEORGE: No, no. It’s just . . . 
SUZANNE: Use me up and toss me away. Just like you did 

with Karen Compton.
GEORGE: No, I . . . 

(he realizes what she’s said)
Wait. Karen . . . How did you . . .?
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SUZANNE: Karen Compton.
(beat)

Ya just couldn’t slide into third base, couldja George?
GEORGE: What?  That’s . . . Wait . . . This is insane . . . 
SUZANNE: You’re not a closer, are you George?
GEORGE: Wait . . . 
SUZANNE: You keep repeating the same mistakes.
GEORGE: How did you know about that?  Something per-

sonal. Something that happened ten years ago?
Pause.

SUZANNE: (careful) I guessed.
GEORGE: Look. I don’t like this. You shouldn’t have per-

sonal information like that.
SUZANNE: We can’t have too much personal information.
GEORGE: (as stern as he gets) No. No. Suzanne. As much as 

I’ve enjoyed our talk, I’m going to have to ask to speak 
to your supervisor.

Long Pause.
SUZANNE: Him!
GEORGE: Well, yes. I’m sorry, but this kind of thing . . . 
SUZANNE: You all stick together, don’t you?  Sports Pack-

age Discontinues.
GEORGE: No. No. It’s just that . . . 
SUZANNE: Okay. Okay. I’m sorry I threw Karen Compton 

in your face!  I was hurt. I was wounded. I went for a 
Hail Mary.

GEORGE: That’s football.
SUZANNE: I know.

(beat)
This’ll be the final straw with . . . him. This is it for me. 
My sales are down this quarter. Especially the God-
forsaken . . . 

GEORGE: Sports Package.
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SUZANNE: Yes.
GEORGE: Okay. Look. I’ll keep the package.
SUZANNE: Would you do that, George?
GEORGE: I’ll do that.
SUZANNE: (revived) George, George, George. You’ll keep 

the Sports Package. You’ll keep it and you’ll—by God—
you’ll re-up for another year.

GEORGE: Now hold on.
SUZANNE: You’ll re-up in HD, George. ‘Cause that’s the 

kind of guy you are. No effete beads of caviar for you. 
No Champers, No Bubbly. You’re a stout and sturdy, 
chips-and-brewski kinda guy. You’re my kinda guy. 
Goddammit George, you’re my guy.

GEORGE: (getting excited, too) Damn.
SUZANNE: Yes. YES. Say it!
GEORGE: Okay!  OKAY, I’M YOUR GUY!
SUZANNE: (immediate change - businesslike) Thank you 

for re-registering the Sports Package. Will there be 
anything else?

GEORGE: What?
SUZANNE: Is there anything else I can do for you today?
GEORGE: Wait. What about ..?
SUZANNE: What about what?
GEORGE: What about us?
SUZANNE: We have a Minor League package, if you’re 

interested.
GEORGE: Minor . . . wait. Minor ..?
SUZANNE: Is there anything else I can do for you today?
GEORGE: (realizing) No. No, I guess not.
SUZANNE: Thank you for calling. Bye.

LIGHTS out on SUZANNE. Pause. GEORGE, after 
a moment of reflection, dials a number.
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GEORGE: (into phone) Sup-PORT.
(beat)

ExISting CUStomer.
BLACKOUT

The End



draw a lion

Dan O’Neil

Original production at the Brooklyn Winery, August 26th, 2012. 
Featuring 

MARCY: Erin Mallon 
LYNNE: Tara Westwood 

Directed by Dan O’Neil
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CAST LIST:
MARCY: female, tall and eager to please, early thirties.
LYNNE: female, a former model, elegant, late thirties or 
early forties.

PLACE & TIME: 
Lynn’s apartment, one day before Mother’s Day.

MARCY & LYNNE both stare long and hard at a small 
cardboard rectangle—a handmade card. MARCY starts 
out hopeful, but slowly deflates amid the long silence that 
ensues.

MARCY: Let me start by just saying that I’m not a visual art-
ist, like at all, I hardly know how to sign my name, Lynne, 
I am flattered that you asked this, commissioned—I’ve 
never been commissioned to do anything at all ever and 
so but it’s okay if you don’t like it, it won’t hurt my 
feelings—

LYNNE: You’ve never been asked to wash dishes?
MARCY: People have asked me to wash dishes.
LYNNE: That’s a commission.
MARCY: Well this is different.
LYNNE: Yes, I can see that now.
MARCY: . . . What’s wrong with it. See? How easily I asked 

that just now? I’m not afraid of your answer at all, not 
in the least bit, oh my god please don’t tell me I’ll just 
get you another one at the store, we can just forget this 
ever happened—

LYNNE: I don’t want a store bought card. I want a handmade 
card. It’s Mother’s Day tomorrow.
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MARCY: So—but I also only bring this up with emphasis 
on my appreciation for your having asked me in the first 
place, for involving me in this intimate affair between 
you and your—but wouldn’t it be just fine to write 
“Happy Mother’s Day” on the outside, just get a like 
nice piece of heavy paper from the paper store and just 
write something small and semi-personal on the other 
side and send it?

LYNNE: No.
MARCY: Does it have to be of a lion?
LYNNE: Yes.
MARCY: A picture of a lion.
LYNNE: Yes.
MARCY: Identifiably so.
LYNNE: Yes and no.
MARCY: Well, that clears things up.
LYNNE: You didn’t draw a lion?
MARCY: No. No, I did. That . . . is . . . a lion.

They stare again at the card.
LYNNE: Yes.
MARCY: See, the, uh—the outline is—I WENT TO THE 

ZOO FOR THIS! I was like, oh a lion, no problem, that’s 
funny that she wants a lion on a mother’s day card but 
okay I don’t need to know any details, and I thought 
about lions and realized I don’t see them very often and 
perhaps inspiration would be useful so I went to the zoo. 
But. I couldn’t SEE any lions. They were all hiding or 
something. I stayed there until it was about to close. I 
cried in the monkey house.

LYNNE: Maybe you should have refused this commission.
MARCY: Yes, maybe you should have just wandered out into 

the street and asked any wayward person to draw you 
a lion, some child selling lemonade could have done a 
better job, I know, it’s just—
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LYNNE: I don’t know any children.
MARCY: You would’ve asked a child? Over me? 
LYNNE: Yes.
MARCY: But you don’t know any.
LYNNE: Yes.
MARCY: Well that is comforting.
LYNNE: Children are very talented. In their drawing.
MARCY: If by talented you mean they draw weird shit—
LYNNE: Marcy? That’s not what I mean.

They draw without fear.
It doesn’t need to be good or representational. 
It just needs to be.
I thought—
Here’s why I commissioned you, I know you’ve been 
wondering.
You are the only person I could think of who struck me 
as capable of drawing without fear.

MARCY: Wow.
LYNNE: The reason I asked you to draw a lion is that my 

mother is a terrible person. She will and has critiqued 
every card, every phone call, practically every utterance 
I make, and so I have committed myself to abstraction. 
The problem with this card as I see it is that it looks TOO 
MUCH like a lion. My mother will recognize it. She will 
say something like, “A LION, Lynne? Really? Is that re-
ally what you think of me?” And I will get sucked into a 
conversation I’m not interested in having, namely the type 
of conversation which includes raised voices, first inadver-
tent and later not-so-inadvertent comparisons to various 
carnivorous animals, perhaps escalating to shark—she’ll 
call me a whale, playing on my former body image issues 
which she expertly instilled in me in the first place—I think 
you can see why it’s vital to me that while I know this is an 
image of a lion, she will have no way of articulating what’s 
right or wrong with it or even what it actually is. 

MARCY: So I did too good?
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LYNNE: If you’d like to think of it that way.
MARCY: Well, I would.
LYNNE: Then do.
MARCY: Lion’s too good.
LYNNE: Yes.
MARCY: Hmm.
LYNNE: Would you be willing to—
MARCY: To draw it again?
LYNNE: Yes, but this time, unafraid, make your lines bold, shade 

with certainty, obliterate the image only by accident. You 
need to think of it as a lion, or else it won’t be. My mother’s 
confusion will be legitimate, and I will be forced to forfeit 
the moral high ground, which I am unwilling to do.

MARCY: That sounds quite difficult.
LYNNE: Which is why I asked you.
MARCY: Oh, Lynne. That’s such, just, a nice thing. To 

think that I could do a difficult thing, I mean. Thank 
you Lynne.

LYNNE: You are very welcome, Marcy. I have always re-
garded you as one of the least socially developed people 
that I know.

MARCY: The problem is, you’re wrong about that. I’m not 
as childlike as you might think. I’ve grown up a lot since 
. . . I don’t know, yesterday, last Tuesday, I grow every 
day. I grow more afraid. Every day. I’m thirty-two years 
old. I can’t draw a lion that doesn’t look like a lion while 
still believing that I’m drawing a lion. I’ve aged.

LYNNE: Oh dear.
MARCY: Yes.
LYNNE: May I . . . Suggest something?
MARCY: Okay.
LYNNE: I want you to repeat some words after I do.
MARCY: Sure!
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LYNNE: We’ll start with very grown-up words—
MARCY: We’ll start with—
LYNNE: No don’t repeat it yet, those aren’t the words. The 

words I want you to repeat are: Mortgage.
MARCY: Mortgage.
LYNNE: Pregnancy.
MARCY: Pregnancy.
LYNNE: Self-worth.
MARCY: Self-worth.
LYNNE: Instigation.
MARCY: Litigation.
LYNNE: No, instigation.
MARCY: Oh. Sorry. Investigation.
LYNNE: Interesting. We’ll just go on—

Alienation.
MARCY: Alienation.
LYNNE: Butterfly.
MARCY: Oh that’s nice.
LYNNE: Repeat it, please.
MARCY: Butterfly.
LYNNE: Ketchup.
MARCY: Ketchup.
LYNNE: Mayonnaise.
MARCY: Mayonnaise.
LYNNE: Yes please.
MARCY: Yes please.
LYNNE: Playground.
MARCY: Playground!
LYNNE: Cloud.
MARCY: Cloud.
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LYNNE: Red.
MARCY: Red.
LYNNE: Happy.
MARCY: Happy.
LYNNE: Good night.
MARCY: Good night.
LYNNE: Close your eyes.
MARCY: Close your—
LYNNE: Actually do it, close your eyes.

MARCY closes her eyes. 
LYNNE: Your bedroom is on the northeast corner of the 

house. Outside the window is a spruce tree. It smells 
like leaves and paint in your room. There are teddy bears 
above your pillow. On the wall, there is a painting. It is 
a painting that you made two years ago, when you were 
three. Can you describe the painting, please?

MARCY: It’s . . . sort of blue. And, like, a kaleidoscope? It’s 
fragmented. It’s . . . Sad. I’m proud of it. I feel good when 
I see it. It’s on cardboard. It’s not framed. 

LYNNE: What is it?
MARCY: I don’t know.
LYNNE: Is it a lion?
MARCY: It could be.

I don’t know.
It’s whatever I want it to be.

LYNNE: What if your mother said to you, after you finished 
painting it, “Oh what a lovely lion!”

MARCY: I guess it would become a lion.
LYNNE: But if she hadn’t said that?
MARCY: It could have been anything. It just was. It was a 

thing. It was unnamable.
LYNNE: Were you afraid then?
MARCY: No! I wasn’t!
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LYNNE: Are you afraid now?
MARCY: Well I’m afraid of lions.
LYNNE: Yes. What else?
MARCY: Uh, failure, stains, the subway, bugs, relation-

ships, and, uh, hair growing where it shouldn’t, aging, 
what other people think, uh, money, of money, not 
enough or too much, either way, of what I look like 
when I first wake up, um, status I guess, personal gain 
and I don’t know, loss, loss of, yeah, loss of years, of 
ability, of aging, of growing up, of my naked body, of 
neglecting my dental health, of going to my job, of los-
ing my job, of . . . global warming, terrorists, madmen 
with guns, also not having the right to own a gun even 
though I don’t but what if I did one day! Of not know-
ing. Also, of knowing too much. Lions.

LYNNE: Yes. Me too. Now open your eyes?
MARCY: Okay.

MARCY opens her eyes.
MARCY: Okay.
LYNNE: Here’s a crayon.
MARCY: Thank you.
LYNNE: Here’s a canvas.

LYNNE hands her a piece of cardboard.
MARCY: It’s cut out of a cereal box—
LYNNE: It’s a canvas.
MARCY: Yes.
LYNNE: I want you to draw. 

Just, right there, now, on this canvas.
Marcy.
If you would.
Draw me a lion?

MARCY starts drawing.
LYNNE, over her shoulder, watches, breathless.

The End
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CHARACTERS
PHIL HENNESSEY: Your typical manager, mid forties 
to late fifties, tired, and a bit behind the eight ball. Think 
J.T. Walsh. 
NOEL IVES: A sprightly young man, mid twenties to early 
thirties—an overachiever whose life’s disappointments 
have not yet caught up with him. 
BUZZER: An omniscient buzzer forcing characters to correct 
lies, inaccuracies, outrageous comments, or anything else it 
deems worthy of intercession. Think of it as Adam Smith’s 
invisible hand putting in a little face-time at the office. 

SYNOPSIS: In this stylized comedy, Noel Ives has a job 
interview with Phil Hennessey. When Ives gets things 
wrong, a buzzer puts him back on track. Does Ives get 
the job, or does the buzzer get Hennessey too?

SET: The set is minimal and consists of a door (embedded in 
a wall, freestanding, or hanging), a desk and two chairs. 
All other choices pertaining to an office are at the discre-
tion of the producer(s).

(Optional: HENNESSEY is listening to the beginning of 
the Carpenters’ “Rainy Days and Mondays” while pouring 
himself a little drink. The interaction of the forlorn music 
and the physical comedy involved should clue the audience 
into the comedic nature of this piece. Hennessey, shaking 
his head at his private, pathetic moment, turns the music 
off somewhere in the middle of the second stanza.)

HENNESSEY, middle 40s to late 50s, opens a door, reveal-
ing a younger man, Ives, mid 20s to early 30s. 

HENNESSEY: You must be my three o’clock. 
IVES: (looking at his watch) Actually, it’s more like three-

oh-five. 
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An omniscient buzzer sounds.
Ives shuts the door . . . and reopens it. 

HENNESSEY: You must be my three o’clock. 
IVES: (broad grin) Yeah. 

Buzzer. 
Hennessey shuts the door . . . and reopens it. 

HENNESSEY: You must be my three o’clock. 
IVES: (pointing, gun-like fashion) You got that right. 

Buzzer. 
Hennessey shuts the door . . . and reopens it. 

HENNESSEY: You must be my three o’clock. 
IVES: Three o’clock it is.
HENNESSEY: Phil Hennessey. 

Hennessey reaches out to shake his hand. 
IVES: (shaking hands) Noel Ives. 
HENNESSEY: I’m executive vice-president of regional 

sales. 
Buzzer. 

HENNESSEY: I’m a frustrated middle manager with an 
unnaturally prolonged marriage and a quarter century 
of regrets. 

(beat) 
I wasn’t sure you were my appointment.

IVES: How so? 
HENNESSEY: (offering a seat with an open hand) Have 

a seat. (returns to his desk; waits for Ives) I’ve just 
never had anybody come to an interview without a tie 
before.

Buzzer. 
IVES: (pulls out a clip-on tie from his pocket.) I brought a tie. 

He holds up the tie like a kid holding up a garter 
snake. 
Buzzer.

HENNESSEY: Usually interviewees are wearing them. 
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IVES: You want me to put it on?
HENNESSEY: Never mind now. 

Buzzer. 
IVES: I’ll put it on. 
HENNESSEY: Do what you want. 

While Ives is putting on his tie, Hennessey, slides on 
his birth control glasses, and leafs through papers 
on his clipboard. 

HENNESSEY: Tell me a little bit about yourself, Noel. 
IVES: I’m just a guy with the wrong family name, living 

in a tumbledown house with a three-chair table on the 
wrong side of the tracks subject to the whims of jolly 
green giants. 

Buzzer. 
IVES: I’m just a guy looking for something better. 
HENNESSEY: So . . . where are you currently employed? 
IVES: I’m not. 
HENNESSEY: I beg your pardon. 
IVES: I’m currently unemployed.

Buzzer. 
IVES: What I meant to say was: I’m currently freelancing. 

Two insistent buzzes. Both twist a bit with the buzzes: 
uncomfortable. 

HENNESSEY: Not a good answer. We both know they’re one 
and the same. (beat) Are you currently employed? 

IVES: Yes. (then much quieter) Yes.
Hennessey looks up through his bifocals. 

HENNESSEY: Tell me, Mr. Ives, why do you want this job?
IVES: I’m not sure I get you, Mr. Hennessey. 
HENNESSEY: Why do you want . . . this . . . job? 
IVES: I don’t. 

Buzzer. 
IVES: I don’t really want a job. Do you? 
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Buzzer. 
IVES: No, really, I thought one had a better chance of getting 

a job if one doesn’t want a job. 
HENNESSEY: . . . if one doesn’t need a job. 
IVES: Oh, that’s right. 

Buzzer.
IVES: They’re making me get one. 
HENNESSEY: Who’s making you get one what? 
IVES: A job. 
HENNESSEY: Who is? 
IVES: Society. 

Buzzer.
HENNESSEY: Mr. Ives, why do you want this job? 
IVES: I’m currently a CPA with Morgan Stanley Dean Witter 

and I’m looking for more hours with less pay. 
HENNESSEY: I don’t believe you.
IVES: (delayed, almost waiting for the buzzer) What part? 
HENNESSEY: All of it. 

Buzzer.
IVES: That’s ok. 
HENNESSEY: Pardon? 
IVES: I’m sorry, I was just testing . . . (indicating the buzzer) 

. . . you know. 
HENNESSEY: (oblivious) If you weren’t doing this, what 

would you prefer to be doing? 
IVES: That’s pretty wide open. 
HENNESSEY: Well, choose something. 
IVES: I’d like to be a product tester in the pimping business. 

Buzzer. 
IVES: I wouldn’t mind to be sailing around the world. 
HENNESSEY: Who wouldn’t? Well, as you know, that isn’t 

a possibility here. 
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IVES: Yes, sir.
HENNESSEY: (beat) Mr. Ives. It tells me here you went to 

Stamford. 
IVES: Yeah. I was gonna go to Yale, but when I heard a former 

president went there, I didn’t care to go. 
Buzzer. 

HENNESSEY: It tells me here you went to Stamford. 
IVES: That’s right. 
HENNESSEY: Oh. I see now. Stamford. Not Stanford. 

Buzzer.
IVES: Ask me that question again. 
HENNESSEY: It tells me here you went to Stamford. 
IVES: No. That would be Stanford with an “n”. 
HENNESSEY: (incredulous) Stanford. 
IVES: That’s right. That’s absolutely right. 
HENNESSEY: In Connecticut? I thought Stanford was in 

California. 
IVES: It was. I mean, it is. It’s one of the satellite cam-

puses. 
HENNESSEY: That’s bullshit. 

Buzzer. 
IVES: That’s right. Stamford, Connecticut. 
HENNESSEY: (not impressed) I see. 
IVES: And you? Oberlyn Community College? 

Buzzer. 
IVES: I was going to apply to Stanford, but couldn’t scrape 

together the application fee. I’ve been paying the price 
for that ever since. 

HENNESSEY: (interrupting) So you ended up attending 
Stamford. Is that right? 

IVES: Affirmative. 
A pregnant pause. Hennessey is waiting for the 
buzzer. 
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IVES: I don’t think you’re supposed to use it that way. 
HENNESSEY: (awkward, as if caught) Moving on. What 

kind of salary are you expecting from this position? 
IVES: Somewhere between the high end of reasonable and 

the low end of outrageous. 
HENNESSEY: I don’t follow. Could you be a bit more 

specific? 
IVES: Well, let me ask you. How much do you make? 

Buzzer. 
IVES: Let me rephrase that. How much are you offering? 
HENNESSEY: Well, that’s what I am asking you. 
IVES: I just don’t want a salary that’s half of what some 

guy I’ll be working with is getting who’s doing the 
same job. 

Hennessey waits for the buzzer. 
IVES: I don’t think that’s going to help you.
HENNESSEY: I’m sorry. What were we discussing?
IVES: My salary.

Buzzer. 
HENNESSEY: You don’t have one. I haven’t offered you 

the job yet. 
IVES: What’s it going to take for you to make the offer? 
HENNESSEY: We’ve got to interview a whole pool of ap-

plicants, and then we’ll make a choice based on the best 
fit. 

IVES: How do I know you’re not trying to fill the position 
with the owner’s nephew? 

HENNESSEY: Because I am the owner’s nephew. 
Buzzer. 

HENNESSEY: Because the owner’s nephew is a moron. 
Buzzer. 

HENNESSEY: Because the owner’s nephew is already em-
ployed here. And let me add this: he’s a fine fellow. 
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IVES: Surely you’ve already gone through your stack of 
applicants and pared down your choices. 

HENNESSEY: I have. 
IVES: And were there any that stood out to you? 
HENNESSEY: There were. A few. 
IVES: And mine was in there. 
HENNESSEY: Well, we’re sitting here, aren’t we? 
IVES: Then what else do you need from me? A DNA test? 
HENNESSEY: For what? 
IVES: (as if obvious) To test for the slave gene? 

Buzzer. 
HENNESSEY: It’s not that kind of place. 
IVES: That’s good to know. 
HENNESSEY: I’d like to know a bit more about your work 

history. Your resume indicates a gap in employment. Can 
you explain that? 

IVES: Sure can. I took time off to help my ailing father. (beat) 
What else would they like to know? 

HENNESSEY: (almost defensive) I’m just reading the ques-
tions they have prepared for me. (beat, reading off the 
list) How well do you work in groups? 

IVES: Depends. 
HENNESSEY: What do you mean? 
IVES: It depends on the group. 
HENNESSEY: Explain yourself. 
IVES: You should know. Those AA meetings are pretty 

sedate. 
Buzzer. 

HENNESSEY: I don’t think it’s very kind to bring up my 
drinking problem. The fact is, the alcohol has a somnam-
bulant effect on my marriage. 

IVES: Let me put it this way: I get along well in those groups 
where there isn’t somebody jockeying to be in charge. 
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HENNESSEY: Oh, ok. That makes sense. (reading off the 
list) Name a situation in which you had a conflict with a 
manager. How did that get resolved? 

IVES: One time I was sitting in a waiting room and some 
lackluster manager was mouthing off to me about being 
in charge. So I said to him, “You’re not in charge.” And 
he points to me like this, you know . . . with his finger 
twitching like an inchworm and he has that look of fear on 
his face . . . as if he just caught me screwing the secretary 
whose pants he hasn’t gotten into . . . and he said “You 
come with me.” So I get up and we go to the big boss’ 
office, and he bursts out with, “Bob, he said I’m not in 
charge of the QA group.” And the big boss looks at him 
and says, “Bill, you better relax. You look so stressed, 
you look like you’re gonna have a heart attack.” Then 
the big boss turns to me and asks, “Is Bill in charge of 
QA?” and I said, “Yeah, Bob, Bill is in charge of QA.” 
And he said, “Then what’s the fuckin’ problem?” And I 
said, “I’m not in QA, Bob. I don’t even work here.” 

HENNESSEY: (pregnant pause, then . . . ) Well, I’m satis-
fied with your answers and your C.V. is very impressive. 
(beat) Now, do you have any questions for me? 

IVES: Sure. You’ve done a masterful job of circumventing 
the issue . . . 

HENNESSEY: I tried. 
IVES: . . . but I can see you’re itching to offer me the job. 

You’re not avoiding the point because you’re personally 
embarrassed by the amount they’re offering, are you? 

HENNESSEY: Not at all. 
IVES: So, for the sake of interest and to remove the suspense, 

how much are you offering that is competitive with the 
marketplace? 

HENNESSEY: We’re offering you $45,000 a year. 
IVES: (a mix between light incredulity and surprise) You’re 

serious. 
HENNESSEY: (almost proud) Yes. 45 thou.
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IVES: And you’re expecting me to give up my dreams for 
that puny amount? 

Hennessey hesitates, expecting to be saved by the 
buzzer. 

HENNESSEY: (emboldened and defensive) We’re expecting 
you to give up your life. 

Buzzer. 
IVES: For this job? 
HENNESSEY: For this company. 

Buzzer. 
HENNESSEY: I’m saying your life will be the company. 

Buzzer. 
HENNESSEY: (caught) What am I saying? I mean, this is 

your career. You’re the one who chose it, right? 
IVES: (waits for the buzzer: no buzzer) Very clever. 
HENNESSEY: (relieved) Believe you me, this is why I’m 

the manager. 
IVES: So, this is the best you can do? $45,000?
HENNESSEY: What do you say I boost that to $55,000 after 

the first year? 
Buzzer. 

HENNESSEY: How about $55,000 starting? 
Buzzer. 

HENNESSEY: 65? 
Buzzer. 

HENNESSEY: 75? 
Buzzer. 

HENNESSEY: $85,000! 
Buzzer.

HENNESSEY: (outburst) Jesus Christ! 
Buzzer, Buzzer. 

IVES: I think it needs to be a numerical value. 
HENNESSEY: 95,000? 

Buzzer. 
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HENNESSEY: Too low? 
Buzzer. 

HENNESSEY: Too high? 
They both wait: no buzzer. 

HENNESSEY: (insistent, sarcastically shrill) Too high? 
No buzzer. 

HENNESSEY: How about $90,000 dollars? 
Hennessey waits: no buzzer. 

HENNESSEY: Ok, $90,000 dollars it is. That sounds fair in this 
economy. You know, I’m going out on a limb on this for 
you. This is almost pre-recession. You get that, right? 

IVES: Not only do I get it, Mr. Hennessey, I appreciate it. 
Both rise. Ives reaches across the table and shakes 
Hennessey’s hand.
(Optional: Some hopeful music, such as Max Rich-
ter’s re-composition of Vivaldi’s The Four Seasons: 
Spring 1, could be faded in at this point.)

HENNESSEY: Whew. I’m glad we got that over with. (beat) 
Now, do you have any other questions for me? 

IVES: Yeah. How much vacation time does this company 
offer? 

HENNESSEY: (nervous laughter, as if he’s never heard the 
word before) Vacation time? What the hell is that? 

Long buzzer.
Ives walks back toward the door.
Start fade to black. 

HENNESSEY: (insistent, helpless) No, really, what is that?
Buzzer.

HENNESSEY: (left in the dust) Help me out here, Ives?!
Buzzer.

HENNESSEY: (defeated, shouting after him) I’ve heard 
somebody use that term before.

Long buzzer.

End of play. 
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CHARACTER
TACY TOLBERT: Age seventeen. Headstrong and quick-
tempered. She lives in Turtle Creek, Louisiana with her 
parents and brothers.

JEREMIAH WILKES: Age eighteen. Tacy’s best friend. 
He lives with his father and six sisters. He is a bit awkward 
but eager to please

TIME: Present
PLACE:  A clearing in Turtle Creek, Louisiana

AT RISE:  JEREMIAH, 18, is discovered dancing to the 
music of Natalie King Cole’s “Pink Cadillac.”  TACY, 17, 
watches as he dances in wild abandon. As the dance and 
music continue, TACY becomes increasingly frustrated.

TACY: JEREMIAH DEACON WILKES! IS THIS YOUR 
IDEA OF FOREPLAY? DIDN’T YOU READ NONE 
OF THAT BOOK I GAVEN YOU?

JEREMIAH: (pleased with himself) I SURE DID, TACY 
TOLBERT. AND FOR YOUR INFORMATION, I COM-
MITED TO MEMORY CHAPTER ONE: INTRODUC-
TION TO HUMAN SExUALITY.

TACY: YOU ARE A LYIN’ TOAD, MISTER WILKES! 
YOU COULDN’T MEMORIZE THE PLEDGE OF 
ALLEGIANCE, NOT IF YOUR LIFE DEPENDED ON 
IT. HECK, YOU CAN’T EVEN RECITE YOUR OWN 
SISTERS’ NAMES!

(JEREMIAH does not respond. HE keeps dancing.)
AWWW, NOW DON’T YOU GO PRETENDIN’ LIKE 
YOU CAN’T HEAR ME!

JEREMIAH: (pleasantly) EVERYONE FROM VILLE 
PLATTE TO BATON ROUGE CAN HEAR YOU, 



87Lawrence Harbison

TACY! (calls out)  WYNONA! . . . PATSY!
TACY: (scolding) JUST 

L O O K  AT  Y O U . 
JUMPIN’ AROUND 
LIKE A RED-LEGGED 
G R A S S H O P P E R . 
I’VE GOT A MIND TO 
CALL THE WHOLE 
THING OFF. 

(JEREMIAH dances and 
calls out names.)

JEREMIAH: DORLEA! . . . 
SUE-ANN!

     SAVANNAH! . . . LA-
VERNE!

TACY: I CAME HERE WITH ONE PURPOSE AND ONE 
PURPOSE ONLY, JEREMIAH DEACON WILKES—
TO RELIEVE YOU OF YOUR VIRGINITY!

JEREMIAH: THAT’S RIGHT.
TACY: SO WHY’RE YOU AVOIDIN’ ME LIKE A FART 

IN A ELEVATOR?
JEREMIAH: I AIN’T AVOIDING YOU, TAY. I’M LOW-

ERIN’ MY INHIBITIONS.
TACY: SAY AGAIN?
JEREMIAH: (reciting) “FOREPLAY LOWERS INHIBI-

TIONS AND INCREASES THE EMOTIONAL COM-
FORT OF THE PARTNERS.” (proudly) SECOND 
PARAGRAPH—“IT IS A SET OF INTIMATE ACTS 
MEANT TO CREATE SExUAL AROUSAL IN AN-
TICIPATION OF SEXUAL INTERCOURSE.”

TACY: BETWEEN TWO PEOPLE. FOREPLAY IS BE-
TWEEN TWO PEOPLE, JEREMIAH. (pointing at him)  
ONE. (pointing at herself) TWO.

(JEREMIAH turns his back to TACY and reads the palm 
of his hand. He grimaces. The music fades out.)

JEREMIAH: Dang.
TACY: Ooo! You are so dumb, you could throw yourself on 

the ground and miss.
JEREMIAH: Well, you don’t have to shame me like that, 

Tacy. Gosh, I knowed you forever. Even before you could 
lace your own shoes! Even before your daddy took that 
job at Bunky General Hospital and sold his last acre down 
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by the riverbank. Shoot, Tacy, I can’t smell a green onion 
or look at a purple hull pea without thinking of you.

TACY: Really?     
JEREMIAH: And catfish? I take a bite of Blackened Catfish 

fried in bacon grease and I feel weak in the knees.
TACY: You do?
JEREMIAH: Oh, I ain’t ever gonna’ forget that rainy sum-

mer we caught and gutted our first pan-sized catfish on 
Cocodrie Lake. I can still see you lickin’ the eyeball of 
that dead fish and I was thinking, “This gal is something 
special.”

TACY: You thunk that?
JEREMIAH: Yep. I took one look at that furry pink tongue of 

yours, and I b’lieve I knew right then and there that—
TACY:  (expectantly) That what.
JEREMIAH: That . . . that I was afraid of you, Tacy! Still 

am—even if you’re my closest friend.
TACY: JEREMIAH WILKES—YOU ARE TWO SAND-

WICHES SHORT OF A PICNIC. Is this your idea of 
sweetalk? 

JEREMIAH: I’m creatin’ an intimate atmosphere.
TACY: What?
JEREMIAH: Middle of page two—“What constitutes fore-

play?” (peeks at his shoulder)  “Using non-physical 
behavior to create an intimate atmosphere is a gesture of 
foreplay.”   Shucks, Tacy. I’m trying to be intimate with 
you. And I’m telling you my true feelings. You are my 
best friend. And my only friend since Logan went off to 
Camp Shelby lastest month.

TACY: Distance don’t separate true friends! Just because my 
brother is in Mississippi don’t mean he ain’t your friend 
here in Louisiana. Even Deacon and Jim Bob know that, 
and they’re 12 and 13! (changing the subject)  Besides, 
you’re still tellin’ tall tales, Mister Wilkes. ‘Cause I 
know I seen Jefferson Cooper in your front yard only 
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two Fridays ago.
JEREMIAH: That weren’t nothin’ personal. He was jest ar-

guing over a vaccum cleaner that sucked up his favorite 
fishin’ line and his wife’s shoppin’ list. Then he asked 
for his money back and for a piece ‘a cake.

TACY: Did you give it to him?
JEREMIAH: Well . . . 
TACY: That boy’s more slippery than snot on a glass door-

knob. DID YOU GIVE IT TO HIM?
JEREMIAH: Shucks, Tacy. I ain’t cut out for the Appliance 

Rent-to-Own Business! I . . . I gave him five dollars and 
the last slice of cake that you baked for Dorlea’s birthday. 
You shouldn’t gone to all that trouble, Tay. But it sure 
was delicious.

TACY: (modestly) It was just a Dump Cake.
JEREMIAH: It weren’t dumb. It was the tastiest treat I had 

since them Boudin Stuffed Peppers you sent over last 
month!  And little Dorlea?—she woofed down two slices, 
and she’s barely eaten a full meal since Mama passed on. 
Oh, you got a real culinary talent, Tay. Daddy says you 
oughta’ think about enrollin’ in culinary school when you 
graduate next year. He says, “I didn’t think nothin’ could 
taste better than Tacy Tolbert’s Peanut Butter Pound Cake 
‘til I tried this here dessert.”  So I don’t wanna’ hear you 
selling yourself short ever again, Tay. You shouldn’t put 
yourself down like that.

TACY: I ain’t! It was a DUMP Cake. YOU DUMP IN A CAN 
OF CRUSHED PINEAPPLE, A CAN OF CHERRY 
PIE FILLING, A YELLOW CAKE MIx, AND THEN 
YOU DUMP IN A STICK OF BUTTER. There’s nothin’ 
special about that, Jeremiah Wilkes. And ain’t nothin’ 
special about me, neither. 

JEREMIAH: You know that ain’t true.
(Silence. JEREMIAH stares at TACY. She looks be-
hind her to see what he’s looking at. He moves closer 
to her, holding onto his stare. Pause.)



2013—The BesT Ten MinuTe Plays
90

TACY: WHAT is on your mind, Mister Wilkes? If you got 
somethin’ to say, just spit it out!

JEREMIAH: Page three: “Foreplay may include compli-
ments, intimate conversations, and holding a gaze longer 
than is acceptable for casual acquaintances.”

TACY: That a fact.
(JEREMIAH rolls up his pant leg, and takes a peek. 
He starts winking at TACY.)

What’s wrong with you now?
JEREMIAH: “Foreplay can also include preening gestures, 

winking, licking or biting one’s lips,”
TACY: I dare you to come five steps closer.
JEREMIAH: Gimme a moment, Tay.
TACY: I got all night and then some.

(JEREMIAH preens his hair, then takes a step to-
wards her. Then another.)

TACY: Did I ever tell you that you have a finer physique 
than Tom Cruise? In Top Gun? (after a moment) Or that 
your teeth shine brighter than the lights at the Walmart 
Supercenter?

JEREMIAH: I reckon not. (after a moment)  Tacy?
TACY: Yes?
JEREMIAH: I’m too nervous to move my back leg. I ain’t 

never spoken to a girl like this.
TACY: It’s not a mental defect that you’re shy, Jeremiah. (after a 

moment) Tell you what—I’ll bite and lick my lips and then 
you say somethin’ sweet. I’ll give you to the count of three, 
okay? One . . . (TACY licks and bites her lips) . . . two . . . 
GOSH DARN IT, JEREMIAH! MOVE YOUR LEG!

JEREMIAH: Why’d you really ask me down here tonight?
TACY: I told you already. I’m prepared to take you from your 

current state of virginity to manhood.
JEREMIAH: Why me? Why tonight?
TACY: BECAUSE EVEN A BLIND HOG FINDS AN 
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ACORN NOW AND THEN, THAT’S WHY!
JEREMIAH: I don’t even know how to respond to that, Tacy. 

Sometimes talkin’ to you is like getting’ caught between 
a dog and a fire hydrant. It makes me lose my concen-
tration. And you know for a fact that I’m not much on 
stringing so many words together at one time. Besides, 
you’re the only girl in Turtle Creek who speaks to me 
who ain’t my sister or my cousin.

TACY: Aww, nuts. You’re just feelin’ sorry for yourself,  Jeremi-
ah Wilkes! Any girl would be lucky to have a fella’ like you. 
(after a moment)  Even if you fib every now and then.

JEREMIAH: Dang it, Tacy. You can call me anything in the 
book ‘ceptin a liar. I never told you a fib—not once in 
my life.

TACY: Didn’t you drive Luraleen over to T-Boy’s Slaugh-
terhouse last Saturday like I axed?

JEREMIAH: Yep.
TACY: See?
JEREMIAH: No, I don’t see.
TACY: I’m not the only girl you talk to. Maybe you have eyes 

for someone else. Maybe you have eyes for Luraleen!
JEREMIAH: I don’t!
TACY: Then tell me every word that passed between the two 

of you before I change my mind.
JEREMIAH: I swear it, Tacy, on my mother’s grave. We 

didn’t speak at all.
TACY: I’m losing my patience with you, Jeremiah. WHAT’D 

LURALEEN SAY?
JEREMIAH: “Hey.”
TACY: That’s all? 
JEREMIAH:  (shrugs) “Bye?”
TACY: You hauled near twenty pounds of ham hocks and 

a slab of smoked pork into the car without exchanging 
more than two words?
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JEREMIAH: Uh huh. (after a moment) Why’re you carrying 
on like this now?

TACY:  (miserably)I was just afraid that—Well, I’m just 
keepin’ the facts straight.

JEREMIAH: Just hold on a minute, Tay. What was you afraid 
of? You ain’t scared of nothin’.

TACY: Well . . . Luraleen said that I was wastin’ my time on 
you tonight. And I thought—it crossed my mind—that 
maybe she had her own designs on you. (after a moment)  
The truth is, Luraleen told me that—(miserably)—well, 
that you’re light in the loafers. (pause) Well, are you?

JEREMIAH: Am I what?
TACY: Light in the loafers?
JEREMIAH: I ain’t dignifying that question with an answer, 

Tacy.
TACY: Well, you do have some funny ways about you. 
JEREMIAH: I don’t want to hear another word from you, 

Tacy Tolbert. Why don’t you just git in the car and I’ll 
drive you home.

TACY: You don’t mean it. Do you?
JEREMIAH: I do mean it. I DO—I do I do I do mean it. (trying 

to calm down) And, besides, Daddy’s watching the girls all 
night long and—and he needs me more than you.

TACY: That’s not true!
JEREMIAH: What d’you need me for then? I’m not your 

whippin’ boy, Tacy. You think I have funny ways? I’m 
not the one who skips out of school just to watch T-Boy 
slaughter a sow—or who licks dead fish eyes! What 
makes me any queerer than you, Tacy Tolbert. What? 
What is it? You don’t like the way I dress? Or maybe you 
don’t like my dancing!”  (after a moment) You don’t like 
my dancin’? Is that what you’re referrin’ to?

TACY: Maybe.
JEREMIAH: Well, that’s about as narrow-minded as you 



93Lawrence Harbison

can get. Because next to you, my daddy and my sis-
ters, I love dancin’—ALMOST AS MUCH AS YOUR 
DUMB, DUMP CAKE! And I ain’t breakin’ a promise to 
my mother, just to make YOU more comfortable. AND 
THAT’S A FACT! (HE paces.)  I . . . I don’t mean to 
raise my voice to you, Tacy.

TACY: No, I—I deserve it.
JEREMIAH: You’re not fixin’ to cry now, are you? The last 

thing I meant to do was to make you unhappy. You just 
touched on a spot that makes me a little crazy, that’s all

(HE watches TACY closely.)
TACY: Don’t look at me like that.
JEREMIAH: (gently) I was lookin’ at them ear bobs of yours. 

They’re the exact color of the blue skimmer dragonflies we 
caught on Cocodrie Lake, the same day my mama had her 
first faintin’ spell and Sue-Ann cut her first baby tooth.

TACY: I remember.
JEREMIAH: Mama said that Sue-Ann was going to be the 

family looker, but Wynona was the one who was going to 
make something of herself. That’s why I drive 53 miles 
each way every Friday and Saturday—to bring Wynona 
to her dance lessons. Mama thought she was good enough 
to get hired in the Lafayette Ballet Theatre. (TACY rises) 
What’s wrong, Tay?

TACY: My daddy was just took a custodian job at Lafayette 
State..

JEREMIAH: Since when?
TACY: Since last week. He says that way Deacon and Jim-

Bob have a chance to get good schoolin’ out there. And 
Mama—she says she ain’t letting another son of hers get 
within 20 miles of Camp Shelby. So we’re movin’ before 
the new school year starts.

JEREMIAH: That ain’t the end of the world, Tay. It aint! 
Distance can’t separate true friends—you said so your-
self! And I can visit you, Tacy. I’ll come by twice a week 
when Wynona takes her dancin’ lessons.
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TACY: No.
JEREMIAH: What?!
TACY: I SAID, NO.
JEREMIAH: Why not?
TACY: It’s not what I want.
JEREMIAH: What do you want then? 
TACY: (after a moment)  I want you to dance for me. Show 

me somethin’ I never seen before.
JEREMIAH: Alright, then.

(JEREMIAH faces front. He travels to his left.)
“Slide, Slide, Towards Your Tay, Hold.”

 (HE starts to return to TACY.)
TACY: Don’t move, Jeremiah. Just—just stay where you 

are. I got somethin’ to ask you. (She takes a deep 
breath) What’s the biggest thing you ever took from 
somebody?

JEREMIAH: Is this a trick question?
(TACY shakes her head.)

I suppose—I guess it was Mrs. Brewer’s blackboard in 
the third grade after she scolded you in front of the whole 
class for not knowin’ your fractions.

TACY: Right, but what I mean is, what’s the biggest thing—
not the largest thing—but the biggest thing you ever took 
from somebody?

JEREMIAH: I reckon it was—taking my mama for granted. 
Where you goin’ with this, Tacy?

TACY: I came here tonight to take something from you, but I 
also want you to give something to me. Something big.

JEREMIAH: YOU WANT MY CAR?
TACY: No, I don’t want your car. 
JEREMIAH: Then what do you want?
TACY: I want to attend the flag raisin’ ceremony at the Boggy 

Bayou Festival every April, and maybe win first prize in 
the egg toss contest. And I want to go canoeing on Six 
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Mile Creek ‘til I know every gosh darn inch of it. And 
when I hear them announce a car fatality on KJMJ?—I 
want to go to the funeral and know every person’s name 
and their zodiac sign. And at the end of my life, if I can’t 
take care of myself anymore, I want to go to the Prairie 
Manor Nursing Home and string beads ‘til I draw my last 
dyin’ breath.

(after a moment)
And now—I want you to take off your pants.

JEREMIAH: My pants!?
TACY: I got 25 dollars in my bank account—enough to buy 

a marriage license . . . only I need my parents’ consent 
first. And I figger the only way they’ll let me git hitched 
is if I’m in the family way. (after a moment) I want you 
to give me a baby, Jeremiah Deacon Wilkes. I want to 
stay here in Turtle Creek for the rest of my life . . . with 
you.

JEREMIAH: I want that, too, Tacy.
TACY: Then get out of them pants before you change your 

mind.
 (JEREMIAH turns his back to TACY. Reluctantly, he 
removes his pants. When he turns around, TACY sees 
writing up and down his legs. She looks shocked.)

WHAT IN TARNATION IS THAT!?
 JEREMIAH: (reading) “Stimulation with the hands is the 

most common form of foreplay.”
(He looks at TACY.)

 “It can be achieved by mouth, hands, sex toys, or com-
mon household objects like feathers or ice cubes.”

TACY: Is that what the ice-chest is doing in the back seat of your 
car? (after a moment) Jeremiah? Come towards your Tay.

 (JEREMIAH dances towards her. They face each 
other. TACY takes one hand.)

Now slide.
(SHE moves his hand down one side of her body, 
then takes the other.)
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Slide.
 (SHE moves his other hand down her back.)

And hold.
(THEY embrace and kiss as the lights go out. Music 
rises. End of play)

The End
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CHARACTERS:
TAYLOR, mid-thirties; wears glasses, sweats alot
MOLLY, mid-thirties; does not wear make-up

SETTING: Molly’s apartment, Present Day.

(Note: This is meant to be played absolutely straight. The 
characters are completely sincere).

(LIGHTS UP in MOLLY’S apartment. There is a small 
kitchen table with two chairs. There is a window which 
allows sunlight in. There is an end-table with a lamp. The 
apartment should have the appearance of being small and 
brightly lit. MOLLY is discovered sitting on her couch. She 
is drinking out of a tea-cup. She touches the tea-cup to her 
lips three times before taking a sip. She regards the tea-cup. 
She repeats the motion twice more. She stands up and moves 
to the kitchen table, setting the tea cup down. Perfectly in 
the center. She steps back looking at it. She turns it three 
times. There is a frantic knock at her door. She grabs the 
tea-cup. Looks for a place to put it. Sets it under the couch. 
Another frantic knock at the door. MOLLY stands up. Gets 
on her hands and knees. She crawls to the door. She taps it 
three times. There is another knock, more gentle this time. 
She stands, still crouching, and taps three times. There are 
three taps from the other side. She brings herself to her full 
height. She looks through the eye-piece. She inhales. She 
steps back. She taps the door knob three times. She takes 
the doorknob and opens the door. It opens in). 

(TAYLOR is at the door. He is holding a light. The 
kind of light one might see over head in a coffee shop. 
It has some crystals, and all kinds of fuzzy wires 
sticking out of the top, like the top of a pineapple. It 
has been ripped out of the ceiling.)
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TAYLOR: You weren’t there today. I . . . I just. You haven’t 
been there. 

MOLLY: Your words are yellow.
TAYLOR: (Beat)

Okay.
(He enters).

And it’s everyday you’re there.
MOLLY: I burned my tongue.
TAYLOR: (Beat). Okay.

(They regard each other).
I never burn my tongue. I get iced coffee. But just iced 
coffee. Black. I like the taste of black but I hate the taste 
of . . . hot. I like the taste of cold.

MOLLY: It’s a yellow sound.
(She moves to touch his mouth, and retreats her 
hand).

TAYLOR: You have a lot of light in here.
(He sets down the light fixture. He moves around the 
room pulling shades, dimming lights).

MOLLY: Can you. Be. Green?
TAYLOR: I can be green. I think. What?
MOLLY: Green. Yellow sounds are. Blinding.
TAYLOR: Oh.

(He continues making the room darker).
Burning your tongue is a good reason not to go back.

MOLLY: Only once.
TAYLOR: Right. Coffee betrays you. You need to find 

something else.
MOLLY: Don’t kick my teacup. 

(TAYLOR looks around. Does not see a tea-cup).
TAYLOR: Okay.
MOLLY: I do go to work. 
TAYLOR: Really?
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MOLLY: Make-up counter at Molloy’s. 
TAYLOR: Really?
MOLLY: I don’t wear make-up.
TAYLOR: Really? 

(Beat. He regards her).
No, you don’t wear make-up.

MOLLY: Your sound is red now. 
TAYLOR: Oh.
MOLLY: Not green. Not yellow.

(TAYLOR looks around the room, which is sufficiently 
dark. He picks up the light he brought with him).

TAYLOR: It doesn’t look right. This. This here. This light. It 
doesn’t make any sense. Over a table. Without you there. 
And so, I sat there, in the coffee shop, looking at other 
people, being touched by the light. And I was . . . . sad. 

MOLLY: Sad?
TAYLOR: Yes, I was sad. I sit there at 11:32 every day. And 

I leave at 1:01 every day. I take a long lunch. It takes me 
awhile to eat a muffin.

MOLLY: Oh.
TAYLOR: And you arrive between 11:43 and 11:52. You 

get a coffee. You sit under this light. The same light. I 
saw you sit there. Four days in a row. Most people don’t 
sit. They leave. But you sit. Somehow at the same table. 
Under the same light.

MOLLY: You noticed?
TAYLOR: Yes. I noticed. And when the light shines on other 

people. Nothing happens. 
MOLLY: Oh. 
TAYLOR: Yes. It doesn’t work. It’s not right. 
MOLLY: Oh.
TAYLOR: You haven’t been there for three days. And. And. 

You have a table. May I stand on it?
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MOLLY: If you want to stand on my table. Please. Stand on 
my table.

(He stands on her table and raises the light).
TAYLOR: I am not an electrician.
MOLLY: No.
TAYLOR: I’m a phenomenologist. 
MOLLY: What is that?
TAYLOR: It’s like an electrician. Sort of. I mean. 

(TAYLOR removes a small pocket knife and starts 
peeling away at one of the frizzy wires).

I believe if you peel away structures: words, conversa-
tions, the way we’re told to behave, all of it. I believe 
there is essence underneath. Covered in structures. Codes. 
We’re being coded. So, you peel away the codes. Find the 
essence. But then, if you peel away the essence . . . 

(He cuts the top off the wire).
 . . . there are more structures. (Beat). I’m not supposed 
to steal lights, you know.

MOLLY: Yes, I know. Was it hard?
TAYLOR: No. No one stopped me. I don’t know why. I know 

the manager was looking. He has a beard that he colors. 
He is losing hair but keeps his hair in a pony tail, pulling 
more hair off of his head. He has a wart on his nose, and 
a laugh that is very loud and I think people like to hear 
his laugh. He wasn’t laughing when I took this light. So. 
(Beat). I think he called the police. But. I didn’t see any 
police so I came right here because I followed you once 
so I know you lived here. 

(She reacts.)
I wanted to say something to you but I couldn’t say 
anything because the words wouldn’t make sense and 
I needed to give you something so this is it. Because, 
that’s the thing with words. If you peel those away, there 
is more essence. It continues. At the bottom is something 
outside of discourse. Words, I mean. There is something 
we can know, I mean. Can’t know. Something we can’t 
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know. But it doesn’t mean it isn’t there. And. When you 
were under the light. I felt like the answer was somehow 
closer. I’m not making any sense to you.

MOLLY: (Beat). You’re almost making sense. 
TAYLOR: I can just stand here. 

(He holds the light up).
For awhile.

(MOLLY stands on the table with him. She regards 
the light. She touches one of the crystals. She look 
at him and touches his glasses. He becomes incred-
ibly still).

I’m afraid of going to the doctors. I’m afraid they might 
not know enough. They might not care enough. 

(She touches one of the crystals. And then his 
glasses). 

What makes each component different? What makes 
each component the same? A wild being. With so many 
constructed truths. (Beat). I gave up smoking three years 
ago. I thought that would restore my eyesight. It didn’t 
make sense. I just thought health could be Karmatic.

MOLLY: You sound green now.
(She touches the crystal and then his glasses). 

TAYLOR: Do I?
(She helps him hold the light. It begins to shine 
brightly. They look at one another. Awe. Love. They 
say nothing. They stand in the glow. Music comes 
from somewhere. They regard one another occa-
sionally).

Did I kick your teacup?
MOLLY: It’s under the couch.
TAYLOR: Oh, good. That’s where teacups belong.
MOLLY: Yes. 

(They smile. Their nerves are dissipating. The stage 
goes green, with TAYLOR and MOLLY holding the 
perfect yellow light. LIGHTS FADE gradually.)
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CHARACTERS:
MURPHY: F, twenties to thirties, Jones’ longtime friend
JONES: M, twenties to thirties, Murphy’s longtime 
friend

SETTING: Murphy’s living room. It may be a house. It’s 
probably an apartment.

TIME: Now. Or the near future. Or the recent past. Some-
time after Jeopardy! started and Calvin and Hobbes was 
published.

MURPHY and JONES stand around a folding card table. 
There are two chairs in the room. They are not near the 
table, and the probably do not match the table. On the 
table is an elaborately setup game of what appears to be 
Monopoly. MURPHY is holding a remote control. A light 
from a TV illuminates the players. An unintelligible sound 
comes from the TV.

MURPHY: What is . . . um . . . um . . . Czechoslovakia?
A ding.

WOOT!
She pauses the TV, rolls the dice, and moves her piece. 
She draws a colorful index card from a stack.

JONES: Technically, the correct answer is “what was Czecho-
slavakia?”

MURPHY: You know tense doesn’t count. Alex accepted it. 
Those are the rules we agreed on. And you owe me 200 
rupees and a hotel.

JONES: What if I give you five Euros and three hotels?
MURPHY: And Australia.
JONES: And Australia.
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MURPHY: That works.
She un-pauses the TV. Another unintelligible 
sound.

JONES: Who is Eric Blair?
A ding. TV pause.

Excellent.
MURPHY: Thank you, Mr. Burns.
JONES: (while rolling) Don’t be jealous, Smithers. (moves 

his piece) Oh. Boo-urns.
MURPHY: Amazing. (looking over the board) So I get all of 

your chickens and ten of your rice fields.
JONES: But I get to keep my cheese.
MURPHY: Of course.    

She un-pauses the TV.
Um. Um.

JONES: Steal! Who is Boutros Boutros-Ghali?
A ding. TV pause.

YES!
He reaches for the dice when . . . 

MURPHY: Challenge!
JONES: Accepted!
MURPHY: Spell Boutros Boutros-Ghali.
JONES: Challenge card.

MURPHY draws a bright red card.
MUPRHY: (reading) The challengee must do the chicken 

dance before rolling the dice.
Jones does the chicken dance, then rolls. Murphy un-
pauses the TV and becomes abso moves and draws 
a card. He puts it in his pocket.

JONES: Murphy?
MURPHY: (not looking up) Yeah, Jones?
JONES: How long have we been playing?
MURPHY: What day is it?
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JONES: Monday . . . no . . . Friday . . . no. Definitely M-
Wednesday.

MURPHY: Then three years.
JONES: Years? That doesn’t sound right.
MURPHY: (pausing TV) It is entirely possible that we have 

only been playing for three hours. We are operating 
outside of time and space here.

JONES: Your watch is broken again, isn’t it?
MURPHY: How did you know?
JONES: You always get a little philosophical without your 

watch. How many episodes have we gotten through?
MURPHY: Umm . . . let’s see. All of March and part of 

April.
JONES: That’s not so bad.
MURPHY: And considering all of the (doing the air quotes) 

“special” episodes we deleted, it would have put us 
playing for . . . 

JONES: I love you.
MURPHY: Oh.
JONES: Yeah.
MURPHY: Oh.
JONES: Yeah.
MURPHY: Oh. (un-pausing the TV)
JONES: We seem to be stuck on a loop here. Murphy?
MURPHY: What is Kit Kat Dennings?

A ding.
JONES: Murphy.
MURPHY: (rolling the dice) So I move here . . . and I owe 

you Poland . . . and . . . (drawing a card and reading it) 
a lap dance.

JONES: Murphy.
MURPHY: (righting a chair) Well. Come over here.
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JONES: Murphy.
MURPHY: Look, the rules say I have to do what’s on the 

card or lose a turn and a million points. I’ve come too 
far to lose. Now get in the chair. 

JONES: So we’re not going to talk about this?
MURPHY: Talk about what?
JONES: Murphy.
MURPHY: You’ve said that. Get in the chair.
JONES: Fine.

He sits. She sets a timer and dances . . . badly.
It’s just that we’ve known each other a long time. And 
we have so much in common. I mean, how many people 
can stay in this room for . . . however long we’ve been 
in here, playing a game we made up . . . it’s just . . . Can 
you stop that for a minute? I’m trying to have a serious 
conversation and it’s really difficult with you . . . doing 
whatever this is.

A ding. She stops and goes to the game board.
MURPHY: And the cheese is mine. You were saying?
JONES: Please don’t do this.
MURPHY: What?
JONES: Try to be all coy.
MURPHY: I didn’t know I was trying.
JONES: Does this game really mean more to you than I 

do?
MURPHY: (pause)
JONES: Really?
MURPHY: Of course not, but the game is always there for 

me in the awkward moments. And right now you’re just 
creating them.

JONES: This is awkward?
MURPHY: Well, what would you call it? You just come out 

of the blue and say, “I love you.”  How do you expect 
me to react?
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JONES: Not by yelling at the TV screen!
MURPHY: Jones . . . 
JONES: What?
MURPHY: It’s just so confusing. (pause) I mean, no one’s 

ever . . . played this long with me before. People usu-
ally get frustrated and give up after two hours. Or less. 
Usually less.

JONES: That’s what I’m saying! We’re so good together.
MURPHY: I don’t think this counts as together.
JONES: We’re playing. Strategizing. Defining the rules. How 

is this different than any other relationship?
MURPHY: Most people aren’t competing against each 

other.
JONES: But that’s the beauty of it!  You see, I have this theory. 

I think everyone is secretly competing with everyone 
else. And in relationships, people are always trying to 
be the winner. They say it’s all about give and take and 
what not, but really, when you get down to it, it’s all about 
winning. The best relationships are the ones with gracious 
winners and losers . . . or actually, the best relationships 
are the ones where they take turns winning.

MURPHY: Wow.
JONES: I know.
MURPHY: Someone really messed you up, didn’t they?
JONES: No, well, yes, actually, but that has nothing to do 

with this! With us. We could be an “us.”
MURPHY: Technically, we are an us. And don’t even say it. 

I know I’m being facetious. But still . . . I don’t know. 
We’re just so comfortable. I just never thought of anyone 
. . . like that. I mean, wow, that’s a lie. It’s just . . . I’ve 
never had anyone think of me that way.

JONES: What way?
MURPHY: The way you’re talking about. People . . . men . . . 

don’t look at me that way. Don’t say those things to me, 
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and here you are. And you’re fun. And cute. And nice. 
And . . . saying all these things. I don’t know what to 
think anymore. I just haven’t thought about you in that 
way. I stopped thinking about love a long time ago, and 
then to have it brought up again. 

Pause.
 I just don’t know what to do. Playing is so much easier 
than thinking. Why can’t we just play? Why ruin what 
we have?

JONES: Because that’s not good enough anymore.
MURPHY: Jones.

A long pause.
JONES: It’s fine. If you don’t feel the same . . . it’s fine. It’s 

my turn?
He grabs the remote and turns the TV on.

What is Baby Ruth Bader Ginsberg?
A ding. 
He picks up the dice and starts doing the chicken 
dance before rolling.

MURPHY: That’s not what I’m saying.
JONES: Then what are you saying?
MURPHY: I’m saying I don’t know.
JONES: That’s not good enough.
MURPHY: What do you want me to say?
JONES: Something definitive! (a long pause) That’s what 

I thought. 
He rolls and begins to move. She hesitates then runs 
up to him, grabs him, and kisses him.

MURPHY: Definite enough for you?
JONES: Wow.
MURPHY: I know.
JONES: Wow.
MURPHY: I guess I love you too. No guessing. Sorry about 

that. No guessing. I love you too.
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JONES: Wow.
MURPHY: Say something.
JONES: I can’t believe that worked.
MURPHY: What?

JONES pulls the card from his pocket and throws it 
on the table.

JONES: I win.
MURPHY: (reading) Get the other player to admit they love 

you. If you succeed before your next turn is over, you 
win the game.

She sits on the floor without thinking, holding the 
card in her hand, staring forward, blank.

JONES: Better luck next time, Murphy.
He pats her on the shoulder and starts to leave. There 
should be a moment of silence.

MURPHY: Jones?
JONES: (turning) Yeah, Murphy?
MURPHY: Best two out of three?

BLACKOUT

End Of Play
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CHARACTERS
EDWARD: Fifty. Very business-like.
EMILY: Fifty. Very proper.

SETTING: A living room. There are two chairs center stage, 
a small table sits between them. A kitchen table is stage 
left, with a seating for four.

At Rise: Emily is setting the table as Edward enters stage 
right. He crosses into room, sits in the chair stage right, 
and picks up the paper. They speak calmly throughout.

EMILY: Hello darling. Nice day at the office?
EDWARD: Hardly.
EMILY: Why’s that?
EDWARD: It’s Monday. 
EMILY: Can’t be helped I’m afraid.
EDWARD: Be damn nice if it could.
EMILY: And so what did we do today?
EDWARD: Not much outside of the usual. The standard 

ninety-seven meetings, two hundred and forty-three 
conference calls, and seventeen video conferences. 

EMILY: It could’ve been worse I’d imagine.
EDWARD: And of course it was. I had to give the Heimlich 

maneuver to the idiot Porter again. How he manages 
to nearly choke to death on his coffee twice a week is 
beyond me.

EMILY: So it was a full day is what you’re saying?
EDWARD: I suppose if you call all that nonsense full, then 

yes. 
EMILY: You’re a little behind your time this evening as well. 

Nothing wrong I hope.
EDWARD: Nothing serious. Someone jumped in front of 
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the subway again.
EMILY: Dead I take it.
EDWARD: Once the subway hit him, yes.
EMILY: (Beat) I thought we’d go to Enrique’s for dinner 

tonight. 
EDWARD: (Looks over) Then why are you setting the 

table?
EMILY: For tomorrow of course.
EDWARD: And what’s going on tomorrow that requires the 

good silverware to be out?
EMILY: Chandler is coming over.
EDWARD: Chandler Spaulding?
EMILY: We’re having an affair, remember.
EDWARD: Of course I remember. It just seems like a waste 

to use the good silverware is all.
EMILY: He’s rather fussy about those things.
EDWARD: I suppose. 
EMILY: His tastes are very refined if you recall.
EDWARD: And speaking of tastes, tell him I’d like my 

Klimt back.
EMILY: (With confusion)  I’m sorry?
EDWARD: My Klimt. I lent it to him sometime back. He 

wanted to impress some woman with it.
EMILY: Oh yes. I recall now. The Klimt painting we have 

in the bedroom.
EDWARD: What other Klimt would there be?
EMILY: I’m sorry, when you first said Klimt, I thought you 

were talking about my . . . 
(She looks down) 

EDWARD: Why would I talk about that? The Klimt is much 
more valuable.

EMILY: Speaking of Klimt’s, I’ll be spending Thursday 
evening at Peter Maltins.
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EDWARD: Not the entire evening?
EMILY: His wife’s out of town and he thought it might be 

best if I just spent the night.
EDWARD: Isn’t that being a tad obvious?
EMILY: Can’t be helped darling.
EDWARD: Although I suppose this way I won’t have to 

worry about you coming in so late.
EMILY: And you do tend to worry when I’m out late.
EDWARD: Just do me the courtesy of leaving me his number 

in case of an emergency.
EMILY: I’ll put it on the fridge with the others.
EDWARD: Others? How many others are there.
EMILY: Oh just a few. 
EDWARD: And what constitutes just a few?
EMILY: Thirty-seven.
EDWARD: Thirty-seven? When exactly are you going to 

pencil me in?
EMILY: If I recall, there’s two Wednesdays afternoons in 

June, and then there’s a nice fifteen minute morning ap-
pointment August the seventeenth.

EDWARD: But I’m at work during those times. 
EMILY: (Beat)  I hadn’t thought of that.
EDWARD: Couldn’t you reschedule some of the others?
EMILY: They’re all married dear. I have to work around with 

what I’m given.
EDWARD: Yes, but I’m married too. 
EMILY: But that’s just to me darling, so that hardly counts. 
EDWARD: Yes, but isn’t that a rather nonsensical view from 

a realistic standpoint?
EMILY: I don’t see how.
EDWARD: You’re my wife. One would think I should take 

priority.
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EMILY: But if I did that, how would I fit the other thirty-
seven in?

EDWARD: (Matter-of-factly)  The same way you’re doing 
it now. On your back.

EMILY: (She laughs) Now you’re just being silly.
EDWARD: I don’t see how. But I suppose you know what’s 

best.
EMILY: Of course I know what’s best. I mean it’s not like 

I’m in love with all of them.
EDWARD: Well I’d certainly hope not. A person only has 

so much love to give.
EMILY: Emotionally that’s very true. Physical on the other hand, 

can be spread out over an infinite number of people.
EDWARD: That’s the part that has me a bit on edge if you 

don’t mind me saying so.
EMILY: What, that I’ll spread it out for an infinite amount 

of people?
EDWARD: Precisely. Even physical love should have num-

bers below that.
EMILY: No need to worry there. I mean I do only have a 

finite number of years left.
EDWARD: I’m well aware of that, but all good things should 

be taken in moderation as we age.
EMILY: Which is why I’m taking in as much as I can now.
EDWARD: With the exception of me that is.
EMILY: (Beat) Don’t tell me you’re jealous?
EDWARD: Of course not. If there weren’t such things as 

affairs we never would’ve met.
EMILY: I’m surprised your first wife still sends me thank 

you cards.
EDWARD: It can’t be helped. She was raised to use nondis-

cretionary etiquette on all practical matters regardless of 
how stupid they are. 
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EMILY: (Beat) Do you ever find yourself missing her?
EDWARD: Not really. I see her every Sunday afternoon 

while you’re off with Arthur Toole.
EMILY: You’re not having an affair with her I hope.
EDWARD: Why would you think something like that?
EMILY: Because you’re with her.
EDWARD: Yes, but I’m not with her in the “with her way.”  

I’m with her in the other way.
EMILY: You’re positive?
EDWARD: Of course I’m positive. I’m not the affair type of 

person any longer. It  wouldn’t be right.
EMILY: I couldn’t agree more. People would speak if we 

were both having affairs.
EDWARD: And we can’t have that. I have a reputation to 

uphold.
EMILY: As do I.
EDWARD: Yes, but mine’s the positive kind.
EMILY: So is mine.
EDWARD: Yes, but only amongst men. 
EMILY: Now you’re just being silly again.
EDWARD: Silly or not. There are eventual ramifications I’ll 

have you know.
EMILY: Yes, but those ramifications have no bearing on the 

present.
EDWARD: They will if I don’t get my Klimt back.
EMILY: You’re Klimt will be fine. It’s just in the process of 

being looked at by more than you.
EDWARD: Which anyway you look at it doesn’t seem right.
EMILY: Are you absolutely positive you’re not jealous?
EDWARD: This has nothing to do with jealousy. It has more 

to do with territorial rights.
EMILY: Are we talking about the Klimt or me?
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EDWARD: Neither in all actuality.
EMILY: Then what is it?
EDWARD: (Beat)  Dinner.
EMILY: What exactly about dinner?
EDWARD: I think I’d like to stay home for it.
EMILY: But we always go out to dinner. You know I don’t 

cook. I only set a nice table.
EDWARD: Yes I know. But for once, I’d like to stay in for 

a dinner.
EMILY: And how exactly are we going to do that?
EDWARD: (Beat) You could learn to cook.
EMILY: When would I find the time for that?
EDWARD: Maybe if you dropped one of your affairs. You 

could fit it in there.
EMILY: It’s not quite that simple dear. It’s difficult enough 

as it is to fit in what I have now. So to drop one, would 
mean someone would want to fit it in even more.

EDWARD: (Beat) I hadn’t thought of it in those terms.
EMILY: So when you look at it from that perspective, elimi-

nating an affair would only create more issues than it 
would solve.

EDWARD: I suppose that leaves us with only one solution 
then.

EMILY: And what exactly is that?
EDWARD: (Beat) My first wife.
EMILY: What about your first wife?
EDWARD: I’m going to have to return to her.
EMILY: But she’s having twenty-one more affairs than I am.
EDWARD: Yes, I know.
EMILY: (Beat) You’ve lost me then.
EDWARD: It’s quite simple really . . . my first wife can cook.

End of Play



laCK oF MoisTure

Debbie Lamedman

Production History

Lack of Moisture was originally commissioned and pro-
duced by Portland Center Stage for their JAW 2012: Made 
in Oregon Playwrights Festival in July 2012. 

Directed by Brandon Woolley

ALICE: Brooke Fletcher
HENRY: Paul Glazier
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CHARACTERS:
ALICE—mid thirties, early forties
HENRY—mid thirties early forties

TIME: Present

PLACE: ALICE and HENRY’S living room/dining area. 
Late morning. 

At rise, a man, HENRY, in boxer shorts and tee shirt 
is lounging on the couch, feet up on coffee table. The 
table is cluttered with magazines and newspapers. A water 
bottle half-full is near. A dead plant is also on the table. 
HENRY is working on a crossword puzzle. 

ALICE enters with grocery bags and other purchases. 
She is chatting away as she enters. 

ALICE: That took longer than it should have. Ridiculous 
people fussing over bargain bread and then I actually 
had to stand in line to grind the coffee. We need a coffee 
grinder. Why don’t we have a coffee grinder?

HENRY remains silent. Continues to focus on his 
puzzle. ALICE crosses the stage and places groceries 
on dining table. SHE exits with several other bags. 
She reenters without the bags and begins to pack the 
groceries into a thermal bag or ice chest. 

I picked up some other things too. To take with us. 
Candles. Bath salts for the Jacuzzi tub in the room. So 
excited about that. And something else I really think 
you’ll like. Wanna see?

HENRY doesn’t answer. He is focused on his cross-
word. ALICE exits but immediately returns holding 
something black and lacy. 

Henry . . . look at this . . . 
SHE unfolds the lingerie and holds it up in front of 
him. She makes it dance a little bit. 
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ALICE: (Cont’d) You like? Oh honey, we’re going to have 
such a wonderful weekend. 

ALICE walks behind him and smoothes his messy 
hair, and kisses him on the top of his head. 

You’d better get dressed mister. We’re going to hit traffic 
if we don’t leave soon. Did you even pack yet?

ALICE folds up the camisole and exits. HENRY 
continues to stare at the crossword. He lets out 
a sigh. 

HENRY: Eleven letters. Starts with “A” ends with “D.” 
Garden with soothing plants . . . 

ALICE reenters. 
ALICE: What’s that, honey? Did you say something?
HENRY: Eleven letters. Starts with “A” ends with “D.” 

Garden with soothing plants . . . 
ALICE: Ooh . . . that’s a toughie. Garden with soothing plants 

. . . . hmm . . . (thinking) Aloe is a soothing plant, right?
ALICE picks up the dead plant and picks away at 
its dead leaves. 

HENRY: I suppose. Yes. (Filling in the puzzle) But there’s 
six more letters so . . . 

ALICE: (Talking it through as she thinks) Garden. Garden 
is full of dirt. Dirt is ground. Ground! (Counting letters 
on fingers) A-l-o-e-d G-r-o-u—n-d! Aloed Ground! Is 
that it?

HENRY: (Filling in the puzzle) Fits. 
ALICE puts down the plant. 

ALICE: I filled up the tank while I was out. Bought some 
snacks for the road. That icky fruit leather stuff you 
like. But you like it, so I got a bunch of flavors for you. 
Apricot, mango, strawberry. I don’t know how you can 
eat those things . . . . but, a satisfied tummy makes for 
a happy road trip, right? (Beat)  The reservation is con-
firmed and we are all set to go, honey. Where is your 
bag? Do you need me to? pack it for you? 

HENRY: (Not looking up) Protective covering that helps soil 
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retain its moisture. 
ALICE thinks for a moment. 

ALICE: Uh . . . what helps soil retain its moisture?
HENRY: That’s the question . . . 
ALICE: How many spaces?
HENRY: Five letters. 
ALICE: Um . . . it’s gotta be . . . mulch? Isn’t that what 

mulch does? Helps plants grow when there’s a lack of 
moisture?

HENRY smiles as he fills in the puzzle. Gives her 
a thumbs up without looking at her. 

Do you know what I heard on the radio today? That 
you can marry an animal in Washington, if it’s over 50 
pounds? Who would want to marry an animal? Espe-
cially one that big? That would scare me. Wouldn’t that 
scare you?

HENRY doesn’t move. Bangs his pencil against the 
newspaper. 

HENRY: (Quietly, to himself) Not if it were loyal. 
ALICE: Henry, you’re muttering again. I didn’t hear you. 
HENRY: Seven letter word “to come undone . . .”
ALICE: (Straightening the clutter on the table. She moves 

the plant back and forth as she stacks the magazines 
and newspapers) Oh. Huh . . . let’s see. Seems like I’m 
doing this whole puzzle for you Henry. You should try 
to challenge yourself more. (Pause) Seven letters . . . 
um . . . is it . . . (she counts on her fingers) unravel? To 
come undone . . . unravel. 

HENRY fills in the puzzle and nods as he does so. A 
small smile appears on his face. 
ALICE picks up a water bottle from the table and 
takes a sip . 

I’ll drive out there if you want me to. You can take that 
silly little crossword and work on it in the car. But Henry 
. . . I really think you should get dressed. Friday traffic 
and all. I’d like to get there at a decent hour. M maybe 
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even walk to the beach and watch the sunset. Wouldn’t 
that be lovely?

HENRY: (Distracted) What?
ALICE: Watching the sunset. Tonight. If we can manage to 

get there before dark. It would be so romantic. (Pause) 
Henry? Honey? I’m going to pack a bag for you. If there’s 
anything in particular that you would like to bring, please 
let me know. 

HENRY does not respond. 
Then I’m going to put the bags in the car. And I’ll make 
a few sandwiches and fill up the thermos with some 
nice cold lemonade. But on second thought, if we drink 
too much, we’ll be making lots of pit stops. (Laughs self-
consciously) Or should I say . . . pee stops. Oh well . . . it’s 
good to stay hydrated. Now, Henry, if I give you a time 
limit, would that help you? If I say we need to leave in 
60 minutes, do you think you can be ready?

HENRY does not answer. 
Henry, dear . . . this silence is really starting to—

HENRY: Four letter word meaning to “run off. “
ALICE: Another clue? Really? Will this be the last one?
HENRY: Four letters. 
ALICE: To run off?
HENRY: Yes. 
ALICE: Four letters?
HENRY: Yup. 
ALICE: Um . . . I don’t know. 
HENRY: Think. 
ALICE: I don’t want to play anymore Henry. I want you to 

get dressed and get packed and I want to drive off to our 
romantic weekend together. 

HENRY: Four letter word meaning “to run off . . .”
(Pause) 

ALICE: Fuck. 
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HENRY: Nope. That’s not it. It does start with an “F” 
though. 

ALICE: Fly . . . 
HENRY: Four letters. That’s only three . . . 
ALICE: Flaw, flat, flub, flee . . . 
HENRY: That’s it. That’s the one. Flee. 

(Long Pause) 
ALICE: Can we go now?

HENRY puts down the puzzle but makes no move 
to get up. 

HENRY: (Staring straight ahead; not looking at ALICE) 
Seven letters meaning “unfaithful wife. ”

(Silence) 
ALICE: Henry?

HENRY remains motionless on the couch. He seems 
to be in a daze. ALICE picks up the dead plant from 
the coffee table. She sticks her index finger deep 
into the soil. Pours some of the water from her bottle 
into the dead plant. 

Henry?
HENRY turns to look at ALICE. 

HENRY: Yes, Alice?
ALICE: (Continuing to hold the plant) If I put this on the 

window sill so it gets some light while we’re away for 
the weekend, do you think it can be saved?

HENRY and ALICE both focus on the plant. 

End of Play



MaGiC 8 Ball

Kimberly Pau

Presented at the Brick Theater, Tiny Theater Festival, 
November 16 and 17 2012 

MELISSA: Melissa Chambers
ELIZABETH: Elizabeth Spano 

Directed by Eric Mercado, Original Music and Sound 
Design by Robert Boston, Designed by Rachel R. Black-
well 
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CHARACTERS:
ELIZABETH and MELISSA are both twenty years old. 
They are nice girls who grew up well and attend college. 
They are dressed in somewhat sexy nighties that don’t 
quite flatter them but were probably quite expensive from 
Victoria’s Secret or somewhere else at the mall. They have 
North Dakota accents.

SETTING: This script was created for the Tiny Theater Festi-
val at the Brick Theater where the pieces were performed 
in a 6’ x 6’ x 6’ box constructed of PVC pipe—performers 
and scenic elements were instructed to not exist outside 
the box at any point during each piece.

The Magic 8 Ball is about 500x larger than the regular toy 
ones, and it will be used as a device to add in movement. 
When the characters shake the magic 8 ball they are mov-
ing together. The movement is non-literal. 

Lights up on a 20 year old girl’s bedroom. 

OFF STAGE VOICE: The Magic 8 Ball is a hollow plastic 
sphere resembling an oversized, black and white 8-ball. 
Inside is a cylindrical reservoir containing a white, plas-
tic,  icosahedral die floating in alcohol with dissolved 
dark blue dye. A random selection device comprising 
a sealed container having relatively flat window means 
at least a portion of which is adapted to be substantially 
horizontally disposed.

Melissa and Elizabeth, both 20, in sexy ill-fitting 
pajamas play with a giant Magic 8 ball. They take 
sexy pics of themselves with their smart phones. 

MELISSA: I’m at odds. But I don’t know if I should believe 
in this thing. I know. Oh jeez, ok I know to trust you. 
I could just trust you couldn’t I? Right. I know. I don’t 
know what to ask. (Pause.) I do. I do know what to ask. 
Ready? Do you.
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ELIZABETH: (interrupting) You have to call it Magic 8 
Ball, the first time, it doesn’t start to work unless you 
conjure it by name. 

MELISSA: Right. Magic 8 Ball, do you predict the future? 
(She shakes the ball) 

MAGIC 8 BALL V.O.: It is decidedly so.
ELIZABETH: See I told you so. Watch me. You can get 

creative with it. Like, am I going to have 4 children with 
Bradley? (shakes the ball) 

MAGIC 8 BALL V.O.: Better not tell you now. 
ELIZABETH: Darn. See? It’s too clever.
MELISSA: Uh, you probably won’t even know Bradley’s 

name by the time you’re old enough to have a kid. No. 
20’s not old enough. It’s not. Am I going to have kids? 
No, wait, better, am I the spinster type? 

(shakes the ball) 
MAGIC 8 BALL V.O.: You may rely on it. 
MELISSA: Huh. Is that an answer to the first question or 

the second? I guess we have to defer to the latter right? 
Yeah. Aw jeez. 

ELIZABETH: I think you can still have kids if you’re a 
spinster these days. 

MELISSA: Oh yeah? Thanks. You go.
ELIZABETH: Should we order pizza? (shakes the ball) 
MAGIC 8 BALL V.O.: My reply is no. 
MELISSA: Oh yeah, looking out for our best interest. And 

our thighs.
ELIZABETH: You see?
MELISSA: We should ask it something important. 
ELIZABETH: Oh yeah, like something meaningful. 
MELISSA: Yeah. Will the world end in our lifetime? (shakes 

the ball) 
MAGIC 8 BALL V.O.: Reply hazy, try again.
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ELIZABETH: That question is confusing to me and I’m a 
human. I think if you’re a crystal ball you like to keep 
it simple.

MELISSA: Oh yeah. Okay. Will we be friends with the ro-
bots? (shakes the ball) 

MAGIC 8 BALL V.O.: My sources say no. 
MELISSA: Oh darn. 
ELIZABETH: We’re not going to like the robots and they’re 

not going to like us. Boring. And predictable! Gosh 
there’s so much I need to know. Is Bradley desperately 
in love with me? (shakes the ball) 

MAGIC 8 BALL V.O.: As I see it, yes. 
ELIZABETH: YES!!!
MELISSA: As I see it? That’s very non-committal. 
ELIZABETH: Is he going to propose? (shakes the ball) 
MAGIC 8 BALL V.O.: As I see it, yes. 
ELIZABETH: Oh yeah, creepy, twice in the row!
MELISSA: Oh yeah? Did you shake it enough?
ELIZABETH: Um, yeah. Will he do it tomorrow? (shakes 

the ball) 
MAGIC 8 BALL V.O.: Don’t count on it.
ELIZABETH: The next day? (shakes the ball)
MAGIC 8 BALL V.O.: Outlook not so good.
ELIZABETH: Darnit! The day after that? (shakes the ball) 
MAGIC 8 BALL V.O.: Signs point to yes.
ELIZABETH: Uh, thank Gosh. 
MELISSA: Magic 8 Ball is a mister and he’s leading you on. 
ELIZABETH: I don’t care what you say! It’s true! I believe 

that it’s true. Do you want to ask about James? 
MELISSA: No. No. I don’t want that to be tainted by voodoo. 
ELIZABETH: Don’t you want to know if you are going to 

die together?
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MELISSA: You think Magic 8 Ball can tell me that?
ELIZABETH: Yes, obviously. Magic 8 Ball, are me and 

Bradley going to die together on the same day in our 
sleep on the same porch swing? (shakes the ball) 

MAGIC 8 BALL V.O.: Concentrate and ask again.
ELIZABETH: Magic 8 Ball, are me and Bradley going to 

die together? (shakes the ball) 
MAGIC 8 BALL V.O.: Cannot predict now.
MELISSA: Oh jeez, well that’s smart. Magic 8 Ball, are 

you wise and all-knowing? I mean, do you give good 
advice? 

MAGIC 8 BALL V.O.: Yes—definitely.
MELISSA: Then why are you lying to Elizabeth about Brad-

ley like this? (shakes the ball)
ELIZABETH: What do you mean?!
MAGIC 8 BALL V.O.: Ask again later.
MELISSA: Oh ok, fair enough, but will you at least admit 

that you know very well that Bradley and James have 
discovered this past weekend that they like to have sex 
with each other better than us and that’s why they haven’t 
even responded to our text pics of us in our new fabulous 
nighties? (shakes the ball)

MAGIC 8 BALL V.O.: It is certain.
ELIZABETH: What! No! You liar! Magic 8 Ball you lie!
MELISSA: Oh yeah? Is Elizabeth going to blame me for 

this? Specifically according to what you once referred 
to as my gangly lack of sex appeal? (shakes the ball) 

MAGIC 8 BALL V.O.: Without a doubt.
ELIZABETH: Of course it’s because of your chopsticks for 

legs!
MELISSA: Is Elizabeth going to find a new boyfriend first or 

am I? Oh, wait that’s not a yes or no question. Oh jeez. 
Am I going to fall in real love first, before Elizabeth? 
(shakes the ball)
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MAGIC 8 BALL V.O.: Yes.
ELIZABETH: It’s totally broken!
MELISSA: Oh yeah? Is Elizabeth going to give up on love 

after her next boyfriend goes gay too? (shakes the ball)
MAGIC 8 BALL V.O.: Most likely.
ELIZABETH: Is Melissa going to be sad when I fling myself 

from the roof and fall splat on the asphalt? (shakes the 
ball)

MELISSA: Oh jeez. Oh crap. Of course I would be devas-
tated!

MAGIC 8 BALL V.O.: Very doubtful.
ELIZABETH: That’s it. Now I have absolutely no way of 

predicting anything. 
MELISSA: Dear Magic 8 Ball, will we be able to find hap-

piness without knowing what’s predetermined even if 
our poor boyfriends like each other more than they like 
us? (shakes the ball)

MAGIC 8 BALL V.O.: Outlook good.
OFF STAGE VOICE: A single transparent, fluid bubble is 

formed in the liquid between the face carrying the dis-
played insignia and the horizontal portion of the window, 
said single bubble having a predetermined volume such 
that substantially the entire face carrying the displayed 
insignia can be viewed through the bubble and the hori-
zontally disposed portion of the window.

End of Play



The MeMory Box

Chris Shaw Swanson

Originally produced by Keith Ramsdell and the Lourdes 
University Drama Society at Lourdes University, Sylvania, 
Ohio, April 20-22, 2012. Directed by Danita Binkowski. 
Cast: Becky-Kelly Fandrey; Clare-Megan Carter. Also 
produced by Black Box Theatre at Artists’ Exchange, 
Cranston, Rhode Island, July 19-29, 2012. 

Directed by Rich Morra. 

Cast: 
BECKY: Mia Ray
CLARE: Abbi Dexter.
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CHARACTERS:
BECKY, a girl, eleven-ish.
CLARE, a girl, also eleven-ish.

SETTING: A neighborhood in the Midwest. 

TIME: The 1960s. A summer afternoon.

NOTE: The roles may be played by young women capable 
of illuminating those hazy days of childhood when girls 
begin putting their dolls behind them and grappling with 
the gray world out front.

BECKY and CLARE enter, carrying a large, empty furni-
ture box. No box is needed; they can pantomime. Clearly, 
the girls are struggling.

BECKY: C’mon, Clare. I’m tired and hot. 
CLARE: A little bit farther—behind that tree maybe—
BECKY: Let’s put it down here.
CLARE: The boys have never found a box this big—they’re 

going to be so jealous—
BECKY: (Dropping box.) Drag it yourself if you want it 

somewhere else. I’ve used up enough of my sweat.
CLARE: (Not moving.) I think I’ll put it right . . . right . . . 

right . . . here. (Drops box.) Perfect! The furniture store 
sure had a lot of big empty boxes. A big sale must be 
coming up.     

BECKY: Lucky for us ‘cause this big box is going to make 
us a great big fort!

CLARE: We can’t make it into a fort.
BECKY: Why not?
CLARE: The boys would massacre a fort even before we’d 

finish decorating it.
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BECKY: People don’t decorate forts.
CLARE: I mean cut out windows and put in spy holes—
BECKY: The more holes you put in it, the weaker it gets—
CLARE: But we’d need holes so that—
BECKY: Remember Willy’s hole-y fort? We smashed it to 

smithereens with only one jump. Willy cried a ton.
CLARE: Willy always cries a ton.
BECKY: Then when you call him a cry baby, he cries a ton 

more.
CLARE: It’s that ton of snot bubbling out of Willy’s nose 

that makes me want to puke vomit.
BECKY: Me, too. Hey—I bet I could get one of my little 

sisters to light Jimmy’s new fort in the ravine on fire. 
CLARE: (Horrified.) Becky!
BECKY: It’s not my fault Jenny and Julie are fire bugs.
CLARE: You’d have to tell Father Smith in confession then.
BECKY: No I wouldn’t. I’d tell Father McCann. 
CLARE: My mom says Father McCann’s deaf.
BECKY: (Smiles.) I know.
CLARE: Why don’t we make it into a house? 
BECKY: Or a mansion for our Barbies—

(Catches herself.) 
Not that I play with Barbies anymore . . . 

CLARE: My mom packed mine away in my memory box in 
the attic without even asking. Not that I noticed.

BECKY: Wish I had a memory box. My Barbies were passed 
down to Jenny and Julie who played beauty shop yester-
day and cut off all the hair on two of them. 

CLARE: (Alarmed.) Don’t tell me they cut off the hair on 
Barbie McCartney!

BECKY: No. Just on Barbie Lennon and Barbie Ringo. 
CLARE: Your little sisters . . . they deserve bald Barbies.
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BECKY: They deserve bald everything. (Thinks.) We could 
make the box into a  church. 

CLARE: And call it Saint Clare’s after Saint me!
BECKY: No. The boys would destroy a church, too. At least 

David would. He’s not Catholic. 
CLARE: What is he?
BECKY: Our enemy.
CLARE: Then I guess we have to make something that the 

boys can’t destroy no matter what.
BECKY: Impossible.
CLARE: (New thought.) I know. We can make it into a huge 

memory box filled with our best memories. 
BECKY: The boys would love massacring a memory box—

and torturing all of the dolls we put in it—
CLARE: But we won’t put anything in it, Becky—at least, 

not anything the boys can touch or see. 
BECKY: (Contemplating.) I guess memories don’t have to 

be real things . . . 
CLARE: We’ll just put in our invisible thoughts. It will 

drive the boys crazy, you and me acting like the box 
is full of stuff and all they can see inside of it is noth-
ing. 

BECKY: Are you nuts? That will make them even madder. 
They’ll wreck the box for sure. 

CLARE: So what? The boys can’t wreck what we put inside 
the box. That will be . . . you know . . . a secret between 
you and me . . . between us. Forever.

BECKY: (Pause.) Okay.
CLARE: Okay?
BECKY: Let’s do it.
CLARE: Okay.
BECKY: As long as I get to put in the first memory.
CLARE: Okay! 
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BECKY: Listen to this. My sister Cindy told me that she and 
Joanne had a séance last week and they saw Joanne’s 
totally dead grandpa floating across the room. Joanne 
has a magic board—

CLARE: (Shocked.) A Ouija board?! My mom says those 
boards are tools of the devil.

BECKY: Joanne is kind of evil.
CLARE: I think we should only put in memories we’ve had 

together—ones we’ve shared—
BECKY: We don’t have any special enough to save—
CLARE: Yes we do! Like that time you and I put on our 

roller skates and joined the Fourth of July parade without 
asking anyone’s permission—

BECKY: Oh, yeah! I borrowed Cindy’s skates and tights—
her tights kept falling down on me—and we passed out 
Pixie sticks and suckers and gumballs—

CLARE: When your candy bag ripped, hundred of kids—
BECKY: They ran like wild buffaloes into the street, fighting 

over squashed-up treats. Willy tripped and fell and almost 
got run over by the tank—

CLARE: The big cry baby just sat there, holding up the army, 
blowing snot bubbles everywhere!

BECKY: It was perfect! Besides my slippery tights.
CLARE: Perfect. Want to put it in the box?
BECKY: Sure. (Speaking into her cupped hands.) Fourth of 

July parade.
(BECKY deposits the contents of her hands into the 
box. They repeat this gesture for each memory.)

CLARE: I have a sister memory—of your oldest sister 
Monica. 

BECKY: (Smiling.) Monica’s the best.
CLARE: The time she let us come to her pajama party for 

the whole first hour. She let us fill up hundreds of bal-
loons for the water balloon fight—and make popcorn 
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and Kool-Aid for her friends—
BECKY: It’s fun being Monica’s slave. Except when she makes 

me iron my dad’s work shirts. Or cut her toenails.
CLARE: (Into cupped hand.) Monica’s PJ party. (Deposits 

memory.) I also have a memory of my dad—one we both 
have of him—

BECKY: No boys allowed, Clare—
CLARE: But my dad taught us how to play Hearts and War, 

Becky. And he tried to teach us Pinochle. He deserves 
to be in the box as much as Monica does.

BECKY: All right. We’ll put him in for Hearts and War but 
not for Pinochle—he hasn’t earned that memory yet. 

(Into hands.) 
Clare’s dad for Hearts and War. Period. 

(Deposits.) 
CLARE: Thanks!
BECKY: We have to put in my sister Cindy because (Into 

cupped hands.) Cindy taught us how to shave our 
legs. 

(Deposits.)
CLARE: My mom’s still mad about that, says we’re too 

young to be shaving—
BECKY: Your mom thinks we’re too young for everything. 

Even bras.
CLARE: I know. But my mom does do a ton of stuff for us—

like she takes us and my little brother to the lake and the 
library. And she wrote us that angel Christmas play—

BECKY: Oh, yeah! We were spectacular when we did the 
play for the first graders! (Into hands.) The angel play by 
Clare’s mom starring you and me and nobody else. 

(Deposits.)
CLARE: We have to put in memories of your parents, too. 

Let’s start with your mom—
BECKY: (Quickly/Uncomfortable.) We can put in my sister 

Jenny. She helped me fry the chicken last night—
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CLARE: (Sarcastic.) What a surprise—a fire bug who loves to 
fry! But I wasn’t there so that memory doesn’t count. 

BECKY: Then how about this. My dad catching that rabies bat 
in the garage last summer. He kept it alive long enough 
so you and the other kids could see it—

CLARE: It made me want to hurl chunks! 
BECKY: (Into cupped hands.) My dad and the bat. 

(Deposits.)
CLARE: We still need one for your mom. 
BECKY: (Uncomfortable.) Just forget about my—
CLARE: Wait—I’ve got it. Your mom’s goofy pajama 

party.
BECKY: What pajama party?
CLARE: It was an afternoon last winter. We came back 

from sledding and saw your mom through the window. 
Remember? She was in her pajamas like always, only 
this time she held a fancy glass and was laughing and 
dancing around your living room all by herself—

BECKY: (Very embarrassed.) She’s not always in her pa-
jamas . . . 

CLARE: (Not mean.) She always is when I see her. (Inno-
cently.) Maybe she was born nocturnal. Like raccoons. 
They can’t help it. Their days and nights are switched. 
It’s harder to tell with them because they don’t . . . you 
know . . . wear different clothes at different times of the 
day like people do. Since your mom wears pajamas even 
in the middle of the—

BECKY: (Exploding.) Just shuttup about my mother! Shut-
tup! It’s none of your business what she wears or . . . or 
where she goes or what she does! She’s not anything like 
a raccoon so shut your big fat mouth! 

CLARE: Becky, I didn’t say she was a—
BECKY: Just shuttup because you’re dumb and stupid and 

you don’t know anything! Shuttup!
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(A stunned and confused CLARE becomes increas-
ingly upset and angry at herself.)

CLARE: (Kicking box.) This box—it’s the dumbest and 
stupidest thing ever! Who needs memories? We should 
give it to your little sisters to cut into a million pieces 
and burn! I never want to see it again! I hate it! 

BECKY: No—
CLARE: Yes I do! I hate it! I hate it with a purple passion.
BECKY: (Pause.) I don’t. Honestly. I like remembering the 

parade and water balloons and card games and the angel 
Christmas play . . . 

CLARE: The bat your dad murdered . . . 
BECKY: Some things it’s good not to forget. Ever. (Pause.) 

Hey. I have to get home. It’s my job tonight to set the 
table.

CLARE: I’m so sorry I brought up raccoons—
BECKY: I’m sorry I called you stupid. It’s just that my dad 

says there are certain things we should never talk to other 
people about, that are private family business.

(CLARE nods and the girls begin to exit.)
BECKY: (With difficulty.) My mom . . . she told me that she 

tries . . . she’s tries not to get . . . goofy.
CLARE: (Cupping hands.) That’s a good memory.
BECKY: But you weren’t there.
CLARE: Come on.

(BECKY speaks into CLARE’S hands.)
BECKY: My mom trying.

(CLARE deposits BECKY’S words into the box. They 
exit as the lights fade.)

End of Play



MinuTiae

Barry Eitel

Minutiae premiered March 28th, 2011 as part of Point of 
Contention Theatre’s 6th Annual ChAos Festival in Chi-
cago, Illinois. 

Directed by Rachel Staelens. 
SELENOMONAD: Rafael Torres
KIMBERELLA: Nicci Schumacher 

Pan Theatre of Oakland, California produced Minutiae as 
part of their . . . Anything Can Happen in Ten Minutes! 
Festival, opening October 12th, 2012.

Directed by Lisa Stefanowich McKnight
SELENOMONAD: Daniel Woo
KIMBERELLA: Michael Slembrouck
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CHARACTERS:
SELENOMONAD: a bacterium
KIMBERELLA: an early multicellular creature

TIME: The eve of the Cambrian Explosion of life (around 
530 million years before present).

PLACE: The ocean floor. 

KIMBERELLA sits on a bench, reading a newspaper. 
SELENOMONAD enters, silently. He spots KIMBERELLA 
and approaches, primed to attack. He jumps on his prey 
and bites KIMBERELLA’s shoulder. KIMBERELLA deflects 
the assault and whirls round to face SELENOMONAD.

KIMBERELLA: What the hell are you doing?
SELENOMONAD: Feeding!

(He goes for KIMBERELLA’s kneecaps. KIMBER-
ELLA evades.)

KIMBERELLA: Back off! You’ll crush my flagella.
SELENOMONAD: I’m starving!

(SELENOMONAD attempts another bite. The two 
tussle and roll across the seabed. KIMBERELLA 
overcomes SELENOMONAD and pins him to the 
ground.)

KIMBERELLA: You are lucky I’m not hungry at the mo-
ment.

(KIMBERELLA releases his hold. SELENOMONAD 
jumps up and dusts himself off.)

SELENOMONAD: You just opened up a supercontinent of 
pain. Do you know what you are messing with?
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KIMBERELLA: I’m new to these waters. Enlighten me.
SELENOMONAD: I’m a Selenomonad. That’s right. Almost 

as big as a grain of sand. You best get scared.
KIMBERELLA: That sounds very intimidating. 
SELENOMONAD: Oh. It is.
KIMBERELLA: It might be best if you just float away. 
SELENOMONAD: No one tells me to float away in my 

ocean!
KIMBERELLA: Look, I already told you that you’re lucky 

I’m not hungry. This is me being civil. 
SELENOMONAD: Do you think I’m worried about some 

cocky alga?
KIMBERELLA: I’m not an alga.
SELENOMONAD: Bacterium.
KIMBERELLA: Nope.
SELENOMONAD: Are you one of those cynobacteria? 

They are so full of themselves. Photosynthesis—really, 
who cares?

KIMBERELLA: Please. I’m a Kimberella. Multicellular.
SELENOMONAD: Multi . . . cellular?
KIMBERELLA: Chew on that. Oh wait, I forgot you don’t 

have mouthparts.
SELENOMONAD: Mouthparts?
KIMBERELLA: I have all sorts of anatomy. I even have a 

nucleus. Nuclei, actually.
SELENOMONAD: How did you get one of those?
KIMBERELLA: Natural selection, I suppose. 
SELENOMONAD: I want a nucleus.
KIMBERELLA: Life isn’t fair. But you got this little piece 

of paradise. This will make a nice home.
SELENOMONAD: Home? You can’t live here! This is 

mine!
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KIMBERELLA: No one owns anything in the ocean now. 
Times are changing. Tectonic plates are shifting. But I 
wouldn’t expect such an unsophisticated organism to 
understand.

SELENOMONAD: You need to get out of here. This is my 
property. There’s not enough room or resources for you. 
It isn’t fair. You’re gonna eat all the plankton. 

KIMBERELLA: The plankton sure looks tasty.
SELENOMONAD: Look. I promise not to eat you if you just 

gather your things and ride the next current out of here. 
Leave before I change my mind.

KIMBERELLA: I’ll make it work. Don’t worry. Look around 
you. This seabed is idyllic. Smell that decomposing 
organic matter—I could wake up to that every morning. 
It’s serene. You should prepare for some competition. 
Tell all your prokaryotic friends: it’s about to get very 
crowded here.

SELENOMONAD: I’m the alpha-monoran of these waters. 
I am king!

KIMBERELLA: Not anymore. You should see the other 
guys. Millions of beasts are squirming, crawling, slither-
ing over to this place. And they have segmented bodies, 
teeth, eyes—

SELENOMONAD: What’s an eye?
KIMBERELLA: How painfully unicellular you are. Your 

simple kin have ruled the world for billions of years. 
The Earth has changed. You better watch your back. 
You just got put on the menu. Welcome to the all-you-
can-eat buffet. 

SELENOMONAD: But I reproduce by fission! Isn’t that 
worth something?

KIMBERELLA: Not comparatively. Everything about you is 
so . . . simple. These new creatures, the ones I’ve seen, are 
terrifying. You don’t stand a chance. Enjoy languishing 
at the bottom of the food chain.



2013—The BesT Ten MinuTe Plays
142

SELENOMONAD: What will I do?
KIMBERELLA: Adapt. Change. Evolve. Figure out how to 

live in some oxygen-depleted muck.
SELENOMONAD: That sounds terrible. I’d die.
KIMBERELLA: Move to a boiling hot spring, then.
SELENOMONAD: That sounds worse.
KIMBERELLA: Yes, but you have to stop thinking about 

yourself the individual and start thinking about what to do 
for the good of the species. Yes, you would probably die. 
Probably instantly. But maybe some fortunate member of 
your clan will pass on a tiny scrap of DNA that will give 
your descendents a miniscule advantage. We’re talking 
over millions of years, of course. Even still, chances are 
that your species will probably go extinct. 

SELENOMONAD: Why? Why me?
KIMBERELLA: Who knows? It’s best not to ask such ques-

tions, especially when monsters are swimming this way. 
Revolution is floating through this sea.

SELENOMONAD: Monsters?
KIMBERELLA: Some of them are 5 centimeters long. 
SELENOMONAD: Then they could snack on you, too. You 

aren’t so special. I could secrete digestive fluids all over 
your face and you’d be finished.

KIMBERELLA: Don’t flatter yourself. Do you see this cell 
membrane?

SELENOMONAD: Well . . . That’s not going to protect you 
against teeth. Why didn’t you evolve something useful?

KIMBERELLA: You don’t understand anything about it. 
Your nervous system is far too undeveloped. I’m talking 
about very complicated biological systems. Those fiends 
are slouching this way as we speak. You need to leave 
before you become lunchmeat. 

SELENOMONAD: I’m not running away. You’re just trying 
to carve out some niche in the ecosystem before the big 
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boys come out to play. Now I see the game. 
KIMBERELLA: I don’t need this. Not today. Not from a 

bacterium.
SELENOMONAD: You’re scared.
KIMBERELLA: So help me, I’ll eat you if you keep talking.
SELENOMONAD: You’re scared. You’re just some minute 

link in the food chain. Nothing special. You aren’t better 
than me.

KIMBERELLA: Shut up.
SELENOMONAD: At least my kind have dominated this 

planet for several eons. What do you have to say for 
yourself? Nucleus? That’s not so impressive. Sounds 
like everybody has a nucleus these days.

KIMBERELLA: Just leave me alone.
SELENOMONAD: I think I’ll stick around. Check out the 

new dynamic. This ocean could use a change of scenery, 
now that you mention it. 

KIMBERELLA: Those beasts will swallow you whole. They 
won’t even taste you. You know what I just came from? 
Some grotesque invertebrates ate my entire colony. 
Okay? That was just today. One quick feeding frenzy and 
the whole population was wrecked. I survived. That’s it. 
As far as I know, I might be the only Kimberella left. 
They . . . they don’t care about anything—family, loy-
alty, conservation, keeping the ocean diverse. No higher 
purpose or calling. It’s atrocious. And you . . . you don’t 
stand a chance. 

SELENOMONOD: You don’t know me.
KIMBERELLA: You need an edge—and you don’t have 

an edge.
SELENOMONAD: What sort of edge do you have? Do you 

have what it takes to survive the next mass extinction?
KIMBERELLA: You’re a speck!
SELENOMONAD: You’re a slightly larger speck!
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(Pause. KIMBERELLA sits.)
KIMBERELLA: The unsavory truth is that, actually, we are 

both doomed.
SELENOMONAD: We’ll see about that. Maybe I could 

become a parasite. Spread disease or something. Be a 
pathogen. Whatever, I’m a creative problem solver.

KIMBERELLA: I’m too big to infect anything.
(SELENOMONAD joins KIMBERELLA on the 
bench.)

SELENOMONAD: Hey, something has to lose at evolution. 
That’s the law of nature, after all.

KIMBERELLA: It’s overwhelming. I feel like I’m drowning 
in it. Good thing my lifespan is only 36 hours.

SELENOMONAD: And yet it continues. For some other 
critter.

(Black out.)

End of Play



Missed ConneCTions

Marj O’Neill-Butler

Original production info:
June 7 through July 1, 2012 - 16 performances
Heartland Theatre Company
P. O. Box 1833
Bloomington, IL 61702-1833
Mike Dobbins, Managing Artistic Director
309-452-8709
heartlandtheatre.org

Cast:
ROSIE: Alyssa Ratkovich
BOB: Kent Nusbaum

Director: Ron Emmons
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CHARACTERS: 
ROSIE: late twenties to thirties; a bit anxious about this 
meeting.
BOB: late twenties to thirties; tall and trim; nervous but 
pleased about meeting this woman again.

SETTING: Table and two chairs 

TIME: Mid-afternoon

Scene: A small cafe/coffee bar, mid-afternoon. Bob sits at 
a table for two facing the entrance. He’s nervous. Tapping 
his feet, fiddling, adjusting his jacket. Rosie rushes in, looks 
around. She thinks she’s spotted Bob, and gambling on be-
ing right, she edges closer to him and starts talking.

ROSIE: Bob?
BOB: Rosie.

She moves to the table.
ROSIE: I got stuck on the bus. For like twenty minutes. Then 

it was raining. This is when I hate the city. You leave the 
house all clean and nice and boom, you walk through a 
wall of grime. (beat) Hi.

BOB: Hi. 
ROSIE: You look different somehow. Expected the Sox 

cap.
BOB: That how you remember me?
ROSIE: And the red shoes.
BOB: Made quite the impression.
ROSIE: I thought we hit it off. That’s why I posted on 

Craigslist.
BOB: I never read “missed connections”. My friend Norm 

goes on Craigslist every day in hopes of being wanted.
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ROSIE: How’d he figure out it was you?
BOB: Sox cap. And the story about meeting at Whole 

Foods.
ROSIE: You told him about me? 
BOB: Well, yeah.
ROSIE: That’s so sweet.
BOB: I’m glad you posted about our meeting.
ROSIE: My friend Michelle told me I’d never forgive myself 

if I didn’t. So I posted. Hit “send” before I could change 
my mind. Never thought I’d hear from you.

BOB: So . . . did you buy the pasta?
ROSIE: Pasta? I don’t know. Don’t remember.
BOB: We . . . met in the pasta aisle.
ROSIE: (beat) It was the dairy section.
BOB: No, it was the pasta aisle. Remember I asked if you 

like the house brand?
ROSIE: No, we talked about Greek yogurt.
BOB: I don’t remember that. You sure?
ROSIE: Course I’m sure. I teased you about liking yogurt. 

You know men who like yogurt . . . 
BOB: I don’t like yogurt. Never buy it.
ROSIE: Oh my God! I think you’re the wrong baseball cap!
BOB: But I was in Whole Foods that day.
ROSIE: What time?
BOB: . . . Lunchtime. I always buy my sandwich there.
ROSIE: It was earlier. Just before ten. Do you own red 

shoes?
BOB: Running shoes. They’re kind of red.
ROSIE: You’re the wrong person!
BOB: No. I remember you.
ROSIE: You’ve probably seen me there before. My guy was 

wearing bright red shoes. And he likes yogurt!
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BOB: I can eat it.
ROSIE: No, you have to like it. He said he really likes it.
BOB: So is this a deal breaker?
ROSIE: What do you mean?
BOB: Do I have to like yogurt?
ROSIE: But you’re the wrong one. I thought I was meeting 

yogurt boy.
BOB: I can be yogurt boy.
ROSIE: You don’t understand. We hit it off right away. We 

had a connection. Hoping you’d . . . he’d ask for my num-
ber. Oh my God. Wait until Michelle hears about this.

BOB: Maybe I could learn to like yogurt.
ROSIE: (beat) You made that up didn’t you? About being at 

Whole Foods that day. You did, didn’t you?  I spent eighty 
dollars on these jeans so I’d look good. And now I find 
out you’re a liar. And a thief. An identity thief. 

BOB: No, I . . . 
ROSIE: You and old Norman do this all the time? Find a 

likely subject and meet up with them. Pretend to be 
someone else? 

BOB: I . . . no. I thought you were the pasta girl. I mean, you 
. . . she was so nice. And like it said, I’m tall and trim. 
And I do wear a Sox cap. Norm says it’s going to grow 
into my head I wear it so much.

ROSIE: Norm sounds like a loser. Reading “missed con-
nections!”

BOB: Actually he’s a lot of fun. 
ROSIE: Right.
BOB: No, really, he’s fun. He goes to the mall and sits right 

next to someone, checks his watch and sees how long 
it takes before the person moves or speaks to him. His 
record is 47 minutes.

ROSIE: That’s funny. Michelle would love that. She goes to 
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the mall, sits next to people and makes up stories about 
them. If they talk to her, she’s always disappointed. Never 
as interesting in real life.

BOB: Norm also photographs sleeping men.
ROSIE: Ew! What?!
BOB: You know, men waiting for their wives. Fall asleep in 

the middle of the mall. I mean he walks right up, uses a 
flash and everything. 

ROSIE: Why?
BOB: . . . It’s his thing. Posts them on Facebook. He’s got 

pages of these guys. Most have their mouths open.
ROSIE: You know I think I’ve seen them. What’s his last 

name?
BOB: Sampson.
ROSIE: Norm Sampson? There was a Norm Sampson in 

my high school.
BOB: Township?
ROSIE: Yes!
BOB: We work together.
ROSIE: In the mall?
BOB: No. In the same firm.
ROSIE: What, you’re a lawyer?
BOB: Trial lawyer.
ROSIE: You don’t look like one.
BOB: What do they look like?
ROSIE: I don’t know. Smarmy.
BOB: Norm’s not smarmy. He’s a great guy.
ROSIE: A mall stalker and an internet geek.
BOB: Just like your girlfriend. We should fix them up.
ROSIE: That would be too weird.
BOB: Why? We could double date.
ROSIE: Double date? Are you from the 50’s?
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BOB: . . . The girl in the pasta aisle was much nicer.
ROSIE: I’m nice. It’s just . . . 
BOB: I know. I’m too nice. Too safe. I know your type. 

You’re not happy unless you’re with Mr. Name Brand. 
Spends money like water. Goes to all the right places. 
Well that’s not me. I have money in the bank, a good job, 
good friends and a family I love. Clearly Yogurt Boy was 
more your type. A bit of danger. The right wines. Maybe 
some drugs. Worth the $80 dollar jeans.

ROSIE: Now wait a minute. How do you know what I like?
BOB: You’re wearing all the labels. 
ROSIE: Except for the jeans, everything is borrowed. Ev-

erything. I wanted to look good for you . . . him . . . and 
now you’re insulting me. I have money in the bank too. 
And I don’t drink or do drugs . . . anymore. 

BOB: Good to hear.
Suddenly Rosie sees someone and sits up with her 
mouth open.

ROSIE: I don’t believe it!
BOB: What?
ROSIE: He’s here.
BOB: Who?
ROSIE: . . . Yogurt boy.

Bob starts to turn around to look.
Don’t turn around!

Bob resists.
BOB: Call him over.
ROSIE: No! . . . He’s wearing the same clothes.
BOB: Sox cap! Good taste.
ROSIE: No, all the same clothes. 
BOB: Maybe he’s hoping to run into you again. Help you 

to spot him.
ROSIE: Maybe he’s a slob.
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BOB: Did you arrange to meet him?
ROSIE: No! Only you answered my posting. God, he’s look-

ing this way.
BOB: Here’s your chance to meet up with him again. Call 

him over. I want to see what he’s like.
ROSIE: It’d be too weird. (beat) He looked right at me and 

didn’t recognize me.
BOB: Maybe he needs glasses.
ROSIE: He’s not like I remembered him.
BOB: How’s that?
ROSIE: Better looking.
BOB: Like me?
ROSIE: . . . Yeah.
BOB: Finally, a hit for the nice guy!

He turns slightly to check the guy out.
He’s wearing Crocs!

ROSIE: He is not.
BOB: Yes, he is. Croc Man!
ROSIE: I didn’t realize. Just saw the red and thought they 

were funky.
BOB: He jives.

Funky Monkey! He’s wearing Crocs! 
ROSIE: Quiet. He’ll hear.
BOB: Strike one for yogurt boy!
ROSIE: Is everything about baseball with you?
BOB: (beat) You don’t like baseball?
ROSIE: I do . . . sort of. But sometimes . . . 

She suddenly stops talking and sits up again staring.
BOB: Now what?
ROSIE: He just met his boyfriend!

End of Play



The ninTh CirCus oF hell

C.J. Ehrlich

THE NINTH CIRCUS OF HELL was produced by The 
Pulp Stage in “PULP DICTION IV” at the Brody Theater, 
Saturday, January 26 and Feb 2, as part of the Fertile 
Ground Festival 2013, Portland, OR.

Director: Joel Patrick Durham

MAYA: Clara Hillier
ANDREW: James Luster

Producer, Matt Haynes, The Pulp Stage - mcglue78@
yahoo.com
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CHARACTERS:
MAYA, twenty-six, a children’s entertainer; cute; soft 
outside, steely inside—or is it the other way around? A 
flowing past and a structured present, most of the time. 
Maybe in pigtails. 
ANDREW, twenty-five, her ex-husband, attractive. Deal-
ing with inner circuses of his own

SETTING: A circus. Two chairs represent a row in the 
audience at a three-ring circus. The circus, the circus 
audience, and everything else, aside from the two main 
characters, is imagined. 

TIME: Next Friday night. 

PROP LIST:
Box of popcorn      Circus program
Sunglasses    Small paperback
Small men’s bag or satchel Envelope full of photos
Another envelope, check    DVD disk

Dark. Odd circus music plays. Crowd noise. Lights up, 
dim, red. One long bench representing a row of (filled) 
seats at a circus. The (imagined) avant-garde Cirque 
du Hell performs where the theatre audience sits. 
MAYA sits in sunglasses, with a box of popcorn and 
a circus program, glancing at her watch. There is an 
empty (aisle) seat on her right. An unseen patron taps 
MAYA on the back. She turns, smiles graciously.                       

MAYA: Yes I am! How did you know me, without my antlers? 
Aww. He’s a real fan! Sure. What’s the little guy’s name? 

(mime-autographing a program)
“To Phineus, Keep watching! Love, Maya the Moose.” 

 (ANDREW enters from MAYA’s left, carrying a man-
purse. He waves to MAYA but she misses it. ANDREW 
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steels himself, then squeezes in past an entire row of 
imaginary spectators.)

ANDREW: (as he moves down the row) Sorry. Sorry—
Butterfingers! Oh—That’ll come out with soda water. 
Oops, ew, sticky sticky cotton candy—

(MAYA notices him, freezes, forces cheer. ANDREW 
fans himself, panting, dizzy.)

MAYA: Hey, you made it! You brought them, right? . . . 
Where are they?

ANDREW: There won’t be any clowns, right? Grinning, 
red-nosed, evil—                                

MAYA: Nah. The Cirque du Hell is so edgy, indy and crypto-
ironic. No clowns. Yoko Ono look-alikes screaming sea 
shanties. 

(a bit impatient)
So . . . Any trouble getting here? 

ANDREW: Nope. I Mapquested. Then I GPS-ed. Then I 
Google-mapped. Then I realized—hey, I know Madison 
Square Garden! 

MAYA: Oh Andrew. Always so clever with your gadgets. 
Now. Let’s get all that silly business out of the way, so 
we can—

ANDREW: (avuncular) Let me just look at you—! 
(nervous)

Is that all right? 
(elated)

I’m looking!
(serious)

Respectfully. I respect you, Maya. As a woman, a human 
being, and a moose. 

 (Pulls out a paperback, reads:)
“Turn, oh Beatrice, your holy eyes upon your faithful 
one, who, that he might see you, has come so far.”

MAYA: Jesus, Andrew. You’re still obsessed with Dante’s 
Inferno. 

ANDREW: “Out of your grace, unveil your lips to him—” 
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OK, OK, no lips, no lips. 
 (stashing the book)

Maya . . . Can I—for old times sake—
 (She opens her arms reluctantly. ANDREW hugs 
her, lightly. At first she melts into the hug, but he 
tightens his grip.)

Oh, I missed you. Ohhhh!!
(She struggles, makes muffled cries, taps him repeat-
edly. ANDREW releases, and MAYA catches her 
breath and removes her sunglasses. ANDREW sits, 
mops his sweaty forehead.)

MAYA: I bet you’re wondering why I called you. 
ANDREW: Nope! I was wondering why the circus, but—

What a nice change from the registered letters. 
MAYA: I thought we should talk. In a civilized way? Without 

any lawyers—Is that so wrong? 
ANDREW: Not at all! And let’s be clear, technically you’re 

the one violating the restraining order. Right? In fact, 
doesn’t this completely invalidate it? 

(hearty)
What say we set that thirty yards back to zero! 

MAYA: Sanjay and I would like to be friends with you, 
Andrew, if—

ANDREW: You mean, Doctor Patel? 
MAYA: Yes Andrew. I’m dating Dr. Patel, remember? 
ANDREW:  Seriously?
MAYA: Seriously. 
ANDREW: Too bad it’s serious. You and I had fun! Like one of 

those paddle ball toys. The ball keeps zooming back—
MAYA: There comes a time to put toys away. Now, you have 

something of mine—
ANDREW: You didn’t mind playing last summer, in the 

Hamptons!
(He strokes her arm. She slaps his hand. She points 
at the circus.)
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MAYA: Oh look! Androgynous contortionists! 
ANDREW: Ew! Hey, wanna hear my stalker jokes? You 

can use ‘em on your show! Quick. What’s a stalker’s 
favorite game?

MAYA: I give up. 
ANDREW: Close! Follow the Leader! 
MAYA: You shouldn’t make—
ANDREW: What’s a stalker’s least favorite game—? Simon 

Says! If the judge is named Simon!
MAYA: Andrew—
ANDREW: One more, one more. Knock knock . . . C’mon. 

Knock knock!
MAYA: Who’s there. 
ANDREW: (getting into her face) IT’S ME —AGAIN!

(He laughs wildly. MAYA stands, takes a piece of 
popcorn, holds it in front of her mouth. He covers 
his ears.)

MAYA: Do I have to use this!
(She puts the popcorn on her tongue and sticks it 
out at him.)

ANDREW: No! Please no! You know I hate popcorn! And 
heights and people swinging from heights. Androgyny. 
And clowns. Thank god there are no clowns! The lobsters 
of the circus. 

MAYA: (with tongue sticking out, “will you behave!”) Eel 
oo ehave? 

(She crunches on the popcorn. ANDREW cringes, 
like she’s eating a cockroach.) 

ANDREW: Yes! Yes! Ooh! I have them!
(recovering composure)

I’m really okay. With my new meds—I don’t even care. 
In the middle ages, they would have burned me at the 
stake. Today, better living through chemistry.

MAYA: Oh, Andrew—
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ANDREW: My demons are back in the pit. In the ninth circle 
of the ninth circle of their own private inferno, let ‘em 
try to find the way back!

MAYA: Andrew. You must stop reading Dante. Abandon 
those exquisite visions of eternal torment? Better aban-
don hope, all ye who enter! Ah, Maya. Ever since we 
met sophomore year in Italian Lit—it was passion, it 
was destiny—it was—

MAYA:—crazy! Who the hell gets married senior year? 
Four months, and we hit Canto 14. The punishing thun-
derbolts. 

ANDREW: (romantically) The seering heat!
MAYA: And . . . your mother.
ANDREW: See, what Dante meant was, life is exquisite 

torture. In a good way! Nope. You’ll never get it. 
(He stands. MAYA grabs his arm, holds it. He sits. 
She touches his hand.)

MAYA: You’ve always been . . . deeper than me, Andy. 
Hey, we’ll always share two things, right? Dante. And 
our divorce. 

ANDREW: And the jokes I wrote for you when you were 
“my” Maya. 

MAYA: I can barely remember—
ANDREW: You know, without me, you’d be Maya the Moth. 

Insect, where canya go? “Ooh! Somebody stepped on 
me!” Again. I told you mammals were the wave of the 
future. 
You can’t copyright a bedtime story!

 (pointing)
Are those . . . Zombie . . . elephants?

ANDREW: We used to be a team. I wrote your first show, 
while I was Andrew the Amazing Ant. Put up your post-
ers, hung spotlights—

MAYA: Took a few too many pictures—are they in this 
bag?



2013—The BesT Ten MinuTe Plays
158

ANDREW: Who needs pictures, when you’ve got the real 
thing right in front of you? 

MAYA: Andrew! Dr. Patel is . . . nearby. He’s lurking. Like 
“Where’s Waldo”. Can you spot him? 

ANDREW: Just kidding! I’m so over you.
(looking around)

I’m over her, Sanjay! 
(beat)

And since you asked, business is exploding. Everybody 
wants a nanny cam. Or a banker cam! 

MAYA: That’s great! . . . Sanjay and I got engaged two 
weeks ago. 

ANDREW: That’s great! . . . I’m dating a sexy Mormon 
taxidermist!

(MAYA glares. But they have chemistry.)
Dante met Beatrice once. Once! Then suffered a lifetime 
of unendurable longing. His passion for her flamed like 
a thousand stars! But you, Maya! . . . You? More like a 
. . . mild heat rash.

MAYA: Oh! I don’t care if Dante was the Tim Burton of the 
Middle Ages! You must move on. 

ANDREW: Why I thought one wild night in Quogue meant 
you still cared—

(He’s scored. They stare ahead at the circus. MAYA 
looks up, down, up, down. ANDREW looks left, right, 
left, right.)

MAYA:  How can they juggle chain saws . . . on a trampoline!
ANDREW: Those Komodo dragons are cute . . . But 

they’re—
(There is a BEEP. A CRASH. A ROAR. Beat.) 

—terrible drivers. 
MAYA: Things happen, OK? We met up at the gig, you 

carried my guitar, there was Yerba Mate tea—Okay, I 
may have given you a mixed message. But it was just 
nostalgia sex! 
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ANDREW: Or was it “I’m scared I’m getting old and boring 
and engaged to a proctologist” sex? 

MAYA: Psychologist! 
ANDREW: Can I get the family discount?
MAYA: No! Listen, Andy. I sweated blood doing those 

birthday parties, summer camps, and bar mitzvahs. It 
finally paid off! 

ANDREW:  (to “Tarara Boom De-ay”) Here Comes My 
Maya Moose! My-my-my-Maya Moose!” 

MAYA: (in her Moosey voice) “That’s me!” (normal voice) 
And here’s the great news. We’re about to publish my 
first book. Maya the Moose Cooks with Kids. They 
booked me on the talk show Circuit. I cook with the brats 
—cupcakes, veggie platters, Whole wheat donuts—Fun, 
wholesome, family fare. 

ANDREW: Does it make you want to kill? 
MAYA: At times. 
ANDREW: There’s the Maya I know! 
MAYA: Just the kids, really. Thank god they go home with 

other people . . . But Andrew? What I very much don’t 
want is . . . to be the Pee Wee Herman of Moose enter-
tainers. 

ANDREW: And I’m like the curator of your freaky past. 
Our amazing, uninhibited past we used to celebrate and 
document so freely—

MAYA: If the National Enquirer—
ANDREW: —getting naked in inappropriate places with 

weird acc—
MAYA: Yes Andy. And I know, what you do, what you did, after 

Quogue—The phone calls, the non-stop texting. The bribing 
of my doorman. The popping up in my studio audience in 
your Ant costume between two eight-year olds—

ANDREW: OK. I am not proud of that but it did take 
ingenuity.
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MAYA: —you do out of love, and it’s quite innocent in its 
way. But—

(A burst of MUSIC. ANDREW leaps up. He points, 
squeals:)

ANDREW: Look at them! With their white faces! And red 
mouths! You said there’d be no clowns! 

MAYA: Calm down! Calm down! You know you’re being 
irrational?

ANDREW: Of course! Why didn’t I see it before? . . . 
(He gestures to the people in his row, laughs.)

They have to get all those guys before me. 
(MAYA gets in his face.)

MAYA: Andy! I need those photos! Here, okay! Is this what 
you want? 

(She hands him an envelope. He extracts a check. He 
looks at her, tears up  the check. She’s shocked.) 

ANDREW: These photos are priceless. You have to replace 
their value. 

MAYA: And . . . how do you . . . envision me doing that? 
ANDREW: I want you . . . to make me your Friend . . . on 

Facebook. 
MAYA: . . . Done.
ANDREW: Your real Facebook! Not the fake you created for 

hangers-on. Sanjay and your sister better be Friends too. 
MAYA: Right. Do you have any more demands?
ANDREW: “Demands”?! Can we have a little fun now and 

then? Remember fun, Maya? Let me call you, take you 
out for a beer, once in a blue moon. 

MAYA: Maybe it’s me. Sure, I have it all. But aside from 
being a talented artist, I’ve had to be business-minded, 
iron-willed, in total control. Maybe I’m afraid of what 
you bring out in me. That other, crazy Maya, my inner 
Moose—

ANDREW: Yes! Wild! Spontaneous! Headed for Hades and 
lovin’ it. 
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(Pause)
MAYA: They’re hosting my book launch at the Natural His-

tory Museum, a week from Thursday. Want to come? 
With a date? On your meds. 

ANDREW: I’d like that! . . . Here. 
(He hands her a thick envelope. She starts flipping 
through photos.)

Negatives are in there, too. 
MAYA: Thank you Andy. Really. For being a gentleman 

about this. 
(She gets engrossed in photos.)

Oh look . . . Is that the dorm . . . ? Your Camaro! . . . The 
sound booth . . . ? Oh eek! I was so young! . . . And—
flexible! And—

(looking up, shaken)
Andrew. This . . . I’m not eighteen in this photo, am I?

ANDREW: Oh no! I took that in Quogue. At the party? Re-
member? There’s Alec Baldwin. And here’s you, doing 
a line off his—

MAYA: You had a camera!
ANDREW: A tiny one. Tiny. Just like the one I used to film 

you, when we were married. 
MAYA: Oh god. You made—a film? . . . Films? 
ANDREW: Tasteful! Artistic. Montages—! Seriously. You 

need to trust me. This is not harassment, or—I mean, 
Dante wrote some blissful, epic poetry for Beatrice. And 
it’s lasted forever. 

MAYA: You know what! You should submit material to my 
show. Yes! You’ve got enormous talent. You have the 
chops?

ANDREW: I’m all chops. 
MAYA: Send us some jokes. 
ANDREW: . . . Some more jokes. 
MAYA: Whatever. I’ll make sure people see them. But. No 

more Circles of Hell. 
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ANDREW: Yes ma’am! 
MAYA: Great! . . . And Andrew? You have to trust me, too. 
ANDREW: Of course I—in what sense? 
MAYA: You have to trust me. Because . . . you’ll never know 

which of those clowns I paid, to follow you home. 
(ANDREW wipes sweat off his face.)

ANDREW: When’s this party then! And when can I meet 
your man Sanjay? 

(MAYA offers ANDREW the popcorn. ANDREW  
holds out a DVD to  MAYA. They swap. ANDREW 
chews popcorn with painful devotion. They watch 
the circus.)

End of Play
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Gregg Kreutz

Numbers was first performed at the Tenth Annual North 
Park Playwright Festival at North Park Vaudeville and 
Candy Shoppe 2031 El Cajon Blvd. San Diego, Ca. 92104. 
It was performed Oct 5th, 2012 and starred Andrew Pear-
son as Mr. Pynch and Lynda Bell as Miss Elroy, and was 
directed by Prim Kanchanastit.
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CHARACTERS: 
MR. PYNCH is a stiff , desk-bound company man of inde-
terminate age who seems to enjoy intimidating whoever’s 
in the vicinity. 
MISS ELROY is a slightly desperate woman somewhere 
between twenty-eight and forty-five who, as at the moment, 
is trying and failing to hide her nervousness. 

The setting is a stark, somewhat futuristic looking office—a 
desk and two chairs are the only furniture. Some papers 
and binders are piled up on the desk.

MR. PYNCH: You haven’t been in this office before have 
you?

MISS ELROY: No
MR. PYNCH: I didn’t think so. Well just so you know, the 

purpose of this department is to break down the numbers. 
Pull them apart, push them around, add up the positives, 
subtract the negatives, try to really see what’s going on. 
You follow?

MISS ELROY: Yes.
MR. PYNCH: And today, of course, right now; we’re looking 

at your numbers.
MISS ELROY: Uh huh.
MR. PYNCH: I’ve gotten out your files and I’ve been going 

over them and frankly Miss Elroy, some of the figures 
are causing me concern.

MISS ELROY: In what way?
MR. PYNCH: I can’t make them even up. I’ve been check-

ing and rechecking and not only am I unable to get totals 
that will satisfy anyone, I’m having trouble making any 
of it make sense.

MISS ELROY: Well I know it can definitely be complicated. 
I’m having to work these figures every day and, I hear what 
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you’re saying, sometimes things can get a little frazzled.
MR. PYNCH: Right. So I’m looking over all this right now 

(he is examining the papers) just hoping I can get a handle 
on what exactly your department has been up to.

MISS ELROY: Well I can tell you one thing; we’ve been 
working very  hard as usual.

MR. PYNCH: (Still looking at the papers) “Working very 
hard” Now when you say you often feel overwhelmed, 
exactly how often would you say that happens?.

MISS ELROY: Wait; I didn’t say I was overwhelmed.
MR. PYNCH: Excuse me. I’m sorry. You’re right. You said 

frazzled. That your job makes you feel frazzled.
MISS ELROY: No, things get frazzled. Sometimes. Due to 

the job. And not the whole job. Not even part it really. 
No I was just saying that occasionally doing the books 
and trying to make it all add up can cause things to be 
a little intense.

MR. PYNCH: “A little intense” I see. And this intensity 
sometimes builds up and what? makes you not function 
efficiently?

MISS ELROY: No. No no no. No. I would say the opposite. 
I would say the intensity keeps me on my toes. Brings 
out the best.

MR. PYNCH: Miss Elroy?
MISS ELROY: Yes?
MR. PYNCH: Have you ever heard of Microsoft?
MISS ELROY: Computers. They made computers. Big com-

pany. What, maybe, thirty years ago.
MR. PYNCH: And do you know what happened to them?
MISS ELROY: Um. Did they merge with someone, or get 

bought out? I’m not sure I remember.
MR. PYNCH: They tanked. They went down the tubes. And 

do you know why?
MISS ELROY: No.
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MR. PYNCH: Numbers. The managers got soft and they 
stopped checking their numbers. Then a couple of other 
companies caught up with them and passed them and 
the next thing you know the whole enterprise was in the 
toilet. And do you know why?

MISS ELROY: Numbers.
MR. PYNCH: Exactly. That’s why we try to stay on top of things 

here. Don’t want to let down our guard. That’s why I’m 
troubled with what I’m seeing on my desk this morning.

MISS ELROY:  . . . . What are you seeing?
MR. PYNCH: I’m seeing downward spirals, and minus signs, 

and descending graph lines and I’m wondering why.
MISS ELROY: I’m sure it’s just part of a general, you know, 

fluctuation.
MR. PYNCH: “Fluctuation.” Interesting. Actually I think 

that would be a good theory if something—anything 
really—that I’m looking at here in these papers would 
actually fluctuate. As in (gesturing) low over here and 
high over here. That kind of thing. As far as I can tell 
though, everything I’m seeing is careening downhill.

MISS ELROY: Careening seems kind of strong.
MR. PYNCH: And my problem is; what to do about it?
MISS ELROY: The careening?
MR. PYNCH: Because something needs to be done. We’re 

not enthusiastic here at the company about watching all 
that we’ve built up over the years topple over the edge 
and fall into the abyss.

MISS ELROY: No, I can imagine. But I would like to say 
that yes, maybe we are going through a challenging time 
in my department but I think that’s due to change as 
much as anything else. Whenever you try to upgrade the 
process there’s going to be a lag time before the plusses 
can catch up to the minuses.

MR. PYNCH: (pause) So given the problems that, as I say, 
seem to be growing exponentially over in your depart-
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ment, I’m afraid drastic measures are called for.
MISS ELROY: But wait, what about my point about the lag 

time?
MR. PYNCH: (His dialogue overlapping with Miss Elroy’s)

And with that in mind, after giving careful consideration 
to all the variables that are . . .

MISS ELROY: (Starting to get louder) Excuse me. You need 
to respond to what I was just saying about why . . . . .

MR. PYNCH:  . . . . In both your department and the com-
pany at large, ..

MISS ELROY:  . . . . there might be a discrepancy. I’m really 
trying to make a point here. Please give some consider-
ation to . . . . .

MR. PYNCH:  . . . . .and I’m afraid that we will no longer 
be needing your assistance here at the . . . . 

MISS ELROY: (Yelling) . . . LAG TIME!.
MR. PYNCH: (pause) . . .company
MISS ELROY: (quietly) Lag time
MR. PYNCH: (pause) So thank you very much for coming in. 

As you know, we try to expedite the termination process 
as much as possible so if . . .

MISS ELROY: Wait a second! Now listen. Really. Are you 
serious? You’re firing me?

MR. PYNCH: In effect, yes.
MISS ELROY: Now wait. Please. You can’t do that. Okay? 

You need to give me another chance. I can do better. No 
problem. The whole department can do better . Now I 
see what management meant about the lunch breaks. I 
get it now. That is over!

MR. PYNCH: It’s not a question of lunch breaks. It’s just 
that . . . . 

MISS ELROY: Look, I don’t think you realize what it took 
for me to get this job. It was a huge effort. I mean I burnt 
a lot of bridges understand? You can’t send me out there 
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again. You must know what it’s like. You’re aware of 
what’s happening  aren’t you? There are no jobs. Zero! 
Goose egg! There’s nothing out there but a lot of really 
really really hot people.

MR. PYNCH: I’m afraid that I can’t  . . . . .
MISS ELROY: Yes you can. You can keep me here.
MR. PYNCH: I really don’t have that kind of power.
MISS ELROY: You do. I know you do. You can recommend. 

Pull strings. Come on. Do it! I’ll vindicate you. I’m not 
kidding, you want me to work 24 hours a day, no problem. 
I can’t sleep at night anyway. I’ll be on the job. Whatever 
you want me to do, I’ll do it. And actually I mean that; 
Literally; whatever you want me to do. Do you know 
what I’m saying? I hate to be so blunt but I really mean 
it; anything. We could have a great time. You. Me. We 
really could. I would absolutely . . . like it. Mmmm. 
Whatever you think; desktop right here, no problem. I 
think it would be really nice. Sexy.

MR. PYNCH: I’m actually not inclined that way.
MISS ELROY: I’ll dress up like a man.
MR. PYNCH: Miss Elroy . . .
MISS ELROY: Just please don’t fire me. You can’t send me 

out of here like this. You need to take pity on a fellow 
employee.

MR. PYNCH: Listen, whatever I might think about it, I’m 
afraid it’s against company policy (He suddenly makes 
a strange machine like noise) . . .NGGG  NGGGG  NG-
GGG  Excuse me, damn sinuses are acting up again. So 
as I say, I’m afraid it would be definitely against company 
policy . . .NGGG  NGGG  NGGGG. Sorry, I really  need 
to get to a specialist. Company . . .NGGG

MISS ELROY: (Suspiciously) Hold it. Stop.
MR. PYNCH: What?
MISS ELROY: I’m a little confused.
MR. PYNCH: What is it?
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MISS ELROY: Umm . . . . would you mind repeating what 
you were saying just now?

MR. PYNCH: About what?
MISS ELROY: That thing you were saying  about company 

policy. Just run through it again if you would. I didn’t 
quite follow it.

MR. PYNCH: I was just saying that it’s company policy . . 
.NGGG  NGGG NGGG

MISS ELROY: (Slow horror) Oh my god! Those bastards!
MR. PYNCH: What? What bastards?
MISS ELROY: Those sons of bitches! I never would of 

thought it of them! This is a new low. I can’t believe it.
MR. PYNCH: Can’t believe what?
MISS ELROY: I cannot believe they put a replicant in the 

personal department!
MR. PYNCH: I’m not a replicent.
MISS ELROY: Yeah right.
MR. PYNCH: I’m not
MISS ELROY: Okay, if you’re not a replicant say “company 

policy”
MR. PYNCH: This is silly.
MISS ELROY: Come on little robot man. Spit it out.
MR. PYNCH: I refuse.
MISS ELROY: Prove I’m wrong. Say “Company policy”
MR. PYNCH: (He shrugs. Defiantly.) Company policy..

NGGG NGGG NGGG
MISS ELROY: Oh those bastards! I can’t believe all the 

groveling and humiliation just now. I feel sick. Well 
they’re not going to get away with this one. They want 
to fire me, they better get somebody flesh and blood to 
do it. (She looks at Pynch) Although I’ve got to admit 
you are good. I liked the sad shaking of the head as you 
looked at the figures. In fact, let’s see a replay of that. 
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You got a button somewhere? I want to see that again. 
You don’t mind if I poke, do you?

MR. PYNCH: I really don’t know what you’re talking 
about.

MISS ELROY: I know; remote. I’ll bet anything you’re run 
by a remote. And let’s see; where would such a handy 
devise be kept? I say; near the robot.

MR. PYNCH: I’m not a robot.
MISS ELROY: Not much. Yeah, I’d really like to get at your 

programing in there and make some major adjustments. 
(Poking around the desk) You don’t mind if I search the 
premises do you?

MR. PYNCH: Miss Elroy, you are getting yourself into a 
great deal of  trouble.

MISS ELROY: How about in the drawers here? Huh? Let’s 
see. Okay. Okay. (Opening the drawers and finding the 
remote) Well, what do we have here? (She steps away 
from Pynch and aims the remote at him) Let’s see what 
options are available. 

(She pushes the button)
MR. PYNCH: (New voice) Please say your password.
MISS ELROY: Damn! Password!. Hey Mr. Pynch, what’s 

the password?
MR. PYNCH: (Silence)
MISS ELROY: Come on. Share the information.
MR. PYNCH: (Silence)
MISS ELROY: Oh, now we’re clamming up. Seems like you 

were very talkative when you were supposed to fire me. 
Mr. Chatterbox. The only thing that slowed you down 
was your little machine burpings. Oh. Wait a second; that 
might be it. Let’s try this again. 

(She aims the remote at Pynch and punches the 
button)

MR. PYNCH: Please say your password.
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MISS ELROY: Company policy.
MR. PYNCH: NNNG NNNNG NNNNG. (New voice) Wel-

come to the 9xtwelve Human Resourse Unit number 3 
If you wish to continue in English, press one, in Spanish 
press two, In Mandarin press three, In Hindi press four.

MISS ELROY: Okay, let’s see what three sounds like. (She 
presses three)

MR. PYNCH: (Fluent Mandarin) Huan ying lai dao jiou 
chong tian shi jie san hao renshi bu.

MISS ELROY: You don’t say. (She presses the button 
again)

MR. PYNCH: Welcome to the 9xtwelve Human Resourse 
Unit Number 3. If you wish to continue in English . . . 

MISS ELROY: (She pushes the button for English)
MR. PYNCH: To expedite category selection, please listen 

to the following options; for payroll reduction, press 
one, for position downgrade press two, for overtime pay 
elimination press three, for employment termination, 
press four. If you did not hear the option you wanted, 
please press five and clearly pronounce the option you 
are interested in.

MISS ELROY: (Punching the button and clearly enunciat-
ing) PROMOTION.

BLACKOUT

End of Play



PersPeCTive

James McLindon

First Production:  PERSPECTIVE was originally produced 
by First Run Theatre, St. Louis, MO, at the KTK Theater, 
Southampton Presbyterian Church, as part of its Festival 
of Short Plays (Spectrum 2012). Directed by Phillip Allen 
Coan and Produced by Jim Meady, the performance starred 
Lynda Levy Clark as The Virgin Mary and Robert Beck as 
The Archangel Gabriel. The play opened on October 12, 
2012, and ran for six performances. 
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CHARACTERS:
THE VIRGIN MARY:  Female, Twenties To Thirties
THE ARCHANGEL GABRIEL:  Male, A Little Older

SETTING: 
 The room of the Virgin Mary as depicted in a painting. Its 
appointments depends on the particular painting chosen 
as a model, for example, the interior of a villa from 16th 
century Italy. A bare stage is also fine. The painting itself 
is hung in a museum. Occasionally, sounds or lights from 
the museum intrude as indicated.

An ANGEL and the VIRGIN MARY, holding a toy baby, 
form a classic tableau of the Annunciation, the moment 
when the Archangel Gabriel tells the VIRGIN MARY that 
she is carrying the Messiah. Caravaggio’s version is a 
good model:  the ANGEL stands over the VIRGIN, looking 
down upon her, arms outstretched; the VIRGIN kneels with 
eyes modestly downcast, strangely calm given the aston-
ishing news. The ANGEL proffers a lily to her. Whatever 
the pose, they hold it long enough for us to appreciate the 
sacredness of the moment, the strength of the messenger, 
the sweetness and virtue of the recipient. 

Oddly, little flashes from cameras, begin somewhere off, 
with the result that indirect flashes brighten the stage at 
irregular intervals. We also become conscious of the mur-
mur of a crowd, hundreds of people. Suddenly, the VIRGIN, 
wearing a pale blue gown, stands. She knocks the lily out 
of the ANGEL’s hand, glaring at something over the heads 
of the audience. 

VIRGIN: Hey! There is no flash photography in here, people! 
Can’t you read French? This gown used to be royal 
blue—! (More flashes) Hey, fella, what’d I just say!?

ANGEL: You know they can’t hear you.
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VIRGIN: No, but they can sure piss me off. Look at that. 
There must be 500 people trying to get at her. 

ANGEL: He really should’ve used a bigger canvas.
VIRGIN: This is a museum, not a rugby pitch. Guards barking 

orders, people shoving each other. They’re gonna give 
me another migraine, I swear to god, Gabriel.

ANGEL: Take it easy, Mary. . . 
VIRGIN: I will not take it easy. Ever since they moved us in here 

with that bitch, it’s been like living in a frickin’ zoo.
ANGEL: It’s not her fault she’s popular.
VIRGIN: This isn’t popular. This is like a, a cult. She’s 

like Jim Jones, and everyone wants to drink her Kool-
Aid.

ANGEL: Okay . . . 
VIRGIN: Oh, and don’t think she doesn’t know it.
ANGEL: She’s actually pretty down-to-earth. If you’d come 

to the welcome reception for us last night, you’d know.
VIRGIN: I had a migraine, okay!? (Pause) So. Did you talk 

to her?
ANGEL: I talked to everybody.
VIRGIN: Did you talk to her?
ANGEL: Of course I did, Mary, the reception was all her idea. 

She’s totally nice, You really should’ve come.
VIRGIN: They really should’ve just let us stay in Room 28, 

how bad could it be? 
ANGEL: They can’t leave paintings in there while they 

upgrade the HVAC, you know that.
VIRGIN: Well, I miss it. Great mix of people: Wedding 

Feast of Cana, I mean, those people were fun; Lazarus, 
I could do without him; Last Supper, fun guys again; 
two crucifixions—

ANGEL: Those made me want to barf.
VIRGIN: Barf?
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ANGEL: You ever look at a crucifixion up close. They’re 
pretty gross.

VIRGIN: They’re supposed to be gross, it’s human sacrifice.
ANGEL: But do they have to put the nails through his wrists, 

I mean, that’s just . . . (rubbing his wrist) messed up.
VIRGIN: No, this, this is messed up. Did you hear what she 

said to me last night after closing? “Sorry, it gets a little 
crazy in here, tee, hee, hee.” Which really means, “Sorry, 
I’m so frickin’ adored and you’re not, you big frickin’ 
loser.” Please!

ANGEL: She didn’t “tee hee hee.”
VIRGIN: I heard it. A little crazy in here, my big blue butt

(Rolling up her sleeve and heading toward the 
audience) 

I got some crazy for that little bitch right here. 
The ANGEL intercepts her and spins her around.

ANGEL: Mary, now stop it!
VIRGIN: Tell her to stop it.
ANGEL: She’s not doing anything.
VIRGIN: She’s inciting them.
ANGEL: She’s just sitting there. 
VIRGIN: Yeah, with that stupid, little shit-eating grin. I could 

do that. Look.
The VIRGIN tries to put the slightest smile on her 
face. She talks, trying not to move her mouth.

ANGEL: You look constipated.
VIRGIN: Constip— Oh, thanks, Gabriel. I don’t even think 

she’s really smiling, you know. It looks more like the 
burrito she had for lunch is coming back on her.

ANGEL: She’s totally smiling, she’s a happy person. But that’s 
what people love about it, the ambiguity, the subtlety.

VIRGIN: I’ve got subtlety, too. 
(Off his lack of response) I do!

ANGEL: You’ve got modesty. 
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VIRGIN: You say it like it’s a bad thing.
ANGEL: No, no, it’s not. It’s just a little . . . old-fashioned 
VIRGIN: (Dangerously) Old. Fashioned?
ANGEL: Yeah. Like Mona was saying last night, girls today 

are different, more in charge, more . . . self-realized.
VIRGIN: Oh. Is that what Mona said?
ANGEL: Yeah. God couldn’t just make a girl today carry 

his child. Girls don’t let themselves get used by men 
like that any more.

VIRGIN: I was not used, Gabriel. I wasn’t.
ANGEL: I’m just saying. 
VIRGIN: And your precious Mona is a skanky, insecure, 

popularity whore. I could have everyone looking at me, 
too, if I wanted.

ANGEL: Oh, really?
VIRGIN: Yeah, really. (Looking towards the audience) See 

that German tourist, the bald one, no, no, right there.
ANGEL: (Joining her downstage, concerned) Wait, what 

are you gonna do?
VIRGIN: Get everyone to look at me.

The VIRGIN loosens her belt, pulls down the front of 
her robe and shows a little cleavage. Then she hikes 
up her skirt to show some leg.

VIRGIN: And looky there, here he comes.
The VIRGIN poses provocatively, luring him in. The 
ANGEL quickly, apprehensively resumes his pose, 
facing outward a little to see what happens.

ANGEL: Cut it out, Mary, he’s too close. He’s gonna set 
off the—

A loud alarm sounds. The stage is bathed in flashing 
red lights. The VIRGIN resumes her original pose, 
but sneaks looks at the room.

VIRGIN: And now everyone is looking at me. (Waving good-
bye to the German tourist) Auf Wiedersehen, mein herr! 
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Oh my god, look how pissed she is!
ANGEL: She looks exactly the same as before.
VIRGIN: No, no, she is royally pissed. 

The lights and siren are turned off.
ANGEL: And now they’re all turning back to her.
VIRGIN: I don’t care, she can have her mob. I’d rather have 

the discerning ones over here. (Pause) Tramp.
ANGEL: Do you have any idea how jealous you sound? 
VIRGIN: Jealous? I play the Mother of God. She plays a 

bimbo. You know what I heard about her?
ANGEL: That she’s actually Da Vinci in drag.
VIRGIN: That’s she actually DaVin—Wait, did I already 

tell you this?
ANGEL: Once or twice.
VIRGIN: Well, it’s probably true.
ANGEL: Do you have to be so catty? You’re supposed to be 

the Mother of God, so how about you act like it?
VIRGIN: Ohhhh, sorry. I forgot you had a pole up your 

butt.
ANGEL: Nobody likes you, you know.
VIRGIN: Well . . . that’s mature.
ANGEL: That’s a fact. Why do you think we got stuck in 

here?
VIRGIN: What do you mean? We’re Italian Renaissance. Duh.
ANGEL: There’re a dozen rooms of Italian Renaissance. 

We only got stuck in here because no one else would 
have us.

VIRGIN: That’s . . . I don’t believe you.
ANGEL: Okay, you’re right. 
VIRGIN: Ha!
ANGEL: No one else would have you.
VIRGIN: Yeah, right—
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ANGEL: Go ahead, ask them. I worked my ass off trying to 
find us somewhere else, because I knew you would hate 
this. When Italian Renaissance turned us down, I went 
to the Flemish School, and they were all, “No problem, 
Gabe, we can put you right next to the Van der Weyden 
Annunciation, very nice cross-national juxtaposition. 
Only one thing,” they said.

VIRGIN: What?
ANGEL: “Lose the bitch.” They said, “Gabe, we’ve got a bunch 

of Madonnas in here would just kill to get witchu.”
VIRGIN: They did not say, “Lose the bitch.”
ANGEL: And it wasn’t just them. Same with Northern Euro-

pean, Venetian baroque, Italian medieval. Giotto’s crew, 
they were all, “Dump her, bro, and we’ll hook you up 
with some nastiest putti.” 

VIRGIN: They’re just assholes. You should’ve asked the 
Impressionists, they’d kill for me.

ANGEL: I did ask the Impressionists.
VIRGIN: What did they say?
ANGEL: They—It’s not important.
VIRGIN: What did they say, Gabe!?
ANGEL: They said they were done with religion, that your 

use of light was sooo sixteenth century—
VIRGIN: They’re assholes, too.
ANGEL: —and that you’re a bitch. Mary, the only other room 

that would even consider us was Post-Modern. And they 
let anyone in there.

VIRGIN: Also, assholes.
ANGEL: IT was Mona who told everyone in here to shut 

the eff up, and that we were welcome. You should be 
thanking her, not running her down.

A pause. 
VIRGIN: So . . . why’d you even stay with me if I’m so awful. 

Why didn’t you run off with one of those other skanks? 
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ANGEL: The Madonnas all have kids, I’m not ready for 
that yet.

VIRGIN: Is that all?
ANGEL: We’ve been doing this gig a long time, Mary. You 

don’t just throw that away. I thought you deserved one 
more chance.

VIRGIN: Oh, wow, thanks. (Pause) People say she’s so beau-
tiful. Do you think she’s beautiful? (Pause) Gabriel?

ANGEL: C’mon, Mary. . . 
VIRGIN: Do you?
ANGEL: Yeah. I do.
VIRGIN: Well, it’ll fade. In a couple of millennia, she’ll be—
ANGEL: I wasn’t talking about her looks.

A pause.
VIRGIN: Well . . . how could you, she’s DaVinci in drag! 
ANGEL: She’s not.
VIRGIN: I think she is.
ANGEL: She’s not.
VIRGIN: You have no idea. 
ANGEL: Yeah, I do. After the reception, she invited me back 

to her place.
A pause. The ANGEL gazes directly at the VIRGIN.

ANGEL: (Pause) You really should’ve come last night.
The ANGEL EXITS. 

VIRGIN: (Calling after him) Yeah, like, like I wanted to. She can 
have you, you know! She can have everything, the whole 
frickin’ Louvre, I don’t want any of it! Not any of it.

The VIRGIN picks up the lily and slumps down into 
a seat.

VIRGIN: Nothing.
Lights down slowly.
Curtain.

End of Play



reinvenTinG The wheel

Megan Lohne

Produced by The Salem Theater Company for their 2012 
Moments of Play Series 
Produced by: Gary LaParl 
Directed by: Libby Schap
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CHARACTERS:
MITCH: forty-seven, he plays at profundity, beer is his 
favorite beverage.
CARLA:  thirty-two, innocent, sweet, she is every girl in 
the background of a Rodgers and Hammerstein Musical.

TIME:  The Present

PLACE:  Jackson, Mississippi, a trailer they call home sweet 
home.

Mitch sits reclined holding onto a can of Bud even though 
the doctor may have told him to switch to bud light. It’s 
very southern. Embroidered pillows, God paraphernalia, 
the house may or may not smell like fried chicken.

Carla stands center and talks to the audience. Her twang 
is remarkably thick and endearing.

CARLA: Oh, Mitch. Mitch is an idea man. Made me fall in 
love with him down at The Pork Pull all those ten years 
ago. I couldn’t understand how this piece of man was 
kept off the market so long.

(Mitch belches loudly) 
He even lets go of his gases like a man. All strong and 
impressive like. First time we met he says to me—you 
look like you’ve got the next best idea held up there in 
that brain of yours. He also told me I really knew how 
to fill out a sweater. I’m a sucker for a man that tells it 
like it is. Then he goes, after the idea and the sweater 
comment, he sits and pushes his pitcher of Bud toward 
me in the gentlest way I’d ever seen. And says—

MITCH: I have an idea.
CARLA: See, an idea man.
MITCH: I have an idea. I wanna take all of the haystacks 

down at Kurt Buckners Farm and make a holed up play 
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are for the kids. Let em’ go wild. Like one of them ball 
pits they have down at the Chuck. E. Cheese only it can’t 
hurt them none.

CARLA: Course first thing I thought—something in com-
mon—both LOVE kids.

MITCH: Truth is I hate kids, more ways I can think to contain 
them—the better.

CARLA: Sometimes I look at Mitch and say—
(She turns and stares at him. He looks slowly at her. 
Beat.) 

Maybe we should invent a baby.
(Pause) 

Mitchy.
(He stares forward and bites his lip, not respond-
ing) 

Mitch.
(To audience) 

He always just gets real quiet—stares forward, bites 
his lip like he’s letting all the thoughts get too held up 
inside his mouth.

 (She looks back at him) 
Mitchy, nevermind. K?  We don’t have to invent anything 
you don’t want to. You’re the man with the ideas. I know 
that. Come here.

(She hugs him tenderly like a child. He accepts it. In 
the sweetness of the embrace he speaks.) 

MITCH: Carla, get me another beer.
CARLA: When he calls me Carla it just makes me melt. Sure 

Mitch, right away baby.
(To audience) 

My mama used to say he’s no good. Wanted me to marry 
Russell Watkins cause his corn business is profitable. I told 
her, I says, I says Mama—Mitch is an idea man. I swear. I 
say put him with all them cave people all those years ago, 
when the first man was walking around the earth and by gosh 
I do believe he would have gone and invented the wheel.
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MITCH: What if you created a way to make syrup por-
table?

CARLA: You mean like pancake syrup?
MITCH: Right—so you could carry it with you, have it any 

old time you wanted. Pancake a go go.
CARLA: Baby, they put it in bottles.
MITCH: But small bottles?
CARLA: You know what, that is a GREAT idea.

(Mitch gets very excited.) 
You could put a little rope on em’ so you can hang them 
around your neck, oh the kiddies would love it.

MITCH: This is not a product for children. This thing is 
sophistication.

CARLA: Of course, of course, I just thought—
MITCH: Leave the ideas to me—
CARLA: Sure. Course. You want me to whip you up some 

fried chicken?
MITCH: Course I do.
CARLA: (To the audience) Mitch just loves his fried chicken, 

almost as much as he loves Jesus.
MITCH: You know Jesus Christ invented all of us.
CARLA: Yes sweetheart, Jesus was the first idea man.

(To audience) 
I feel like I should be honest. Mama always said if you 
can’t be honest you live your life in a shadow. Mama dies 
last year; she left me her hand painted hairbrush, wedding 
china, and all her words. Mama was full of words like a 
preacher. Constantly passing them all around the table. 
Sometimes you’d want them other times . . . well . . . 

MITCH: I got something!  What about a table with drawers, 
put all your hobbies in.

CARLA: What’s special about it?
MITCH: Good for storage?
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CARLA: You know what—I could use one of them for all 
my crafts. I love crafting.

MITCH: Carla don’t get all woman about this—I see it as a 
man’s table. Tools and magazines. Isn’t that a good idea?

CARLA: The best. The best.
MITCH: That’s my girl.
CARLA: Yes sir.

 (To audience) 
I never told Mitch but we invented a baby, actually three 
times. Sometimes the ideas don’t come out like we expect 
I suppose. Never made it to see the light of day. I never 
bothered telling him. Oh, I’m sure he likes kids, but—I 
like him happy. Thinking. That’s what made me fall head 
over heels. His eyes. They never stop moving.

MITCH: A feed station for the chickens!
CARLA: (To audience) Sometimes I think if only he was born 

twenty years sooner he’d be a millionaire. You know??
MITCH: (He turns to Carla sweetly.) Sometimes Carla—I 

feel like I invented you. Sometimes I don’t believe you’re 
real. Like I picked you up and bought you down at The 
Home Depot. I love you.

CARLA: I know baby. I love you too. I love you too.
(To audience) 

I don’t have the heart to tell him I’m sick. Oh, they found 
the lump sometime in June, I apparently had no idea. 
Weak, dizzy, let it go all the way to where it couldn’t 
get quit. I don’t mind. I just don’t have the heart to tell 
Mitch. He’s my everything. My Mama warned me with 
her words. She said Carla, as she was lying sweating, all 
gray faced staring at me in her last moments. She said 
Carla, the women in our family aren’t made to last, we 
don’t have a warrantee. We laughed, kinda sad though, 
Mama cracking jokes on her deathbed.

MITCH: I’m going to invent a spice rack that rotates based on 
the seasons. Every time fall comes around the cinnamon 
rotates front and center.
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CARLA: You should sell that to QVC!
MITCH: I think I might. I think I just might.
CARLA: (To audience) Sometimes I wish Mitch could invent 

a time machine. That way I wouldn’t have to leave so 
soon. We could go back to that night we met at The Pork 
Pull, we could invent a baby, we could be happy. Have 
a family. Since Mama’s gone, well, Mitch is the only 
family I got. When I’m gone, I don’t know what he’ll 
do. He’ll probably just keep going on inventing. Maybe 
he’ll try to invent another me.

MITCH: You ever get tired of matches?
CARLA: That’s why I carry a lighter sweetie.
MITCH: I just feel like there’s something in that.
CARLA: Know what—I bet there is. I bet there is. You never 

stop thinking.
MITCH: When you stop thinking you die.
CARLA: Is that so?
MITCH: That’s what the people say. How’s the fried chicken 

coming along?  Smells DE-lightful.
CARLA: Almost done.
MITCH: I wish I could make me one of them frozen yogurt 

machines only instead of yogurt coming out it would 
just be fried chicken.

CARLA: You always know what you want.
(She brings over a plate of fried chicken and loses 
her balance slightly.) 

Whooooo, must be all the heat in the kitchen.
MITCH: This chicken is the BEST.
CARLA: Made from a recipe from my Mama. Hey Mitchy. 

We been married ten years today, can you believe it?  
Feels like just yesterday we met in The Pork Pull. Ten 
years.

MITCH: If I could I would invent a time machine and take 
us back just for the day.
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CARLA: I was thinking the same thing. Baby, I think I need 
to go lie down.

MITCH: It’s only 2:15pm. Don’t forget we got ourselves 
reservations later. Taking you out someplace nice.

CARLA: You always have the best ideas. My goodness, it’s 
hot enough to fry an egg in here.

MITCH: Really?
(Carla exits.) 

Carla!  Carla.
(Silence) 

Carla. I got myself another idea. This is a good one.
Carla!

(Silence. Mitch rests back into his chair and contin-
ues to eat his chicken.) 

End of Play

      



she’s Bound To Know

Michael Weems

She’s Bound to Know was originally produced for the 
Scriptwriters Houston 10x10 Festival, 2012. The produc-
tion ran from August 2nd – August 5th, 2012 at The Country 
Playhouse in Houston, Tx.

CAST:
JESSICA: Amesti Reioux
MANDY: Kelly Engler

DIRECTOR: Sam Martinez
PRODUCER/ARTISTIC DIRECTOR: Christine Weems 
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CHARACTERS: 
JESSICA: eighteen to twenty-five. Fragile. Easily excitable 
and unrealistic. Dreams big but without any attachment to 
reality or thought of consequence.
MANDY: eighteen to twenty-five. Caring and patient, but 
starting to show cracks in the armor. 

PROPERTIES:
Beer Bottles
Ropes/Handkerchiefs
Bed/Pillows
Cellular Phone
Remote control

*All roles subject to color blind casting.
 

SETTING: A simple motel. Early evening.

(Early evening in a budget motel. Lights come up on 
Mandy—gagged, blindfolded, and tied at the hands and 
feet—she lies still on top of the bed. The television (not 
seen) is loudly blasting a generic nature show. Jessica’s 
voice carries from off stage as she sings while entering. 
She carries a paper bag containing beer. She is almost 
skipping—in the perfect mood and oblivious to reality. She 
clicks off the television and stands in silence. She opens 
a beer, drinks, and breathes deeply. She looks around the 
room and smiles)

JESSICA: Isn’t this amazing?
(Mandy replies—muffled and unintelligible. Jessica 
crosses and removes the gag)

One more time?
MANDY: (Dry) I wouldn’t know. What the hell’s wrong with 
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you? Where are we?!
JESSICA: Sorry. I had to keep you gagged, otherwise you 

might’ve screamed while I was gone. 
MANDY: I can’t imagine why!  
JESSICA: And if you did, the TV kind of helped too. I swear 

it smells different here. Like . . . nature. Earthy. 
MANDY: That’s mold, idiot.
JESSICA: This is going to be great!
MANDY: What is? (Building) Will you take off these damn 

ropes?
JESSICA: You might run away. Here—no more blindfold. 

Drink in the beauty, Mandy!
MANDY: Where the hell are we?
JESSICA: (Earnest) I have no idea. 
MANDY: If this is a joke or some kind of prank . . . okay. 

You got me. My best friend gets me drunk in our dorm 
room, ties me up, drives me a few miles away to some 
awful motel, and gets to tell our whole campus the story. 
You win, I lose. Can we please go now?

JESSICA: A few miles . . . ?
MANDY: Where are we, Jessica?
JESSICA: I have no idea.
MANDY: You have to have some damn idea. You got in the 

car, drove to a motel, and here we are. Just tell me—
JESSICA: The truth is I purposefully avoided looking at any 

and all street signs. At first, it was tricky, but once I hit 
the interstate, it was like blinders. 

MANDY: Interstate? How long did you drive? (Looks at her 
watch) Where are we?!  

JESSICA: Look around—I purposefully asked the front desk 
to remove any identifiers. This will be our home now. 
A fresh start.

MANDY: Won’t this become expensive after a while?
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JESSICA: Daddy’s Amex Black is paying, so I guess techni-
cally he knows where we are. He doesn’t care.

MANDY: Okay. (Beat) I want to go home.
JESSICA:  (Quickly) We don’t have to stay here exclusively!  

We can go to other hotels too, we just can’t know where 
we are.

MANDY: (Furious) Why?
JESSICA:  What’s the matter?
MANDY: (Fast, angry, and panicked) I stink. I’m hungry. 

I’m lost. I’m tired. You’re crazy. I’m scared. I don’t like 
losing control. I should be back at school because I’m 
barely hanging onto a 2.5 GPA and barely trying to keep 
Steven happy . . . wait. Holy shit. Is this about Steven? 
I’m sorry about that, all right? I was drunk, he’s kind of 
cute and told me it was you that had dumped him, and 
then he started crying—

JESSICA: I’m over that, silly. We both are.
MANDY: Umm . . . I love Steven.
JESSICA: No, you don’t. Think about how that just felt—listing 

off all of those things. It’s all gone. School, boys, stress, 
GPA’s!  All that we have to ourselves is here in this room.

MANDY: My clothes? My books?
Jessica: I packed you a few material things. We’ve got a 

car, Daddy’s Amex, and nothing holding us down any 
longer.

MANDY: Please tell me this is just about Steven. I’ll accept 
that. Or, hell, you can even be madly in love with me. 
(Aside) I’m not down with that really . . . I mean maybe 
waist up or something . . . 

JESSICA: Are we friends?
MANDY: Of course.
JESSICA: Are we best friends?
MANDY: . . . Sure, Jessica.
JESSICA: Then trust me. I’ll get you fed, bathed, rested—



191Lawrence Harbison

MANDY: Untied—
JESSICA: Untied, of course. Eventually. I just didn’t want 

you to run out before giving me a chance. And after all 
of those things, we can open the door tomorrow morning 
and see the sun come up. We’ll watch all the little ants 
march up and down the highway—constantly driving 
forward into a grave of stress and debt and servitude, 
while we go in the other direction. 
“Hands reach cautiously, inch by inch for the way to 
toughen one more time—
Soon—they will move tiredly towards their destination
Legs, shake and sturdy—hoist the flagship onto its 
course—
Their future undoubtedly dictated with repair beyond 
imagination.
Above, I exist in a nearly standing mass—bruised and 
blissfully ignorant of having ever fallen down.”

MANDY: (Curious) What was that?
JESSICA: Nothing. Just . . . inspiration from a muse. (Sighs) 

I can’t make you go of course. You have to want to. And 
if you decide that you don’t to make this awesome, life 
changing journey with me, I’ll buy a map, drop you back 
at the dorm and say—‘Sayonara, have a good life.’

MANDY: What would we . . . do?
JESSICA: That’s the beauty of it all. It’s open to us.
MANDY: (Guarded) Tempting.

 (Long Beat)
JESSICA: (Simply) All the girls around us in school are 

puppets. (Mocks) “Yes, Mr. Adjunct Professor—you’re 
always smarter even though the equation on the board 
is wrong!”  “Yes, Mr. Date Rapey Jock, please feel me 
up in public and smack every girl’s ass in the room. We 
need to know our place!”  “Yes, Pseudo Diploma—you’ll 
end up shoved in a drawer while I pop out Mr. Date 
Rapey Jock’s third brat.”  You and I are young. We’ve 
got life in us.  
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(Jessica closes her eyes and dramatically recites)
“The floors feel foreign and rough on my bare feet; my 
footstep’s echo rings unfamiliar.
The roof hovers—a permanent dome—encapsulating me 
in this moment of stasis.
Tomorrow, when I wake, things will remain the 
same—
Once my eyes focus, the ceiling will be the same off 
white color.
As I begrudgingly stand, the floors will be cold to each 
step.
And as I drive away, the roof will shrink in the dis-
tance—
Only to return to its original size when I come back later 
that evening.
Life stays the same, but we keep looking. Always 
looking”

(Long beat)
MANDY: (Almost proud of herself) Oh my god!  I knew it. 

I knew it!  You are so full of shit!  Is there like a video 
camera in here or something?

JESSICA: What?!  No, I’m not full of shit. That’s real. That’s 
tangible and beautiful and I’m sorry if you can’t see it. 
You will.

MANDY: (Mocks) “ . . . But we keep looking. Always look-
ing”. Freshman comp English. Mr. Fucking Rivers!  
Don’t you remember all of us making fun of him? The 
beret? The old journal he’d run over with the tires on 
his VW Rabbit to make it look authentic and old? (Hys-
terically laughing) The leather patches . . . . (Gasping 
for breath) tweed jacket . . . pipe!  What was that other 
one . . . ?

(Jessica sits—quietly—for the first time)
JESSICA: (Tiny) Please, stop—
MANDY: (Wildly maudlin) “I’m numb from head to toe—a 

constant reminder of this daily inertia that will never end. 
I am the ghost, not you.”
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(She looks at Jessica)
(Faux spooky) Boo. (Laughs) Come on!  Laugh with me. 
It’s hilarious. Am I heading alone back to normalcy?

JESSICA: (Upset/dark) I’ll call you a cab.
MANDY: Did you actually buy that crap? I mean, hell, I can’t 

write poetry but I’m pretty sure you were laughing along 
with us at the time.

JESSICA: I was a dumb freshman who was too new in the 
adult world to grasp something that complex, so of course 
I laughed. I’d just outgrown being the high school dork 
and now nobody knew me in school. Why would I want to 
repeat that? So yeah, beer and boys and freedom clouded 
my better judgment. By the time I’d changed my major 
to creative writing, I knew I was home.

MANDY: (Slow realization) You’re serious. Ew. All of this 
is about him? Are you meeting him?

JESSICA: (Caught) Maybe . . . I don’t know . . . 
MANDY: Answer the question!
JESSICA: Yes. He lives nearby.
MANDY: Where did you imagine I’d fit into this picture?
JESSICA: I thought, maybe, we could support each other.
MANDY: I don’t need your support. I didn’t tie you up like 

some perverted, sociopathic, chicken shit criminal and 
drag you to wherever the hell we are! I was perfectly 
fine back at school. Gimme the piss poor GPA and laying 
on my back weekly while Steven does his thing. Hell, 
it beats this. Worst of all? I actually believed you for a 
brief, pathetic minute there. Maybe there was this crazy 
way that you and I could just travel and explore—not 
forever but at least until we could make things a little bit 
better. Then it all goes to pot when it turns out Jessica’s 
a pseudo intellectual brat who just has a crush on her 
freshman English comp teacher and is living on Daddy’s 
credit. Yeah, you’re really deep and different. (Malicious) 
You know what Rivers did while he wasn’t trying to nail 
freshman? Remember how he used to tell us he’d do his 
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poetry readings to standing room only venues all around 
town? Try—Murphy’s Ale House. Corner Pub—

JESSICA: (Overlapping) No. No—
MANDY: . . . Siren’s Nightclub. And it’s not like those 

places had stages, either. He’d just do impromptu read-
ings right at the bar. Steven’s Dad saw him once fall 
down drunk there and called him a taxi. (Beat) I hope 
you find him. Next time you’re looking for an alibi, I’m 
not your girl.

JESSICA: Please, don’t tell anyone, my father would kill 
me!

MANDY: Nobody cares. Look at your phone—who called 
while you were gone?

JESSICA: (Quietly) Just him. Please promise me you won’t 
tell my Daddy?

MANDY: No. You’re sick and you need help.
JESSICA: (Earnest) You’re right.

(Jessica lingers near her. She gives her an awkward 
hug. Jessica breathes heavily and sips the beer 
nearby. She smacks Mandy across the face and puts 
the gag back on her. She quickly gathers her few 
belongings)

“Bones break and break again.
Organs wheeze and moan.
Senses darken into a dull corner—sight and sound blur-
ring into a mess of grey
What’s the point of standing again—when it gets harder 
to lift upright each time?
Bruised and bloody, I am—I am.”

(She turns out the lights)
Mandy, I’m so sorry. This won’t happen again.

(Jessica clicks the remote and the TV volume raises 
loudly as the nature show resumes. Jessica exits.)

End of Play



This FliGhT ToniGhT

Wendy MacLeod

“This Flight Tonight” appeared in STANDING ON CER-
EMONY, which was first presented at the Minetta Lane 
Theater in November, 2011.  The evening was conceived 
by Brian Schnipper, directed by Stuart Ross and featured 
Polly Draper and Beth Leavel.



2013—The BesT Ten MinuTe Plays
196

CHARACTERS:
ALLIE: anywhere between late twenties and early fifties
HANNAH: anywhere between late twenties and early 
fifties

SETTING: An airport bar at LAx
TIME: March, the present

ALLIE and HANNAH, two attractive women sit in an air-
port bar at LAX. Their table is covered with the debris of 
pretzel bags and ALLIE’s several martinis. Their carry-ons 
are in a pile around them. They hear a boarding announce-
ment for a flight to Des Moines and HANNAH starts to 
gather her things.

HANNAH: Des Moines, That’s us.
ALLIE: I’m not finished with my drink.
HANNAH: Well down it.
ALLIE: Are you sure it’s our flight?
HANNAH: Flight 271 . . . 
ALLIE: Why isn’t it delayed?
HANNAH: I don’t know sweetheart, but we’re boarding.
ALLIE: All the other flights are delayed. There’s a big snow-

storm on the Great Plains.
HANNAH: Iowa’s got nothing to do with the Great Plains.
ALLIE: We have to fly across them. I saw the Doppler.
HANNAH: You are such a weather geek.
ALLIE: I mean, is it even safe to fly?
HANNAH: Sweetie, we’ve been through this . . . 
ALLIE: Rock stars die in planes all the time . . . 
HANNAH: You’re just freaking out because the last time we 

flew somewhere . . . 
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ALLIE: The plane was exploding!
HANNAH: There was turbulence.
ALLIE: It was scary.
HANNAH: It lasted like three minutes . . . 
ALLIE: It lasted forever.
HANNAH: Okay. First of all. Our flight being on time is 

good news.
ALLIE: Is it?
HANNAH: My parents are waiting for us at the airport.
ALLIE: Why does your father keep giving me power 

tools?
HANNAH: What?
ALLIE: I don’t know how to use power tools!
HANNAH: Well you put in that French door . . . 
ALLIE: I was there when the guy from Lowe’s came!
HANNAH: He’s trying
ALLIE: (mocking Hannah’s father) “Those lesbian girls love 

the power tools!”
HANNAH: Some lesbians do like power tools.
ALLIE: You know what lesbians love? Staying home. We’re 

homebodies.
HANNAH: They just announced Group Three.
ALLIE: What if your Mom got one of those supermarket 

cakes?
HANNAH: She didn’t.
ALLIE: And what if the organist is some old lady with a 

bad perm?
HANNAH: Does it matter what she looks like?
ALLIE: I wanted to pick everything. In Silver Lake they sell 

those lilies that totally look like vulvas. And I wanted a 
progressive church. Not some Mormon thing.

HANNAH: Lutheran.
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ALLIE: The church in West Hollywood was like an entire 
gay choir.

HANNAH: Everybody has a gay choir!
ALLIE: It’s not some Norman Rockwell thing with cork-

boards and potlucks and Bible study . . . 
HANNAH: My family’s church happens to be on the historic 

register . . . 
ALLIE: It’s about the vibe . . . 
HANNAH: Okay, no, we don’t have vibe-y churches in 

Iowa.
ALLIE: I wanted a clambake.
HANNAH: It’s March.
ALLIE: I wanted a wedding on the beach.
HANNAH: That’s not an option in Des Moines.
ALLIE: I wanted our friends to be at our wedding.
HANNAH: Barney’s coming. Carrie’s coming.
ALLIE: I wanted all our friends to be there.
HANNAH: If they were really our friends, they’d be com-

ing to Iowa.
ALLIE: I don’t want to be friends with people willing to go 

to Iowa!
HANNAH: My family’s there. You family’s coming. That’s 

what matters.
ALLIE: I don’t want to get married in Iowa.
HANNAH: Well we can’t get married here! Everybody’s 

boarding. We need to find space for the garment bags.
ALLIE: Yeah, I’m sure the flight to Des Moines is jammed.
HANNAH: The lounge was pretty full.
ALLIE: Why would straight people leave LA to go to 

Iowa?
HANNAH: You know what? This is beneath you. Making 

fun of Iowa is shooting fish in a barrel.
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ALLIE: What does that even mean?
HANNAH: It means it’s too easy.
ALLIE: Do they really shoot fish in barrels there?
HANNAH: Do you want the rest of these pretzels?
ALLIE: Maybe we should wait.
HANNAH: They’re boarding.
ALLIE: No, I mean . . . maybe we should wait.
HANNAH: Wait till when?
ALLIE: Till it’s legal here.
HANNAH: You know, it’s a little late for this . . . whatever 

it is . . . 
ALLIE: Emotion?
HANNAH: This . . . 
ALLIE: Hissy fit?
HANNAH: I didn’t say that. I just said it’s a little late for 

you to . . . 
ALLIE: I didn’t know there was a deadline . . . 
HANNAH: What is the problem?
ALLIE: Just there’s your fantasy wedding and then there’s . . . 
HANNAH: The actual wedding.
ALLIE: There’s the actual wedding and then there’s the 

actual . . . 
HANNAH: Marriage?
ALLIE: No . . . 
HANNAH: This is so like you . . . 
ALLIE: Is it?
HANNAH: You’ve been lovey-dovey for weeks and then 

you won’t even hold my hand!
ALLIE: Not at security!
HANNAH: It’s not suspicious behavior!
ALLIE: That woman was looking at us!
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HANNAH: Which woman?
ALLIE: The cute one! The woman who patted us down.
HANNAH: Oh my God, it was the uniform . . . 
ALLIE: It was not . . . 
HANNAH: I know you have a thing for women in uni-

forms . . . 
ALLIE: It wasn’t the uniform! It was the goose bumps!I got 

goose bumps when she touched me! It was the first time 
I had been touched by another woman in a really long 
time.Not that I wanted her, not that I want anybody else, 
but if I did it was always possible. But after Saturday it’s 
going to be monogamy, monogamy, monogamy until the 
day we DIE!

(Beat)
HANNAH: Do you honestly think you’re the only one that 

finds all this hard? Remember the woman at the stationery 
store with the thigh-high boots? She smelled amazing 
and for about six minutes she and I were meant to be. 
Everybody wants other people but at a certain point you 
have to choose. The goose bumps go but what you get in 
return is . . . everything. Trust, companionship, reliably 
good sex. Knowing each other so well. Am I the one? I 
don’t know. But I’m a one. And I’m a good one. And 
I love you more than anyone else is ever going to love 
you. And every night I’m willing to rub your feet which, 
no offense, can get a little whiffy.

 (Beat)
ALLIE: Really?
HANNAH: Yes.
ALLIE: Why didn’t you tell me?
HANNAH: Because I love you.
ALLIE: Don’t stop.
HANNAH: Don’t you stop.
ALLIE: How could I? Look at you. You’re so wise.
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HANNAH: (disappointed) Wise?
ALLIE: And hot. So hot.
HANNAH: I must be. That girl with the dog crate is totally 

checking me out.
ALLIE: (swiveling to look) C.mon, Hawkeye. Gimme that 

garment bag. Let’s do this thing! 
HANNAH: (as they exit) I’m taking the window seat.
ALLIE: How come?
HANNAH: Because it makes you nauseous, remember?
ALLIE: Did you remember your I-pod?
HANNAH: Dammit.
ALLIE: I got it.

End of Play
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uninTelliGenT liFe

John McKinney

Unintelligent Life was produced by the WorkShop Theater 
Company as part of its festival of one-acts entitled,  It’s the End 
of the World As We Know It. The play opened on June 7, 2012, 
running for twelve performances and closing June 23.
 
Workshop cast:
JASON: Jeff Bottoms
HELENE: Shana Wiersum

Directed by Kelly Johnston

Set design Richard Kent Green
Lighting Sophie Blumberg
Sound design John McKinney
Producer Tracy Shar Associate Producers Kevin Stanfa, 
Passion

The WorkShop Theater, 
312 W. 36th St., NYC NY 10018
Scott Sickles, Artistic Director
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CHARACTERS:
JASON—Late twenties/thirties. A hot shot, Han Solo-like 
spaceship captain. Also a pop culture junkie. Cares more 
about his xbox games than saving the world from extinc-
tion. The actor playing this role must have a talent for doing 
vocal impressions of famous TV characters.
HELENE—thirties. The Science Officer. Grounded, intel-
ligent, dedicated, with a scientist’s curiosity. Treats her 
work and her mission very seriously. Thinks Jason is a 
complete idiot but forced to put up with him in order to 
take part in an historic opportunity to make contact with 
intelligent life.

 Note: While the actor playing Jason should ideally be able 
to perform all the character voices as written, the author 
grants the actor some discretion in replacing any of these 
characters with those if his choosing providing that the 
replacement line serves the action of the play. That is, the 
line must be a recognizable catch phrase that could have 
been broadcast on radio or TV during the 1950’s, 60’s or 
70’s and—just as importantly—must serve as a primitive 
form of communication between the alien and Helene.

THE SETTING:  An alien planet.
THE TIME:  Sometime in the future.

Lights up on HELENE and JASON lying face down on 
the ground. Both are wearing space suit uniforms. Nearby 
there is what appears to be the edge of some sort of space-
craft protruding offstage. The two begin to pick themselves 
off the ground. They look around.

JASON: Where the hell are we?
HELENE: How should I know? You’re the one who crashed 

the space ship.
JASON: Wasn’t my fault. That lunar debris came out of 

nowhere. We were literally moonstruck.
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(HELENE takes out a tricorder-like instrument and 
begins to take readings.)

HELENE: Well, maybe if you were watching where you were 
going instead of playing that stupid video game . . . 

JASON: Oh, stupid, huh? I’d like to see you take out a 
squadron of Uglion Pirates and dodge a spread of gamma 
torpedoes!

HELENE: Unbelievable! You were playing Star Wars instead 
of piloting a real spacesh—?

JASON: Starcraft.
HELENE: What?
JASON: I was playing Starcraft. Much more challenging 

than Star Wars. Don’t get me wrong, Star Wars has a 
great storyline. I mean, the x-Wing series, that was a 
classic. But Starcraft has a better game engine and the 
multiplayer function—

HELENE: Stop. Please. Every second you talk to me I can 
feel my IQ dropping.

(JASON silently repeats her last line, mockingly, 
without her seeing. HELENE continues to record 
their surroundings.)

JASON: Man, look at this place. What a dump.
(He takes out his cell phone and checks for a signal.)

HELENE: Yeah. Funny, though. It looks like there used to 
be an advanced civilization here at one time. Wonder 
what happened?

JASON: They probably died of boredom. I mean there’s not 
even any WiFi here.

HELENE: (Looking at JASON with scorn.) The most im-
portant expedition of the century, and they picked you 
to pilot the ship?

(HELENE goes to inspect the ship. She takes out a 
tool from her belt and begins poking around inside 
a compartment.)

JASON: Course! Who has better piloting skills than some-
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one who’s gone through all twenty-three levels of Halo 
Thirty? And as for this mission being important . . .

(Laughs derisively) 
In case you haven’t noticed they sent us to the fuckin’ 
ass crack of the galaxy. We’re not even on Google 
Maps!

HELENE: Of course. Because that’s where the alien life 
force was last detected. Don’t tell me. You didn’t even 
read your mission brief.

JASON: Read? (Snorts dismissively.)
(He undoes his fly and begins to take a leak behind 
the spacecraft..)

HELENE: You realize humanity is on the brink of extinction. 
Global warming . . . dwindling energy resources . . . ?

JASON: Yeah, yeah, our parents’ generation blew it cause 
they wouldn’t give up their SUVs . . . 

HELENE: Because everyone thought science would some-
how save us. But our technology didn’t advance fast 
enough.

JASON: Oh, I get it. If we can make contact with an advanced 
civilization . . . 

HELENE: Exactly! We can tap into their technology!
JASON: Just like Captain Picard. (Off HELENE’s look.) 

Hellooo? Star Trek: Next Generation? Episode 16, when 
Picard makes contact with the Aldeans?

HELENE: Do me a favor. If we do meet up with any aliens, 
keep your mouth shut. If they think we’re all as stupid 
as you they’ll come invade us in a heartbeat. 

(Electronic zap-fizzle effect, followed by a puff of 
smoke. HELENE jumps back and away from the 
spacecraft.)

Damn it! Well, looks like the anti-matter drive is shot. 
Great! Our mission was a complete disaster!

JASON: So how long do you think it’ll take to fix it?
HELENE: Fix it? I can’t fix it! 
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JASON: What do you mean? You’re the science officer!
HELENE: Do I look like I have a spare anti-matter drive on 

me? You better start getting used to the fact that we’re 
stuck here. As in forever!

JASON: What???  This is terrible! I’m gonna miss the Mil-
lionth episode finale of American Idol! Not to mention 
Real Housewives of the Moon!

HELENE: (Looking at him in disgust and horror.) We were 
Mankind’s last hope! And we dropped the ball! And all 
you care about is some trashy reality TV show? I can’t 
believe you even watch that crap!

JASON: Oh excuse me. I suppose you only watch educational 
programs like . . . Cops.

HELENE: You’re hopeless. 
(JASON comes over to her, looking at her intently.)

JASON: You know, if we can’t live together, we’re going 
to die alone.

(A beat. HELENE thinks about this.)
HELENE: Hm! I have to admit, you’ve got a point. You’re 

right. I’m sorry. 
JASON: S’all right.
HELENE: All the pressure . . . save the world, you know . . . 
JASON: I understand.
HELENE: I guess maybe you’re not as stupid as I thought. 
JASON: Well, maybe you’re not as uptight and repressed 

as I thought.
HELENE: No really, that was a very smart thing you just 

said about living together. I can hardly believe you came 
up with it. 

JASON: I didn’t. It’s a catch phrase from Lost? You ever 
watch that series?  Season Two was the best. Season 
Three sucked the big one. By Season Five it was really 
going in the shitter . . . 

HELENE: God help us.
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(HELENE and JASON both touch their foreheads.)
JASON & HELENE: Whoa!
HELENE: Did you feel that?
JASON: Yeah! What was it?!
HELENE: I don’t know. It was like my mind was being 

probed or something.
JASON: Yeahhh. Like on Psychic Friends Network.

(HELENE rolls her eyes.)
HELENE: (Remembering . . . ) You know, I felt this once 

before. Back on the ship . . . 
JASON: Just before the crash!
HELENE: You too?
JASON: Felt like I was tapping in to someone else’s 

thoughts.
HELENE: Ooh-ooh-ooh! This must be the intelligent life 

force we detected from Earth! It must be trying to com-
municate with us!

JASON: (Reacting to the force again.) Whoa!
HELENE: You’re feeling it again? How come I didn’t feel 

anything? 
(JASON goes through a spaz-attack “transforma-
tion.”  He finally recovers.)

Jason? Jason? Are you okay?
JASON: (Imitating Bugs Bunny) Ehhhhhhhhhh . . . what’s 

up doc?
HELENE: Excuse me?
JASON: (Bullwinkle.) Hey Rocky! Watch me pull a rabbit 

out of my hat! 
HELENE: Jason, quit clowning around. Don’t you realize 

we’re on the threshold of an historic moment?
JASON: (Desi Arnaz.) Luuuu-ceee . . . You got some ‘splai-

nin’ to do! (Mr. Whipple.) Ladies, please! Don’t squeeze 
the Charmin!
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HELENE: Jason, what’s wrong with you?
JASON: (Pepe LePeu) Ahhh, my little darleeeng! How I 

have longed to be with you . . . (Kisssing the length of 
HELENE’s arm.) Mm-m-m-m-m . . . 

HELENE: Achh! Will you cut it out? What’s come over you? 
You’re scaring me.

JASON: (Dudley Dooright) Don’t be alarmed, Nell. I shall 
save you.

HELENE: Jason! What’s happening to you?
JASON: (Obi Wan) I’m afraid the man you knew no longer 

exists.
HELENE: What do you mean, no longer . . . What happened 

to Jason? Who are you?
JASON: (Marvin the Martian.) Greetings, Earthling!
HELENE: Oh my god! You’re . . . the alien life force!
JASON: (Game show host.) That is the correct answer! You 

still control the board!
HELENE: You’re  communicating through Jason!
JASON: Correct again! Still your category!
HELENE: But why are you talking like this?
JASON: Moving on to the winner’s circle . . . 
HELENE: All these dumb lines from TV shows . . . (Begin-

ning to get it.)  Oh Jesus . . . 
JASON: I’m sorry, I need your answer now.
HELENE: You’ve been monitoring our TV broadcasts! And 

you think that’s how we communicate! 
JASON: That is correct! You now move on to the champion-

ship round! We’ll be back right after this!
HELENE: What do you want?
JASON: (Marvin the Martian.) An Illudium PU-36 explosive 

space modulator . . . 
HELENE: Aaaaa! Stop it, will you? I don’t get it! You 

communicate with thought! You’re obviously a higher 
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life form! Why are you talking to me with these stupid, 
mindless phrases?

JASON: (Marvin the Martian throughout . . .) Because. We 
want to understand.

HELENE: Understand?
JASON: We have scanned both of your brains, but we do 

not understand you.
HELENE: (Defiant.) That’s right! Because we humans are 

more complex than you can ever imagine! You’ll never 
understand Jason and me!

JASON: Actually, your friend Jason we understand perfectly. 
He seems to speak our language. It’s you we don’t un-
derstand.

HELENE: What?
JASON: Your thoughts are all caught up in things like science 

. . . philosophy . . . You want to reach a state of spiritual 
and intellectual harmony, just as we once did. Booooring! 
But Jason—his mind is like a golden chalice holding the 
secrets to true, satisfying knowledge! Like who won the 
last episode of Survivor and the latest celebrity detox 
scandal. We want to extract this knowledge so that we 
may enjoy his enlightenment.

HELENE: I don’t believe it! You achieved transcendental aware-
ness! You had it all! AND WE DUMBED YOU DOWN!!! 

(A beat, getting over it. Then . . . ) 
All right, tell you what. Let’s make a deal.

JASON: (Bob Barker.) Let’s make a deal! (Back to Marvin 
the Martian.) You see? Much more interesting. You’re 
making progress.

(She thinks. She has an idea.) 
HELENE: (Alice, from Honeymooners.) Okay, Ralph. You 

extract all those secrets from Jason, and in return, you 
upload the solution to global warming to our ship’s 
computer. Oh. And fix our anti-matter drive. Can you 
do that for me, Ralph?
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JASON: (Ralph, from Honeymooners.) Alice, you’re the 
greatest! 

(He grabs HELENE and dips her in his arms as he 
kisses her on the mouth. HELENE is flustered and 
winces at kissing JASON but goes through with it, 
“for the sake of the mission.”  JASON releases her, 
then puts his hand on the space ship. We hear a 
spacey transformation sound effect.) 
(Martin the Martian.) 

It is done.
HELENE: Great. So we can leave now? 
JASON: Whenever you like. Farewell, Earthling.
HELENE: Yeah. Right. Hasta la vista. 

(JASON goes through “transformation” as be-
fore.)

JASON: (Normal voice.) Whew. What happened?
HELENE: We made contact with the alien life force and they 

fixed our spaceship. We can leave now.
JASON: Cool.

They start to exit.
You know, these long space flights are boring as shit. I’m 
definitely going to bring more Nintendo games in the 
future. (Noticing HELENE who is looking at him with 
an expression of resigned horror.) Why are you looking 
at me like that?

HELENE: Because. You are the future.
Blackout.

End of Play
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At RISE: (MAN and WOMAN are at a bus stop, early morn-
ing. MAN (any age) is standing downstage, peering stage left 
for signs of the bus. He is wearing a stylish business outfit: 
shoes, slacks, dress shirt and tie, no coat. WOMAN (simi-
lar age) is sitting upstage on bus stop bench watching the 
MAN. She is wearing sneakers, jeans, and a light sweater. 
She stands and moves to stage right side of MAN. He does 
not notice her. She waits for a moment, then . . .)

WOMAN: You can kiss me if you want to.
MAN: (Looks at WOMAN, confused pause) I’m sorry, 

what?
WOMAN: You can kiss me. If you want to.
MAN: Uhhh . . . No. Thanks. I’m ummm . . . I’m waiting 

for my bus.
WOMAN: Okay.
MAN: Thanks, though.
WOMAN: Sure.

(WOMAN remains standing beside MAN, looking 
straight ahead. MAN casts nervous glances at her. 
Finally, his curiosity gets the better of him.)

MAN: Were you serious?
WOMAN: Serious? 
MAN: About me kissing you?
WOMAN: Yes. If you want to.
MAN: If I want to.
WOMAN: You don’t want to?
MAN: No! I mean—No. I mean . . . 

(Pause.)
What if I did want to?

WOMAN: Then you could.
MAN: Okay.

(WOMAN closes her eyes and tilts up her chin.) 
No! I mean—No. I mean . . . I mean, I got it, I under-
stand now.
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WOMAN: Okay.
MAN: Okay.

(Pause.)
I’m sorry, but . . . Do you make this offer to everyone?

WOMAN: Yes.
MAN: (Disappointed.) Oh. Everyone?
WOMAN: Everyone that looks like they like to kiss.
MAN: That looks like they like to . . . I look like I like to . . .?

(WOMAN nods.)
So, what does that look like exactly?

WOMAN: You know, someone not . . .
(She hunches her shoulders up to her ear and looks 
nervously side to side.)

Or . . .
(She crosses her arms tightly across her chest and 
scowls.)

Or . . .
(She rests her cheek forlornly in the palm of her 
hand.)

No one like that.
MAN: That leaves a lot of people.
WOMAN: Three hundred and eighty-seven.
MAN: What?
WOMAN: Three hundred and eighty-seven people.
MAN: You’ve asked three hundred and eighty-seven people 

to kiss you?
WOMAN: No.
MAN: Oh.
WOMAN: Three hundred and eighty-seven people HAVE 

kissed me.
MAN: You’ve kissed three hundred and eighty-seven com-

plete strangers?
WOMAN: No.
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MAN: Oh.
WOMAN: I knew the first one.
MAN: Can I ask you why you’ve kissed three hundred and 

eighty-seven—I’m sorry, three hundred and eighty-six 
complete strangers?

WOMAN: Sure.
MAN: (Long pause. Sighs.) Why have you kissed three 

hundred and eighty-six complete strangers?
WOMAN: I like kissing.
MAN: Yeah. Silly question, I suppose.
WOMAN: I really like kissing.
MAN: Don’t know why I even asked it.
WOMAN: And the thing about kissing is that everyone kisses 

differently. Some kiss too soft and some kiss too hard and 
some kiss too wet and some kiss too dry and everybody 
tastes so different, like peach brandy or lip balm or honey 
mustard or baking soda toothpaste. And some of them 
just want to give me a quick kiss like they’re worried 
I’m going to pick their pocket or something, and some 
of them just don’t stop, the kiss just keeps on going on 
and on and on until I can’t even remember what they 
look like anymore. So many different kisses. So many 
to remember.

(Pause.)
That’s why I write them all down on my list.

MAN: Wait, your what?
WOMAN: My list.
MAN: You have a list?
WOMAN: Yes.
MAN: Of all the people you’ve kissed?
WOMAN: Of all the kisses. Yes.
MAN: With how they kiss and how long they kiss and what 

they taste like—
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WOMAN: And their ranking.
MAN: Their what?
WOMAN: Their ranking.
MAN: You rank them?
WOMAN: Yes.
MAN: Like, from best to worst?
WOMAN: Yes.
MAN: All three hundred and eighty-seven of them?
WOMAN: Yes.
MAN: Wow.

(Pause.)
Who was the worst?

WOMAN: The worst?
(WOMAN reaches into her back pocket. She pulls 
out a small notepad with a pen tucked in the binding. 
She begins flipping through it. MAN cranes his head 
over to peek. She turns the pad away from his view. 
She stops on a page.)

The guy in the convenience store. At Seven A.M. With 
the dirty t-shirt.

MAN: You kissed a stranger in a convenience store?
WOMAN: He looked like he liked to kiss.
MAN: At seven in the morning?

(WOMAN nods.)
So . . . What, he wasn’t any good at it?

WOMAN: (Consults notebook) He kept his mouth open.
MAN: Yeah, that would be a little—
WOMAN: And his lips were slobbery.
MAN: Right, so—
WOMAN: And he needed a shave.
MAN: Okay, that does sound—
WOMAN: And he groped me.
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MAN: Well, that’s just—
WOMAN: And he tasted like beer.
MAN: At seven in the morning?

(WOMAN nods)
Huh. So out of three hundred and eighty-seven kissers . . .

WOMAN: He was the worst.
(Pause. Consults notebook) 

Or at least in the bottom twenty.
MAN: Yeah, I’m pretty sure I could do better than that.

(WOMAN shuts her notebook, closes her eyes and 
tilts up her chin.)

No! I mean—No. I mean . . . Look, you’ve got to level 
with me.

WOMAN: About what?
MAN: Strangers! Kissing! Why?
WOMAN: I like—
MAN: Kissing, yes. So do I. So does everybody. Who doesn’t 

like kissing? But three hundred and eighty-seven . . .
WOMAN: How many girls have you kissed?
MAN: Me?

(WOMAN nods.)
Oh God, I don’t know. In my life? There has to be . . . 
maybe . . . it’s hard to really—

WOMAN: Do you remember what they were wearing?
MAN: Wearing? Who, the—? I guess I couldn’t really say 

what they were—
WOMAN: Do you remember their perfume? Their lipstick 

color? Did you hold their hands? Did you cup their chin? 
Did you lean in? Did you hold them tight?

MAN: I don’t . . . I can’t . . .
WOMAN: No, I don’t think you like kissing very much at 

all.
MAN: (Pause.) Who was he?
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WOMAN: Who?
MAN: The one you knew. The one who wasn’t a stranger.
WOMAN: Stevie.
MAN: Stevie.
WOMAN: He was my first.
MAN: What happened to him?
WOMAN: Happened? Nothing.
MAN: Nothing?
WOMAN: Nothing.
MAN: Oh. I thought maybe . . .
WOMAN: No.
MAN: Then . . . what?
WOMAN: Our first kiss. 
MAN: What about it?
WOMAN: It was a good kiss.
MAN: Well, great, but . . .
WOMAN: The second kiss wasn’t.
MAN: Oh.
WOMAN: I mean, it was. And so was the third kiss and the 

fourth kiss. But I couldn’t remember those kisses. When 
I was in class or washing the dishes or lying on my bed 
in the dark, I could only ever remember that first kiss. 
Every time I tried to remember one of the other kisses, it 
was the first one I remembered. And that made me sad. 
They were kisses. They should be remembered. I want to 
remember them. I want to remember all of them. I want 
each and every kiss to be a first kiss.

MAN: But you were . . . That must have been a long time 
ago. Hasn’t anyone . . .?

WOMAN: What?
MAN: You know . . . Hasn’t anyone ever made you remember 

a second kiss?
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WOMAN: A second kiss? 
MAN: Yes.
WOMAN: There are no second kisses.
MAN: Never?
WOMAN: Why would I want a second kiss?
MAN: Why? Why? Because the first kiss was so . . . it was 

so . . . that afterwards it just didn’t make sense to kiss 
anyone else! Because it’s not the kiss! It’s not the kiss, 
don’t you see? You write them all down and you list 
every one but it’s who kissed you you’re supposed to 
remember! It’s who kissed you you’re supposed to think 
about when you’re washing the dishes, when you’re lying 
in bed, when you’re . . . I just think that . . . if someone 
could just . . . if someone would just . . .

WOMAN: You can kiss me. If you want to.
(MAN turns to her. He cups her face gently in one 
hand. He leans toward her. He kisses her, long and 
tender. He steps back. She smiles.)

That was a good kiss.
MAN: I’m . . . I’m glad you liked it.
WOMAN: I like kissing.
MAN: Me too.

(He shakes his head.)
No. No, I don’t. It’s you. It’s you I like.

WOMAN: (She glances over his shoulder.) Here’s your 
bus.

MAN: What?
(He turns.) 

DAMN IT!
(WOMAN begins slowly backing away stage 
right.)

Look, I can just take the—
(He turns back to her.) 

Wait! Where are you going?
WOMAN: Your bus is coming.
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MAN: I don’t have to take it! There’s another one in . . . I can 
just skip . . . I’ve got vacation time saved up!

WOMAN: Thank you for the kiss.
MAN: Yes, the kiss! It was a good kiss! It was a good kiss, 

wasn’t it?
WOMAN: I’ll always remember it.
MAN: But you liked it! You liked me! Right? It’s me you 

like! Wait!
(WOMAN exits off-stage right.)

At least tell me where I rank!
(MAN stares after her, spins towards bus, spins back, 
takes a few steps stage right, stops, looks stage left, 
steps back toward the bus, turns back to stage right, 
unsure which to choose. BLACKOUT. We hear the 
bus pull up to the stop, and then pull away. There is 
a moment’s silence.)

MAN: It was a good kiss.
CURTAIN

End of Play





Plays For Three or More aCTors





all My ProBleMs

 Laurie Graff

ALL MY PROBLEMS was first produced by WorkShop 
Theater Company (Scott C. Sickles, Artistic Director) in 
New York City June 7 - June 23, 2012 as part of “It’s the 
End of the World as We Know It!” a WorkShop One-Act 
Festival. It was directed by Fritz Brekeller; the set design 
was by Richard Kent Green; the lighting design was by 
Sophie Blumberg; the sound design was by John McKin-
ney. The cast was as follows: 

KIMBERLY VON NORWOOD O’CONNOR: Christine 
Verleny 
NURSE ABIGAIL: Katherine C. McDonald 
DR. TYLER O’CONNOR: Robert Lyons 
DR. DEVIN VON NORWOOD: D.H. Johnson 
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CHARACTERS:
NURSE ABIGAIL (twenties): A sweet pretty quirky in-
genue with an edge. 
KIMBERLY VON NORWOOD O’CONNOR (thirties to 
forties): A beautiful soap opera diva. 
DR. TYLER O’CONNOR (thirties): A handsome leading 
man with humor. 
DR. DEVIN VON NORWOOD (thirties to forties): An-
other handsome leading man with humor. 

TIME: The Present. 
PLACE: A Hospital Room. 

PLAYWRIGHT’S NOTE: A spoof, this piece is stylized 
with Nurse Abigail and Dr. Tyler O’Connor acting in a 
heightened reality. The characters of Kimberly Von Nor-
wood O’Connor and Dr. Devin Von Norwood live in an 
even higher-stakes heightened soap reality. Once those two 
exit, Nurse Abigail and Dr. Tyler O’Connor are left behind 
in reality. The surprise, however, is when they discover 
their ability to hear the ALL MY CHILDREN theme song. 
And it propels them into a into the heightened soap reality 
for the closing, romantic tableau. In the original produc-
tion the hospital bed was constructed with an opening in 
order for Dr. Devin Von Norwood to appear suddenly by 
bursting through the blankets on the bed. 

ALL MY CHILDREN had several different themes over its 
years. The original theme is best to underscore Dr. Devin 
Von Norwood, and the last theme, more modern, works for 
the final tableau. Daytime. A hospital room. The head of the 
hospital bed faces upstage so the audience cannot see the 
patient. NURSE ABIGAIL, seated on a chair next to the bed, 
holds the hand of the patient. Standing at the foot of the bed 
KIMBERLY VON NORWOOD O’CONNOR points a remote 
at the television as if it were a gun. SFX of daytime television 
shows are heard as she frantically changes channels.
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KIMBERLY VON NORWOOD O’CONNOR: Why can’t I 
find it? Where is it? For god’s sake, where the devil did 
they go?  

NURSE ABIGAIL: Ssssh . . . quiet. I need to hear him 
breathe. 

KIMBERLY VON NORWOOD O’CONNOR: Don’t shush 
me you, you . . . home-wrecker you. 

NURSE ABIGAIL: I beg your pardon. I have no idea what 
you’re talking about. I’m just a nurse here. 

KIMBERLY VON NORWOOD O’CONNOR: (imitating 
her) I’m just a nurse here. 

NURSE ABIGAIL: No. You’re not. 
KIMBERLY VON NORWOOD O’CONNOR: Of course 

I’m not. What do you take me for? Some boring waif? 
I am Kimberly Von Norwood O’Connor. I came to this 
sleepy little town when I was but a sleepy little child in 
1970. And now I’m one of the most wealthy, well-known 
women in the world! 

(Out of nowhere the All My Children theme song 
begins to play. As if blessed, KIMBERLY VON NOR-
WOOD O’CONNOR looks up to the heavens.)  

KIMBERLY VON NORWOOD O’CONNOR: Thank you 
god, thank you . . . ! I knew you wouldn’t take it away 
from me. Listen to that! It’s back. 

NURSE ABIGAIL: (Hears nothing.) What’s back? 
(The music cuts out.)

KIMBERLY VON NORWOOD O’CONNOR: (looking up 
to the heavens) That. Didn’t you hear that? 

NURSE ABIGAIL: No, no. I’m afraid I’ve heard nothing. 
Only . . . 

(She throws her head on the patient’s chest.) 
Only . . . Oh no! His breathing’s slowing down. His heart 
may truly be stopping. Kimberly Von Norwood O’Connor. 
I don’t mean to alarm you, but, but . . . . it’s coming to an 
end. And you will know it’s all over today. 
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KIMBERLY VON NORWOOD O’CONNOR: It can’t, I 
won’t accept it. Never. You’ve got to help me. Nurse 
Abigail. Please. Do something! 

NURSE ABIGAIL: Don’t you worry, I’ll get you help. 
(She does not move.) 

KIMBERLY VON NORWOOD O’CONNOR: Well, what 
are you waiting for? Do something. 

NURSE ABIGAIL: You do know that he’s been like this 
since last September. 
Perhaps it’s time to let go? 

KIMBERLY VON NORWOOD O’CONNOR: Let go?  Kim-
berly Von Norwood O’Connor does not let go. 

(She picks up the remote, points to the television and 
presses harder and harder.)

Help! Help! Someone please, help. 
(Looks to NURSE ABIGAIL.) 

I just don’t understand why they’re not there. Where are 
they? Where are they?  

NURSE ABIGAIL: Can you do something with your voice? 
It’s so sharp it’s practically a weapon. 

KIMBERLY VON NORWOOD O’CONNOR: I can take 
care of this myself. 

(Speaks into the remote.) 
Paging Dr. Martin. Dr. Joe Martin please come to room 
224-A right away. It’s an emergency. 

NURSE ABIGAIL: (Grabs the remote.) What are you doing?  
This isn’t—wait. Joe Martin?  He’s not Chief of Staff 
at this hospital. 

KIMBERLY VON NORWOOD O’CONNOR: He’s not? 
Oh, yes, I forgot, you’re right. Poor Joe Martin was 
blackmailed by the evil Dr. David Hayward and forced 
to resign. God, I loved Joe. But then David had to step 
down, so . . . wait, I remember. 

(She grabs the remote back from NURSE ABIGAIL. 
She speaks into the remote.) 

Paging Dr. Angela Hubbard, Dr. Angela Hubbard 
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please—Can I ask why she’s still Chief of Staff when 
she’s gone blind? 

NURSE ABIGAIL: Oh, give me that. 
(She grabs the remote.) 

I mean this. 
(She tosses the remote and picks up the phone.) 

Paging Dr. Tyler O’Connor. Dr. Tyler O’Connor please 
come to room 224-A immediately. 

(DR. TYLER O’CONNOR appears before she even 
hangs up the phone.) 

DR. TYLER O’CONNOR: (to KIMBERLY VON NORWOOD 
O’CONNOR) My sweet. What a surprise. I never thought 
I’d see you here today, not after that ruckus at the break-
fast table this morning. Why even Cleeves said—

KIMBERLY VON NORWOOD O’CONNOR: Now’s not the 
time for back-story. Help me. This patient is dying. 

DR. TYLER O’CONNOR: Why, yes. He is, indeed. (Preg-
nant pause) Finally. 

(He turns and sees NURSE ABIGAIL. In an un-
comfortable tete-a-tete, He tries to conceal their 
affair.)  

DR. TYLER O’CONNOR: Oh!  It’s you. 
NURSE ABIGAIL:  (uneasy) Yes. It is. It’s me. 

(She indicates KIMBERLY VON NORWOOD 
O’CONNOR.) 

I see you two have met. 
KIMBERLY VON NORWOOD O’CONNOR: Of course 

we’ve met, I’m married to him. 
NURSE ABIGAIL: You never told me you were . . . married! 
DR. TYLER O’CONNOR: (caught) Why would I? I’ve never 

even laid eyes on you before. 
NURSE ABIGAIL: That’s not the song you sung last night 

in be— 
(To stop her from finishing the sentence DR. TY-
LER O’CONNOR throws his hand over her mouth 
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as he turns to KIMBERLY VON NORWOOD 
O’CONNOR.) 

DR. TYLER O’CONNOR: (nervous) My sweet. Pay no at-
tention to that . . . babble! 

KIMBERLY VON NORWOOD O’CONNOR: What? I didn’t 
hear a thing. 

 (Gives up on the remote.) 
Look Tyler, you may be Chief of Staff but you’re no 
match for a Martin. Now will you please stop stalling and 
pay attention to me? I’m begging you to save him.   

DR. TYLER O’CONNOR: Okay. Let’s have a look. 
(The TWO WOMEN begin to move towards the bed 
but he stops them.)

Stay away. He could be . . . contagious. 
(He steps in, leans over the bed as his hands fumble 
about. )

Hmmm . . . Oooh. Oh! Uh-oh! 
KIMBERLY VON NORWOOD O’CONNOR: What? What 

is it? 
DR. TYLER O’CONNOR: I don’t know how to break this 

to you, but, well, Kimberly, darling . . . 
(NURSE ABIGAIL grimaces out loud. He ignores 
it.) 

I’m afraid to say, I think it’s truly over. 
KIMBERLY VON NORWOOD O’CONNOR: Impossible. 
DR. TYLER O’CONNOR: No. It’s over. He’s gone. Nurse 

Abigail, come over here and back me up. 
NURSE ABIGAIL: (under her breath) Oh, now you need 

me? 
DR. TYLER O’CONNOR: Tell her, Nurse Abigail. Please 

tell Kimberly Von Norwood O’Connor the patient has 
expired. 

NURSE ABIGAIL: It’s true. 
(To confirm, NURSE ABIGAIL leans over the bed, 
pats it with her hands.)
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KIMBERLY VON NORWOOD O’CONNOR: No. I can’t 
believe it. Never. It would never happen. 

DR. TYLER O’CONNOR: Gone I tell you.
KIMBERLY VON NORWOOD O’CONNOR: Impossible. 

I’ve been at his bedside every weekday at 1 pm since 
last September and I won’t give up. There must be at 
least a shred of hope.  

DR. TYLER O’CONNOR: There is no hope. Tell her. 
NURSE ABIGAIL: Listen to me, there is no hope. 

(to DR.TYLER O’CONNOR)
How could anybody believe anything you say? 

DR. TYLER O’CONNOR: (under his breath) Look, I never 
said I wasn’t married. 

NURSE ABIGAIL: You never said you were! 
KIMBERLY VON NORWOOD O’CONNOR: Let me see 

for myself. Out of the way. (She walks to the bed to 
view the patient . . . Slowly the blanket is drawn, then 
tossed across the floor to reveal an empty bed. There is 
no patient.)  No! Oh no. What happened? I swore there 
was a body—right there. 

DR. TYLER O’CONNOR: Kimberly, sit down. We have 
something to tell you. 

KIMBERLY VON NORWOOD O’CONNOR: How could 
this be? It couldn’t just end, not like this! 

(She starts looking around the room, searching under 
the bed.)

He’s got to be here, he’s got to. I’ve watched him every 
day. Every single day for 41 years.  

DR. TYLER O’CONNOR: Kimberly, please, sit. 
KIMBERLY VON NORWOOD O’CONNOR: I’m a diva. I 

can take the news standing. 
NURSE ABIGAIL: Kimberly Von Norwood O’Connor. ALL 

MY CHILDREN has been . . . cancelled. 
(After a moment of silence She sobs, becoming hysterical. 
NURSE ABIGAIL slaps her, as they forcibly calm her. )
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KIMBERLY VON NORWOOD O’CONNOR: Stop it. Stop. 
Don’t say things like that, you’re lying. Don’t torment 
me. 

DR. TYLER O’CONNOR: It’s true. It’s already been nine 
months. 

NURSE ABIGAIL: Yes, nine whole months. You could have 
had a baby. 

KIMBERLY VON NORWOOD O’CONNOR 
Yes, I should have had a baby. Where are ALL MY CHIL-

DREN? Where are the kids? Gone, all of it. Now I have 
nothing. What will I do with my life?  

(The All My Children theme song plays.)
Wait a second. Wait. Do you hear that? 

DR. TYLER
O’CONNOR:  No.

NURSE ABIGAIL: 
Unh-uh.

KIMBERLY VON NORWOOD O’CONNOR: Can’t you 
hear? It’s getting louder. And louder. 

(Suddenly through the sick bed DR. DEVIN VON 
NORWOOD appears, wooing KIMBERLY VON 
NORWOOD O’CONNOR. ALL MY CHILDREN 
theme music underscores his speech.) 

DR. DEVIN VON NORWOOD: My darling. It’s me. I’m back! 
Dr. Devin Von Norwood. Your first husband and one true 
love. I’ve been searching for you all these years. 

KIMBERLY VON NORWOOD O’CONNOR: Excuse me? 
DR. DEVIN VON NORWOOD: Don’t you remember, dar-

ling? Our private jet crashed into a cave in Montepulciano 
the third week of our honeymoon. And we subsisted on 
nothing but water and chocolates, although we somehow 
did manage to always have the ambiance of great candle-
light. We made mad, passionate love, even before the 
terrorists buried us alive. Then, the selfless man I am, I 
sacrificed my freedom, and helped you to escape. 

KIMBERLY VON NORWOOD O’CONNOR: I’m sorry, 
I can’t remember. Do you think I’m suffering from 
amnesia? 
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DR. DEVIN VON NORWOOD: (to DR. TYLER O’CONNOR) 
Look what you’ve done to her! Look what you’ve done 
to me! You stole my face, my personality. You stole my 
wife and took my life. 

NURSE ABIGAIL: Wait a minute here! Do you mean to say 
all this time we’ve been having an affair I’m finding out 
now you’re not really even a doctor? 

DR. TYLER O’CONNOR: Okay so what if I’m not a doctor? 
I used to play one on TV. 

DR. DEVIN VON NORWOOD: Well I, however, am. And 
now I am back—back from the dead. 

(The All My Children theme music underscores his 
next line.)

Yes. A tour group discovered me on an archeological dig 
and brought me to a hospital in Rome where they restored 
my face, my life, and my medical license. 

KIMBERLY VON NORWOOD O’CONNOR: Wait. Yes. 
It’s suddenly coming back to me. Oh my, I remember. 
My husband. My Devin Von Norwood, my one and only 
true love. Hi!   

DR. DEVIN VON NORWOOD: Kimberly, dearest, just before 
I set you free I managed to secure some of your eggs. As 
soon as I could resume my practice I fertilized them. And 
well, now I am happy to report we are the proud parents 
of six children, alive and well and living in Italy. 

KIMBERLY VON NORWOOD O’CONNOR: What wonderful 
news! See, I knew it couldn’t end. It’s not gone after all. 

(Glares at DR. TYLER O’CONNOR and NURSE 
ABIGAIL.) 

You two are such liars. And don’t think I didn’t know about 
your torrid little affair. But I always believed one day Devin 
would return. Now please, my darling, Devin. Take me, 
take me with you, take me to ALL MY CHILDREN!  

(DR. DEVIN VON NORWOOD and KIMBERLY VON 
NORWOOD O’CONNOR embrace. Then he lifts her 
up and carries her out. Alone, NURSE ABIGAIL and 
DR. TYLER O’CONNOR drop all pretense.)



2013—The BesT Ten MinuTe Plays
232

NURSE ABIGAIL: At least we were convincing. I mean the 
marriage part was one thing, but I really thought you 
were a doctor.  

DR. TYLER O’CONNOR: Well what’s an affair without a 
little intrigue. I confess, I do find you very attractive. 
Nurse Abigail. 

NURSE ABIGAIL: Thank you, Dr. Tyler O’Connor. 
DR. TYLER O’CONNOR: Call me Ty. 
NURSE ABIGAIL: Okay. Ty. 
DR. TYLER O’CONNOR: Hey, it’s lunchtime . . . Abby. You 

hungry? I hear the cafeteria has meat loaf. 
NURSE ABIGAIL: Sure. (Pause) You do know she won’t 

be coming back. It is kind of sad.  
DR. TYLER O’CONNOR: Sure is. It’s all reality now. 
NURSE ABIGAIL: Indeed. The era is really over. 

(Suddenly, the All My Children theme song begins 
to play. The music is transformative.)

DR. TYLER O’CONNOR: (from skeptical to excited) Uh, 
wait. Can you, uh, just by chance, do you, uh, possibly 
hear that, Nurse Abigail? 

NURSE ABIGAIL: (Excited, hears it too.) You bet I do . . . 
Dr. Tyler O’Connor! 

(NURSE ABIGAIL and DR. TYLER O’CONNOR look 
up and acknowledge the music as it grows louder. 
As they turn to look at each other they fall into the 
heightened soap reality, falling into each others arms 
for a passionate kiss. Tableau of this soapy embrace, 
the theme song continues, lights fade.) 

The End



BaTTle TaCTiCs 
Andy Haynes

Battle Tactics by Andy Haynes, copyright  © 2013 by Andy 
Haynes. All Rights Reserved. Reprinted by permission of 
the author.

Battle Tactics originally premiered at the Santos Dantin 
Theatre on January  11, 2013 as a part of an evening of short 
plays entitled “Launch 2013.”  It was directed by David 
Strauss and produced by The Playwright’s Roundtable. 

The cast was as follows:
SANDANE: Sam Waters
ALDWYNN: Caitlin Burdey
PRAGUS: Amy Pastoor
TAELOR: Rod DelMedico
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CHARACTERS:
SANDANE:  The Righteous. Temperamental holy man. 
The leader of the group. Thirties.
ALDWYNN: The Cunning. Flighty and aloof rogue. 
Twenties.
PRAGUS: The Illuminator. A wizard known for only one 
spell. Innocent and childlike. Twenties.
TAELOR: The Pantsless. A mighty warrior. Tries to live 
up to his heritage. Twenties.

SETTING: A medieval fantasy world apart from time and 
place.

SCENE 1
Lights come up on a blank stage. From SL Aldwynn 
rolls in, looks around sharply and then motions for 
his companions to join. Behind him enter Pragus, 
Taelor, and Sandane. Aldwynn carries a dagger, Pra-
gus a staff, Sandane a book and Taelor some form of 
larger weapon (Sword, Axe, etc . . . ) Sandane looks 
off SR then addresses his companion.

SANDANE: Wonderful job, Aldwynn. You’ve brought us safe-
ly through the dungeon straight to the ogre king’s lair.

(Aldwynn flourishes his dagger and performs an 
elaborate bow.)

ALDWYNN: Such is the way of Alwdynn The Cunning.
(Taelor steps forward.)

TAELOR: Let us charge in, Sandane The Righteous! I wish 
to end this quickly!

SANDANE: Hold your horses there. I wanna make sure we 
have a solid battle plan this time. No repeats of the suc-
cubus fiasco, Taelor The Pantsless. 

TAELOR: I wish to speak with someone about changing 
my name.
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SANDANE: Not the time! Alright, first, Aldwynn.
ALDWYNN: Speak your desire and Aldwynn The Cunning 

shall comply.
SANDANE: Great. I want you to sneak in under the cover 

of shadow and take a position behind the Ogre King. 
When we charge, I want you to leap forth and sneak 
attack him.

ALDWYNN: Aldwynn approves of this plan.
SANDANE: And I hope I can count on you not to flee as 

soon as you’re seen.
ALDWYNN: Well, such is the way of Aldwynn The Cunning.
SANDANE: It better not be. Not again. I want you to be right 

in there with us fighting toe to toe.
ALDWYNN: Aldwynn will see what he can do.
SANDANE: Thank you. Pragus the Illuminator.
PRAGUS: (Raising his hands.) ILLUMINATE!

(As Pragus yells, the lights on stage and in the house 
bump brightly.)

SANDANE: No!  Stop that!
(Pragus slowly lowers his hands and the lights return 
to normal.)

No Illuminating!
PRAGUS: But what if it’s dark in there?
SANDANE: Don’t worry about that. I want you in the back sum-

moning magic missiles and whatever else it is you do.
(Pragus opens his mouth to speak. Sandane cuts 
him off.)

Except illuminate.
ALDWYNN: Could it be that finally Aldwynn will be able 

to sneak around in peace?
PRAGUS: At least with the light we were able to see you 

sneaking away once the fighting began.
ALDWYNN: Without the light there will be no need for 

Aldwynn to sneak away.
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PRAGUS: How convenient!  We either get to watch you run 
away in the light or have to trust you’re doing something 
in the dark.

ALDWYNN: You wanna see Aldwynn do something right 
now?

SANDANE: Both of you, quiet!
PRAGUS: He started it.
SANDANE: Well, I’m ending it!
TAELOR: Everyone please!

(Everyone looks at Taelor expectantly.)
If we can get back to the matter at hand.
SANDANE: Thank you.
TAELOR: Perhaps something like Taelor the Terrifying will 

invoke the proper amount of fear in our enemies.
ALDWYNN: You really want to avoid alliteration in a title. 

Makes you sound like a stupid bard.
(Pragus, Aldwynn and Taelor share a laugh of 
derision.)

SANDANE: I’m adventuring with children . . . 
PRAGUS: Taelor the Illuminated!

(Pragus raises his arms and the lights all raise a 
bump.)

ALDWYNN: Again?
TAELOR: I don’t care for it . . . 
SANDANE: Alright everyone! Everyone focus!  Back here. 

On me.
(Pragus lowers his arms and the lights return to 
normal.)

Can we please just go in there and fight the orc king or 
whoever the hell it was we were here to kill and discuss 
this later?

(There is a murmuring of assent from the party.)
Thank you . . . Aldwynn, if you’ll start us off.

(Aldwynn sneaks off SR.)
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The rest of us on three.
(Sandane silently counts off for the group. When he 
hits three, Taelor lets off a battle cry and they all 
charge off SR.)

PRAGUS:  (OFFSTAGE) Illuminate!
(A bright light shines in from SR.)

SANDANE:  (OFFSTAGE) Seriously?
(Sounds of fighting from offstage which slowly fade 
out with the lights. A moment or two and then lights 
up again. Aldwynn is sitting alone CS, picking his 
nails with his dagger. From SR enter Sandane, Pra-
gus and Taelor. Pragus looks dejected. Sandane is 
barely containing rage. Taelor has no pants. Sandane 
looks around slowly at each other person before 
speaking.)

SANDANE: I don’t even know where to begin . . . Does 
anybody have anything to say for themselves?

ALDWYNN: At least Aldwynn The Cunning is uninjured.
SANDANE: Yes, Aldwynn, we were worried you might have 

sprained an ankle running so very fast as you fled.
ALDWYNN: Aldwynn did trip over some clothes or some-

thing as he fle—tactically retreated.
SANDANE: I wonder what those could have been.

(He stares pointedly at Taelor. Taelor hangs his head 
a little lower.)

PRAGUS: I for one, am not entirely sure where we went 
wrong.

SANDANE: Really?  Well, allow me to illuminate you!  What 
was the one thing I asked you not to do?

(Each time Pragus meekly says “illuminate” in the 
coming lines the lights bump just slightly and briefly 
to match the intensity of his words.)

PRAGUS: Illuminate.
SANDANE: And what was the first thing you did?
PRAGUS: Illuminate.
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SANDANE: So, where do you think we might have gone 
wrong?

PRAGUS: Taelor losing his pants?
ALDWYNN: Is that what Aldwynn tripped on?
SANDANE: We’re not talking about Taelor yet, we’re still 

on Pragus.
PRAGUS: I don’t think it’s fair that you asked Pragus the 

Illuminator not to illuminate. Would you ask Aldwynn 
the Cunning not to be cunning or Taelor the Pantsless 
not to be pantsless?

SANDANE: I asked both of them both of those things!
PRAGUS: Point withdrawn.
TAELOR: If I may-
SANDANE: Something you want to add, Pantsless?
TAELOR: I don’t think you’re being very righteous right 

now, Sandane The Righteous.
ALDWYNN: More like Sandane The Self-righteous.
PRAGUS: That’s a good one!
SANDANE: Don’t try to put this all back on me. I did every-

thing right, it’s you guys who couldn’t handle it!
(There’s a pause as those words sink in. Everyone feels 
terrible, including, eventually, Sandane himself.)

Look guys, I’m sorry, I didn’t mean it.
PRAGUS: No, you’re right!  My life is a lie!
SANDANE: No it isn’t!  Illuminating is very important.

(Aldwynn Scoffs. Sandane glares at him and then 
continues.)

Without you, we might not even have been sure we were 
actually fighting the Orge King we were supposed to be. 
And Aldwynn could have seriously injured himself trip-
ping over Taelor’s pants but, you lit them up nicely.

(Pragues sniffles a bit and starts to look a bit 
cheerier.)

You just need to not surprise us with it. How about this 
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time we’ll start with you illuminating immediately?  That 
way everyone can see everything and no one has to be 
surprised. Then maybe you can move on to some of the 
other spells we’re sure you have?

PRAGUS: You just say the word, and I’ll be ready.
SANDANE: Great!
ALDWYNN: Ahem. Now that you’ve given torchlight over 

there permission to lead us off, you’ve left Aldwynn The 
Cunning little to do in our future battles.

SANDANE: Not hardly. Aldwynn the Cunning, you are 
the best acrobat I’ve ever known and adventured with. 
Instead of just going for the one sneak attack, why not 
tumble about and harry them from all sides. They’ll be 
able to see you, but never touch you.

ALDWYNN: The persistent harasser, deftly weaving be-
tween blows, setting up openings, exploiting weaknesses. 
Yes yes, Aldwynn The Cunning approves of this plan!

SANDANE: Fantastic.
(Aldwynn and Pragus step aside and excitedly 
discuss strategy in the corner leaving Taelor, still 
dejected, still pantsless. Sandane turns to him.)

Hey there. Come on, buck up. 
TAELOR: I just feel sometimes that I’m letting my barbar-

ian ancestors down. My great grandfather wouldn’t have 
been caught dead going into battle fully clothed.

SANDANE: Yes, but maybe, and this is just a thought, you 
could embody that barbarian spirit better by taking your 
shirt off.

(Taelor immediately takes his shirt off, leaving him 
a man in his boxers holding a big weapon. Immedi-
ately, Taelor’s whole demeanor changes as he feels 
the barbarian spirit flow through him.)

I meant instead, but . . . Okay cool, yeah we’ll work on 
a new nickname for you later.

(Sandane begins motioning for the others to join 
them.)
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Everyone, gather round. I’m not going to lie, we’ve 
had a few setbacks but I really think we’ve made some 
breakthroughs today and we’re going to come out of this a 
more cohesive unit. Now then, once he finished laughing, 
the Ogre King was nice enough to let us come back out 
here and regroup. I say, we head back in there and show 
him what we can really do. Are you with me?

(Sandane looks at each in turn before they give their 
responses.)

ALDWYNN: Aldwynn the Cunning awaits your com-
mand.

PRAGUS: Pragus the Illuminator shall light the way.
TAELOR: ARGHHHHHHHH!
SANDANE: I will take that as a yes.

(He looks at each one more time, welling with 
pride.)

Pragus, if you’d like to start us off this time.
(Pragus is honored and steps to the front of the group. 
He points off SR.)

PRAGUS: ILLUMINATE!
(Taelor rushes off screaming his battle cry, Aldwynn 
tumbles off to join him, and Pragus marches off 
hands held high and proud. Sandane savors one 
last moment of nearly overwhelming pride and then 
moves off to join his companions.)

BLACKOUT.

The End



BlaCK and whiTe

Donna Hoke

This play was first performed October 17-18, 2011, at 
the Viaduct Theater, Chicago, produced by n.u.f.a.n. 
ensemble.

Director: Darrin Luginski
Assistant Director: Dan Clavey

DOKU: Jesse Kinney
xWORD: Neeraj Mehta
SOLVER: Dan Clavey
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CHARACTERS
xWORD: Dressed in black pants, white shirt, black vest, 
white shoe/black sock with black shoe/white sock, one 
black glove, one white, i.e. An empty crossword grid. 
DOKU: Dressed in all white with thick black lines on 
clothing, i.e. An empty Sudoku grid.
SOLVER:  In robe and slippers.

CASTING NOTE: Characters can be any age, gender, or 
ethnicity. Diverse casting is encouraged.

SETTING: Chair and table, present day.

Solver, dressed in sleepwear, robe, and slippers, enters with 
a cup of coffee and the newspaper, puts coffee and a pen 
on the side table, settles into a comfortable chair, opens 
the newspaper and starts to read. Xword enters.

xWORD: Hey, what about the puzzle? You were going to do 
the puzzle, weren’t you? Isn’t that pen for the puzzle?

SOLVER looks at the pen, as if to pick it up, but doesn’t.
XWORD: You don’t want to use pen, that’s fine. Go get a 

pencil. Remember your new year’s resolution: Work on 
your brain.

SOLVER turns the page of the newspaper. At times 
through the following dialogue, SOLVER looks up, 
appears to be interested in one argument or the other, 
but always returns to the paper.

xWORD: Hey, hey, the puzzle is in the other direction. Go 
back!

DOKU enters.
DOKU: Dude, how do you always get here first?
XWORD: I don’t get here first, I was here first. Then you 

show up, and think you can get everybody thinking your 
way.
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DOKU: I did not invent logic. You’ve heard of Aristotle.
xWORD: Yeah, and he’s old. It’s old. Old news.
DOKU: I prefer to say it has survived the test of time.
xWORD: But it’s just numbers. The same numbers. Every 

day.
DOKU: My man. Numbers are everything. Without numbers, 

kids don’t know how many fingers to hold up for their age. 
Doctors can’t measure your cholesterol. Athletes can’t be 
ranked. You can’t count how many women you’ve loved. 
Nobody can call you on the phone. And science! 206 
bones in the human body, the atomic weight of hydrogen 
is 1.00794, the fastest speed is the speed of light where 
vacuum c = 299,792,458 meters per second. Lincoln could 
have never said “Four score and seven years ago”—

xWORD: Stop right there. That’s my territory. The power 
of that speech wasn’t in the “Four score.” It just seems 
that way because that’s the only line everybody knows. 
“That we here highly resolve that these dead shall not 
have died in vain—that this nation, under God, shall 
have a new birth of freedom—and that government of 
the people, by the people, for the people, shall not perish 
from the earth.” Try doing that with numbers.

DOKU: And when did Lincoln give this shout out?
xWORD: November 19, 18— Oh, who cares? What he said 

is more important than when he said it.
DOKU: Not to historians.
xWORD: Well, I never said that numbers weren’t useful.
DOKU: Just limiting.
xWORD: The puzzles are limiting. You’re always trying to 

do the same thing.
DOKU: Fill in squares.
xWORD: Right.
DOKU: With the correct answers.
xWORD: Right.
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DOKU: Do you hear yourself?
XWORD: Oh, it’s not the same! Every crossword grid looks 

different. There’s an aesthetic appeal, an elegance.
DOKU: You have art on your walls at home?
xWORD: Of course.
DOKU: And why did you buy it?
xWORD: Because I liked it.
DOKU: And you like looking at it every day? It’s comfort-

ing. Familiar even.
xWORD: I see where you’re going. But what about the 

journey? I offer so many delightful ways to get to the 
same place. A simple word like run, I can clue directly as 
“Move fast.” Or more indirect like “Manage” or “Cam-
paign.” Then there’s clues for the thrill seeker—

DOKU: Can we at least agree not to use the word thrill?  
Really.

XWORD: Like “Reward for going home” or “Hose wrecker.”
DOKU: What?
xWORD: Reward for going home is a run, like in baseball. 

Hose wrecker is a run, like in pantyhose
DOKU: Please. Stop thrilling me.
xWORD: Seek a seat, clear out, card sequence, homer’s 

outcome, bank worry—
DOKU: My heart is pounding too fast. Stop.
XWORD: They’re all “run.” You get the idea.
DOKU: But not the point.
xWORD: The solver has to think differently to get the 

answer. Sometimes literally, sometimes figuratively. It 
challenges the brain, makes it work in different ways, 
opens up the mind to new possibilities—

DOKU: You think I don’t do hard? I challenge you to a 
Fiendish puzzle bro. You try that and it doesn’t matter 
how many obscure rivers you know or whether your 



245Lawrence Harbison

vocab includes words like olio or if you know who 
Bambi’s aunt is.

xWORD: But what do you learn?
DOKU: How to work your brain.
xWORD: In other words, how do to the puzzle better next 

time. Where is the satisfaction?
DOKU: In finishing it. Overcoming the obstacles. Climbing 

the mountain.
xWORD: I can say the same. But you don’t take them on a 

fun ride, there are no chuckles, no admiration for a well-
wrought clue. Finishing is just a relief.

DOKU: Relief is not the word men use when they summit 
Everest.

xWORD: Now who’s being dramatic?
DOKU: A lot of people like me better. I’m easy to learn. They 

can jump right in.
xWORD: Come on, I have Mondays.
DOKU: (indicating SOLVER) Would s/he be able to do a 

Monday? Do you guarantee that s/he won’t need to know 
that Asta was the dog in The Thin Man movies?

xWORD: Well . . . 
DOKU: Can we say to each his own squares to fill in?
xWORD: I’ll never like  you.
DOKU: You don’t have to.
xWORD: I wish he would just do something.
DOKU: (to SOLVER) Hey you! Pick up that pen! Come on. 

Your brain is turning to dog food right now!
XWORD: “That we here highly resolve that these puzzles 

shall not have been created in vain, that solvers shall 
have the freedom to choose, and that brain power shall 
not—”

SOLVER picks up the pen.
DOKU: Dude, he’s picking up the pen!
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XWORD: Oh my! APSE, ENO, ESSO, SMEE, NEHI, 
ARLO, EWER—

DOKU: What are you doing?
XWORD: Helping him! Giving him some background.
DOKU: You’re giving him the answers!
xWORD: Oh, sorry.

(to SOLVER) One through nine.
(to DOKU)

There, have I evened the playing field?
DOKU: Bastard.
xWORD: (to SOLVER)ERIN, EURO, oh! Do you know 

Roman numerals?
DOKU: Oh for crying out loud!
xWORD: (to SOLVER) One through nine. You got that, 

right—  Oh!
DOKU: For real?
XWORD: What he is doing?!
DOKU: I can’t look. It’s a—
SOLVER is happily solving, big smile on his face.
xWORD: It is. A word search.
DOKU: I’m going to be sick.
xWORD: (to SOLVER)Hey! Don’t do that! Just turn the 

page to one of the other puzzles. Just. Turn. The. Page. 
Come on, you can do it.

DOKU: Believe in yourself. You’re better than this.
xWORD: You deserve better than a computer-generated  

puzzle—
DOKU: Hey!
xWORD: Sorry. Than a mindless exercise like that. Oh, 

it’s like those Easter egg hunts where all the eggs are in 
plain sight.

DOKU: Maybe it’s not that bad.
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XWORD: What are you implying?!
DOKU: It’s something, right?
xWORD: In the way that Dumb and Dumber is something 

if you want to watch a movie.
DOKU: It’s words. Hey, he’s going to learn 

(looks at paper)
The names of all the currency in the world.

xWORD: Really? There’s a theme?
DOKU: Maybe you shouldn’t be so harsh.
xWORD: It is better than watching television.
DOKU: That’s one way to look at it.
XWORD: And maybe, well maybe, one day, he’ll want to fill 

in squares. Maybe he will feel the need to do that.
DOKU: Which squares?
xWORD: Any squares.
DOKU: One can hope.
xWORD: (to SOLVER) One step at a time.

End of Play



    The daTe (sCene)
Michael Salomon

Original Production by Cold Basement Dramatics at 
the Oracle Theatre in Chicago, Illinois in December of 
2012.

Director: Andrew Jessop

JACKIE: Jenni Hadley
DUQUAN: Scott Olson
STAGE DIRECTIONS: Dan Rubens
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CHARACTERS:
JACKIE: Female, early twenties, black
DUQUAN: Male, late fifties, white
STAGE DIRECTIONS: Male, twenties or thirties (any 
race except black)

SETTING: A dimly lit, romantic restaurant.

(LIGHTS UP ON JACKIE AND DUQUAN, sitting at op-
posite ends of a small, elegantly set dinner table. Both are 
dressed to the nines. Duquan’s sport coat hangs neatly over 
the back of his chair. On the table are a basket of bread-
sticks, a long, burning candle, salt and pepper shakers, and 
two table settings. Both Jackie and Duquan are reading 
menus. STAGE DIRECTIONS sits in a folding chair in the 
front corner of the stage—apart from the others. He faces 
the audience with a script in hand.)

STAGE DIRECTIONS: (Reading.) Setting: a dimly lit, 
romantic restaurant. At one end of the table sits Jackie, 
a well-dressed, twenty-four year old African American 
woman. At the other end sits Duquan, a twenty-five year 
old African American man wearing a shirt and tie. 

DUQUAN: See anything that looks good?
(Jackie looks up, shocked to see Duquan sitting 
across from her. She says nothing but stares at him 
in confusion. Duquan clears his throat.)

DUQUAN: (CONT’D) See anything that looks good?
(Jackie glances around the restaurant, unsettled, 
then back at Duquan. He clears his throat again.)

DUQUAN: (CONT’D) Do you see anything—
JACKIE: I’m—I’m sorry. Is this—? Are you—? Who are 

you? 
DUQUAN: I’m Duquan.
JACKIE: Right . . . Seriously, who are you?
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DUQUAN: I’m Duquan.
 (A beat.)

DUQUAN: (CONT’D) So, see anything that looks—
JACKIE: Wait, wait, wait. Hold up. I’m sorry. You’re 

Duquan?
DUQUAN: Yeah.
JACKIE: Aren’t you supposed to be, like, twenty-five?  And 

black?
DUQUAN: Uh-huh.
JACKIE: So . . . 
DUQUAN: So what?
JACKIE: So why aren’t you?
DUQUAN: I am.
JACKIE: You’re a black twenty-five year old?
DUQUAN: Mm-hmm.
JACKIE: Really? You’re a black twenty-five year old?
DUQUAN: Yes, ma’am.
JACKIE: Really?
DUQUAN: I, um . . . 

(Duquan begrudgingly stands up and walks over to 
Stage Directions.)

DUQUAN:  (CONT’D) May I?
(Duquan takes the script out of Stage Directions 
hands and flips to the front. He turns to Jackie.)

DUQUAN: (CONT’D) Let’s see . . . Yup, that’s what it says 
right here: “Duquan, a twenty-five year old African 
American man. Wearing a shirt and tie.”

(He gestures down to his own shirt and tie, then re-
turns the script to Stage Directions and heads back 
to his seat.)

JACKIE: Right, right, right. But you’re not black.
DUQUAN: I beg your pardon.
JACKIE: You’re like some fifty year old white guy.
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DUQUAN: Oh. Oooh!  I see. Yeah, this is a . . . uh . . . oh 
what do they call it?  Alternative casting!

JACKIE: What?
DUQUAN: Yeah, I’ve been alternatively cast.
JACKIE: For our date?
DUQUAN: Mm-hmm.
JACKIE: I’m confused.
DUQUAN: Ok, well see, you are on a date with a twenty-five-

year-old black man, and I am that black man. You get it?
JACKIE: Not particularly.
DUQUAN: Ok. Ok. Uh, let’s say this pepper shaker is you, 

and this salt shaker is me, and so you’re on a date with 
the salt shaker, but it’s really a pepper shaker, and—wait, 
no, that’s not right. Hang on. What if I’m the pepper 
shaker and you’re the—

JACKIE: Hold up. Hold up. I get what you’re saying. I just 
don’t understand why.

DUQUAN: Oh. Well it’s—I think it’s got something to do 
with the whole date setting and, you know, love, and the 
way there’s, um, deception, and—

STAGE DIRECTIONS: It’s symbolic of the misrepresen-
tations that we, as humans, purvey in our romantic 
endeavors.

DUQUAN: Ah. See, there you go. It’s symbolism.
JACKIE: It’s a date.
DUQUAN: Yes, but it’s symbolism too.
JACKIE: Ok. Well what am I symbolic of?
DUQUAN: Oh. I don’t know. Maybe nothing. Breadstick?

(He offers her a breadstick. She doesn’t take it.)
JACKIE: Nothing?
DUQUAN: Or something. I mean we all have our own lay-

ers. I guess you could say mine are just a little more 
forthright.
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JACKIE: I guess so.
DUQUAN: So you’re cool, then?  Everything settled?
JACKIE: What? No. I don’t know. I mean, this all still seems 

kind of messed up to me. Don’t get me wrong, I’ve been 
on some pretty wacked out dates before, but this?

DUQUAN: Hey, you’re preaching to the choir here. Talk about 
your identity crisis, right?  I mean, I vote republican.

JACKIE: Yeah, but wait—hang on. This—it is a date, right?
DUQUAN: Uh huh.
JACKIE: And we’re supposed to sit here and have a real conver-

sation and, like, really connect like two people, right?
DUQUAN: That’s what I had in mind. Yeah.
JACKIE: Well doesn’t it change everything—I mean, doesn’t 

it make any hope of real connection impossible—if you 
aren’t who you’re supposed to be?

DUQUAN: But I’m exactly who I’m supposed to be.
JACKIE: You’re not a twenty-five year old black man!
DUQUAN: But I am a twenty-five year old black man.
JACKIE: Really?  Then who’s Lil Wayne?
DUQUAN: I don’t know. A Muppet?
JACKIE: See!
DUQUAN: Look, is it really that big a deal?
JACKIE: Of course it is. I don’t want to be on a date 

with—
DUQUAN: Oh. I see. A white guy?
JACKIE: A guy three times my age!  And yes, if I’m supposed 

to be on a date with a black guy in the first place, I think 
it is a little weird to show up and have that black guy be 
a white guy who apparently is a black guy, but he’s not 
really, and he’s just been alternatively cast as—

(To Stage Directions)
I mean, what the hell?  Was this your idea?

(Stage Directions shrugs.)
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DUQUAN: Look, it’s just a simple conceit. You know, like a 
magic show, or professional wrestling, or fake breasts . . . 

JACKIE: I don’t want my romantic life to be anything like 
fake breasts, thank you.

DUQUAN: Ok, well think about it this way:  Let’s say there 
really was a twenty-five year old black man sitting here 
across from you. Does that make the situation any less 
deceptive?  Isn’t he just as liable to mislead you about the 
particular nuances or intricacies of his personality and life?  
I mean, at least I’m wearing my deceit on my skin.

JACKIE: But how does that make it any better?
DUQUAN: Well now you know you can’t trust me.
JACKIE: But I want to be able to trust you.
DUQUAN: Ok, then trust me.
JACKIE: How?
DUQUAN: I don’t know. Just concede to the illusion.
JACKIE: The illusion that you’re twenty-five and black?
DUQUAN: That’s the one.
JACKIE: But you’re not.
DUQUAN: Would it help if I spoke in ebonics?
JACKIE: No. What is wrong with you?
DUQUAN: Hey, I will have you know I’m actually a very 

fun guy. Even for a black man in his twenties. People 
say I’m quite hip.

JACKIE: No. You aren’t. You aren’t any of that. Just stop it.
DUQUAN: Fine. I’m sorry, ok?  I’m—I’m trying my best 

here. You know, in a lot of ways I’m probably being more 
honest than any other guy you’d be out with right now.

JACKIE: Yeah? Well I don’t care about that. 
DUQUAN: Well you probably should care or someone’s gonna 

wind up getting herself into some prickly situations.
JACKIE: But I don’t care. Look, guy—
DUQUAN: Duquan.
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JACKIE: Look, Duquan, I’m sure you’re a terrific person and 
all. Honestly, I do. But I can’t deal with all these messed 
up layers and symbolisms and alternative anythings right 
now. I just want to be on a normal date with a regular 
guy, you know?  Someone who’s roughly my age and 
has similar interests. Someone I can tell about myself and 
who can tell me about himself, and then maybe we’ll hit 
it off—or maybe we won’t. And yeah, maybe everything 
he says isn’t gonna be the whole honest truth. Maybe he’s 
got a secret drug problem or some creepy fetish or even 
a wife and kids waiting for him at home, but all of that’s 
up to me to find out for myself. And until I do, I just have 
to trust him, right?  Believe in whatever it is he makes 
himself out to be and just pray that it’s for real. 

DUQUAN: Sure, I guess. So then the issue with me is . . . ?
JACKIE: I can’t believe in you. You’re not . . . you’re not 

real.
DUQUAN: So, what you’re saying is you’d rather you didn’t 

know if you were being lied to?
JACKIE: In a way.
DUQUAN: I see. Ignorance is bliss, huh?
JACKIE: In this case it is.
DUQUAN: I guess so. And so this whole wearing my dishon-

esty on my sleeve thing: it’s a little too much, isn’t it?
JACKIE: I’m sorry. I know you were excited to be all sym-

bolic.
DUQUAN: No, no, it’s fine. It kind of does all make sense, 

in a way.
JACKIE: Yeah?

(He nods. Beat.)
DUQUAN: Hey, what if you just closed your eyes?  Tried 

to pretend—
JACKIE: Believe me, I’ve tried. So many times . . . 
DUQUAN: No luck?
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JACKIE: No luck.
DUQUAN: I get it. So then all this . . . ?
JACKIE: I can’t do it. I’m sorry.

(She stands and starts to gather her things.) 
DUQUAN: Well maybe some other time then.
JACKIE: Yeah, maybe.
DUQUAN: And maybe I could just be a fifty-eight year old 

white guy. Named Norm.
JACKIE: And maybe I’ll be a twenty-four year-old black 

girl named Jackie.
(A beat.)

DUQUAN: For what it’s worth, I don’t have any creepy 
fetishes. Or a wife. Or fake breasts.

(Jackie smiles and nods. SHE EXITS.)
DUQUAN:  (CONT’D) Right.

(A long pause. Duquan begins to look around 
uncomfortably—unsure of what to do next. Stage 
Directions appears equally confounded. At last the 
two make eye contact. A beat passes. Getting an idea, 
Stage Directions stands and walks over to the table, 
sitting himself in Jackie’s former chair.)

STAGE DIRECTIONS: (Reading from his script.)Setting: 
a dimly lit, romantic restaurant. At one end of the table 
sits Jackie . . . 

(He gestures to himself. Duquan nods understand-
ingly.)
(Still reading.)

 . . . a well-dressed, twenty-four year old African Ameri-
can woman. At the other end sits Duquan, a twenty-five 
year old African American man wearing a shirt and tie.

(Pause.)
DUQUAN: See anything that looks good?
STAGE DIRECTIONS: Oh, everything looks amazing. I 

don’t think I’ll ever be able to choose.
(LIGHTS DOWN. END OF PLAY.)



CaPTain roCKeTs versus The inTerGalaCTiC 
Brain-eaTers 

 Don Nigro
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 CHARACTERS:
CAPTAIN ROCKETS, an aging leading man/head of the 
Rocket Brigade
LUNA, his beautiful companion
BOB THE SPACE BOY, actually IRVING KURTZMAN: 
Ed, announcer, stage manager and utility actor.

SETTING: Inside the Intergalactic Star-Tracker, the space 
ship of Captain Rockets. Actually we are in a primitive 
television studio above Wanamaker’s Department Store 
in New York, in the 1950s. The walls of the rocket are 
made of very old theatrical flats, and every time some-
body touches them, they flop back and forth a bit. The 
control panel is full of knobs that appear to be a combi-
nation of old radio dials and the lids of jars. The chairs 
are worn leather desk chairs. Just out of the brightest 
light, but visible to us, is the offstage realm where Ed, 
the announcer, reads his copy. 

A child in the 1950s grew up with Captain Video, Tom 
Corbett, the Space Patrol, and Flash Gordon. These 
primitive television shows were done with tiny budgets and 
special effects that even then seemed pretty crude. And yet 
somehow, despite the fact that, even as children, we could 
tell this was not exactly art, there was another part of our 
brains that saw a different version, in which none of this 
claptrap mattered. In our imaginations, what we saw on 
our grainy black and white (actually mostly gray) televi-
sion screens was only a coded version of a much richer and 
more spectacular intergalactic adventure. We had room in 
our heads for both, and we had sent away for our Decoder 
Rings, or got them in cereal boxes. We could see through 
the absurdity to greater mysteries beyond.

(Sound of the Overture to Wagner’s Flying Dutchman 
as lights come up on the control room of the Inter-
galactic Star-Tracker, actually a rather cardboardy 
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jerry-rigged set made of old theatrical flats, boxes, 
old radio parts, and a variety of junk you might pick 
up at a yard sale. At the control panel sits Captain 
Rockets, a handsome but over the hill third string 
leading man who must remember to hold his stomach 
in. He is working on his lines a few minutes before 
the live broadcast is to begin.)

CAPTAIN ROCKETS: I can see through your pathetic 
disguise, Zordak. I know that you are in fact the Grand 
Klopfrack of the Squid People of Betelgeuse, and your 
mission is to take over the Earth and eat all our brains.

LUNA: (Entering, the Captain’s beautiful companion, a 
pretty second string starlet whose career began playing 
the plucky girl in Western serials and probably ends 
here.) Have you heard the news, Jack?

CAPTAIN ROCKETS: (Trying out different line readings, 
then forgetting what comes next.)
I can see through your pathetic disguise, Zordak. I can 
see through your pathetic disguise. I know that you are in 
fact Zordak—no. I can see that you are in fact the Grand 
Klatfart—not Klatfart—what is it?

ED: (The announcer, utility actor, and stage manager, from 
just at the edge of the light.) Klopfrack.

CAPTAIN ROCKETS: The Grand Klopfrack of the Squid 
People— 

LUNA: Jack, have you heard?
CAPTAIN ROCKETS: Yes, I know, Luna. The Squid People 

of Betelgeuse have colonized Uranus and are planning 
to conquer Earth and eat all our brains.

LUNA: Even worse than that. 
CAPTAIN ROCKETS: How could anything be worse than 

that? What could be worse than the Squid People?
LUNA: Television people, Jack. Network television execu-

tives. We’ve been cancelled.
CAPTAIN ROCKETS: Don’t despair, Luna. I’m sure, with 
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the help of Doctor Philco and Bob the Space Boy, we 
can defeat these unspeakable brain-slurping monsters 
and save the Earth.

LUNA: No, Jack, the show is cancelled.
CAPTAIN ROCKETS: Don’t breathe a word of this to any-

one, but I have good reason to suspect that the Grand 
Klopfrack of the Squid People is actually here on board 
the Space-Tracker even as we speak. 

LUNA: That’s fine, Jack, but it’s not going to matter after 
this show, because we’re cancelled.

CAPTAIN ROCKETS: Don’t be absurd. They can’t cancel 
me. I’m Captain Rockets of the Rocket Brigade. 

LUNA: Well, I’m sorry, Captain, but you’re going to be 
standing in the unemployment line tomorrow, because 
this is our last show.

CAPTAIN ROCKETS: Luna, how can you bother me with 
trivial matters like that, when at this very moment there 
are Brain-Eaters from Uranus taking over the bodies of 
innocent people?

ED: Five minutes till air time, Jack. 
CAPTAIN ROCKETS: There. You see? In five minutes it’s 

up to us to save the Universe. Where is Bobby the Space 
Boy? We’re going to need all the help we can get if we’re 
to defeat the insidious Squid People.

LUNA: Bobby’s already gone. 
CAPTAIN ROCKETS: Bobby’s gone? Where did he go? 

Not to see that two headed girl on Neptune again, I 
hope. I told him, never trust a girl with two heads and a 
fluorescent vulva.

LUNA: Apparently he’s got a friend in the network secre-
tarial pool and she gave him the head’s up about the 
cancellation. He’s already lined up a new western, The 
Smoking Gun.

CAPTAIN ROCKETS: What? Bobby’s deserted? He’d never 
do that. The Brain-Eaters must have gotten to him. Poor 
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Bobby. And he had almost licked that stuttering prob-
lem, too. How are we going to defeat the Squid People 
without Bobby?

LUNA: They’ve brought in another actor to take Bobby’s 
place.

CAPTAIN ROCKETS: I knew it. The Squid People have 
eaten his brain and replaced him with one of their own.

LUNA: No, actually it’s Irving Kurtzman. 
CAPTAIN ROCKETS: Irving Kurtzman? What planet is 

he from?
LUNA: Irving Kurtzman will be taking over the role of Bobby 

the Space Boy, just for this one last episode. He used to 
play the janitor on Mr Peepers. 

CAPTAIN ROCKETS: Mr Peepers?
LUNA: He’s a little old for the part, but he was the best they 

could do, on short notice. 
CAPTAIN ROCKETS: I’m supposed to conquer the Brain-

Slurping Squid People from Uranus and save the Uni-
verse with the janitor from Mr Peepers? I need another 
drink of my Venusian Polyp Juice.

 (He drinks from a flagon on the control panel.)
LUNA: That better be non-alcoholic, Jack. We’re going live 

in about three minutes.
CAPTAIN ROCKETS: Don’t worry, Luna. I am always 

rejuvenated by my Venusian Polyp Juice. In fact, I’ve 
been getting rejuvenated since about ten o’clock this 
morning.

LUNA: (Sniffing the flagon, taking a sip.) Jack, this is 
vodka.

CAPTAIN ROCKETS: The Russians settled Venus before 
we drove them out. A troubled people, but they make 
excellent Polyp Juice.

ED: Two minutes to broadcast.
LUNA: Listen, Jack. My Uncle Frank is still running that 
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dinner theatre in Hoboken. We could finally do that 
production of Romeo and Juliet we’ve always dreamed 
about. You’re not too old if you just hold your stomach 
in. Or you could rent a truss.

CAPTAIN ROCKETS: That’s got to be the answer. The Squid 
People from Uranus have eaten the brains of the network 
executives and taken over their bodies. 

LUNA: That seems unlikely to me, Jack. That network ex-
ecutives have brains, I mean.

CAPTAIN ROCKETS: But don’t you see? The Brain Eat-
ers know that if you control television, you control the 
Galaxy!

LUNA: I don’t think those guys are going to be controlling 
anything much longer. Word is the whole DuMont net-
work is going broke. And also, Jack, those ugly rumors 
about you being a Commie didn’t help us any.

CAPTAIN ROCKETS: Listen to me, Luna. 
LUNA: Edith. It’s Edith, Jack.
CAPTAIN ROCKETS: It’s up to us now, Luna.
LUNA: What’s up to us?
CAPTAIN ROCKETS: Saving the Universe! You and me, 

and—what did you say his name was?
IRVING KURTZMAN: (Entering, in a space suit that doesn’t 

fit him, a bald man with a mustache. Holding out his 
hand.)Irving Kurtzman. I’m the new Space Boy. I wish 
to hell they could have found me a costume that fit. I 
can’t feel my gonads. 

CAPTAIN ROCKETS: You don’t fool me for one moment, 
Kurtzman, or Bobby, or whatever they want me to believe 
your name is. I know who you are.

IRVING KURTZMAN: So you’ve seen me on Mister 
Peepers?

CAPTAIN ROCKETS: I can smell the Squid People a mile 
away.
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IRVING KURTZMAN: It’s this damned costume. It smells 
like a chicken coop. I don’t think this thing’s been washed 
since the Punic Wars. 

CAPTAIN ROCKETS: Squid! Squid!
IRVING KURTZMAN: No, thanks. I never eat before a show. 

At least anything with suckers on it. 
LUNA: Jack, are you sure you’re all right?
CAPTAIN ROCKETS: Just follow my lead, Luna. And if we 

don’t survive this, remember that I love you.
ED: (Holding up five fingers and counting down.) We’re live 

in five, four, three—
(Just mouthing the last two numbers as Luna pulls 
Irving out of the light, and suddenly we hear Wag-
ner’s Overture to The Flying Dutchman. Big, very 
excited announcer voice. Ed is like an old time 
radio announcer who’s trying way too hard to pre-
tend he’s making the most important announcement 
in the history of mankind. Each time he mentions 
Captain Rockets he tries to make it sound like an 
echo chamber.)

FROM THE FARTHEST CORNERS OF THE UNI-
VERSE, IT’S TIME ONCE AGAIN FOR THE THRILL-
ING ADVENTURES OF—CAPTAIN ROCKETS 
AND HIS INTERGALACTIC RANGER BRIGADE! 
BROUGHT TO YOU BY SPACIES, THE BREAKFAST 
CEREAL OF SPACE CADETS! YES, IT’S CAPTAIN 
ROCKETS, WHO, FROM HIS SECRET LAIR IN 
THE MOUNTAINS OF THE MOON, BLASTS OFF 
TO ALL POINTS OF THE UNIVERSE TO DEFEND 
THE GALAxY AND FIGHT FOR TRUTH, JUSTICE, 
AND THE AMERICAN WAY OF LIFE! TONIGHT’S 
EPISODE: CAPTAIN ROCKETS VERSUS THE IN-
TERGALACTIC BRAIN-EATERS.

(Just a slight ramping down of the tone for this, a 
more conspiratorial tone:)

In our last episode, Captain Rockets and his faithful 
companions, Luna and Bob the Space Boy, discovered the 



263Lawrence Harbison

dastardly plot of the evil Klopfrack of Betelgeuse, who, 
from their base camp deep inside Uranus, schemes to take 
over the Galaxy by eating the brains of all Earthlings. 
Captain Rockets has set out immediately, in his super 
thrust rocket ship, the Galactic Space-Tracker, to head 
for Uranus and defeat the Betelgeusean Squid People 
before they can eat any more brains.

LUNA: (Returning, in character, to find Captain Rockets sit-
ting at his control  panel, drinking Venusian Polyp Juice.) 
Oh, Captain Rockets, it’s a dark time for the Galactic 
Federation. The Squid People of Betelgeuse have come 
from Uranus to devour the brains of Earthlings. We must 
find a way to stop them. But how?

CAPTAIN ROCKETS: Don’t worry, Luna. Even as we speak, 
Dr Philco is perfecting an ingenious death ray that will 
destroy the Squid People before they can slurp up any 
more brains.

LUNA: But Captain Rockets, didn’t Bobby tell you? The 
Squid People have eaten Dr Philco.

CAPTAIN ROCKETS: What? They’ve eaten Dr Philco? 
Are you certain?

LUNA: Bobby saw the whole thing. There’s nothing left but 
his mustache.

CAPTAIN ROCKETS: What about Vernon, the Space Dog? 
They haven’t eaten Vernon the Space Dog, have they?

LUNA: I don’t know. Let’s ask Bob. Oh, Bob. Bobby the 
Space Boy.

IRVING KURTZMAN: (Entering, as Bob the Space Boy.)
I’m here, Luna.

LUNA: Bob, have you seen Vernon, the Space Dog?
CAPTAIN ROCKETS: Luna. Don’t be deceived. That’s not 

Bob the Space Boy.
LUNA: Yes it is, Captain.
CAPTAIN ROCKETS: No it’s not. Can’t you see? It’s Irving 

Kurtzman, from Mr Peepers.
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LUNA: Uh, no, Captain. I don’t know what you mean by 
that. It’s our old friend Bob the Space Boy.

CAPTAIN ROCKETS: I know what your game is, Kurtzman. 
You’re in league with the Squid People, aren’t you? 

IRVING KURTZMAN: What?
CAPTAIN ROCKETS: Fess up, Kurtzman. You’re not 

Bobby. You’re a brain-slurping squid from Uranus.
IRVING KURTZMAN: (Aside, to Luna.) Is this in the script? 

Did I not get the rewrites?
LUNA: It’s all right, Bobby. Captain Rockets has been under 

a lot of strain lately. He’s not himself.
CAPTAIN ROCKETS: Oh, I’m myself, all right. I’m myself. 

I’ll tell you who’s not himself. This character who calls 
himself Irving the Space Boy. He’s come from Uranus.

IRVING KURTZMAN: I came from New Jersey. And let me 
tell you, the traffic was terrible. This is just a rehearsal, 
right? We’re not really live on national television. You 
guys really had me going there for a minute. This is some 
sort of initiation, right? You do this to all the new guys.

CAPTAIN ROCKETS: I’ll show you how Captain Rockets 
of the Rocket Brigade deals with you filthy, brain slurp-
ing space aliens.

 (Captain Rockets grabs Irving Kurtzman by the neck 
and begins choking him.)

IRVING KURTZMAN: Ahhhhhhhhh. Ahhhhhhhhhhhhh.
LUNA: (Trying to pull him off.) Captain Rockets. Captain 

Rockets. What are you doing?
IRVING KURTZMAN: GAK. GAK. GAK.
CAPTAIN ROCKETS: Never fear, Luna. By carefully sup-

plying just the right amount of pressure to the jugular 
vein, I have rendered helpless the miserable creature that 
was once Irving Kurtzman.

 (He drops the unconscious Kurtzman to the 
ground.)

LUNA: (Examining the apparently moribund Kurtzman.)
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Bobby? Bobby? Irving? Look, Captain. Bobby the Space 
Boy seems to have fainted from all the excitement. I’m 
sure he’ll be fine. Perhaps this would be a good time for 
a break in the action while you and I have a nice big bowl 
of Spacies, the Breakfast Cereal of Space Cadets. Mr 
Announcer, don’t you want to tell the viewers at home 
about Spacies? Ed? Are you there?

CAPTAIN ROCKETS: Spacies? I don’t want any of that 
muck. It’s made out of sugar, sawdust and horse dung.

LUNA: But each box of Spacies contains a Captain Rockets 
Decoder Ring. 

CAPTAIN ROCKETS: All those things do is turn your 
fingers green. Luna, this is serious. We’ve got to stop 
these damned Brain-Slurpers before they take over the 
entire Universe.

ED: (Appearing at the edge of the light.)Hey, kids. We’re 
going to take a brief intermission from this latest excit-
ing episode of Captain Rockets and the Rocket Brigade 
to remind you to get yourself a nice big box of Spacies, 
the breakfast of Space Cadets.

LUNA: (Aside, to Captain Rockets.) Jack, you’re not well.
ED: Spacies help you build strong bones seven ways.
CAPTAIN ROCKETS: I’m not Jack. I’m Captain Rockets. 
ED: Strong teeth.
LUNA: You’re an actor. This is a television show. A pretty 

stupid one, I’ll grant you, but nevertheless—
ED: Strong muscles.
CAPTAIN ROCKETS: Nonsense. That’s just what the Cos-

mic Brain Slurpers would like you to believe. But in fact, 
this is real. What you think is real is an illusion. 

ED: And now back to Captain Rockets and the Rocket Bri-
gade.

CAPTAIN ROCKETS: You’ve got to fight them, Luna. Don’t 
let them get into your head. 
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 (Ed is trying to unobtrusively drag the still recum-
bent Irving out of the light. Captain Rockets suddenly 
leaps on him and grabs him by the neck.)

AHA! GOT YOU!
ED: Ahhhhhhhhh.
LUNA: (Trying to pull him away from Ed.)Jack. I mean, 

Captain. No.
CAPTAIN ROCKETS: I can see through your pathetic dis-

guise, Zordak. 
ED: GAK. GAK GAK.
CAPTAIN ROCKETS: I know that you are in fact the Grand 

Klapfrick of the Squid People of Betelgeuse, come out of 
Uranus to conquer the Earth and suck out our brains. 

(Captain Rockets drops the motionless Ed to the floor, 
where he lies on top of Irving.)

CAPTAIN ROCKETS: Let that be a lesson to you, Luna. 
Trust no one. These creatures are so insidious. They 
put their sucky mouths over your ear and then, with a 
nightmarish slurping sound, they suck out your brain. 
Many’s the night I’ve felt them creeping up on me, the 
feel of their horrible, slimy suckers on my ear. That’s 
why I took to wearing my space helmet to bed. But that 
didn’t stop them. Once I woke up in the middle of the 
night, and one of them was trying to suck out my brains 
through my penis. 

LUNA: Captain, we don’t say penis here on the Star-
Tracker.

CAPTAIN ROCKETS: I’m sorry. Tallywhacker? Worm 
Face? Mole Face? Uncle Wiggley? The Bald Headed 
Mouse? Mr Thingamadicky? Mr Whizzer? The Old 
Ranger? Fortunately, I was able to throttle the beast be-
fore she could complete her sucking. I chased her around 
the bedroom with a meat cleaver but she managed to 
crawl down the drain pipe and escape. She even had the 
nerve to ask for money.

LUNA: Captain, please, think of the children. All the children 
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of Earth who are watching us and listening to us on their 
Captain Rockets Wrist Radios. 

CAPTAIN ROCKETS: You’re right, Luna. And I have been 
thinking about the children. Not just my own children, 
that my wife ran off with to Almagordo, that I’m go-
ing to need a court order to see in the future, but all the 
children of the Earth. In fact, I have a special message 
for the children.

LUNA: (Uneasy.) Okay.
CAPTAIN ROCKETS: (Looking into the camera.) Children 

of Earth. This is your old friend Captain Rockets speaking 
to you, and I want you to listen closely, because Captain 
Rockets has something very important to tell you. Children, 
did you ever look at your world as if you’d awakened from 
a dream to discover that everything is not as you recall? As 
if the scales had fallen from your eyes? That’s how I felt 
when I got the summons from the House Un-American 
Activities Committee. And all because of a couple of mea-
sly pinko meetings I attended in 1937 because I wanted to 
impress a blond actress with long legs and an incredible 
pair of knockers. Shit, I’d have shaved my legs and joined 
the WACs to get that girl into bed. And now my wife has 
left me for a hockey player with the IQ of a cocktail wiener, 
Howdy Doody is slaughtering us in the ratings, my career 
is in the toilet, and Squids from Uranus are trying to suck 
out my brain. Children, children of Earth, listen very care-
fully to me now. This is the most important thing anybody 
will ever tell you: everything you have believed up to this 
point in your lives is a lie. You are not safe. The world is 
not a safe and happy place. The universe is cold and mostly 
dead and very, very dangerous, and nothing out there cares 
about you. Most of the universe is cold and dark and dead. 
And most horrible of all, your parents are not really your 
parents. Their bodies have been taken over by insidious 
Brain Slurpers that suck away their will, their intellect, their 
values, their very identity and replace it with something 
sick and alien and perverse. Now listen to me, children. It 
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is imperative that tonight, when your parents are asleep, 
you go into the kitchen, open the drawer where Mommy 
keeps her carving knives, get the sharpest one you can find, 
like the one Mommy slices open a watermelon with, then 
go into your parents’ bedroom and very carefully cut their 
throats from ear to ear. 

(Luna is looking out into the darkness and running 
her finger across her throat, telling whoever is left 
out there to cut the feed.)

I know it sounds horrible, but you need to keep repeating 
to yourself, these are not my parents, these are not my 
parents. They are Brain Slurpers from Betelgeuse, come 
from Uranus to slurp out my brains through my ears.

LUNA: Jack. There’s no use talking any more. They’ve 
turned off the switch on us. They’re showing old Buck 
Jones westerns now. 

CAPTAIN ROCKETS: Oh, God. Then the Earth is doomed. 
We’re all doomed. It’s all been for nothing. Nothing. Why 
did I go to those stupid Commie meetings? I’m not a bad 
person. I just wanted to be an actor so I could sleep with 
pretty girls. And now look at me. Look at where I am. 
Trapped in this stupid rocket ship made out of cardboard. 
Do you see this, kids? Do you see this stupid dreck you 
thought was real?

 (He pushes the walls of the rocket with his hands. 
They sway.)

Look at this crap. Theatrical flats from the twenties. John 
Wilkes Booth carved his initials on the back of these god 
damned flats. Look at this. This is what that great rocket 
ship, the Star-Fucker, is actually made of.

 (He pulls a knob off his control panel.)
Do you see these knobs? These are knobs they took off 
old radios.

 (Pulling off more knobs.)
This one is off a bottle of bleach. This one is a door knob. 
It’s a door knob. It’s all a lie. None of it is real. This is 
what you’ve believed in. Rubbish. It’s all rubbish.
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 (He is knocking down the flats, revealing the back 
wall of the studio.)

Garbage. My life is garbage. Everything is illusion and 
garbage.

(He collapses into tears.)
LUNA: (Kneeling on the floor, his head on her breast.) There, 

there, Captain Rockets. Do not despair. The Rocket Bri-
gade will triumph in the end.

CAPTAIN ROCKETS: I don’t know, Luna. I haven’t slept 
in two weeks. I’ve been living on Venusian Polyp Juice 
and popcorn. I don’t know what’s real any more.

LUNA: Just close your eyes and relax. Everything will be 
all right.

CAPTAIN ROCKETS: (Closing his eyes and letting his 
head rest on her breast.) You’re the only friend I have 
left in the entire universe, Luna. And you’re right. We 
must never despair. Somehow, it will turn out all right. 
Something will come to save us. All will be well. All 
will be well, in the end.

LUNA: (Stroking his hair, comforting him.) Of course it 
will. Of course it will. Now you just relax. This won’t 
hurt a bit.

 (With the palm of her hand she pulls his hair back 
gently, then puts her mouth over his ear, and we hear 
a loud, horrendously surreal   slurping sound.)

SLURRRRRRRRRRRRRPPPPPP.
CAPTAIN ROCKETS: AHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH.

(Sound of the Flying Dutchman comes up as the 
lights flicker on  them and then abruptly go out.)

The End



The CorPoraTe ladder

Lisa Soland

The Corporate Ladder was first produced at the Clayton 
Performing Arts Center at Pellissippi State College on 
March 23, 2012, as part of Lisa Soland’s THE LADDER 
PLAYS. It was directed by Lisa Soland, produced by 
Charles R. Miller, with Andrew Henry as stage manager. 
The lights were designed by Jessica Goings and the set by 
Charles R. Miller, with Jeff Delany as technical director.

The cast in order of appearance was as follows:

DICK: Chad Wood
JOE: Josh Bigwood
JILL: Sara Watson
CHLOE: Jennifer Brown

The Corporate Ladder was then produced at Muskingum 
University Theatre, November 29, 2012, again as part of 
Ms. Soland’s THE LADDER PLAYS. It was directed by 
Linda Thieroff and the actors were as follows:

DICK: Marcus Correa
JOE: Payton Witherell
JILL: Elyssa Hurley
CHLOE: Khandis Beardmore



271Lawrence Harbison

CHARACTERS
DICK: The man on top, age eighteen to forty.
JOE: The man not on top, age eighteen to fifty.
JILL: The nice girl, age eighteen to thirty.
CHLOE: The woman willing to be on top of the man on 
top, age eighteen to forty.

TIME:  An ordinary work day.

PLACE:  The work place—an empty stage with four free-
standing ladders.

SETTING: Four ladders stand in a line across center stage, 
amidst an otherwise bare stage. 

AT RISE: Four office workers stand on their individual 
ladders—JILL stage right up one rung of a six foot ladder, 
DICK right center at the top of a ten foot ladder, CHLOE 
left center up five rungs of an eight foot ladder and JOE 
stage left up three rungs of a six foot ladder. When the 
lights come up, there is a moment of silence. The actors are 
wearing business suits. The women are in suits with skirts. 
All of them are very professional, with plastered smiles that 
do not change, and all are wearing clown make-up. THEY 
begin the play talking to the audience.

DICK:  (To audience) It’s not a figure of speech. The corpo-
rate ladder exists. It’s real.

JOE: I’m on the third rung. I’ve been working here three 
years. You don’t excel one rung per year, necessarily. 
It’s just worked out that way for me.

JILL: I’m a woman!
(Beat)
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I accelerate at a much slower rate. Not because I’m slower. 
It’s just the way the corporate ladder works, unless of course, 
I compromise, which I have no intention of doing.

CHLOE: I compromised.
(Beat)

I’m on the fifth rung. And I like it.
DICK: I’m the office manager. I’m at the top but I try to keep 

in mind that you meet the same people on the way down 
as you do on the way up. 

 (Facing the audience, HE descends quickly to the 
second rung)

But that too can be a good thing. You get to step over 
them, again.

 (HE jumps down the rest of the way)
I like stepping over people. That’s why I’m at the top.

 (HE begins his cross to downstage right)
CHLOE: (Calling out over the audience) Get your bigger 

house, here!  Get your bigger house!
(Descends to floor of stage)

JILL: (Calling out)Vote to sustain a “more is better” America!
(Descends to floor)

CHLOE: Get your bigger house!
JILL: After all, more is better, right?
DICK:  (Talking to audience, from downstage right) People 

are motivated by all sorts of things. 
JOE: An 80-inch LED television monitor in every room.

(HE descends)
CHLOE: Get your bigger house!!!
DICK: But in the corporate world, on this ladder, it’s money 

and power that count.
JILL: I like to be creative when I work.
JOE: (Crosses to JILL) Creativity doesn’t count, unless it 

can be turned into money.
JILL: Or power.

(Beat)
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I wear a dress to work. I don’t think that’s compromis-
ing, do you?

JOE: Not at all.
(Allows her to ascend in front of him)

After you.
JILL: Why thank you.
JOE: You’re very welcome.

(JILL climbs up to the second rung)
(Crosses downstage center)

I’m not cut out for the corporate life. I show initiative, 
take risks, volunteer for difficult assignments and con-
tinue to absorb knowledge. 

 (Crosses downstage right)
I’m always in the center of things, but do I make the big 
bucks?  No I do not.

DICK:  (From the top of his ladder) This company is grow-
ing because they’re getting richer. Always work for a 
growing company.

JOE: One day my boss confessed . . . 
DICK: Joe, the people who get financially rewarded in this 

company are the ones who help the company make 
money. It’s that simple.

JOE: I see.
DICK: The details on the last three projects are a mess, I 

admit.
JOE: (To audience) He admitted.
DICK: And we lack in effective management.
JOE: But you’re the manager.
DICK: Keep in mind, it’s the money we’re after. The “ching 

ching.”
CHLOE: Ching, ching.
JILL: Ching, ching.
DICK: Can you straighten out the books on those last three 

projects?  It will keep us out of jail.
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JOE: But will it make me money?
DICK: No.
JOE: Yeah, sure.

 (To audience)
Keeping things in order doesn’t pay. That’s why things 
in this world are no longer in order.

(Crosses back to his ladder)
DICK: Ching!  Ching!
JILL: Sure I will, Dick. Sure I will, Dick. What else?  What 

else?  Sure I will, Dick.
DICK: Nice work, kissing my “tooshidy toosh toosh behind.”  

You get to climb up . . . 
JILL: Yes . . . ?
DICK: . . . one rung!
JILL: Yippeeee!  A raise. I earned a raise, fair and square. 

Good for me.
(SHE begins to step up one rung on her ladder and 
CHLOE rushes to the bottom of JILL’S ladder and 
grabs hold of her leg)

CHLOE: You are making me a bit uncomfortable due to the 
rate at which you are elevating.

JILL: Let go.
CHLOE: Let go of what?
JILL: My foot.
CHLOE: I don’t have your foot.
JILL: Ah, yes you do.
CHLOE: No, what I have is your subconscious mind and I’m 

going to plant thoughts in there that will hold you back 
much better than me just holding on to your foot.

JILL: Thoughts?  Like what?
CHLOE: Thoughts like, “Who do you think you are coming 

in here, all shiny and new and moving up the ladder so 
quickly?”
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JILL: I’m working hard, though. If I work hard, it’s okay.
CHLOE: Yes, but I think you need to work harder to move 

along that fast.
JILL: Harder?  How hard?
CHLOE: Hard. Ask Dick.
JILL: Dick?
DICK: Yes.
JILL: How hard, Dick?
DICK: Oh, very, very hard, Sheila.
JILL: Jill.
DICK: Much harder than you are to move up the ladder so 

quickly.
CHLOE: I told you.
JILL: I don’t believe it.

 (Descends and crosses downstage right)
I think living a balanced life is the key to any work. That 
way I can approach my job fresh, with a clear mind. This 
way I can contribute significantly by eating well and 
getting enough sleep each night.

(DICK applauds, then inspires JOE to applaud and 
then CHLOE)

DICK: Very good point, Sheila.
JILL: Jill.
DICK: Could you jot that down in a memo and CC me so I 

can say I wrote it?
JILL: Oh, sure.
DICK: Excellent!

(Beat)
Also by the way, accelerate one more rung.

JILL: (Runs back to her ladder and climbs up to the third 
rung) Yippeeee!!!

CHLOE: Ooooo, I do not like that at all.
 (SHE grabs JILL’S foot)
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I had to sleep with Dick to climb up that high. You’ll 
have to do that too.

JILL: You slept with Dick?
CHLOE: Yes, and you will have to also, eventually.
JILL: But I’m married.
CHLOE: And your point?
JILL: I was afraid of that.
CHLOE: Afraid?  Oooooo, I like that you’re afraid. Let’s 

talk more about that.
JILL: (Looking at DICK) He’s not bad looking.
CHLOE: Not too bad.
JILL: He dresses well, which indicates that he showers 

daily.
CHLOE: Oh, he showers several times a day.
JILL: Why would he do that?
CHLOE: Why do you think?
DICK: (HE descends ladder and retrieves an electrical 

chord, which has been hanging over one of the lower 
rungs of his ladder. Calling out) Give your life energy!  
Get your check!

JOE: (JOE crosses to DICK, jumping up and down, full of 
energy) Me, I’m first. I’m first. Here I am. I’m ready. 
I’m next.

DICK: Turn to the side, please.
(JOE does, and DICK plugs a chord into the upstage 
side of his buttock. The lights dim as JOE tosses 
around a bit. DICK removes the plug)

DICK: There you go, young man. How do you feel?
JOE: (No longer smiling, drained, without emotion) Not 

so young. Awful. I’m all confused and tired and now I 
have to go home and spend time trying to recover with a 
martini hiding out in the den till the kids go to bed. My 
wife will want to have sex with me and I’ve nothing left 
to give her.
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DICK: Excellent! I feel like I’ve gotten my money’s 
worth!

(DICK hands JOE a huge, paper check)
Let’s see how you did this week.

(With a tape measure pulled from his pocket, DICK 
measures JOE’S check)

Oooo, good but not so good you won’t want to come 
back every day you can. Are you addicted?

JOE: Addicted?  To work?  Are you kidding?
DICK: Are you in debt?
JOE: Oh, God yeah.
DICK:  (Putting his arm around JOE) Well then, we’ve got 

you by the “grand testicallia,” don’t we?
JOE: Can I go now?
DICK: What do you think, Sheila?
JOE: Joe.
DICK: Next!!!

(JOE walks away, exhausted)
CHLOE: (Stepping forward) Hi Dick.
DICK: Hi, uh . . .  Uh . . . 
CHLOE: I miss you.
DICK: Name please?
CHLOE: Why Dick, you know me.
DICK: Name please?!
CHLOE: Chloe. Chloe Smart.
DICK: Turn to the side please, Sheila.

(SHE does and DICK plugs her in and the lights dim 
and she tosses around a bit. CHLOE is exhausted.  
DICK hands her a check, a bit larger than JOE’S)

CHLOE: Thank you. Thank you, Dick.
(SHE returns upstage to her ladder)

DICK:  (HE tosses the chord upstage, crosses downstage 
right and talks to the audience)
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Contradictory impulses to both succeed and fail can be 
found in every business.

JILL: (Crosses downstage right of DICK, to audience) Every 
person who works in the office place can appear both 
appealing and unappealing.

(Looking at DICK, then follows him stage left when 
he goes)

DICK:  (Crosses stage left)Every management decision I 
make, is both good and bad.

JOE: (Hands up in the air) That’s why he’s the boss. 
(CHLOE and JILL’S hands go up in the air, then they 
begin a Hitler-type-march circling around DICK 
counter-clockwise)

DICK: I have the management skills to cope with contradic-
tions.

(HE takes three bean bags out of his pockets and 
begins to juggle. One bean bag is white, one gray 
and one black)

I can juggle them all.
(CHLOE, JILL and JOE continue to circle around 
DICK)

CHLOE: He can appreciate the existence of both good and 
evil.

DICK: That’s why I get paid the most.
JOE: (Breaks off stage left) I want to get paid the most.

(THEY all stop marching)
DICK: Oh, really?  Can you juggle?
JOE: Yeah, sure.

(Takes three, white bean bags out of his pocket and 
juggles well)

DICK: Oh, nice!  But can you juggle both good and evil?
 (Throws his three varied-colored bean bags to 
JOE)

JOE: (Tries but drops all six bean bags) Ah, no. Not yet.
DICK: Step down a rung.
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(JOE picks up six bean bags and crosses upstage 
to his ladder)

JILL: (Crossing center stage) If I could just see the invisible 
obvious, I could climb my way to the top.

CHLOE: (Crosses to JILL’S left) Invisible obvious.
JOE: (Crosses to JILL’S right) Discovering the obvious is 

always difficult.
JILL: Because of our highly developed tunnel vision.

(JOE, JILL and CHLOE form a compact line across 
center stage. They turn to the right and create 
“blinker hoods” for the character on their right, 
with their hands)

JOE: Because we’re always looking everywhere else.
JILL: (Breaks out of the formation and crosses downstage 

center) How can I lift the veil and clearly see what is 
really going on?

JOE: (Places his opened arms in front of JILL) Without being 
limited by your narrow-minded upbringing.

CHLOE: (Places her opened arms in front of JILL and in 
between JOE’S opened arms) Or your restricted cultural 
values.

JILL: (SHE breaks through the wall that they have formed 
with their arms) I must lift the heavy curtain in order to 
see the invisible obvious.

(SHE suddenly sees what is out in the audience, sit-
ting in the chairs)

There are people out there.
DICK: No, that’s the fourth wall.
JILL: (Crosses stage left) No, there are people out there. I 

see them. 
DICK: Fourth wall!!!
JOE: (JOE crosses offstage left and turns on the house lights) 

No, she’s right, Dick. There’re people out there.
(Crosses downstage right, looking at the audience)

People!  People!
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CHLOE: (Jealous) Shit.
(Crosses stage left and turns out house lights)

DICK: (This new reality/truth causes DICK to decompress 
and malfunction similar to a computer going haywire, 
then . . . )
All right everyone, up!

(JOE and JILL start to climb, while CHLOE crosses 
to her ladder to start her ascend)

DICK:  (To CHLOE) Not you.
CHLOE: Why not me?
DICK: You slept with the boss.
CHLOE: It worked before.
DICK: What sometimes works in business, doesn’t always 

work in business.
CHLOE: How ‘bout if I stop sleeping with you.
DICK: That might work, but I won’t like it.

(Beat)
Okay. Everyone up. Up to the top

(CHLOE joins them and everyone reaches the top of 
their individual ladders)

JILL: Well, here we are.
JOE: Here we are. We have arrived.
JILL: Now what?
JOE: We have to stay arrived.
JILL: Maintain this?
CHLOE: If you don’t, you go back down where you came 

from.
JILL: Maintaining is no problem at all.
CHLOE: Wanna bet?
DICK: Maintainers are targets. I know. It’s best to keep 

moving up.
JILL: Moving up where?

(THEY all look up into the top of the theatre)
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JOE: I guess this is it.
 (THEY all look straight out to the audience and 
then slowly their clown-like, smiling faces fall into 
traditional Greek tragedy faces. THEY proceed in 
agony and horror, with their words being squeaked 
out in between their tormented lips)

JILL: I thought it would feel better.
DICK: It only feels good when you’re the only one.
JILL: Chloe, get down.
CHLOE: I slept with Dick.
DICK: Several times.
CHLOE: You get down.
JILL: It was my idea that got us up here.
CHLOE: That’s why it should be you who leaves.
JOE: That’s illogical.
DICK: Makes perfect sense to me.
JOE: That’s why you make the big bucks.
JILL: I’m not leaving. Though perfectly unfulfilled, I like 

it on top.
CHLOE: If you don’t get down I’m going to remove my 

top.
(This gets DICK to return to his smiling clown-face. 
CHLOE descends her ladder and crosses downstage 
center)

JILL: What?
JOE: That’s perfectly illogical.
CHLOE: But will it work?

(SHE descends her ladder, leans against the 
base of DICK’S ladder and rips open her Velcro 
blouse, revealing a conservative, full-bodied slip 
beneath)

JILL: Oh, dear me.
(Quickly descends and closes CHLOE’S blouse)
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CHLOE: (SHE returns to her smiling clown face) Cha-
ching.

DICK:  (Smiling) Cha-ching.
JOE: (Still in agony) Cha-ching.
CHLOE: (Sexily posed at the base of DICK’S ladder) The 

ethical morality of the average so and so, helps us “so 
and so’s” maintain our positions.

DICK: I’m happy that you’ll be maintaining your position.
(CHLOE turns and climbs up DICK’S ladder till her 
face is near his waist)
(To JOE)

Sheila?
JOE: Yes, Dick?
DICK: Straiten up those books and keep us out of jail, would 

you?
JOE: Does it pay?
DICK: No.
JOE: (Returning to his smiling clown-life face) Yeah, sure.

(HE descends to the third rung, back where HE 
started, and faces offstage left)
(JILL returns to the first rung of the ladder and faces 
offstage right)

DICK: You’re all so easy.
CHLOE: I don’t mind being easy, Dick.

(Lights out)

The End



erosion

Scott McCrea

        

EROSION by Scott McCrea was produced by Happy 
Medium Theatre in the Boston Theater Marathon xIV on 
May 20, 2012. It was directed by Lesley Moreau, with the 
following cast:

MARTY: Victor Shopov
CASSIE: Kiki Samko
KEV: Andrew Hicks
HARMONY: Lauren Elias

Happy Medium Theatre
Mikey DiLoreto, Artistic Director
www.happymediumtheatre.com
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CHARACTERS:
MARTY: thirties or forties
CASSIE: thirties or forties
KEV: thirties or forties
HARMONY: twenties

TIME: The present

SCENE: The deck of a beachhouse on Nantucket.

MARTY has a glass of Scotch in his hand. He’s staring at 
the beach.

MARTY: Cassie, does the water look closer to you?
CASSIE: (Off-stage) What?
MARTY: The water. Does it look like it’s closer to the 

house?
CASSIE: (entering with a martini)Well, of course, Marty, it 

gets closer every year. The beach is eroding.
MARTY: The whole beach?
CASSIE: The whole beach. In a couple of years, the house 

is going to be carried out to sea.
MARTY: Ha. For a second I thought you were serious.
CASSIE: I am serious. Well, not about it being carried out to 

sea. It’ll probably be demolished by the tides.
MARTY: How do you know this?
CASSIE: You know it too, Marty. The man told us last 

year.
MARTY: What man?
CASSIE: The scientist. Remember? At the party?
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MARTY: The guy who smelled like fish?
CASSIE: Yes, the guy who smelled like fish.
MARTY: What did he say?
CASSIE: He said our house was too close to the water and 

in a couple of years it was going to be swallowed by the 
ocean. Apparently, every year the tides come further and 
further into shore and sweep away more and more of the 
beach. It’s a big problem in Nantucket because we have 
so many houses close to the water.

MARTY: The house isn’t falling into the water.
CASSIE: He didn’t say falling, he said—
MARTY: Do you know how long this house has been 

here?
CASSIE: Since the twenties.
MARTY: Since the twenties. And all of a sudden it’s get-

ting washed out to sea? I don’t think so. I mean, maybe 
the tides are getting closer for the past few years, but 
then they’ll get further away. These things go in cycles, 
Cass.

CASSIE: I’m not going to argue with you. He’s a scientist, 
but you’re a lawyer, so you’re right.

MARTY: I am right.
CASSIE: And when the house is gone, you can blame it on 

termites.
MARTY: We should sell it, is that what you’re saying? Sell 

it and divide the proceeds?
CASSIE: No.
MARTY: Good, cause we’re not doing that.
CASSIE: How could we sell it? We’d be legally bound to 

tell buyers that oh-by-the-way the house isn’t going to 
be here in a couple of years.

MARTY: Then what do you suggest?
CASSIE: Honestly, Marty, I don’t care.
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MARTY: You don’t care? I thought you liked the house.
CASSIE: I like Nantucket. I’m not married to the house.
MARTY: Then you have no objection if I take it in the 

settlement?
CASSIE: Why would I object? It’s your loss.
MARTY: I’ll have your name taken off the title.
CASSIE: That’s fine.
MARTY: No compensation.
CASSIE: I said it’s fine.
MARTY: (Pause.) So how do we do this? I mean, do we 

throw a divorce party and invite all our friends?
CASSIE: That’s what I was thinking. I know it sounds bizarre, 

but I’d rather have them all hear it at the same time. If I tell 
them by phone, they’ll find out which one I called first.

MARTY: We couldn’t just email?
CASSIE: Our friends? No.
MARTY: So what are you going to say? “Hey, everyone, can 

I have your attention, please?” Then what?
CASSIE: “Marty and I have grown apart.”
MARTY: Grown apart? Grown apart?! That sounds like noth-

ing happened. Like you don’t know the reason. That’s the 
cliché people use when they don’t want to tell the truth. 
Everybody grows apart. You found another man.

CASSIE: I didn’t find him. You introduced us.
MARTY: How could I not introduce you? He’s my best 

friend. You make it sound like this is my fault.
CASSIE: I just meant . . . I didn’t seek it out. It just hap-

pened.
MARTY: Nothing just happens.
KEV: (Off-stage) Hey! Anybody home?!
MARTY: You invited him here?!
CASSIE: No! He’s supposed to be in Boston!
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KEV and HARMONY enter.
KEV: Hey, guys! You left your door wide open! Harmony, 

these are my best friends—Marty and Cassie. Guys, this 
is Harmony.

CASSIE: Harmony?
HARMONY: My parents were hippies.
KEV: We were in the neighborhood so I thought we’d stop 

by. Harmony said she was looking for a beach house, so 
I said, hey, I have one on Nantucket, let’s go, you can 
check it out. (Pause.) She’s a client of mine.

CASSIE: Oh. Of course.
MARTY: Did you tell her about the erosion? You’re legally 

obligated to tell her about it.
(to Harmony)

All these houses are being swept out to sea.
KEV: Erosion?
HARMONY: Why do they call it erosion? Do you think it 

has to do with eros? You know, love? Like something 
that happens to love? The decay of love?

MARTY: Eros is Greek. Erosion is Latin. Erosion just means 
erosion.

HARMONY: (suddenly realizing) So you’re losing the 
house!

CASSIE: Yes.
HARMONY: Did you come here a lot?
MARTY: Every summer weekend. But never again.
HARMONY: (sympathetically) Because of the erosion?
CASSIE: We’re getting divorced.
HARMONY: Oh, I’m so sorry.
KEV: But, hey, we’re still gonna be friends, right? I mean, I 

got divorced and we stayed friends.
MARTY: You think we’re still gonna play golf?
KEV: Why not?
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CASSIE: (putting an arm around Kev) This is why I love 
this man . . . Can I get anyone a drink?

KEV: Chardonnay.
HARMONY: Do you have any nachos or anything? I’m 

always starving.
CASSIE: Come on in the kitchen, you can have whatever 

you find.
HARMONY: Great. I’ll make a dip.

HARMONY follows CASSIE out.
KEV: It’s not your fault. The divorce.
MARTY: I know that.
KEV: No, you don’t know. You’re gonna learn things at the 

hearing that—well, let’s just say, if you need someone 
to testify, I’m there for you.

MARTY: You would do that?
KEV: You know I would. The important thing is the kids. 

They’re what? Ten and eight?
MARTY: Eleven and nine.
KEV: Right. They’re gonna be awarded to her so brace 

yourself. They always go to the mother. But that’s not 
the important thing.

MARTY: It’s not?
KEV: No. The important thing is who the kids blame. And 

they’re gonna blame her. They will. She’s the one who 
was fooling around. Kids understand these things. Hey, 
where are the kids?

MARTY: Camp.
KEV: Camp—good place for ‘em.  

 (noticing)
I never realized you were so close to the water.

MARTY: What about me, Kev? Who am I supposed to 
blame?

KEV: I’ll tell you who you shouldn’t blame—yourself.
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MARTY: What about the man she’s moving in with? 
Shouldn’t I blame him?

KEV: I don’t think so. If it wasn’t him, it was just gonna be 
somebody else. She was road-testing every dude between 
here and Portsmouth . . . So who is he? Is it someone 
we know?

MARTY: (Pause.) Cassie!
KEV: Don’t you know his name?
MARTY: Cassie!

CASSIE enters, followed by HARMONY.
CASSIE: What is it? 
MARTY: Kev has a question for you.
KEV: Yeah, this new guy, who is he?
CASSIE: What new guy?
KEV: The guy you’re moving in with.
CASSIE: (Pause.) You bastard!
KEV: (realizing) Holy shit.
CASSIE: You bastard! We made plans!
KEV: Now hold on a second. Hold on here. I never said— 

. . . I mean, c’mon, that wasn’t real!
CASSIE: We talked about the future!
KEV: That was fantasy! C’mon! That was just talk! Haven’t 

you ever had an affair? I mean, c’mon, you have kids!
CASSIE: Oh God . . . Oh God . . . 

She runs out, humiliated.
KEV: Cassie! (to Marty) Look, I’m— . . . (Pause.) Cassie!

He runs after her. Pause.
MARTY: I feel sorry for her. Does that make sense?
HARMONY: Sorry comes from sorrow. It’s the adjective. I 

always feel sorry for people.
MARTY: I’ve lost my wife, my best friend, my kids, and my 

house is falling into the ocean . . . I’m waiting to cry.
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HARMONY: Don’t let it get you down. Look at the beach. 
Look how beautiful it is. Reminds you of the great 
scheme of things. The great eternal rhythm. The land rises 
out of the water, the land sinks back. You’re born, you 
die. Love is born, love dies. The Hindus say the universe 
is born and billions of years later the universe dies.

MARTY: Are you stoned?
HARMONY: Always . . . I have some weed in the car. Want 

me to get it?
MARTY: (Pause.) No . . . Just stay with me.

They continue to look at the ocean.
The lights fade.

The End



he’s really a GreaT Guy

Rory Leahy

“He’s Really A Great Guy” was originally produced by The 
American Demigods and performed at the Apollo Studio 
Theater, 2540 N. Lincoln Ave, May  25th-June 9th, 2012.
                    

                                              
                                                           

 Original Cast                                                                   
HEATHER: Melissa Nelson
ANNIE: Anne Marie Boyer
MATT: David Wilhelm
DAN: Pat Zaudke
SERVER: Jessica Beaustring
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SETTING: A semi-fancy restaurant, present day.

Two young women, HEATHER and ANNIE sit at restaurant 
table. Four menus sit there, along with water glasses.

HEATHER: I love this restaurant, I haven’t been here in 
ages.

ANNIE: Oh I know, it’s a really nice place. Oh there’s 
Matt.

MATT: (Entering) Hey Annie. Heather. So . . . Dan’s not 
here yet? Thank God.

ANNIE: What? I thought this guy was like your best 
friend.

MATT: He is, I just, I wanted to be able to introduce you 
guys to him personally.

HEATHER: Is there’s something wrong with this guy?
MATT: Not at all! Dan’s amazing, I’ve known him since 

high school! He’s a really great guy. He’s brilliant, he’s 
a software engineer, plays bass, awesome taste in music 
by the way, he volunteers for Amnesty International, just 
a prince among men.

HEATHER: But you said he doesn’t get out much.
MATT: Well you know he’s shy, especially around girls. 

But you know, Annie has that “I Love Nerds” t-shirt so 
I was thinking . . . 

HEATHER: You’re hiding something Matt.
MATT: No I’m not! Well he’s . . . I don’t want you to over-

react. 
HEATHER: The buildup is probably making it worse.
MATT: Okay . . . Dan is possessed by the Devil.
ANNIE: Wait, what?
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MATT: Or a devil, possibly a generic demon . . . I know that 
sounds bad . . . 

HEATHER: It sounds horrifying!
MATT: Well yes, but here’s the thing, he’s only periodically 

possessed by the Devil. It’s a very unusual, and admit-
tedly disturbing, but mostly harmless condition. I mean 
most of the time he’s perfectly normal, it’s just, every so 
often he’ll be going about his business and . . . 

HEATHER: And?
MATT: And the demon will just kind of pop in there. He’ll 

take control of Dan and he’ll say something really un-
pleasant and terrifying but then he’ll go away and Dan 
will be normal again. It’s only for a few seconds at a 
time. And I feel partially responsible because we were 
messing around with this ouija board in college. It was 
all fun and games and then whoops, demons enter my 
best friend’s body.

ANNIE: Like they do.
MATT: Exactly, and we took him in for an exorcism and it 

was ninety percent successful. It just left him with about 
ten percent of . . . residual demon.

HEATHER: “Residual?”
ANNIE: Ten percent, how does that even work?
MATT: Yeah it’s like, you know when you’re flossing and 

there’s that one piece of food in your back teeth and you 
try really hard but you just can’t yank it out of there . . . 
that’s how much of an evil spirit is currently inside Dan. 
Anyway, obviously don’t mention any of this.

HEATHER: Matt, it sounds like your friend is a completely 
inappropriate person to set my friend up with. 

MATT: Look I’ve probably scared you but if you give him 
a chance . . . 

HEATHER: Yes Matt, you have in fact scared us. And I 
think our resulting fear is entirely appropriate! I think 
we should go.
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HEATHER gets up to leave.
ANNIE: Heather no, I don’t want to be rude.

DAN enters, HEATHER reluctantly sits back 
down.

MATT: There he is! Good to see you Dan!
DAN: Hey Matt.
MATT: Dan, this is my friend Heather.
HEATHER: (Warily) Hello.
MATT: And her friend Annie, the girl I was telling you 

about.
ANNIE: Very nice to meet you Dan.
DAN: (To MATT)  They know about my condition right?
MATT:  Yeah don’t worry about it.
HEATHER: (Under her breath) I’m a little worried . . . 
DAN: I’m sorry?
HEATHER: Nothing.
DAN: (Sitting down) So I forget, what kind of a restaurant 

is this again?
ANNIE: It’s kind of a fusion. Sushi and Tex-Mex.
DAN: Oh okay. Sorry I was late. The lot was full and I had 

to circle a couple of times. 
ANNIE: Oh yeah, parking here is a nightmare.
DAN: (Assuming a ferociously malevolent expression and 

speaking in a terrifying, demonic growl) You talk of 
nightmares girl-flesh? Nightmares are but prophecies, 
foretellings of the endless horrors you will experience 
in Hell! 

There is a stunned silence, DAN quickly returns to 
normal.

DAN: Okay so you guys understand that wasn’t me speaking 
just now right? That was the demon. Who sometimes 
controls my body. 

ANNIE: That’s really pretty weird man.
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DAN: I know. Believe me I know. But it’s been part of my 
daily life for almost ten years now. I’ve learned to live 
with it . . . but I know other people can’t . . . How could 
I ask them to?

MATT: Did I mention that Dan’s a great athlete too? He was a 
champion swimmer in high school! You still swim Dan?

ANNIE: Oh I love to swim!
DAN: No, I went to the beach a few summers ago and I uh, 

I had an episode. So . . . 
ANNIE: Oh. Well . . . I hear you play bass too. That sounds 

like the kind of thing you can do in private.
DAN: (Brightening) It is, yeah!
ANNIE: What kind of stuff do you play?
DAN: Oh, lots of stuff! Classic rock, New Wave, grunge . . . 
ANNIE: I’m kind of a metalhead myself. Black Sabbath, 

Metallica...
DAN: Oh. Yeah, I used to really like that kinda thing but it 

really excites the demon. So I can’t really play that kind 
of song anymore.

ANNIE: Oh. (Awkward silence)
MATT: Well take a look at the menu. The steak here is 

delicious.
DAN: (Possessed again) Your bodies will all be food for 

worms while your souls roast in a sea of boiling hot ex-
crement for the pleasure of the most sadistic gluttons of 
my eternal kingdom! (Returning to normal, crushingly 
embarassed) I am so sorry.

MATT: You know what I’m sorry about, I’m sorry I missed 
American Idol last night. I can catch that online right?

DAN: Blaspheming scum! You put your faith in idols because 
God has abandoned you. You have no choice but to let 
the Dark One embrace you in his murderous arms! 

SERVER: (Entering) So can I start you guys off with some-
thing to drink?
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DAN: I will drink your fucking blood!
MATT: I think we’re good with water right now thanks.

SERVER exits.
DAN: (Back to normal) Again, very sorry, I thought that 

attack was over but it was kind of like a hiccup caught 
in my throat I guess.

ANNIE: Does it usually happen this often?
DAN: No! Actually it doesn’t! I usually go hours without 

having an attack! It’s just it happens more often in social 
situations where I’m nervous. I guess that makes me more 
vulnerable to it. Like when I’m around girls.

HEATHER: Oh that’s a good sign.
ANNIE: Heather, be . . . 
HEATHER: Am I really the only person who’s bothered 

by the fact that a man I just met is growling at us and 
threatening us with boiling seas of excrement and eternal 
hellfire and all that? Because I’m really bothered by that. 
Maybe I’m just crazy and intolerant. 

ANNIE: No, you’re not the only one bothered by that. I’m 
bothered by it, Matt’s bothered by it, all the people at 
this restaurant are bothered by it and we all have a right 
to be. But I’m trying to be sensitive to the fact that the 
person who’s most bothered by it is Dan himself.

HEATHER is appeased.
DAN: (Moved) Thank you.
ANNIE: Don’t mention it. (Less sensitively) So can you do 

that thing where you spin your head round and round?
DAN: No, I actually don’t know of any possessed people 

who can do that. I mean, not that we all hang out or 
anything.

HEATHER: Is there any way we could just . . . 
DAN: Filthy mother fucking whores! Your stinking lecherous 

flesh will be eaten away by flames!
HEATHER: Okay, I’m definitely leaving.
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DAN: No! I’m the one who should leave. I’m sorry. I’m 
cursed. I shouldn’t have come here. I was trying to . . . 
I ruined your night.

MATT:  Dan you wild man, will you just sit down and . . . 
DAN: Matt, I appreciate what you’re trying to do for me. But 

it’s not gonna work. You guys just stay and try to have 
a good time okay?

DAN exits and starts walking to the other side of the 
stage. ANNIE goes after him, LIGHTS DOWN on 
MATT and HEATHER. 

ANNIE: Dan, wait!
DAN: Annie, I’m sorry for . . . 
ANNIE: I know. But it’s not your fault. You can’t help being 

periodically possessed by an evil creature from Hell. 
DAN: No, I can’t. But that doesn’t mean you have to suffer.
ANNIE: Who says I’m suffering? You think I haven’t been 

called mean names before? Please. Nobody’s totally 
normal. I’m one of those people who has to wash their 
hands forty times a day.

DAN: You have OCD?
ANNIE: Nah I was just trying to make you feel better. I was 

thinking maybe we could get a drink together.
DAN: What, seriously?
ANNIE: Not because I want to sleep with you.
DAN: Oh.
ANNIE: Because I want to get to know you.
DAN: All you will know is suffering and eternal . . . 

DAN begins to slap himself.
DAN: Damn it will you go away? The power of Christ 

compels you! Gah. Sorry. Are you sure you can handle 
that?

ANNIE: I don’t know. What I’m saying is, I’m willing to try 
to find out. Anyway (Imitating demon voice) How do you 
know I’m not possessed by a demon too?
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DAN: (Frightened) Oh God!
ANNIE: I’m fucking with you again. I wanted to see if I 

could do the voice.
DAN: That was pretty good!
ANNIE: Scary when someone else does it isn’t it?
DAN: Yeah it really is.
ANNIE: Let’s go.

FINIS



hurT

Saviana Stanescu 

Presented as part of Manhattan Repertory Theatre’s ‘Fall 
One Act Play Festival’.
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DARKO – forties, depressed handsome man speaking with 
a strong Serbian accent
LAURA – early thirties, cute American woman, girlish, 
insecure, lonely, big-hearted
TANYA – eighteen, spunky yet vulnerable student living 
with her single Croatian mother

A one-bedroom apartment in Brooklyn. Darko, in a busi-
ness suit and slippers, talks to the audience like to a 
video camera. His briefcase is on the floor. His cell phone 
rings.

DARKO: (his cell phone rings; and rings)I’m not gonna 
answer. I hope you all know that cell phones are bad for 
your health. Brain cancer is closer than you think. But we 
don’t see that, we don’t, because radiation is invisible, 
electromagnetic waves are invisible . . . and sometimes 
even people, people can be invisible too.

LAURA: (talking to her cat, Penelope) He didn’t ask if I had 
a pet. But I did, I told him I had a cat. I even mentioned 
your name – Penelope. He wasn’t very good at small 
talk. He went on a rant about the danger of cell phones. 
Then he took my hand, made a “cell phone” out of it and 
whispered: “this is not just a date for me, it’s a special 
encounter, a gift from God, a randomly emerged union 
of two complementary particles called SOULS”. 

DARKO: I’m a good Christian. I believe in goodness, I 
believe in honesty, I believe in people. But they all disap-
pointed me. Deeply. 
I still believe in the beauty of a mathematical solution. 
A neat gorgeous proof. Numbers. Facts. CORPSES. I 
believe in God. 
You might say it’s a contradiction here. It’s not. Science, 
mathematics, are just forms in which God has organized 
this world. God’s algorithms are not to be revealed so 
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easily to mortals. Except for the moments when they are 
close to DEATH.

TANYA: Sit down, mom, and don’t interrupt me, please. I 
gotta tell you something kinda important. I mean not 
important-important, like it’s not about our lives or 
something. No, it’s not about money. I didn’t get expelled 
from school. Don’t worry. I’m not sick, nothing like that. 
No, I’m not pregnant! 

LAURA: OK, he’s not in my league, you’d say. He’s a pro-
fessor. Why would you say that? I’m more well-cultured 
than all the girls I know! I read a lot. I listen to NPR. 
I’m a walking wikipedia, but you wouldn’t know that, 
you’re a stupid cat!

DARKO: For years I had to pretend everything was fine. 
Why bother complaining? I tried once and they didn’t 
even listen to what I had to say, they told me I had an 
“unhealthy” attitude. What is a “healthy fuckin’ attitude”? 
A robot following their rules? An ass-kisser? A hypocrite? 
Another expert in the sucking-up game?

LAURA: He called me “dangerously beautiful” . . . That 
doesn’t happen everyday. It might actually never hap-
pen again. 

        I shouldn’t have said that stupid thing about not shaving 
my legs . . . because I actually did. I did shave my legs 
before our date, or whatever, our “special encounter”.

DARKO: They found a so-called reason, of course. They 
said a freshman student complained about my teach-
ing methods. Bullshit. The students love me. Read my 
evaluations!

(cell phone rings, and rings)
Creditors. They ring and ring and fuckin’ ring. I feel 
like killing this fuckin’ cell phone. But I can’t. Yet. It’s 
my only gate to the world. I haven’t paid it for the last 3 
months but it still rings. Stubborn motherfucker!
ConEd just cut my electricity. Luckily my video camera 
has damn good batteries! (laughs weirdly) Soon it will 
be dark. Darko will be in the dark! 
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TANYA: OK, would you just listen, please, mom? Please, 
just listen. This time, just listen!
I did somethink kinda weird. OK, maybe even wrong. 
And I’m not sure why I did it, but . . . OK, it’s like . . 
. this professor we have . . . had . . . Darko Rasnin . . . 
yeah, a Serbian guy, but he lived here like forever, like 
you, since ‘93 or something. 

DARKO: (the cell phone starts ringing again—he takes a 
look at the caller ID)
The landlord. She’s a good woman, from China. Her pa-
tience has a limit too. I don’t blame her. I haven’t paid the 
rent in 4 months. EVICTION is written in big letters on 
my forehead. Homelessness—a new start. Bankruptcy—
another great start. Amazing new beginnings await for 
me. Fucking bullshit capitalist propaganda.

LAURA: Yes, he knows I’m a lab technician, he was OK 
with that. He’s a scientist!
And it’s not like I’m doing something shameful! Some-
one has to work on those STD tests too. I actually like 
this job much more than working at the hospital, we 
already discussed that. Too many people over there. We 
like the quiet time: just you, purring, me, thinking . . . 
a few test tubes around are OK, but people, too many 
people are not OK.

DARKO: You may ask why don’t I take a job, another job, 
any kind of job. I did. I worked as a scientific advisor for 
the Environmental Health Trust, a public health institu-
tion that examines the health impact of environmental 
exposures. Did you see that NY Times article about the 
impact of cell phones? I was quoted in it. I spoke about 
their health effects and social implications. Didn’t you 
notice those couples in a restaurant, on a romantic eve-
ning, each of them texting someone else . . . People don’t 
connect with each other anymore. You invite a woman 
for a romantic dinner and she’s freakin’ texting between 
two bites . . . Women don’t know how to connect with 
men anymore. And men don’t know how to connect with 
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women. Shall I be polite, shall I open the door for her or 
will she hit me on my head with her purse?

LAURA: I really dressed well for that date, I did. Classy 
restaurant. I could tell from the name: Marseilles. French. 
He has good taste.

DARKO: I don’t understand women anymore. You want to 
make her feel good, you don’t have lots of money but 
you book a fancy dinner at a super-fancy restaurant in 
Chelsea, you bring her roses, you ooze sex appeal and 
desire and interest in her, you pay the bill, and what does 
she do? She accuses you of sexual harassment. She’s “not 
ready” to do it yet. She doesn’t want to be “pushed”. 
She wants to wait for the “right moment”. She didn’t 
shave her legs to make sure she doesn’t respond to your 
erotic advances on the first date. You know what, go fuck 
yourself, Laura!

LAURA: How many days have passed? A week. And he 
didn’t call, he didn’t. 
I only told him he shouldn’t sexually harass me, that’s 
all I said. Like a joke, you know. Well, half a joke. I 
wasn’t ready to . . . 
I need to first erase all those beautiful Latin names of 
STDs from my mind before . . . I mean, he should un-
derstand this—you can’t work on STD tests all day long 
and then jump into it. Sex, I mean.

DARKO: Yes, you’re pretty, and you didn’t text messages 
at the table, but you don’t get me. We could have had 
something beautiful together. Darko and Laura. A fam-
ily. Kids. A house full of laughter. Like you see in those 
stupid American romantic comedies. We could have had 
all that. And more. You fucking spoiled everything!

LAURA: He doesn’t take rejection well, I could see that in 
his eyes. His eyelashes were like . . . biting the air. His 
mouth was so sad, his lips . . . / Anyway. 

DARKO: Anyway . . . That NY Times article was dynamite. 
Mom framed it. The internet version. She shows it to all 
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our neighbors. She’s really proud of me. No, she doesn’t 
understand English, but she can see my name printed in 
the paper. 

LAURA: Yes, I know. I’m a loser. I shouldn’t let a man like 
Darko go. Chivalric men are an endangered species. You 
don’t need to hide under the bed to make your point, 
Penelope. 
Of course he gave me his number! 

(Darko’s cell phone rings; and rings)
DARKO: Mom doesn’t know. I got fired after that article. I 

couldn’t find any other job in my field. But I still have 
dignity and prestige! I’m not a human Kleenex. I told 
them the emperor was naked. (I was fine – in Serbian) 
Bio sam u redu.

He opens his briefcase and takes a handgun out of 
it. He loads the semi-automatic pistol.

TANYA: OK, so . . . he’s like, in class, and after class, he’s 
like you know talking to me in Serbian, although I told 
him we don’t speak Serbian at home, I told him you’re 
Bosnian . . . But no, he’s like talking to me in Serbian, 
and that’s like so embarrassing, like Julie asked me like 
why don’t you answer him in Yugoslavian, or whatever 
language you guys speak over there in the Balkans . . . 
And I’m like, I’m not from the Balkans, my mom is, I was 
raised here, and she’s like “whatever.” And then Jessica 
is like “you guys are Muslim?” And I’m like my mom 
is Muslim but I’m not, I’m an atheist, I don’t believe in 
that religion shit, that’s only to control the masses. And 
she’s like “whatever.” And Patrick is like “Serbians are 
Christian, Bosnians are Muslim, that’s why they fought 
against each other in the Balkan war, isn’t that so, Tanya? 
And I’m like “whatever”.

DARKO: 9x19mm Grandpower K100 Slovak semi-automatic 
pistol. The best.

TANYA: OK, so that kinda discussion, or variations of it, I 
had like each time we had a class with that freakin’ Darko 
. . . so I was like, couldn’t take it anymore . . . and one 
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day, when I had the monthly meeting with my academic 
advisor, I was like telling her: our Intro to IT professor 
Darko Rasnin, you know . . . I’m sorry to have to say 
this . . . his teaching methods are . . . I mean, he’s a little 
sexist, he was kinda . . . you know, I kinda feel like he 
was like kinda flirting with me . . . I feel a little sexually 
harassed, yes . . . No, he didn’t touch me or anything . . . 
but the way he looks at me, and he always keeps me after 
class to talk to me in Serbian . . . I mean, yes, we both 
have Balkan roots, but that doesn’t make it OK to . . . I 
mean, my mom was gang-raped by the fuckin’ Serbians 
and I just can’t, I can’t have him look at me like that!

DARKO: (holding the gun in his hands) So here’s the plan. 
I have nothing to lose, have I? Actually there’s a lot to 
win: fame. Posterity will know my name. Yes, in con-
nection to a killing spree, but who cares. Fame is fame. 
Bad publicity is good publicity too. People will know 
my name. Write books about me. Make movies. Win 
Oscars. And after my name is known by millions, that’s 
when they will look at my interview and see what I had 
to say about the danger of cell phones. A controversial 
discussion will escalate. Globally. The “darko” effect will 
be in everyone’s mind when they speak on a cell phone. 
And they speak on cell phones all the time. They speak 
like they breathe. All of them. Everybody on this planet 
will know Darko’s name and the ideas he died for. 

TANYA: I know you don’t want me to talk about that any-
more. But that doesn’t change the way I feel, mom. I’m 
not doing well with anger management when it comes to 
Serbians. Why did he have to talk with me in Serbian? I 
mean, when I had that guy Marko in class for a semester 
in high school, it was kinda OK, he never talked to me 
in Serbian.
Even if we don’t talk about this, mom, it doesn’t change 
the fact that I am a rape-child, I’m the product of that 
freakin’ rape, mom, I’m the daughter of a gang of moth-
erfuckin’ Serbians! And if we don’t talk about this, mom, 
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you’re not gonna heal, and I’m not gonna heal, and we 
can’t move on, I can’t move on, I wanna deal with this, 
mom!

(A cell phone rings; and rings)
LAURA: (calling Darko) He’s not answering. Of course. Why 

should he? I bet he found another woman. Well. Better like 
this. What can I tell him? That I changed my mind and 
now, after a week, I kinda am in the mood for . . . 
I can’t tell him that. Maybe I can. Why not? I gotta learn 
to be more direct. When I want something I gotta say it. 
Yes, I will say it. If he gives me the chance. If he answers 
the phone. No. He won’t. (she hangs up) Why am I talk-
ing about him “giving me a chance”? 
Do we still have Dr Phil’s book, Self Matters?
OK. Let’s work on my self-esteem. I tend to wait for 
validation from other people. Or cats! That’s not good. 
That’s eating me. I must find my authentic self. Create 
my life from inside out. How does Dr Phil put it? “I am 
asking you to call a huge time-out from this scramble 
you call life, and to focus on the one doing the scram-
bling: you.” 

DARKO: In some countries I’d be a hero. Here I’m gonna 
be called a crazy terrorist. It’s OK. It’s still worth taking 
the risk. There’s nothing to lose. I will die with a little 
dignity. Shouting at those hypocrites: “Adjuncts! You’re 
all adjuncts! Adjuncts of human beings!” 
No, I’m not gonna shout. I’m gonna be very calm. I’m 
gonna hold the Chair at gunpoint and I’m gonna talk (he 
mimics that talk:) slowly, clearly, professorially.

TANYA: Yeah, I reported the Serb for sorta sexual-harass-
ment-attempt, and he got fired. 
He never knew what hit him, they told him that, you know, 
in this economy, blah, blah . . . they had to make cuts, to 
cut some adjuncts. Adjuncts are not like real professors. 
They are hired like on part-time, no-responsibility basis. 
So he didn’t get any more courses. They kicked him out. 
After like 15 years of teaching. Part-time teaching.
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DARKO: Tomorrow is the monthly faculty meeting at 10 
am. They will all be there . . . Everybody will be there. 
The “professors.”

TANYA: Mom? I kinda feel guilty now. I mean I fucked him 
up and he didn’t really do anything bad to me. Except for 
speaking in Serbian. But still. He could be one of the bad 
guys, couldn’t he? One of the guys who raped you. 
He could be my father. Couldn’t he?

DARKO: I’m going to enter the building calmly—I still have 
the university ID. The guard will smile at me and say 
“what’s up, man” as always. A really cool guy, Jamal. 
He likes me. I like him. We played soccer together on a 
Sunday, last year. A good guy. Underdog. Born into no-
money, bad circumstances. What’s up, bro?! 
It’s down, man. I’m freakin’ down. Eating the ground.

TANYA: So I kinda think I should talk to him. If that doesn’t 
completely freak you out. I should try to explain to him, 
to see if . . . 
I got his address from school. He lives in Brooklyn too. I 
thought I should let you know. Maybe you see him in the 
supermarket and it freaks you out. If he’s one of them, 
the bad guys. But maybe he’s not. Maybe he didn’t even 
fight in the war. Maybe he was on a fellowship in the 
US. Maybe he’s a good guy . . . He seemed to know a 
lot, he seemed to love teaching. I fucked him up, mom. 
I gotta talk to him.

LAURA: No, we can’t afford a therapist this year, but we 
already know what he will say: work on your self-
esteem. Negative internal dialogue has physiological 
consequences: chronic adrenaline arousal, elevated blood 
pressure, headaches, depression, low libido . . . 
Darko would have helped me. But I didn’t let him. Be-
cause I’m fucked up and afraid of love. Afraid of people. 
Who might like me. See the vicious cycle? I gotta break 
it. I will call him again. And again. Until he answers.

DARKO: I’m leaving all my belongings to Jamal. It’s not 
much, but still. I wrote a last note on this Kleenex (he 
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shows it): Jamal is to take all my possessions. No way 
to have them shipped to mom, back home. No money. 
No time. Tomorrow is the day. The last day. 
I’m not a human Kleenex.

(his cell phone rings; and rings; and rings.) Tanya 
bangs at his door.

TANYA: Professor?!!
The End
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THE CHARACTERS
MAURICIO—A compulsive liar. Age forty-two
ANNA MARIA—His wife. Age thirty-seven
DOCTOR—An Ear Nose and Throat Specialist. forties
JACOB—Anna Maria’s teenage son. sixteen

SETTING: A bathroom, a doctor’s office, a living room and 
a crappy motel in the middle of nowhere.

TIME: The present.

AUTHOR NOTE:
No attempt should be made to literalize Mauricio’s afflic-
tion. In other words: no make up, no prosthetics. He should 
appear through the play as an ordinary man.

THE DISCOVERY or FORTY ONE
Mauricio focuses intently on the appearance of his 
nose in the bathroom mirror. He widens his nostrils 
and tilts his head back as if he is looking for something 
lost inside of it. He blows as if he is trying to dislodge 
something. His nose contorts. He behaves almost like 
a dog trying to alleviate an itch made inaccessible 
by a plastic post-surgery collar cone. His wife, Anna 
Maria,appears behind him in a bathrobe. She has a 
stern, and somewhat disgusted look on her face. 

ANNA MARIA: What is the matter with your nose? 
MAURICIO: Huh?
ANNA MARIA: Your nose. What is the matter with your 

nose.
MAURICIO: Nothing. A nose hair. A troublesome nose 

hair. 
ANNA MARIA: Nose hair. Hm.
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MAURICIO: What “Hm”? Go away. Leave me alone.
ANNA MARIA: You never used to touch your nose.
MAURICIO: Coño!
ANNA MARIA: Now I see you: touching your nose all the 

time.  
Don’t think I haven’t noticed. Don’t think I—

MAURICIO: DO I COME IN HERE?!?! WHEN YOU – 
WHEN YOU DO WHATEVER YOU DO WHEN YOU 
ARE IN HERE?!?!?! IF YOU ARE NOT GOING TO 
HELP, KEEP YOUR MOUTH SHUT!!!

Pause. Anna Maria is taken aback by the dispropor-
tionate violence of his reaction.

ANNA MARIA: Wow . . . .
You know why this is happening, don’t you. 
I know why this is happening. 
This is happening because you are a—

MAURICIO: She keeps. talking. I see her mouth move, but . . . 
What comes out.
sounds like. 
an unseen adult in a Charlie Brown cartoon.
reciting a poem. in Chinese. under water. 
Voice in my head, though, speaks loud and clear . . . .
It says:
“Yesterday it was
Mild congestion. 
But today . . .  There’s something stuck up there. 
Like a rock. Or a stick. A sausage.Yes,  a sausage.
Whatever it is, it doesn’t belong up there. 
No matter how hard I blow my nose—it won’t dis-
lodge.”

ANNA MARIA: You know why this is happening, don’t you? 
DON’T YOU?!?!?!?

MAURICIO into mirror
Look at you, Mauricio. You turned 40 last year. Turning 
40 was a horror movie.
Today . . .  you turn 41. If 40 was horror, will 41—
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ANNA MARIA: Cause you’re a LIAR, that’s why! Every-
thing that comes out your mouth IS A LIE!!! That’s 
why—

MAURICIO: Nnnnnnnnnngggggggggggggg It’s moving! 
FUCK! I’m not blowing! I’m not picking! Oh Jesus 
Christ it’s MOVING!!!

Mauricio’s face contorts, his head starts to shake 
violently—like whatever it is that is inside his nose 
has come alive and is moving inside of his head, 
trying to find a way out.

ANNA MARIA: What is happening with you? Mauricio? 
Mauricio buries his head in his arms, punching his 
head futilely. He suddenly jolts his head up, lets 
out a blood curdling scream. Seeing what he sees, 
Anna Maria also screams and covers her eyes. They 
scream for a long time. They exhaust themselves. 
Anna Maria slowly uncovers her eyes and looks in 
the mirror. She’s horrified and fascinated by what 
they see.

ANNA MARIA: Oh my God . . .  what is that?
MAURICIO: What?
ANNA MARIA: It’s a finger.

 . . . 

PROGNOSIS
Anna Maria, Mauricio and a handsome Doctor. 
Mauricio holds a towel over his nose.

DOCTOR: Symptoms include
Excessive leaning forward,
Licking of lips,
Averting one’s gaze
Insincere smiles
Circumstantially inappropriate handling of objects
Overuse of qualifiers , modifiers
Use of expanded contractions coupled with excessive 
and unnecessary expositional language
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And 
touching of the nose.

ANNA MARIA: I see . . . 
DOCTOR: We call that the “Pinocchio Effect” . . .  Turns out 

the old folk tale has a firm basis in physiological fact: 
The nose contains erectile tissues that engorge when a 
person is not telling the truth.

ANNA MARIA: Is it curable?
DOCTOR: Curable? No . . .  
ANNA MARIA: Will it get worse?
DOCTOR: Hard to say. Cases are rare. But there have been 

instances where symptoms recede to the degree that 
you’ll only feel mild congestion. More extreme cases 
. . .  well.

ANNA MARIA: Well . . . ?
DOCTOR: In extreme cases the uhh . . .  finger . . .  continues 

its . . .  emergence . . .  
MAURICIO: Oh god . . . 
DOCTOR: The finger becomes a hand. Hand becomes arm, arm 

shoulder on and on until a uhh whole man comes out.
Anna Maria starts to cry. Mauricio sits there in stunned 
silence. 

MAURICIO: Will it be painful.
DOCTOR: Imagine . . .  passing a kidney stone in the middle 

of drug-free natural childbirth. 
Multiply by a thousand . . . . .

MAURICIO: Why is this happening to me . . . 
ANNA MARIA: You deserve it.
DOCTOR: We don’t know much about the affliction, but . . .  

studies suggest
It stems from . . .  an accumulation. Of lies. The human 
body can withstand only
A finite number of lies before . . .  certain physiological 
phenomena arise . . .  
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Is there a history of this in your family?
Silence.

ANNA MARIA: You going to tell him? Or are you going to 
lie about that too . . . 

DOCTOR: Tell me what?
MAURICIO: Anna—
ANNA MARIA: If you don’t tell him, I will.

Pause.
MAURICIO: Okay, okay . . .  My father. When I was thirteen 

. . .  I never saw his face again . . .  
DOCTOR: So he died when you were young . . . ?
MAURICIO: No . . .  he died last year.

But the last time . . .  I saw his face... I’m thirteen, morn-
ing of his 41st birthday . . .  he uhhh . . .  
Sat at breakfast. Newspaper open. Hiding his face. I re-
member my mother looking worried . . .  angry. But all 
held in, bottled up. No one talked. No one ever spoke a 
word about it . . .  the elephant in the room—a herd of 
elephants in the room . . . I’d seen his face the day before. 
Normal. But that morning—and every morning after . . .  
Even his funeral. I never saw his face again . . .  

He starts to cry.
I thought it was me. I thought he couldn’t bear to look 
at me. Or my mother. 

DOCTOR: I see . . . 
ANNA MARIA: He had it too
MAURICIO: Will you shut up Anna Maria? You don’t know 

that for certain—
ANNA MARIA: Your mother told me. After our wedding. 

At the reception?—she told me what happened. 
MAURICIO: My mother is a crazy old lady—
ANNA MARIA: She warned me—said you were just like 

your father, charming, suave, but a big fat compulsive 
liar—and that I better watch out, because everything out 
of your mouth, including the “I do” you said before the 
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eyes of God, was suspect and that you’d get the disease 
some day . . . 

MAURICIO: What will become of me?
ANNA MARIA: What will become of you? You selfish 

bastard. What will become of me? What will become of 
your son? Ever think about that?
 . . . 

JACOB, THE SON
Jacob talks on his cell with his girlfriend Fiona. In 
the next room his mother watches television.

JACOB: He tries to hide it – but every day it gets bigger—
started as a finger—yes, a finger, a human finger, then 
a thumb, then a whole hand . . .   Now it’s an arm up to 
the elbow . . .  
I’m not kidding, Fiona. He left yesterday. Mom says 
he’s on a business trip, but I could tell—the way she 
looked—something much bigger is up. No. She won’t 
talk about it. It’s like the elephant in the room—a herd of 
elephants—Why do you think I’m talking to you about 
it? I’m scared.
Alright . . .  can I call you tomorrow?

He goes to his mother. He sits and watches television 
with her. Silence.

JACOB: Mom? What’s up with Dad?
ANNA MARIA: I love this commercial. If your father ever 

asks tell him I want one of those for Christmas.
JACOB: Are you telling me you haven’t noticed?
ANNA MARIA: What, sweetie?
JACOB: The fingers, the . . . 
ANNA MARIA: You’re father was always a nervous person. 

Always fidgeting.
JACOB: I’m not talking about his fingers, I’m talking about 

the other fingers . . . 
ANNA MARIA: What fingers?
JACOB: The ones growing out of his nose!
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Silence. Mom stays absorbed in the television over the 
next.

JACOB: Is Dad coming back?
ANNA MARIA: Your father loves us all very much . . .  

THE PROGRESSION OF MAURICIO’S DISEASE
DOCTOR: Mauricio chronicled the final stages of his illness. 

Holed up in a cheap motel
Outside Lincoln, Nebraska, he video taped himself, 
graphically illustrating the progression of his disease.
He posted it on YouTube

Mauricio in a dark motel room. He illuminates his 
face with a flashlight. He video tapes himself.

MAURICIO: I can’t remember the first lie. Maybe I was 
three. My mother. Something about a piece of candy. 
I don’t know which was last one, that sent me over the 
edge. 
Must be something I said to Anna Maria. 
About liking her new haircut, maybe. Or something I 
said to Jacob . . .  that would be terrible . . . 
I can’t bear to think about—let alone catalogue—all the 
lies I told in between . . . 
Little lies (my cell phone ran out of juice), 
big lies (“I do”)
lies I wasn’t even aware I was telling (yes, I did see that 
film) . . . 
An abyss . . . 
It’s overtaken my body.
This other thing. This
“Man” . . .  Started as a finger.  
Now a he’s taken over . . .  . My old body . . . 
Body I was born with—body I grew into
The body that likes eating, going to the gym, making 
love to my wife . . . 
That body’s deflated. Like a sad balloon left behind at 



317Lawrence Harbison

a birthday party.
On my way here, I was on a train.  
Hid my face in a sack, like the Elephant Man.
From time to time I would look up
To see the hostile gazes, looks of horror,
But no one noticed.
That’s when I saw him: A few rows down.
He also had it. Early stage of the disease – 
Just an index finger, a thumb 
hint of a pinky sticking out his nose.
Seeing him made me nauseous. 
But my nausea turned to empathy.
Our eyes met. A stranger on the train.
Kindred spirits. 
He saw me watching him.
He knew I had it too.
He nodded. I nodded. 
Understanding with no words exchanged.
That’s all either of us needed.

The End



MuseuM PieCe #2
a ConFronTaTion wiTh las Meninas

William Fowkes

PRODUCTION INFORMATION:
2012 National 10 Minute Play Contest
Theatre Oxford
Oxford, MS 
(Award: 3rd Runner Up)
May 8, 2012.

DIRECTOR – Alice Walker
MAN #1 – Michael Ewing
MAN #2 – Dane Moreton
WOMAN #1 – Meaghin Burke
WOMAN #2 – Jennifer Mathus
NARRATOR – Greg Earnest



319Lawrence Harbison

CHARACTERS:
MAN #1: Smart and perceptive. 
MAN #2: Impressionable and obsequious. Possibly gay. 
WOMAN #1: Sensitive and opinionated.   
WOMAN #2: Brash, rude, and a little dim-witted. 
These characters may be played by adults of any age, race, 
ethnicity or physical type.

SETTING: A bare stage representing the gallery at the Prado 
Museum in Madrid, Spain in which Velázquez’s master-
piece, Las Meninas, is displayed.    

TIME: Now—an afternoon.

All four enter and look around. Man #1 points at the au-
dience, as if pointing at a painting and saying, “Here it 
is!” They  position themselves in a line at the front of  the 
stage, staring out at the audience. 

MAN #1: (as if studying a very large painting) I like it.
MAN #2: (after a pause—studying the same painting) It’s 

overwhelming, isn’t it?
WOMAN #1: (after a pause—studying the same painting)

I don’t like it.
WOMAN #2: (after a pause—studying the same painting)

I don’t get it.
MAN #1: It’s beautiful!
MAN #2: To see it—in person!
WOMAN #1: It’s kind of ugly.
WOMAN #2: I don’t get it.
MAN #2: What’s not to get?
WOMAN #1: I get it, but I don’t like it.
MAN #1: It’s historic.
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WOMAN #1: It’s big—I’ll give it that much.
WOMAN #2: It’s boring.
MAN #2: I could stare at it all day!
WOMAN #2: (pointing) Like that stuck-up little girl there. 

Are we supposed to care about her?
MAN #1: I think she’s a princess.
WOMAN #1: Who needs all these paintings of royalty any-

way? This is a democracy!
MAN #2: What about her dress? Don’t you like it? The colors. 

The forms. I could eat it right up!
WOMAN #2: That reminds me—you think they have a 

cafeteria here?
WOMAN #1: I like the frame.
MAN #1: What about the painting, guys? We came to see 

the painting.
WOMAN #2: No, YOU did. 
MAN #1: But you agreed to come along!
WOMAN #2: I thought you meant we were going shopping 

for bags at Prada. 
MAN #1: God, you’re such a philistine! The Prado is one of 

the world’s greatest art museums.  
WOMAN #2: You’re so arrogant—no wonder we’re your 

only friends!
WOMAN #1: Let’s just make him happy and focus on the 

painting.
They all stare intently at the painting.

WOMAN #1: (suddenly very enthusiastically—mocking) It’s 
beautiful! I love it! I just love it! 

(more seriously)
There—are you happy?

WOMAN #2: (studying the painting) Look at those strange 
people all around her. What’s that about? Hey, is that a 
man in a woman’s dress?
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MAN #2: I think it’s a woman—a little woman. A midget. Or 
a dwarf. Oh, I’m sorry—I mean a little person.

WOMAN #2: Well, little or otherwise, that’s one ugly 
woman!

MAN #2: She’s entitled to happiness just like everyone 
else.

WOMAN #2: Just don’t expect her to get asked to the 
prom.

MAN #1: People!
Everyone remains silent for a few moments while 
they continue staring at the painting.

MAN #1: Don’t you get the self-referentiality?
WOMAN #2: The what?
MAN #2: You mean the artist staring out at us?
WOMAN #1: Oh yeah—look at that! Like he’s painting us.
WOMAN #2: A cheap trick.
MAN #2: What do you suppose he’s painting?
WOMAN #2: The little ugly woman and the snotty princess—

what do you think he’s painting?
MAN #2: Oh, I guess you’re right. No, wait—they’re facing 

US. How could he be painting THEM?
WOMAN #1: Maybe he’s painting their backs.
MAN #1: No—wait! Look at that mirror on the wall in the 

back!
WOMAN #1: That’s a painting! A portrait of a man and a 

woman—or something.
MAN #1: No, it’s a mirror.
MAN #2: How do you know?
WOMAN #2: Because Mr. Know-It-All always knows ev-

erything.
MAN #1: It LOOKS like a mirror. See—it’s reflecting a 

couple standing like they’re posing. The king and queen 
probably. That must be what he’s painting.
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MAN #2: I don’t know.
MAN #1: No, no—see! The painter is looking out at us—

like he’s painting us—or he’s painting SOMEBODY. 
The mirror’s reflecting what he’s painting—WHO he’s 
painting.

WOMAN #1: Oh, wait. I see . . .  Yeah, that makes sense. 
Very cool!

MAN #1: And look at the stately fellow in the doorway. 
See—he’s checking out the royal couple while they’re 
having their portrait done.

WOMAN #2: More likely checking out the artist, by the 
look of him.

MAN #1: It just proves my point.
WOMAN #2: That all artists are gay?
MAN #1: That this is a painting of an artist painting a por-

trait of a royal couple who we can’t see except for their 
reflection in the mirror.

WOMAN #2: (impatiently) Okay! Okay! So, now I get it, 
Mr. Teacher! That doesn’t mean I have to like it.

MAN #1: (snapping) No, of course not. You can project your 
self-loathing onto the whole world, for all I care!

WOMAN #2: Hey, watch it, buddy!
MAN #2: Behave yourselves, guys! We’re in a museum.
MAN #1: SHE started it! 
WOMAN #1: Let’s just enjoy the painting.
MAN #2: Look—that couple on the side look nice. The 

woman especially. Is she a nun? 
WOMAN #1: And the two young ladies attending to the 

princess. They look nice, too.  
(pointing)

Hey, what’s happened to the mirror? The royal couple—
they’ve disappeared.

WOMAN #2: Can you blame them? They’re probably as 
bored as we are! 
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MAN #1: That’s weird!
(looking around)

Maybe something’s casting a shadow on the canvas.
WOMAN #1: Maybe they were never really there in the 

first place.
WOMAN #2: I wish I weren’t here.
MAN #2: (to Man #1—pointing at the painting) Look—now 

I can see YOU in the mirror!
MAN #1: (looking) What?!

(waving at the mirror to confirm)
Holy cow! This is very bizarre!

MAN #2: (positioning himself in front of the mirror) Look—I 
can see myself, too!

WOMAN #2: (barging in) Let me see!
(admiring herself in the mirror)

Hey, it’s me! Look at me, everybody! My father always 
said I was pretty as a picture.

MAN #2: (to Woman #1) Come over here—you wanna see 
yourself, too?

WOMAN #1: I think I’ll pass—this is too creepy.
WOMAN #2: What’s creepy? It’s fun! Now THIS is what 

I call art!
MAN #1: (pointing) Was that door always closed?
MAN #2: I don’t remember.

The lights flicker.
WOMAN #1: Hey, what’s happening?
MAN #2: Probably just a power surge.

The lights flicker again.
WOMAN #1: There they go again!

The lights go out completely.
WOMAN #1: What is this?
MAN #1: Everyone just remain calm.
WOMAN #2: (screaming) Daddy!
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MAN #2: Help!
WOMAN #1: What’s going on?
WOMAN #2: Hey, that hurts!
MAN #2: Don’t touch me!

Silence. Possibly followed by a transitional sound 
effect. When the lights come back on, the four are on 
the floor, as if they’ve been thrown down. They get 
up slowly, brush themselves off, and start to recover. 
They speak more formally and act in a more man-
nerly fashion than previously.

MAN #1: That was a most unusual experience, wasn’t it? 
WOMAN #1: Indeed.
MAN #1: I think I liked it.
MAN #2: It was overwhelming, wasn’t it?
WOMAN #1: I’m not sure I liked it.
WOMAN #2: I don’t understand what happened.
MAN #1: Look at the painting! It’s . . . it’s beautiful!
MAN #2: To see it from this side!
WOMAN #1: I think it’s rather unattractive.
WOMAN #2: I don’t understand it.
MAN #1: I think it’s magnificent!
WOMAN #1: Well, of course YOU would. You painted it.
MAN #1: Only part of it, your highness. I’m not responsible 

for the new elements.
MAN #2: The combination of the old and the new—it’s quite 

fascinating!
WOMAN #2: Are you telling me . . . ? Is that . . . ? Were 

we . . . ?
MAN #1: (pointing) Yes, Maria. You were right there.
WOMAN #2: Where that unattractive woman is standing?
WOMAN #1: Oh, how wretched she was! Imagine question-

ing my right to be a princess!
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WOMAN #2: They were ALL wretched!
MAN #2: Surely not the men, your highness!
WOMAN #1: (pointing) No, that one was quite nice. An 

artistic soul. It’s quite fitting that he be the one to oc-
cupy your place, Master Diego. But I’m not sure I like 
the idea of that woman wearing my dress. I shall have 
to burn it later.

WOMAN #2: I’ll have to burn my dress, too!
MAN #2: I don’t mind the fellow wearing my suit. He’s 

rather appealing.
WOMAN #1: Oh, look at dear Doña Marcela! I miss her 

already. Can’t she join us?
MAN #1: I’m afraid that’s out of our control. I think we’re 

on our own now.
MAN #2: (flirtatiously) In that case, would you care to join 

me for a stroll, Master Diego? 
MAN #1: That would be delightful, Don José.
WOMAN #1: And leave us behind? I don’t think mother and 

father would approve.
MAN #1: No, of course not. You and Maria should come, 

too.
WOMAN #2: (frightened) But is it safe out there? What if 

everyone is like those women? 
WOMAN #1: Yes, perhaps Maria is right. We don’t know 

what this place is like.
MAN #2: Very well—you two stay here, while Master and 

I go and explore.
WOMAN #1: You’ll do no such thing! I command you to 

stay with me! 
MAN #1: Very well, your highness. But wouldn’t you like 

to see what this world is like?
WOMAN #1: I don’t know. I wish Doña Marcela were here 

to advise me.
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MAN #1: I’m sure there’s nothing to worry about. We’ve 
been watching these people for years. They’re just like 
us—some good, some bad.

WOMAN #2: And some perfectly WRETCHED!
WOMAN #1: (reconsidering) It might feel good to stretch 

our legs.
MAN #1: Yes—and we can make it a short exploration. 
MAN #2: Shall we go, then?
WOMAN #1: Very well.

(pausing and indicating the painting)
But what about THEM?

WOMAN #2: I say forget them! Let them suffer as we’ve 
had to suffer all these years!

MAN #1: The city beckons, your highness!
As they scurry off, Woman #2 drops behind and 
pauses to stick her tongue out at the painting.

The End



orGaniC seed

Patrick Gabridge

Organic Seed premiered at the Boston Playwrights Theatre 
in Boston, July 20 – July 28, 2012,  produced by Boston 
Actors Theater. Producing Artistic Director: Danielle 
Leeber.

DIRECTED BY Amanda Coffin
TAYLOR: Brian O’Hara
KIM: Brenna Fitzgerald
MOLLY: Laurie Singletary
RICHARD: Anthony Masters
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CHARACTERS: (2w, 2m) 
TAYLOR: fifties, a long time farmer.
KIM: twenties, a young, organic farmer.
MOLLY: forty to sixties, a customer at the market, lover 
of veggies. A mother.
RICHARD: twenties. Good looking guy into farmer’s 
organic produce. He’s in a band.

TIME: Late summer.
PLACE: A farmer’s market.

Scene: A farmer’s market.
At rise: Taylor, a farmer in his late 50s, stands behind a 
table proudly displaying fruit and veggies grown on his 
farm. He wears overalls and is very much dressed to fit 
the role of a “farmer.”

Kim, a young woman, enters carrying a folding table, 
in a bit of a rush. She quickly pops it up and sets it 
down, not far from Taylor’s stand. She wears muddy 
jeans, but a stylish blouse.

TAYLOR: You’ve got to be kidding me.
KIM: Good morning to you, too.
TAYLOR: Next to me?
KIM: It’s the only spot left.
TAYLOR: I’ll talk to Meredith.
KIM: She told me to put it here. Talk to her if you want.

Kim exits and returns with baskets of vegetables. 
Not quite as bountiful as Taylor’s. She starts to set 
up her stand.

TAYLOR: I might.
KIM: What?
TAYLOR: Talk to Meredith.
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KIM: I paid my fee, same as you. This spot was open. So 
here I am. Deal with it.

TAYLOR: You’re late. Booths are supposed to be set up by 
9:30.

KIM: The tomatoes were really going. Took a while to bring 
them all in.

TAYLOR: Gotta get up early.
KIM: I get up early enough.
TAYLOR: Right.

Silence. Kim arranges her produce. Sets out price 
tags. Taylor watches her, somewhat scornfully.

TAYLOR: Fancy price tags.
KIM: Laser printer. You should consider joining the 21st 

century.
Taylor snorts.

TAYLOR: And what’s with that blouse? 
KIM: I can wear what I want.
TAYLOR: We’re at a farmer’s market, not a night club.
KIM: Customer appeal.
TAYLOR: Oh, I’ll bet.
KIM: You might see the value in mud and the scent of un-

washed farmer. I’m after something different.
TAYLOR: Yep.
KIM: And it was clean.

A bell rings, off stage.
TAYLOR: Here they come.

They both straighten themselves and their stands in 
preparation for the start of the market.
Richard enters. He’s a good looking young man car-
rying a cloth grocery bag. Very crunchy looking. He 
starts browsing Taylor’s stand.
Molly enters. She’s a middle aged woman with a 
sharp eye for produce. She starts browsing Taylor’s 
stand.
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TAYLOR: Nothing but the freshest produce. Look at those 
peppers. You won’t find bigger peppers anywhere in this 
market. Feel the heft on those.

Molly picks up a pepper.
MOLLY: These are lovely. Is all your produce organic?
TAYLOR: We’re a low paperwork farm. I’m more interested in 

farming than filling out forms for certification. You won’t 
find many folks here who are “technically” organic.

Kim clears her throat loudly, and produces an official 
looking sheet of paper.

KIM: There might be some.
The customers look over at her with interest.

TAYLOR: When did that happen?
KIM: Everything on this table: certified organic.
TAYLOR: Look at these peppers. All organic methods for 

these peppers. Look at my peppers, and look at her pep-
pers. Don’t be fooled by the paperwork.

Molly appreciates Taylor’s peppers. Richard moves 
over to Kim’s table.

MOLLY: I’ll take these three peppers. And your tomatoes 
are lovely.

KIM: Ask him about spraying?
TAYLOR: Don’t start.
RICHARD: (to Kim)  So, you’re organic?
KIM: One hundred percent.
MOLLY: (to Taylor)  Do you spray?
TAYLOR: Only a few things. The tomatoes got a fungicide 

this spring, because of all the rain. Totally safe.
KIM: Ha!
MOLLY: I’ve been reading about tomato growing. Some 

real horror stories.
RICHARD: (eyes fixed on Kim)  For me, it’s all about the 

whole system. Farmers and consumers, they all need to    
be in it together, you know.
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KIM: Exactly.
MOLLY: What did you spray?
TAYLOR: Just some copper sulfate. Which is organic. 
KIM: And?
TAYLOR: A tiny bit of Serenade. Which is a bacteria, and 

organic.
KIM: Not approved.
RICHARD: You don’t spray?
TAYLOR: She will next year, don’t worry.
RICHARD: (still focused on Kim) I haven’t seen you at this 

market before.
KIM: I used to be across town, but this one has better traffic.
RICHARD: Just starting out?
KIM: Kind of. Did you see the zebra tomatoes? I grow a 

whole bunch of heirlooms.
Molly leaves Taylor’s stand with her peppers to check 
out Kim’s wares.

TAYLOR: I’ve got heirlooms, too. Look at these.
Molly checks out some of Kim’s tomatoes, admires 
them. Richard checks out Kim.

MOLLY: A little pricey.
RICHARD: You have to pay for quality.
KIM: Exactly.
TAYLOR: Four dollars a pound or three dollars a pound. The 

difference adds up fast. 
RICHARD: I’m really into organic.
KIM: That’s very sensible. You have to pay attention to what 

you put into your body.
Molly walks back over to Taylor’s stand.

TAYLOR: You won’t be disappointed, ma’am. Here, try one.
He slices open a tomato and hands Molly a piece 
to taste.

MOLLY: Mmmm. Excellent.
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TAYLOR: This young lady has taste. I could tell from the 
minute I saw her.

Molly blushes, and picks a few tomatoes.
MOLLY: I’ll take these. It really sounds like you know what 

you’re doing.
Richard picks out even more tomatoes (from Kim’s 
stand) than Molly took from Taylor. 

RICHARD: I’ll take these.
Kim flashes a smug smile at Taylor.

TAYLOR: I’ve got some fresh basil over here. Goes perfect 
with the tomatoes. 

RICHARD: (to Kim, ignoring Taylor)  I think farmers are 
so important. You’re the ones keeping us connected with 
the earth. It gives you an understanding of the world that 
most of us will never know.

TAYLOR: (to Molly)  Laying it on a little thick, isn’t he?
MOLLY: Excuse me?
KIM: (ignoring Taylor)  Yeah. That’s why I stick with it. It’s 

hard, but sometimes that’s the only way to accomplish 
something meaningful.

TAYLOR: Ha!
MOLLY: Will you have potatoes soon?
TAYLOR: What? Oh. We’ve got some new potatoes over 

there. The rest will be here in about a month.
RICHARD: I mean, I really admire what you’re doing.
TAYLOR: Admiring her tomatoes all right.
MOLLY: I’ll take two pounds of the new potatoes.
TAYLOR: That flashy shirt. Supposed to be about the veg-

gies, not the . . . tomatoes
MOLLY: Two pounds of the potatoes, please.
KIM: Thanks. I wanted to do it my own way, using my own 

methods, be my own boss.
MOLLY: The potatoes.
TAYLOR: Oh. Right. Sorry.
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He gets the potatoes, but is still busy paying attention 
to Richard and Kim.

RICHARD: So what time does the market close?
TAYLOR: Saw that one coming.
KIM: At four, but it takes a while to clean up.
RICHARD: I could help. And, I uh, I play in a band. We’re 

at the Palace tonight. Maybe we could grab something 
to eat first, and then you could check us out.

TAYLOR: A musician.
KIM: Well, I don’t know. I guess that might be . . .
RICHARD: I don’t usually just talk to . . . women as beauti-

ful as you.
Taylor picks up a tomato and throws it at Richard 
and hits him in the chest.

RICHARD: Hey!
KIM: What are you doing?
TAYLOR: This is a vegetable market, not a meat market.
RICHARD: He hit me with a tomato.
TAYLOR: That was a cherry. If you don’t back off, it’ll be 

a Brandywine.
MOLLY: Oh, you have Brandywines?

Kim picks up a tomato and threatens to throw it at 
Taylor.

KIM: You apologize right now.
RICHARD: You’re out of line, man.

Taylor picks up a tomato of his own.
TAYLOR: I don’t think so. Give the young lady a little space, 

buster.
RICHARD: Buster?  Did he just say “buster?”  Really?
MOLLY: Excuse me. If everyone could calm down, I would 

really like to—
RICHARD: If I meet an attractive woman, especially a 

farmer, I have every right to—
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Taylor pelts him with another tomato. Kim hits Tay-
lor. Then she reaches forward, pulls Richard to her 
over the table, and gives him a big kiss right on the 
lips. Molly has ducked down for cover, but has also 
armed herself with a tomato, just in case.

RICHARD: Whoa.
Taylor raises another tomato, but holds himself 
back.

KIM: Meet me here at four. Now go, before he gets any worse. 
I can’t afford a tomato fight at four dollars a pound.

Richards exits, in something of a daze. Taylor 
watches him, seething with frustration.

KIM: I ought to get you kicked out of here.
TAYLOR: He was out of line. 
KIM: He was?  Mom is going to kill you.
TAYLOR: I just didn’t want . . .
KIM: That’s not up to you.
TAYLOR: I know. I . . . I know. It’s just . . . I could really 

use your help back at home.
KIM: I have my own place, my own way.
TAYLOR: Yeah. I know. I’m . . . I’m sorry.

Molly carefully hands the tomato she picked up to 
Taylor.

MOLLY: Sir?  My potatoes?  And I’ll take this, too. Looks I 
might not need to defend myself after all.

TAYLOR: Right. Sorry. Daughters. 
MOLLY: Oh, I know how it is.

Kim playfully tosses a tomato and hits Taylor in the 
head.

TAYLOR: Hey!
Lights to black.

End of play.



Pass Go, a MonoPoly Play

Brian James Polak

Pass Go, a Monopoly Play was first produced at The 
Scene Dock Theater, as part of the USC School of The-
atre 24 Hour Play Festival May 6, 2012. Directed by the 
playwright.

HER: Jamie Cline
LISA: Lisa Hori-Garcia
ZACH: Zachary Grant
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CHARACTERS:
JAMIE:  (thirty-five) The aging veteran. Gruff and fearful 
of stepping up to the plate.
LISA:  (twenty-five) The right-hand man/woman. She’s 
ready to step into Jamie’s shoes when the time comes. 
ZACH (twenty) The rookie. Everything is new to him. He 
doesn’t understand much about what’s going on around 
him.

TIME: Present
LOCATION: The back room of a warehouse. Or the back 

room of anything.

The lights rise on an empty room. JAMIE:  is pacing 
around. LISA:  is seated. An oversized Monopoly board 
rests on a tripod. A long amount of time passes. JAMIE:  
continues to pace. Finally . . . 

LISA: You know, it’s not the end of the world if—
ZACK enters.
JAMIE: What is it?

What happened?
Who’s next?

ZACK:  Boardwalk is gone.
JAMIE: Dammit! I knew this was going to happen.
LISA: It’s okay. It’s okay. Let’s talk this through.
JAMIE: Talk this through? Boardwalk’s the goose that laid 

the golden fucking egg.
LISA: Zack, what’s next?
ZACK: Well. The big guy goes in two more turns. 
JAMIE: What’s in danger?
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ZACK: The race car’s in reach of a railroad and the thimble 
can grab the Electric Company if he rolls a four.

JAMIE: That mother fucker will roll a four. 
LISA:  You don’t know that.
JAMIE: The thimble rolls on the money every time. He’s 

like. Like.
ZACK: He’s like Rain Man.
JAMIE: Yes! Just like Rain Man!
LISA: I think we should all take a moment. Catch our 

breath.
She takes deep breaths in and out.
She takes more breaths. In and out.
ZACK follows her lead.

JAMIE:  starts to take a deep breath in.
LISA: And realize we are lucky to be playing.
JAMIE: This isn’t Chutes and Ladders, Lisa. There’s actually 

something at stake here.
ZACK: Should I keep breathing or—
JAMIE: Get back in there and report to us as soon as you 

can.
ZACK: Roger that.

ZACK exits.
LISA: Why are you so hard on the kid?
JAMIE: Because he’s an idiot who doesn’t know anything.
LISA: He’s learning. You were in his shoes once.
JAMIE: Don’t remind me.
LISA: We both were. It’s not an easy position to be in.
JAMIE: And neither is this. 
LISA: I prefer to be in here than in there, rolling the dice.
JAMIE: Hopefully when your time comes you’ll have people 

as smart as us in a room helping.
LISA: That’s why you should take it easy on Zack. He’s 

gonna be your guy one day. 
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JAMIE: Point taken.
LISA: Now, let’s talk about the next move.
JAMIE: Good idea.

He takes a deep breath in and out. He takes a look 
at the big board indicating who has won which 
properties. 

JAMIE: We’ve got Pennsylvania Avenue and North Carolina. 
All we need is Pacific and we can start building.

LISA: That’s the next time we come around the board. We 
have to look at the upcoming move. 

JAMIE: If we roll a three we hit Park Place. 
LISA: I don’t think we should buy it.
JAMIE: Are you insane?  If we don’t buy it, the boot could 

get it, build houses all over the dame place and then 
we’re all screwed.

LISA: If we don’t buy it, we save the money to buy several 
other properties. We spread ourselves around the board 
more. We get to build MORE properties and then screw 
the boot.

JAMIE: Nobody passes up Park Place. Nobody.
LISA: Jamie, listen, if we don’t take it then the race care will 

or the thimble after him. They’ll waste their money just 
to keep the boot from snatching it up.

JAMIE: What’s our money situation?
LISA: We have eight hundred. Two hundred more coming 

when we turn the corner. 
JAMIE: That’s a thousand.
LISA: And enough to take us around the board again.

JAMIE paces around and thinks.
JAMIE: Okay. We pass on Park Place.
LISA: Thank you.
JAMIE: But if it goes unsold and we pass through again, 

we’re taking it.
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LISA: Fair enough.
ZACK enters.

ZACK: Thimble rolled a four.
JAMIE: I told you he would.
ZACK: He took the Electric Company. 
JAMIE: Big deal.
LISA: Who’s next?
ZACK: Race car then us.
LISA: Where’s that race car?
ZACK: He hit Free Parking last turn.
JAMIE: Asshole.
ZACK: He’s looking to snatch up Marvin Gardens.
LISA: Well, he’s two rolls from Marvin Gardens so there’s 

nothing to worry about right now.
JAMIE: Let’s look at our options. We roll a three, we hit 

Park Place.
LISA: And we pass on buying it.
ZACK: We what?!
JAMIE: We pass on buying it. We save our money to build 

up on property in other less developed areas.
ZACK: Who cares about the less developed areas when you 

can land a property like Park Place.
JAMIE: Watch and learn. It’s called “taking the long 

view.”
ZACK: I don’t know if our guy’s gonna go for that.
LISA: We’re his advisors. He always listens to us.
ZACK: But you usually don’t have such a . . . 
JAMIE: Such a what? 
ZACK: Nothing.
JAMIE: You were about to say something. Say it.
ZACK: Such a stupid strategy.
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JAMIE rushes over to ZACK and is about to punch 
him in the face . . . 

LISA: Jamie! 
Zack, you’re lucky you’re in the position you’re in. If 
we fuck it up we don’t pass go. We don’t collect two 
hundred dollars. You get it?

ZACK: Yes. I’m sorry.
JAMIE:  lets him go.
LISA: Now, we are giving him this strategy and hopefully 

he takes it.
Get in there and tell him what we said.

ZACK:  leaves.
JAMIE: You’re strategy is brilliant, Lisa. I’m glad you’ll be 

on my side when the time comes.
LISA: Let’s not think about that right now.

Time passes. The pacing continues. ZACK enters.
ZACK: Our guy bought Park Place.

They hang their heads. Dejected. ZACK exits.
Time passes.

LISA: It’ll be okay as long as he doesn’t land on—
ZACK enters.

ZACK: He landed on Luxury Tax.
ZACK exits. Time passes.

JAMIE: Mother fucker.
LISA: We can still get through this. There’s Community 

Chest. We could win a beauty pageant or something. 
JAMIE: But if he rolls a—

ZACK enters.
ZACK: He rolled a six.
JAMIE: Oh. My. God.
LISA: Income tax.
ZACK: But at least he passed Go. He picked up two hundred 

dollars.
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JAMIE: It doesn’t matter. He bought Park Place. With all that 
tax we’re screwed. We’re broke. It’s over. 

LISA: Why didn’t he listen to us?
ZACK: The game’s over?
LISA: It’s over for him.

They all stand there silently.
ZACK: What do we do now?
LISA: You sit here with me. 

JAMIE goes in and takes a seat for the next game.
ZACK: What about our guy?
JAMIE: If you don’t win, you don’t win.
ZACK: I don’t understand.
LISA: Don’t worry about it. It’s not something you need to 

think about for a while sill.
Are you ready, Jamie?

JAMIE: I’m ready.
LISA: Get in there. Let’s buy us some properties.
JAMIE: What if we land on Park Place again?
LISA: We’ll have to wait and see.

JAMIE turns and exits. ZACK takes a seat.
LISA begins to pace around the room.

Lights fade to black.

The End



PoCKeT universe

Duncan Pflaster

Pocket Universe had its first full production at The Ring-
wald Theatre, in Michigan, as part of their 2013 Gay 
Play Festival (GPS). Richard Payton played Jeff, Brian 
Papandrea was Zack, and the Voice/Waitress/Boss was 
Lisa Melinn, who also directed.
 
The play had previous developmental readings with Cin-
der Block Theatre Company and with All Out Arts’ Fresh 
Fruit Festival.
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CHARACTERS:
JEFF: A scientist.
ZACK: A handsome young man.
VOICE/WAITRESS/BOSS: The soothing voice of a com-
puter program, a Waitress in Jamaica, and Jeff and Zack’s 
boss Miss Russell. 

SETTING:  Jeff’s laboratory.

TIME: The future.

ACT I

Scene 1
SETTING: Jeff’s laboratory. A bare stage.
AT RISE: JEFF, a somewhat nerdy scientist in a lab 
coat, enters, pulling ZACK, a handsome young man, 
in by his hand.

JEFF: Come on—you’re going to love it.
ZACK: What is it?  You keep saying . . . 
JEFF: You have to see it. I can’t just tell you. It’s a surprise.
ZACK: But . . . 
JEFF: Shhhh. We’re here.
ZACK: But, Jeff—this is just the laboratory.
JEFF: Exactly. I’ve made something for you. Look.

(JEFF reaches into his pocket and pulls out a small 
glittering ball.)

ZACK: It’s beautiful. But what is it?
JEFF: I made you your own universe. 
ZACK: What?
JEFF: It’s an application of the new technology we’re work-

ing on—it’s small enough that you can keep it in your 
pocket. It’s . . . Well here: take it.



2013—The BesT Ten MinuTe Plays
344

(ZACK takes the ball.)
ZACK: What do I do?
JEFF: Just twist it in one hand . . . 
ZACK: Like this?

(ZACK twists the ball, and there is a lighting change. 
They are now in Zack’s universe. JEFF and ZACK 
see it as they describe it, and lights and sound change 
to create the effects.)

       Oh my god.
JEFF: Beautiful, isn’t it?  It’s a private little place you can go, 

whenever you want, where everything can be just the way 
you want it to be. It’s all illusion, of course, like the holodeck 
on Star Trek. But you can touch and feel everything; it’s . . .  
ZACK: Oh my god, you made this just for me?  

JEFF: Well, yes. I thought you’d like something nice for 
your birthday.

ZACK: Oh my god! You’re . . . This is the most amazing 
thing ever! Thank you! I . . . 

JEFF: And you can customize it— first you just register it. 
Here.

(JEFF presses a button on the ball. We hear a sooth-
ing VOICE.)

VOICE: Hello new owner, please state your full name.
(JEFF motions for ZACK to speak.)

ZACK: Uh-  Zachary Underwood.
VOICE: Thank you, Uh Zachary Underwood. You may 

proceed.
ZACK: No, uh . . . 
JEFF: “Registration reboot”.
ZACK: Registration reboot.
VOICE: Hello new owner, please state your full name.
ZACK: Zack.
VOICE: Thank you, Zack. You may proceed.
ZACK: Okay, uh; what do I do?
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JEFF: Well, do you like the view?  What do you want to see?  
Do you want— how about more flowers?

ZACK: Uh, sure.
JEFF: Then tell it. Say, “Computer, more flowers”.
ZACK: Computer, more flowers.
VOICE: Completed.
ZACK: Wow. Skyscrapers!
VOICE: Completed.
ZACK: Sunshine!
VOICE: Completed.
ZACK: Purple sky!
VOICE: Completed.
ZACK: Hot lava!
VOICE: Danger. Specify place.
ZACK: Over there.
VOICE: Completed.
ZACK: And snow over there at the same time.
VOICE: Completed.
ZACK: This is incredible, Jeff! This is the best present I ever 

got! You made this all for me?
JEFF: Yes, of course. You’re the most important person in 

this universe.
ZACK: I guess I don’t need to worry about going into the 

Total Perspective Vortex while I’m here, then, huh?
JEFF: Oh my god, you like Douglas Adams?
ZACK: Of course, who doesn’t?
JEFF: I never knew!
ZACK: Oh this is so amazing— my own universe! How can 

I ever repay . . . Okay, wait— Computer?
VOICE: Ready.
ZACK: Put us on the beach. Jamaica. Sunny day. Privacy.
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(The sound of waves. As the universe changes around 
them, ZACK removes his shirt.)

VOICE: Completed.
ZACK: Let’s go swimming!
JEFF: Sure, have the computer generate some bathing 

suits.
ZACK: Oh come on, Jeff, don’t be a wussy - Why do you 

think I asked for privacy?  We’re going to skinny dip! 
Come on! Oh wait! Computer, margaritas!

(A WAITRESS enters, with a tray of two margari-
tas.)

Actually, beer for me.
(The WAITRESS takes a Corona out of her pocket 
and replaces one of the margaritas.)

This is perfect. Thank you.
(The WAITRESS leaves)

Come Jeff. Let’s toast. To us.
JEFF: To us.

(THEY drink)
ZACK: You know, I’ve always found you very attractive. I 

was just always too shy to say anything. I mean, we see 
each other every day at work, and it’s just so difficult to 
. . . And of course I have my own ties back in the real 
world. But not here. Here we’re free to do whatever we 
want, be whatever we want. We’re free.

JEFF: Free.
ZACK: You’ve released me; this is magical. I love you Jeff. 

I think I always have.
JEFF: Oh Zack, you don’t know how long I’ve waited to 

hear those words!
ZACK: Kiss me, Jeff.

(THEY kiss. Deeply, passionately. Romantic music 
swells behind them.)

JEFF: You’re the most beautiful man I’ve ever seen. You do 
know that?
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ZACK: Oh, no I’m not.
JEFF: You are. Kiss me again.

(THEY kiss again.)
ZACK: This is like a dream. Now, come on. Let’s go skinny 

dipping! Last one in is a rotten egg!
(ZACK goes running offstage, unbuttoning his pants 
as he goes. JEFF is about to take off his shirt when 
we hear his BOSS offstage.)

BOSS: Jeff?  Jeff?
(JEFF takes a different  “pocket universe” sparkly 
ball out of his own pocket, and twists it off. Lights 
and sound go back to as at the beginning of the scene. 
BOSS enters.)

BOSS: Hey there Jeff. Just wanted to check on the status of 
the My Little Pony project

JEFF: Oh, it’s coming along fine here, Miss Russell. I think 
the guys in development are still working on the ponies’ 
tail customization- they didn’t take braiding into account. 
But everything’s set on my end.

BOSS: Glad to hear it. Keep up the good work. Oh, and this 
is exciting: don’t tell anyone, but it’s looking very likely 
that we may have dibs on the Care Bear franchise. We 
could dominate the kiddy universe market with Care 
Bear Universes- can you just imagine?  Kids love Care 
Bears.

JEFF: I’m sure.
BOSS: Anyway, just wanted to see how things . . . 

(ZACK enters, dressed in work clothes, carrying a 
tie, which he puts on as he enters. His demeanor is 
more butch and sullen.)

ZACK: Oh hey Miss Russell. Hey Jeff.
BOSS: Afternoon, Zack. It’s a bit late for you to be coming 

in, isn’t it?  
ZACK: I had Sarah’s violin recital this morning, Ma’am- I 

e-mailed you last week and you approved it.
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BOSS: Oh yes, I remember; I’m sorry. Well, I’ll let you boys 
get back to work.

(BOSS exits.)
ZACK: Man, Miss Ballbuster, right?  Can’t get away with 

shit.
JEFF: How was the recital?
ZACK: Oh man, it was bad. Bunch of kids being awful on a 

bunch of different instruments. Even Sarah; you know I 
love my daughter, but I’m not going to any more recit-
als till she gets better. Jenny usually goes to the school 
things; I don’t know how she takes it.

JEFF: Ah.
ZACK: But it’s over now. Back to the old grindstone, right?  

We running any new programs you need me to test?
JEFF: No, I think we’re good so far. Gonna be an easy day.
ZACK: Great. Holy shit, did you see the Jets game last 

night?  
JEFF: No.
ZACK: Oh man, they creamed the Dolphins. It was kick-

ass.
JEFF: I don’t really watch sports.
ZACK: Aw too bad man, you missed a great game. I had some 

friends over to watch it—next time you should come.
JEFF: Well, sure.
ZACK: Jenny makes the best buffalo wings. Man, they just 

melt in your mouth. You’d love it.
JEFF: Sure, let me know next time. I’ll see if I’m avail-

able.
ZACK: Great, great. Hey, I’m going to go get some coffee. 

You want anything?
JEFF: Ah, no. Thank you.
ZACK: No prob.

(ZACK turns to go)
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JEFF: Oh uh; hey Zack, isn’t it your birthday?
ZACK: What?  Yeah, how’d you remember that?
JEFF: I dunno, it was on my calendar somehow. I got you . 

. . I got you a card.
ZACK: Aw thanks, dude! I’ll read it when I get back.

(ZACK exits. A beat. JEFF takes out his universe 
again, and twists it. We’re back in fake-Jamaica. 
Lights and the sound of waves.)  

VOICE: Welcome back, Jeff.
(JEFF takes a deep breath of the sea air. The simu-
lacrum of ZACK enters, naked and wet, back to his 
false accommodating persona.)

ZACK: Jeff, come on, what’s taking you so long? The water’s 
gorgeous!

(JEFF goes to ZACK and kisses him.)
Why, what was that for?

JEFF: Just because . . . because you’re so beautiful. Now 
come on, let’s go swimming.

(JEFF starts taking off his shirt as THEY exit to-
gether.)

The End



The ProMise

Jeffrey Strausser

Original Production Information

Theatre: Pittsburgh New Works Festival
The Father Ryan Arts Center
McKees Rocks, PA 15136

DATE: September 13 - September 16, 2012

CAST LIST:  
 PHIL BECKER: John Reilly
 MARY BECKER: Lynne Franks
 WENDY BECKER: Laura Haley

Producer/Stage Manger: Dr. Jay Breckenridge
Director: Dr. Carol Schafer
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CHARACTERS:
PHIL BECKER: fifties; Successful ice cream busi-
ness franchiser; husband of WENDY, and unfaithful 
ex-husband of MARY. Dresses in casual clothes, but is 
well groomed. This is a result of now being married to 
WENDY.
MARY BECKER: fifties: PHIL’s ex-wife, mother of 
PHIL’s two grown daughters and the real builder of the 
successful ice cream business. Stylishly dressed. This is 
a result of her anticipated encounter with WENDY.
WENDY BECKER: twenties; a personal trainer and 
PHIL’s trophy wife. She is noticeably pregnant and very 
possessive of PHIL. Stylishly dressed.

Lights up. We are in PHIL’s study in the present. He 
paces as MARY carefully reads through a stack of 
papers.

MARY: I think I’ve read shorter books than these.
PHIL: Yeah, sorry. Take your time. When you’re finished, 

sign the pages with the sticky note on them. The bottom 
one is yours.

MARY: Got it.
PHIL: And sorry about having you come over. I didn’t want 

to trust those to the mail. 
MARY: No problem. I’m on my way to Maggie’s. I’m helping 

her pack. She leaves for Africa next week. 
PHIL: Africa? Jeez Louise.
MARY: Ethiopia, to be exact.
PHIL: I don’t even know where Ethiopia is.
MARY: East Africa. It’s in the Horn part. I had to look it up 

in Wikipedia.
PHIL: I’m afraid to ask. 
MARY: She’s going to volunteer in a refugee camp. The 

civil war in Sudan has caused a famine and an outbreak 
of terrible diseases. They need nurses.
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PHIL: Why does she have to get into all that? 
MARY: She wants to save the world. That’s why she wanted 

to be a nurse in the first place. This time it’s Ethiopia. 
PHIL: I don’t like it.
MARY: What do you want me to do, ground her?
PHIL: I wish she wasn’t mad at me. Cindy’s mad at me too. 

I’ve called her . . . e-mailed. All I want to do is talk to 
them . . . explain what’s going on, you know, with my 
situation. I’m still their father.

MARY: (begins signing the papers) I must say that I’m sur-
prised you’re selling the stores. We put a lot of ourselves 
into them. They’re like our children . . . except they didn’t 
fight over who used whose shampoo or try to sneak boys 
up to their rooms.

PHIL: I want to try something new.
MARY: Aren’t you already doing that? (Beat)  Sorry. It’s 

a good thing you called when you did. I’m going to 
Ethiopia with Maggie. 

PHIL: You’re serious?
MARY: They need volunteers to help dispense food at the 

aid stations. I’ve been dishing out ice cream for half my 
life. It seems like a good fit, and it will give me a chance 
to spend time with her.

PHIL: How long are you going to be over there?
MARY: I’m not sure. Thanks to you, I don’t have a schedule 

these days.
PHIL: Well, be careful. (Pause)  You look good, by the way. 

I like what you’re doing with your hair. 
MARY: Thank you. I thought I would try something new, 

too. (WENDY enters. She is carrying a tuxedo jacket 
on a hangar, which blocks the view of her pregnant 
condition.) 

WENDY: (not looking at MARY)  Hello, Mary. 
Honey, why didn’t you tell me we had company? 
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MARY: (to WENDY’s back) I hope I’m not interrupting.
WENDY: I suppose not.
PHIL: (to WENDY) I thought you had an appointment or 

something.
WENDY: Oh, I just have so-o much to do . . . with the gala 

and all tonight. You need to try on your tux.
(WENDY turns around and faces MARY. MARY 
gasps.) 

MARY: (flustered)  I see congratulations are in order.
WENDY: Oh, we’re so excited. Aren’t we, honey?
PHIL: We certainly are.
WENDY: We’ve got so much to do before the baby comes. 

I’m worried that we won’t be ready in time.
MARY: Babies come whether you’re ready or not. 
WENDY: Phil is going to be such a great daddy.
MARY: He’s already a great daddy.
WENDY: My manners. May I offer you some green tea?  
MARY: Please. If it’s no trouble.
WENDY: Phil just loves it. Don’t you, honey? 

(to MARY) 
All that coffee you let him drink was bad for his blood 
pressure. I’ve got to take good care of Daddy.

(WENDY exits.) 
MARY: (toward the empty doorway) And Daddy will take 

good care of you. 
(turning to PHIL, trying to collect herself) 

My goodness, you’re in for an adventure, aren’t you? I 
don’t know if I would have the energy to—

PHIL: (interrupting) My urologist says I have prostate cancer. 
MARY: Oh God, Phil! I’m so sorry! They can treat it, 

right? 
PHIL: Depends on how far along it is. I’ve been getting pains 

in my leg and in my back.
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MARY: How’s Wendy taking it?  Phil?
PHIL: She’s . . . so wrapped up in herself. All she talks about 

is the baby. How we need to get ready for the baby.
MARY: She’s building the nest. Her hormones are in control 

now. 
PHIL: Yeah, I guess.
MARY: She’s young, Phil. 
PHIL: (sarcastically) Too young to care about an old man’s 

disease.
MARY: That’s not what I meant.

(WENDY enters with the tea.) 
WENDY: (serving PHIL) Here you are. I added a little bit of 

sugar for you. It’s such a bad habit, isn’t it, Mary?
MARY: Not his worst.

(WENDY pushes the tray toward MARY, but does 
not serve her.) 

WENDY: (to MARY)  Green tea is great for the complexion 
too. It might help with those lines. Maybe you could try 
massaging them with olive oil. My grandmother does 
that.

MARY: Thank you for the tea and your grandmother for the 
beauty tip.

WENDY: (with false lightness) What are you two up to?
PHIL: Paperwork. Taking care of some details. The bankers 

need it before they can start looking for buyers.
WENDY: Honey . . . You could have mailed all that instead of 

having her drive all the way over here. I’m sure Mary has 
better things to do.MARY: We’ve been over that. Besides, it 
gives Phil and me a chance to catch up on what our children 
are doing. They’re such a delight when they’re your age.

PHIL: (flustered) Wendy’s, uh, been remodeling the house. 
She’s almost finished, I think.

MARY: My, you have been busy.
WENDY: It was so-o dated.



355Lawrence Harbison

MARY: For one of you, anyway.
WENDY: Look, if you’re going to be two-faced at least make 

one of them pretty.
PHIL: Wendy, please.
MARY: (to PHIL) I’m finished here, right?
WENDY: (sharply) Well, I have things to do.

(She exits.) 
PHIL: She gets like that sometimes.
MARY: (standing) I need to go. Maggie is waiting on me.
PHIL: Her father walked out on her and her mom when she 

was just a kid. It’s made her insecure about some things.
MARY: I should welcome her to the club. 
PHIL: I’m sorry for what’s happened. I never had a chance 

to talk to you. My lawyer wouldn’t let me.
MARY: Phil . . . not now.
PHIL: (motioning for MARY to sit down) Please . . . I need 

to say this.
MARY: Phil . . . .
PHIL: Please.

(MARY sits.) 
If it hadn’t been for you, the business would have never 
gotten off the ground. You thought up all those flavors—
staying up all night mixing them. You added peppermint 
to the strawberry. I swore that no one would even try it

MARY: Surprised the heck out of me too. It was our biggest 
seller for a while. 

PHIL: And opening stores in those Podunk towns. I was so 
against it. They turned out to be gold mines, every one 
of them.

MARY: What else do Podunkites have to do besides eat ice 
cream? 

PHIL: You were so good with the bankers. You answered all 
their stupid questions. I was too impatient, but you knew 
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how to handle them, tell them what they wanted to hear. 
Every one of them said it, ‘Your wife has the vision, Phil.’ 
You made us famous. 

MARY: I did it for us. 
PHIL: I did taste every one of your flavor ideas. (patting his 

stomach)  That was my biggest contribution.
MARY: Occupational hazard. I picked up a few dress sizes 

along the way. Thank you again for pointing out that I 
was fat. PHIL: What can I say? The money went to my 
head and the ice cream went to my gut. We . . . I should 
have just stayed fat. You started walking on the treadmill. 
I wanted an exercise program. I knew I’d quit after a week 
like you did, if I didn’t get into something. 

MARY: You got into something, all right.
PHIL: I made a mistake with her. I see that now.
MARY: A mistake with her! My god, Phil, you made mistakes 

for years. 
PHIL: I still can’t believe you had me followed.
MARY: You cheated on me with ten different women. And 

you had the audacity to bring some of them here—to 
our house!

PHIL: They weren’t anything. I told you.
MARY: Please stop talking.
PHIL: I don’t blame you for being angry.
MARY: Jesus, Phil. You made a joke out of our marriage and 

a fool out of me.PHIL: You never said anything.
MARY: Honestly, would you have stopped? Did you want me 

to divorce you? You see how the girls are about divorce. 
I didn’t want to be the one who broke up the family. 

PHIL: Now they hate me.
MARY: You made your choice. I’m sorry I got old and em-

barrassed you.
PHIL: You never embarrassed me.
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MARY: I see. I can’t remember the last gala I went to.
(She rises, walks to the tuxedo hanging on the door-
knob, and picks it up. Her back is to PHIL.) 

PHIL: They’re Wendy’s thing. She likes to dress up.
MARY: You should go try on your tux.

(She turns and throws the tux at PHIL. It hits him 
and falls to the floor.) 

PHIL: (Picks up the tux.) This whole baby thing. I’m not 
sure how it happened.

MARY: I imagine in the usual way. I need to go.
PHIL:  Wait—

(WENDY enters. She is holding two dresses.) 
WENDY: (to MARY) You’re still here.
PHIL: Wendy—
MARY: I was just now saying goodbye.
WENDY: Goodbye.

(Holds up both dresses.) 
Honey, which of these do you think I should wear? I’m 
getting such a tummy.

PHIL: I don’t know. They both look good.
WENDY: Mary, what do you think? You have to deal with 

a bulgy belly.
MARY: I’m sure you’ll look stunning in either one, but I do 

prefer that one. 
(MARY points to one of the dresses. WENDY then holds 
the dress against herself.) 

WENDY: This one it is. 
(She exits.) 

MARY: Oh, to be twelve again.
(PHIL checks to see if WENDY is out of earshot.) 

PHIL: The next thing I know, she’s telling the world she’s 
pregnant. She’s the one who wants to sell the stores, 
not me. And she’s gone nuts with this house. She went 
out and hired this contractor. The guy’s just like my 
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urologist: he sticks it to me you know where and then 
charges me a lot of money for doing it. The two of 
them had half the house torn up before I even knew 
what was going on.  

MARY: Well, it was so dated. 
PHIL: And she bought herself a new car. Didn’t even ask me. 

A car! I come home, and it’s sitting there in the garage. 
She said the baby needed something safe to ride in.

MARY: Can’t argue with that, Daddy.
PHIL: You call a BMW M-three convertible safe? 
MARY: I wouldn’t know. 
PHIL: She set me up. 
MARY: Jesus, Phil. To do what?
PHIL: To take my money . . . my stores . . . my house.
MARY: You are still so full of yourself. She did whatever 

she did at that gym long before you and I showed up. 
And while we’re strolling down memory lane, let’s not 
forget that you came on to her. 

(mimicking PHIL’s voice)  
“I really need a personal trainer to lay out an exercise 
program for me.” You needed a personal trainer to lay 
out. Right, stud? 

PHIL: What did I get myself into?
MARY: Wendy. As we know.
PHIL: She gets a massage damn near every day—some guy 

named David. 
MARY: Listen to yourself.
PHIL: I could go to Ethiopia with you.
MARY: Did you hear anything I said?  My crow’s feet and 

my bulgy belly are moving on.
PHIL: We belong together.
MARY: People belong together only as long as they keep 

their promises.



359Lawrence Harbison

PHIL: Why can’t we try again?
MARY: You’re a piece of work. 

(WENDY enters, holding papers.) 
WENDY: (holding the papers up to PHIL) Honey, the 

countertop installer person wants to talk to you about 
getting paid.

PHIL: Oh, okay. 
(to MARY) 

 I’ve got to . . . 
MARY: (standing) I’ll see myself out. I think I can find my 

way out of your updated home. 
 (to WENDY)  

Congratulations, again. 
WENDY: Thank you.
PHIL: (motioning for MARY to sit) A couple of minutes . . . 

please. 
(WENDY thrusts the papers at PHIL.) 

I’ll be right back.
(He takes the papers and exits.) 

MARY: (softly) How are things going with you and Leonard?
WENDY: Good. The first time I went to his office I told him 

I wanted to take a big bite out of the bastard. He said it 
would be better if I had a kid, so . . . 

MARY: We didn’t talk about . . . 
WENDY: You told me to follow his advice, remember? This 

doesn’t change anything between us.
MARY: No, I guess not.
WENDY: He’s, like, intense.
MARY: Leonard came highly recommended. I wish I had 

known about him when I was in the market.
WENDY: He’s kind of creepy, too. He stares at my chest 

every time we meet.
MARY: The best divorce lawyers are the intense creepy 

ones, it seems.
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WENDY: I’ll feel a lot better after the stores get sold. 
Leonard says Phil has got all his money tied up in those 
stupid things. I can’t even stand to be in one. They smell 
gross.

MARY: We have to be patient.
WENDY: How are things going with your daughters?
MARY: Just wonderful. Thank you for asking.
WENDY: I know they’re everything to you.
MARY: As soon as Phil filed for divorce, the girls said they 

were on my side, just like I felt they would. But just to 
be sure, I gave them each a copy of the investigator’s 
report. They could read all about their father.

WENDY: The man is a pig.
MARY: He’ll never be their ‘sweet Daddy’ again, that’s 

for sure. They can’t do enough for their poor betrayed 
mother.

WENDY: Cool.
MARY: Well, I’m out from under him now, pardon the pun. 

I’ll collect my money when your divorce is settled, like 
we agreed. My divorce settlement was for the girls—for 
their future. This money is for me. After I get back from 
Ethiopia, I’m going on a cruise. I’ve always wanted to 
go to Alaska. And then I’m going to college. 

WENDY: College?
MARY: I love kids—the little ones. I’m going to be a teacher. 

I’m sure that will surprise Phil.
WENDY: Not as much as when he finds out my mother is 

moving in next week. She’s going to help me get ready 
for the baby. She’s gotten into the grandma thing.

(MARY chuckles.) 
What’s so funny?

MARY: I have to smile every time I think about how lucky I 
was to see you at that club. You had those men . . . 

WENDY: (disdainfully) My clients. 
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MARY: Seeing you with them gave me the idea to make good 
on my promise to myself to get back at that scumbag for 
sleeping around on me with those . . . girls. God, I can’t 
think about it without getting sick to my stomach.

(pause and then angrily:)  
I didn’t need a private investigator to tell me when Phil 
had been with one of his little toys. He would have that 
stupid grin on his face.

WENDY: Oh, don’t I know. I wear myself out getting him, 
you know . . . ready, and then poof . . . he’s done. And 
then he struts around like he’s freakin’ God’s gift. 

MARY: Thank you again for taking me up on my offer. Be-
lieve me, I know it isn’t pleasant for you.

WENDY: I’ve done worse. But never again.
MARY: And thank you so much for sharing David. You were 

right. He has magic fingers and you know what else.
WENDY: My pleasure.
MARY: Oh, God no, mine.

(They suppress their laughter.) 
I love what you’re doing with the house. I’m sure your 
mother will love it, too.

WENDY: Thank you. Mom always wanted a house. I prom-
ised that I would get her one someday.

MARY: (extending her hand) I’m glad we could do busi-
ness.

WENDY: Absolutely.
(They shake hands. MARY exits.) 

(BLACKOUT) 

The End
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CHARACTERS
M051: a mature male R. norvegicus, age four (Male, 
adult but not elderly)
F167:  female in the prime of life, age two (Female, adult 
but not older than M051)
Y219: young male, agae six weeks (Male, young and 
callow)

AT RISE: What might be a classroom or lecture hall—a 
lectern, a blackboard, a scattering of chairs. There are 
three doors, or notional doors: to enter a maze, exit the 
maze, and to enter/exit the room. Over the entrance to the 
maze are two large bare light bulbs, one red and one green 
(or some other conspicuous way to indicate do/don’t enter). 
The red bulb is lit. Y219 sits in one of the chairs. M051 
bustles in through the classroom door, carrying books and 
papers, and Y219 leaps to his feet.  

M051: As you were. 
Y219 sits and M051 takes the lectern.

Great things are at stake. Fundamentals. Basic philo-
sophical commitments. Our mission may be glorious 
but it makes harsh demands. It calls, above all, for a life 
pared to essentials: cheese and electric shocks.

Y219 raises his hand.
The new guy.

Y219: Unfamiliar concept, Sir: “Electric shock.” I am ac-
quainted with the cheese concept, but “shock” is not 
mentioned in any of the handouts.

M051: That will be covered in the lab sections.
F167, ecstatic, enters from the maze, theatrically 
licking the tips of her fingers. 

F167: Mission accomplished. 
M051, at the blackboard, takes dictation. 

Right. Left.
M051: Right?



2013—The BesT Ten MinuTe Plays
364

F167: Right.
M051: Left?
F167: Perfecto. Right, left, lunch: the cheese platter. 
Y219: Will that be on the test? Should I be taking notes?
F167: Is the Pope a mammal? 
M051: We write things down. Our short-term memories are 

measured in seconds.
M051 hands Y219 a notebook. 

Your first lab assignment: Update the log book with the 
report from F167: “Mission accomplished. Right  . . . ” 

(He gropes for the next word.)
F167: Left?

The bulbs flash chaotically, then settle on a steady 
green. M051 and F167 become excited. 

M051: New guy’s up!
F167: Goin’ for the cheese  . . . 

Y219 is bewildered and anxious, but caught up in 
the excitement. 

M051: (Pointing at the blackboard.) Right. Left.
M051 and F167 Right. Left.

M051 and F167 and Y219: Right/Left. Right/Left . . . 
Y219 freezes.

F167: Goin’ for the cheese  . . . 
M051 and F167 shove Y219 into the maze and peer 
after him. 

 M051 and F167: (Rapidly and not well-synchronized)Right-
rightrightright  . . . !  Leftleftleftleft  . . . ! 

Crackling sound. Lights flicker. 
F167: Or was it “Left/Right”? Whatever.
M051: Whatever? We may have a failed mission situation—

one impacted by bad data. Science does not share your 
appreciation for the unreliable narrator.

Y219 re-enters from the maze looking like Wile E. 
Coyote after an explosion. 
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Y219: Awesome! Outasight! “Man,” they told me, “Man you 
are gonna love that maze.” Oh, true. Only too true.

M051 and F167 restrain Y219 from rushing back 
into the maze. 

M051: A teachable moment! An opportunity to confront our 
basic existential dilemma—which is that, when all is said 
and done, rubber-meets-roadwise, we are (take this down) 
class Mammalia, order Rodentia, family Muridae, genus 
Rattus, a species whose predicament takes a concrete and 
practical form: “Right/left”? or “Left/right”? The differ-
ence between a slavering snout buried to the eyeballs in 
cheese and doing the hokey-pokey with 2,000 volts.

Y219: Screw the cheese, man. Screw the cheese. 
M051: One might think it would be easy to get that difference 

straight—to discover our basic orientation. Unfortu-
nately, there’s not much below us on the mammal totem 
pole. Maybe tree shrews. One might therefore resent 
the humble place assigned to us in the great scheme of 
things—might question why exactly we are here, why 
a rational and benevolent God, when casting the role of 
perpetual student, would choose a species like us. Was 
He kidding?

Y219: The way I see it, Sir, “shock or cheese” is your classic 
win/win situation.

F167: Perfecto: Whatever is is right.
M051: Which you consistently confuse with left. 
F167: What is your problem? You are hung up on dexterity,
Y219: That’s fascistic, man. Dexterity is, like, sinister.
F167: If you had 300 kids you’d know there are more pressing 

problems than teaching which paw is which. 
M051: But that is our bottom line relation to reality, the only 

interesting thing we do: We make choices—all of them 
charged with consequences. The possibility of being a 
morally serious rat depends on knowing right from left.

F167: There’s bound to be a few bad apples. 
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The lights begin to flash. F167 scoots to the maze 
entrance and nervously prepares. 

Right/Left. Right/Left. Right/Left . . . . 
M051: Why are you going out there? Look me in the eye. Is 

it for the right reason? A desire to learn, to know, to lead 
an examined life? Or is this one more chapter in the old 
story: Anything for a nibble.

F167: I can quit whenever I want to. I’ve got a plan. 
(To herself)

Stick to the plan, stick to the plan . . . 
The light changes to green. F167 dashes into the 
maze. Y219’s eyes are glued to her progress. 

Y219: She got a boyfriend? A boyfriend, Sir. Has she got 
one? I know what goes on in these labs. Over in cancer, 
I hear, they breed like—

M051: Mice? You were about to say “breed like mice.” 
Y219: Was not.
M051: We don’t go for those stereotypes, Mr. Uncle 

Tom’n’Jerry. 
(Suddenly)

Were too.
Y219: Was not. And what’s so great about this place? Three 

squares a day? It’s not like they’re free: we’ve got to 
listen to you. Name one chick who could care if I’ve 
ever Examined My Life.

F167 re-enters, triumphant. 
F167: Right/Left!
Y219: You ever been to the cancer lab?
F167: Great parties. But a little wild. And if I so much as 

look at a hot guy cross-eyed—well, before I know it, 
out pops a litter.

Y219: Awesome! Not that I’ve never . . . You know . . . Be-
ing six weeks old.

F167: Six weeks! One of mine? I had a dozen just about 
then. 
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Y219: I’ve never even had a girl friend.
F167: We’ll have to do something about that—a cutie like you. 

Gosh, will you listen to me? If I’m not careful the litters 
will start pop-pop-popping out and we’ll be eye deep in rug 
rats, pardon my French. But you know what that’s like.

Y219: No I don’t. I’ve never . . . I hear it’s a lot like an 
electric shock.

F167: Better: Like cheese and alternating current at the same 
time.

Y219: Awesome.
M051: Not to anyone who has experienced actual awe—that 

mixture of reverence, admiration, wonder, and fear in-
spired by the majestic and the sublime. If you had, you 
wouldn’t throw the word around. You would not call 
anything “awesome” or “awful” that did not fill you with 
actual awe and humble you to a life of reflection. You 
would hunger to contemplate what is truly awful—the 
endless maze of the universe. You would not eat and 
squeak your life away. And I won’t. I intend to publish. 
I have results.

M051 consults the notebook. 
Today’s log book entry you have seen and may remember 
for a minute or two. Yesterday’s was “Right/Left.” The 
entry for the day before? “Right/Left.”

Y219: Will this be on the test?
M051:  “Right/Left” for the day before that and the day before 

that, and so on and on for as far back as I can get before 
I forget why I started. 

F167: I’ve got a funny feeling—
Y219: Are you gonna pop?
F167:—like I’ve heard this before.
M051: Possibly.
F167: From you?
M051: Could be. Scholars of the order Rodentia have been 

known to publish the same paper over and over again. Be 
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that as it may, I—the new Darwin, the new Copernicus, 
the new Mickey—have glimpsed a wonderful Natural 
Law, a cosmic regularity for which only two explana-
tions are possible. The first—which I call the Rodentic 
Principle—holds that the universe has been designed 
for creatures like ourselves. Which implies, given our 
modest abilities, that there can be no point or pleasure 
in outwitting us, and thus our mission never changes: 
the ancient wisdom applies, the true path is always the 
same. God can get all the amusement He wants without 
lifting a finger because we’re sure to screw up.

The lights begin to flash. Y219 jumps to attention. 
Y219: Volunteering, Sir, to test the Rodentic Principle. I 

believe. I believe the universe is made for me.
F167 kisses Y219 on the cheek. 

F167: Poor baby. Why not just sniff around for some 
cheese?

Y219: I’ve got a plan, ma’am. What he said.
M051 reads from the blackboard. 

M051: Right/Left. Right/Left . . . 
M051 and Y219: Right/Left. Right/Left.

Green light. Y219 charges into the maze. 
Right . . . 

Y219: (Offstage) Line?
Prolonged crackling and flickering of lights. 

F167: So what’s the other explanation?
M051: That God is not lazy but malicious. 

Y219 crawls into view, even more disheveled than 
before. 

Y219: Yeee-haaah! I have run the race! I have won the prize. 
I have died and gone to heaven.

M051: A malicious God reveals the answer, but makes sure that it 
does us no good: because he keeps changing the question. 

Y219: Behold, the spirit of the Lord passed by and there was 
a great blue flame, but the Lord was not in the flame. And 
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after the flame was the smell of burnt carpet and the taste 
of ashes, but He was not in the smell or the taste, or in 
the carpet either. And after the smell and ashes, a still 
small voice. And I hid my face. My life passed before my 
eyes—six weeks doesn’t take long. And I was touched 
by the finger of God.

F167: Poor baby.
Y219: Inside a rubber glove. 
F167: Poor baby!
M051: A malicious God leads off with the obvious question, 

“Which way to the cheese?” But once your guard drops 
he gets tricky. “How would you do that backwards?” 
Gotcha! “Name your two favorite directions.” Gotcha! 
“Which way to the shock?”

Y219 staggers to his feet. 
Y219: Which way to the cancer lab? I want it all! 

Evading M051 and F167, Y219 rushes out the 
upstage exit. A tremendous zap. The lights flicker 
and then die completely. Dim emergency lighting 
comes on. 

F167: There’s more where that one came from.
The lights begin to flash. F167 ignores them. M051 
becomes anxious. 

M051: You’re up. 
F167: Says who? I can quit any time.
M051: (His anxiety increasing.) Not now.
F167: Why not?
M051: Now is not optional. This is not an extra credit situ-

ation. 
Lights flash. 

You’re up. You’re called. And you know what that means. 
You have seen the gloved hand of God—

(M051 collects himself, switches to seduction.)
The cheese is calling, a still small cheese, slightly runny, 
eagerly awaiting you, the cheese at the end of the tunnel, 
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calling “Right/Left . . . Right/Left  . . . .” Waiting to feel 
that nibble, nibble, nibble. Wanting you to eat it all up.

F167 lurches into the maze: a sharp, brisk crackle. 
Gotcha! So much for the Rodentic Principle.

M051 takes the lectern, shifts to lecturer mode. 
Ludwig Wittgenstein once asked a friend why anyone 
had ever thought it was the sun that went around 
the earth. The friend said he supposed that it must 
have just looked that way. Wittgenstein replied, “So 
what would it have looked like if it had looked like 
the earth was going around the sun?” 

Questions? That will be all.
M051 gathers his papers and crosses briskly as if to 
leave. The lights begin to flash. 

The End



The slasher’s laMenT

Michael Puzzo

Performed as part of “Dear Darkness . . . plays that go 
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Directed by Brian Roff

 JASON: Kevin Cristaldi
GABBY: Susan Louise O’Connor
WAITRESS: Racine Russell
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CHARACTERS:
JASON, mid thirties. A hulking harbinger of death. He 
wears a blood splattered hockey mask and coveralls thickly 
caked with mud and gore.
GABBY, mid thirties. Sweet and pretty in a trying too hard 
to not look like she is trying too hard kinda’ way.
WAITRESS, early twenties, friendly and foxy.

SETTING: Emerson’s, a generic suburban steak house just 
outside of Blairstown, NJ.

TIME: 8:30pm last Saturday night.

At rise: JASON and GABBY sit across  from each 
other at  a slightly cramped table for two. They are 
mid conversation. Billy Joel’s “The Stranger” plays 
softly in the background.

JASON: And here’s the crazy part. I don’t even like hockey!
GABBY: (giggling) What? No? Shut up!
JASON: Nope. Never even seen a game.
GABBY:  (laughing)  Omigod stop it!
JASON: They play it on the ice right?
GABBY: Gosh, you’re funny. So so funny.

(JASON holds up his hand dramatically.) 
JASON: Hey! Wait! Listen to this.

(The section of “The Stranger” where Billy Joel 
whistles comes over the sound system JASON holds 
up his hands as if conducting an invisible orchestra 
and starts to bop and groove rhythmically if he 
is actually doing the whistling. GABBY stands in 
amazement.) 

GABBY: SHUT UP!
(JASON continues to whistle.) 

Is that  . . .  seriously is that you whistling?
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(JASON nods his head enthusiastically in the af-
firmative) 

Come ON, that is really really you?
(JASON shrugs,) 

Hey! Wait, let me see!
(She goes to JASON and playfully reaches for the 
mask. JASON swiftly grabs her by the throat and lifts 
her a few feet off the ground. GABBY’S hands fall 
limply to her side and JASON gently puts her back 
down. GABBY goes back to her seat as if nothing 
has happened. JASON finishes the whistling with a 
flourish. GABBY clap s with joy, and JASON bows 
deeply and sits.) 

JASON: Gosh, don’t you just love Billy Joel so much?
GABBY: (no idea who that is) Billy Joel? Billy Joel?  . . . 

I would have to say absolutely! Billy Joel. I mean, are 
you kidding me? We are talking love here! Love! Love. 
Love. Love. Love.

JASON: I feel like he really speaks to me. You know what 
I mean?

GABBY: Heck, yeah! Of course. For me, it’s Tori Amos.
JASON: I’m sorry. Who?
GABBY: Nobody.
JASON: No. It’s just I don’t think I know who that is.
GABBY: Me neither
JASON: What?
GABBY: Me neither. I don’t know who that is either. Let’s 

just talk about what you wanna talk about. OK? Let’s 
talk about Billy Joel. So his music really speaks to you, 
huh? That is fascinating.

JASON: Oh no, I don’t mean his music. I mean him. His 
voice. Like in my head. It tells me to do things, bad 
things.

GABBY: Amazing! We are so totally alike. That sick sense 
of humor!
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JASON: Really really bad things.
GABBY: You are so freaking twisted. Gosh, I love that about 

you. That sick sense of humor!
JASON: (under his breath) No Billy. No! Not her Billy. Not 

her! She is one of the good ones.
GABBY: Hysterical. You should go on TV. You have such 

a gift.
JASON: Gabby, listen. I want to apologize for that strangling 

thing a bit earlier. It’s just that  . . . 
GABBY: That’s OK. I was totally asking for it.
JASON: It’s just that I sorta have what I guess you would 

call intimacy issues.
GABBY: No, don’t apologize. It was all me. I never listen. 

Why don’t I ever fucking listen?!!
JASON: Hey, are you OK?
GABBY: Sorry. I get this way sometimes. Low blood 

sugar.
JASON: I could get you a glass of juice or  . . . 
GABBY: Oh, that is so nice. You really are so sweet. But 

honestly, I’m fine. Really.
JASON: OK. If you say  . . . 
GABBY: I do say so. So Mister Whistle Pants, you’re quite 

the whistley whistler, huh? Any other hidden talents I 
should know about?

JASON: (coyly) Maybe.
GABBY: Oh you! Looks like I’m not gonna be able to take 

my eye off you for a second, Mister I Don’t Even Like 
Hockey But I Wear A Hockey Mask All The Time And 
Never Take It Off Ever.

JASON: So the mask thing doesn’t like weird you out?
GABBY: No. Not at all. At least you look like your profile 

pic.
JASON: Really? You think so? I was quite a bit thinner when 
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that was taken.
GABBY: You look great, and I have to say it’s nice to finally 

meet somebody so refreshingly honest.
JASON: Well, her, I have been called a lot of things, but  . 

. . 
GABBY: You can’t fool me Jason Voorhees. You try so hard 

to come off as a rough and tumble guy’s guy. But one 
doesn’t have to look very hard to see that underneath all 
that, you’re just a big ol’ sad sweet teddy bear.

JASON: Sad?
GABBY: You choose to always wear a mask. Yet this mask 

you choose means nothing to you.
JASON: (defensive) Yeah, so?
GABBY: So most people when they wear a false face, it’s 

of who they wish they were or who they wish the world 
would think they were. But you . . . you choose to show 
them  . . . 

JASON: Nothing.
GABBY: Yes, Nothing. Exactly. It’s sad.
JASON: Wow. You reallllly get me.
GABBY: No. I see you.
JASON: What do you see?
GABBY: A kindred spirit.
JASON: Really?
GABBY: Yeah really. When it comes to my feelings about 

myself, I have to say not really a big fan. So it makes 
sense that all the guys I go for are the ones that treat 
me like poo. You wouldn’t believe the way I’ve been 
treated by men.

JASON: Uh, I uh  . . . 
GABBY: I’ve been treated like a doormat, a punching bag, 

an organ bank  . . . 
JASON: Wait. What ?
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GABBY:  . . . a piggy bank, a sperm bank, a wheelbarrow . . .
JASON: Wheelbarrow?
GABBY: I’ve been treated like a pin cushion, a porch light, 

a bag of Chex Mix  . . . 
JASON: I am not really following.
GABBY:  . . .  a Connecticut Yankee in King Arthur’s 

Court  . . . 
JASON: Please stop.
GABBY:  . . .  a camel hair coat, A Brannock Device  . . . 
JASON: I don’t know what that is.
GABBY: It’s that metal thingy that you use to measure your 

foot when you go to a show store.
JASON: And some guy treated you like that?
GABBY: Like a Brannock Device? Heck yeah . . . . two guys 

actually. The point is people treat y ou the way you feel 
you should be treated, right? I’ve had guys shit all over 
me and tell me it was raining. You know what I mean?

JASON: No  . . . I really don’t.
GABBY: I’m all “Please Sir, can I have some more?” And 

sex  . . . 
JASON: Uh, do you mind if we, uh, talk about something 

else?
GABBY: I mean, the things I let guys do to me  . . . 
JASON: Do you watch Mad Men?
GABBY:  . . . so many swarthy, sweaty guys hammering 

away at me like  . . . 
(JASON stands suddenly and just looms over GABBY 
ominously.) 

JASON: (quietly) Gabby, can we just please-please-please  
. . .  talk about Mad Men?

GABBY: I don’t watch it.
JASON: It’s just that all that kinda sexy talk is sort of a trig-

ger for me.
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GABBY: So what you’re like a sex addict or something?
JASON: No, I am not a sex addict. But what I do-do . . . . did 

. . . was much much worse. But hey, like they say: “One 
day at a time” Right Billy ?  . . . He says “Right Jason!”

GABBY: Gosh, I never met a man so open about his feel-
ings. It’s so  . . . 

JASON: Look, I appreciate that. But can we please just 
change the  . . . 

GABBY: Right. Sure. No. Of course. All I was really trying 
to say before is that I am struggling to better myself too. 
So we are sort of the same in that way.

JASON: I’m pretty sure we’re not.
GABBY: You’d be surprised, Anyway, I am most definitely 

not gonna be that girl anymore.
JASON: Well, that’s good. I guess.
GABBY: You don’t see me that way, do you?
JASON: Which way?
GABBY: As a victim.
JASON: Oh. I uh  . . .  Oh.
GABBY: Omigod! You do!
JASON: I’m hungry. Are you hungry?
GABBY: You do see me as a victim!
JASON: Gabby, I gotta be honest with you. I see everybody 

as a victim.
GABBY: (Thinks about this hard.) Oh, OK. I get it. It’s not 

just me then. You see everybody that way.
JASON: Pretty much.
GABBY: Well, that makes me feel so much better. You know 

my Life Coach is so right.
JASON: (looking around 

uncomfortably) Gosh, 
the service here is just 
awful.

GABBY: If you put the 
time in and work on 
yourself, you will fi-
nally meet the right 
kind of guys.
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JASON: They haven’t even 
brought on any bread 
yet.

GABBY: And you, Jason, 
are living proof of that.

JASON: I’m sorry about this. Everybody on Yelp 
gave the service five stars!

GABBY: It’s like my Uncle Remus always said, “It’ll take 
more than thirty cherry lollipops to get a rhinoceros to 
do your taxes.” And I mean, right?

JASON: I’m sorry. What did you say? I was  . . . 
GABBY: Nothing. Nothing. Nothing. I didn’t say anything. 

I talk way too much anyway.
(JASON rises.) 

JASON: This is too much. I’m gonna go complain  . . . 
GABBY: Don’t go on my account. I am not going to eat 

anyway.
JASON: You’re not?
GABBY: Oh, God, no. I never east on a date. But I want you 

to. I enjoy watching a man eat. Chew  . . . 
JASON: That’s silly. We could just go catch a movie or 

something.
GABBY: No. Absolutely not. I want you to eat. I want you 

to eat meat. Rare.
JASON: OK. If that’s what you really want.
GABBY: And I want to pay.
JASON: No way. That’s where I draw the line. The man 

pays. End of story.
GABBY: Shut up! You are so old fashioned I love it! But I 

insist you let me buy something for your friend Billy.
JASON: Billy Joel?
GABBY: Sure. Why don’t we get him a nice fat lobster? This 

way you guys can get a little surf and turf action going.
JASON: Hang on  . . .  No Billy!  . . .  I said no! We like her  

. . .  OK?  . . .  What?  . . .  OK, I get it. Billy says “Ix-nay 
on the obster-lay. It isn’t kosher.”
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GABBY: How ‘bout the risotto then?
(JASON reaches across the table and takes her 
hand.) 

JASON: Listen, Gabby, I  . . . 
(WAITRESS approaches the table and JASON 
quickly pulls his hand away. WAITRESS a places 
small basket on table.) 

WAITRESS: Hello. Welcome to Emerson’s. I just have to drop 
this check, and I’ll be right with you. But in the meantime, 
enjoy our house made cheesy hush puppies!

(WAITRESS quickly exits.) 
JASON: She seems nice.
GABBY: Nice to take behind the dumpster and slip the high 

hard one! Am I right?
(She puts her hand up for a high five which JASON 
does not return.) 

JASON: What did you say?
GABBY: Oh. Sorry. That’s what I thought you meant. I mean 

on most of my dates the guy usually  . . . 
JASON: (Can’t hold it any longer.) Never mind that. I, um, I 

like you Gabby. I mean like really really like you.
(GABBY reaches across the table and rests her hand 
lovingly on JASON’s.) 

GABBY: I know, Jason. I really really like you too.
JASON: I don’t know how to do this.
GABBY: Nobody does.

(JASON grasps her hand and looks at her for a mo-
ment, taking her in.) 

JASON: I think that maybe we could be good for  . . . 
(The WAITRESS re-enters, wearing just an apron 
over sheer bra and panties.) 

WAITRESS: OK. So hi, my name is Mommy, and I’ll be 
your server  . . . 

JASON: Mommy?
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WAITRESS: Would you like to hear tonight’s specials?
(JASON stands straight up. He is afraid.) 

JASON: No Billy, no! GABBY: Sure!
WAITRESS: OK, so tonight we have, impaled on a pitch-

fork, meat cleaver in the chest, knitting needle in the 
eye  . . . 

JASON: What? GABBY: Oh my goodness, 
doesn’t that sound good 
Bunny?

WAITRESS:  . . .  ice pick in the neck, hammer claw in the 
skull  . . . 

(Shaking, JASON, reaches under the table and pulls 
out a machete.) 

GABBY: Oh. Can he do that with a salad instead of the sweet 
potato fries?

WAITRESS: I could do lit road flare shoved down the throat 
if you like.

GABBY: Hmmmmm!
(JASON falls to his knees and buries his face in his 
hands.) 

Gosh, it all sounds so yum! Jason? Honey, are you  . . . ?
(JASON raises the machete up swiftly.) 

Shut up! I love a man who brings his own cutlery to a 
restaurant. Love! Love! Love! Love! Love!

(Blackout. Billy Joel’s “Just the Way You Are” 
plays.) 

End Of Play



a sMall FishinG naTion wedGed BeTween 
esTonia and laTvia  

Andrew Black

Original Production Information:

Queer Shorts at the Bartell Theatre in Madison, Wisconsin. 
May 31-June 9, 2012
 
DIRECTOR: Scott Albert Bennett
 
CAST: 
STEVE #1: Michael J. Bruno
STEVE #2: Jakob Aebly
STEVE #3: Brandon Barwick
LACY: Sarah J. Hoover
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CHARACTERS (3m, 1f):
STEVE HUDSON (#1)
STEVE BENNETT (#2)
LACY MACINTYRE
STEVE TOSCARELLA (#3)

#1 and #2 are a male couple. They have been together for 
some time. They could be in their late thirties or in their 
seventies. Lacy and Steve #3 are in their twenties.

SETTING:  Time is now. The living room of an upscale home. 
STEVE #1 and STEVE #2 are sitting in chairs, back to 
back. They are tied up.

STEVE #1: This is your fault, you know.
STEVE #2: How is this my fault?
STEVE #1: I wanted to get a security system, but nooooo, 

you said. They don’t work, you said. They’re too expen-
sive, you said. And now we’ve got a couple of burglars 
helping themselves to our stuff!

STEVE #2: They don’t work. And they are too expensive. 
Believe me, if those people were determined to get in 
here, they would have figured out how to do it, security 
system or no.  Besides, we have insurance. Lots of it.

STEVE #1: But, Sweetheart, they are going to take the art. 
STEVE #2: Oh, god, no. The Basquiat!
STEVE #1: The Kippenberger.
STEVE #1/STEVE #2: (together) The Warhol!  
STEVE #2: What are we going to do?
STEVE #1: Listen. We have to figure out how to untie these 

knots. Then we can surprise them. 
STEVE #2: All right, all right.

There is frenetic scrambling and bouncing as both 
try to untie the knots. Finally . . . .
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STEVE #1: Wait . . . I think I’m close. 
More struggling.

STEVE #1: Close. Close. (beat)  Hey. What happened?
STEVE #2: I don’t know.
STEVE #1: You stopped. I told you I was close. You 

should’ve let me finish.
STEVE #2: What was I doing that was working?
STEVE #1: Damn. Why do you always stop in the middle?
STEVE #2: You know, this conversation seems strangely 

familiar to me.
STEVE #1: (feels around) You re-tied a knot I had just 

untied. 
STEVE #2: This is a terrible idea anyway. They’re young 

and strong. We should try to outsmart them. 
STEVE #1: There is no way we are going to outsmart 

them.
STEVE #2: I think they’re new at this. 
STEVE #1: Why do you think that?
STEVE #2: If they knew what they were doing, they never 

would’ve broken in on a night we were at home. We have 
to come up with a way to save the art. 

STEVE #1: How are you going to do that?
STEVE #2: I have an idea. 
STEVE #1: You and your ideas!
STEVE #2: What have you got?
STEVE #1 says nothing.
All right then. We’ll do it my way.

LACY and STEVE # 3 enter, carrying large black port-
folio cases. They wear black stocking cap face masks.

STEVE #1: Look, sweetheart, I was right. They’re taking 
the art. 

STEVE #3: Would you shut up? 
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STEVE #2: Hey, he has kind of nice voice, wouldn’t you 
say? Deep and resonant.

LACY: Keep quiet, Steve. 
STEVE #2: Did you hear that? His name is Steve. Hi, 

Steve!
STEVE #3: Oh, thanks, you had to say my name. 
LACY: You had to start making small talk. Let’s finish and 

get out of here.
STEVE #3: This is going to take longer than we thought.
LACY: I was told they were out of town.
STEVE #2: Our trip to St. Thomas got cancelled at the last 

minute. 
STEVE #3/LACY: Shut up!
LACY: I think we got everything on the list.
STEVE #1: You have a list? What is this, a trip to the grocery 

store?
STEVE #2: I must admit, I don’t care if they take the art. 

You know, he bought it all anyway, and I’ve always hated 
most of it. Especially the Lichtenstein. 

STEVE #1: The Lichtenstein.
STEVE #2: The one in the bedroom. We just bought it. I 

know that’s your favorite but I’ve always hated it. He’s 
so over-rated. He likes Jeff Koons too. 

STEVE #1: I hate Jeff Koons.
STEVE #2: Oh, sure. You say that when we’ve got company, but 

I know how you really feel. Honey, when we get the insur-
ance money, let’s use it to buy something we both like.   

LACY: You got a Lichtenstein?  Let’s see . . . . Kippenberger 
. . . . Warhol . . . . There’s no Lichtenstein on the list.

STEVE #3: What’s a Lichtenstein?
STEVE #1: It’s a small fishing nation wedged between Es-

tonia and Latvia. 
STEVE #2: When all else fails, quote Bette Midler.
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STEVE #1: It was the best I could do on short notice.
STEVE #3: Can we gag them? 
STEVE #2: I would be happy to let Steve over there gag me. 

He can talk dirty to me while he’s doing it. With that deep 
toilet voice of his. 

STEVE #1/STEVE #3: Shut up!
LACY: Roy Lichtenstein is an artist. If they have a Lichten-

stein, we should take it as a bonus.
STEVE #2: Roy Lichtenstein is not just an artist. He was 

one of the key progenitors of the Pop Art movement. His 
comic book reproductions took the art world by storm. 
Can I help it if his content is puerile and his oeuvre 
derivative? 

STEVE #1: Hey, keep going. By the time you’re done demol-
ishing his reputation, they won’t even want it anymore.

STEVE #2: The one we have has a blonde woman shouting 
“Oh my god, I forgot to have children.”   She’s gorgeous, 
but she looks very distraught. I’d show you the pose, but 
I’m all tied up at the moment.  If you untie me, I’ll do a 
little demonstration.

LACY: Where is it?
STEVE #2: In our bedroom.
STEVE #1: I am going to kill you.
LACY: Go up to the bedroom and get it. It looks like a panel 

from a comic book. 
LACY throws him a black bag.

Put it in this.
Steve #3 exits.

STEVE #1: Well, since you told them about the Lichtenstein, 
I am going to tell them about the Barbies.

STEVE #2: You wouldn’t dare.
STEVE #1: Oh, yes, I would. My lover has a large collection 

of Barbie dolls in the den. They probably aren’t worth 
very much, but you might want to check them out.
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STEVE #2: They are Mint in Box. Some of them are worth 
thousands of dollars on the secondary market.

LACY: Really?
STEVE #2: Maybe I shouldn’t have said that.
STEVE #1: This could be a real coup for you. Whoever hired 

you for this little job will love it.
STEVE #2: A Lichtenstein that’s not on the list.
STEVE #1: And Barbies worth thousands.
LACY: We don’t have that much space in the truck. 
STEVE #1: Busy night, huh? Well, those little errands do 

pile up, don’t they?  
STEVE #2: Say, I hope you don’t mind my asking, but are 

you two like a couple?
LACY: We are not a couple. 
STEVE #2: I’m glad to hear that because I think your 

friend has a little gay vibe going on. Don’t you think 
so, Steve? 

STEVE #1: Maybe.
LACY: He does not have a gay vibe going on.
STEVE #2: See!  She likes him. But he doesn’t like her.  In 

That Way. I knew he was gay.
LACY: He’s not gay.
STEVE #1: Maybe she’s right. After all, he doesn’t even 

know who Roy Lichtenstein is. 
STEVE #2: But I bet he lights up if he sees those Barbie dolls. 

Hey, Miss Thing, I’ve got an idea. We have other stuff 
around here. Things that my domestic partner bought 
against my will. Most of it’s insured, you know? 

STEVE #1: I don’t like the overall direction of this conver-
sation. 

STEVE #2: I could show you where you can find some little 
extras. And in exchange, you can leave your friend Steve 
behind with us. 
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LACY: He does not like guys.
STEVE #2: Are you sure?
LACY: I’m sure.
STEVE #2: I wonder if he’ll pass the test.
STEVE #1: What test?
STEVE #2: The toy box test.
STEVE #1: Oh, yeah.  That’ll be interesting to see.
LACY: What is the toy box test?
STEVE #2: We have this little toy box upstairs. Handcuffs, 

dildoes, the usual. When your friend comes back, I just 
bet he’s been going through it.  If he has been, he’s defi-
nitely gay. And if he brings something down with him . 
. . . . (trails off)

LACY: What?
STEVE #2: He’s a bottom. How ‘bout this? If he fails the test, 

you have to take the paintings and leave him behind.
STEVE #1: I do not want her to leave him behind. 
STEVE #2: Oh, come on, Steve. It’ll be fun. We haven’t had 

a third for a while.
LACY: I’m not going to leave him. No more talk now. We’ll 

be out of here soon.
STEVE #2: Touchy, touchy. I can imagine this line of work 

would be rather stressful, huh, Steve?
STEVE #1: I never thought about it before, Steve, but I think 

you’re right. 
LACY: (after a moment) Are you really both named Steve?
STEVE #2: Unfortunately.  
STEVE #1: Hey, you used to like it. You thought it was cute. 

Steve and Steve. 
STEVE #2: The novelty has worn off. I’m thinking of chang-

ing my name to Omar. 
LACY: (after a moment)  His name is Steve, you know.
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STEVE #1/STEVE #2: We know.
LACY: The fact that he’s named Steve . . . it doesn’t mean 

anything, does it?
STEVE #2: Being named Steve isn’t actually isn’t a pre-

requisite for being a cocksucker, but it doesn’t hurt. 
LACY: I have to say, I’ve been trying to get his attention, 

but . . . . . (trails off, shrugs)
STEVE #2: Poor baby. I understand.
STEVE #1: What do you mean you understand?
STEVE #2: You know. I had to work to get your attention, 

because at first, you didn’t seem that interested either.
STEVE #1: I wasn’t. And I’m beginning to wonder if my 

first thought was the right one.
STEVE #3 enters with bag.
STEVE #3: I couldn’t find anything. No . . . .what did you 

call it?
STEVE #2: You couldn’t find the Lichtenstein.
STEVE #1: It’s kind of hard to miss.
STEVE #3: But I did find these.
STEVE #3 pulls a pair of leather gags out of the black bag.
LACY: What are those?
STEVE #3: Gags. I found them in this box they had upstairs. 

They’ve got all kinds of kinky shit up there. Chains. 
Paddles. Look!

STEVE #3 holds up a leather string upon which rubber balls 
are evenly spaced.

STEVE #1/STEVE #2: Our Ben Wa Balls!
STEVE #3: And look what else I found!  I thought it might 

be worth something.
STEVE #3 gets out a Barbie doll.
STEVE #2: Golden Jubilee Barbie.
STEVE #3: (looks at it admiringly) Pretty, huh?
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LACY: Put that down!  Mother fucker, you put that down 
right now.

STEVE #3: What’s the matter?
LACY: You agreed to help me with this. And now you go 

traipsing around picking up all kinds of things that aren’t 
even on our list. 

STEVE #3: Hey, I didn’t even want to do this in the first 
place.

STEVE #2: Ohhhhhh. Is this your first time?
LACY: Not mine. His.
STEVE #3: Hey, it’s not like I haven’t done shit before. 
STEVE #1: Really?
STEVE #2: Tell us all about it . . . . . 
STEVE #3: Well, I used to cook meth, which is how I met 

Lacy . . . . 
LACY: Stop. Stop. Don’t give them any more information. 

You are really going to fuck things up.
STEVE #3: What have I done?
LACY: You talked. They heard your voice. You couldn’t 

find the Lichtenstein. You roamed around the house. You 
called me Lacy. One damn thing after another. 

STEVE #2: You failed the test, that’s the problem.
LACY: That’s right. You failed the fucking test. Now I have 

to leave you here with them.
STEVE #1: I don’t think we ever agreed to that.
STEVE #3: What are you talking about?
STEVE #2: We proved to her that you were gay. So now 

she’s mad at you.
STEVE #3: I’m not gay. 
LACY: So why did you go through their toy box? And pick 

up that Barbie doll?
STEVE #3: What are you talking about?  I’ve been trying to 

get your attention ever since we met.
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LACY: What?
STEVE #2: She didn’t even notice.
STEVE #3: Maybe I should have tried harder.
LACY: Maybe you should have.
STEVE #3: Hey . . . . I just did this ‘cause I thought you 

wanted me to. I’ve been hoping I could talk you into 
giving it all up after a while. Doing something simpler.

STEVE #2: You could go back to selling drugs!
LACY: Oh, Steve!
STEVE #1/STEVE #2/STEVE #3: Yes?
LACY: Okay. Let’s just leave this shit here, go home and 

fuck.
STEVE #3: What’re you going to tell the Boss?
LACY: I’ll tell him that they had a big dog we didn’t know 

about.
STEVE #2: We’ll go out and buy one!  That’ll make your 

story more believable. We could get a Doberman.
STEVE #1: I don’t want a Doberman. They’re so aggressive. 
STEVE #2: Grrrr.
LACY: Listen, guys, we’ll just let ourselves out.
STEVE #2: You can leave the paintings. We’ll put them back 

ourselves.
STEVE #1: But if you wouldn’t mind untying us . . . . (trails 

off)
LACY: Oh, yeah.
The two untie Steve and Steve.
STEVE #3: Take it easy.
STEVE #2 hands STEVE #3 the Barbie doll.
STEVE #2: Here you go. A souvenir.
STEVE #3: Thanks guys.
LACY: You leave that here.

STEVE #3 shrugs and hands the doll back to Steve 
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#2. He and LACY exit.
STEVE #1: You’re not really thinking about changing your 

name to Omar, are you?
STEVE #2: Not anymore. (beat) Now we have to buy a 

Doberman. 
STEVE #1: We should probably buy a Lichtenstein, too, 

don’t you think? I mean, it seems only fair.

End of Play 



sTandinG rooM only

Aren Haun

Standing Room Only was presented by Pegasus Theater 
Company from September 21st through October 21st, 
2012. It was directed by Scott Kersnar and written by Aren 
Haun. The cast was as follows:

USHER:  Jacquelyn Wells
FIRST IN LINE:  Will Rupe
SECOND IN LINE:  Jim Maresca
THIRD IN LINE:  Lois Pearlman
FOURTH IN LINE:  Athena Gundlach
FIFTH IN LINE:  Todd Campbell
SIxTH IN LINE:  Darlene Kersnar

Pegasus Theater, Creative Producer:  Lois Pearlman, 
lois5@sonic.net
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CHARACTERS:
USHER
FIRST IN LINE
SECOND IN LINE
THIRD IN LINE
FOURTH IN LINE 
FIFTH IN LINE
SIxTH IN LINE 

SCENE: Outside a theater.

TIME: The present.

A line of people, waiting. An USHER stands at the 
head of the line, wearing a headset. 

THIRD IN LINE: Excuse me.
USHER: Yes?
THIRD IN LINE: Could you tell us how many seats are 

left?
USHER: Yes, of course. Just a minute.

(into headset)
Can I get a count on how many seats are left, please?  
Thank you.

(to Third in Line)
There are no seats left.

THIRD IN LINE: No seats?
SECOND IN LINE: No seats?  I wanted a seat.
USHER: I’m quite sorry. It’s standing room only.
THIRD IN LINE: Oh for God’s sake.
FOURTH IN LINE: How long is it?
USHER: I’m sorry?
FOURTH IN LINE: How long is the show?



2013—The BesT Ten MinuTe Plays
394

USHER: Quite long. 
THIRD IN LINE: Can’t you give us an exact running 

time?
USHER: Just a moment.

(into headset)
Yes, can I get an exact running time, please?  Thank 
you.

(to Fourth in Line)
It changes.

FOURTH IN LINE: It changes?
USHER: Yes. From performance to performance.
FIFTH IN LINE: Why does it change?
THIRD IN LINE: Yes, why, why does it change?
USHER: Well, it depends, you know, on a variety of factors. 

Each of which, you see, affect the overall duration.
FOURTH IN LINE: You don’t know why.
USHER: Not really, no.
SECOND IN LINE: Couldn’t you ask someone?
USHER: Just a moment.

(into headset)
Yes. Some people here would like to know why the run-
ning time changes. 

(Pause.)
I told them that. 

(Pause.)
Yes, I see. Thank you.

(to Fourth in Line)
No one knows.

SECOND IN LINE: What do you mean, no one knows?
USHER: The question raises too many metaphysical, not to 

say, practical considerations to be able to give a concrete, 
that is to say, definitive answer.

FOURTH IN LINE: Couldn’t you just give us some idea?
USHER: Quite long.
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THIRD IN LINE: How do you know it’s quite long?  You 
just said that nobody knows the answer.

USHER: I am basing my supposition on my considerable 
years as an usher.

FOURTH IN LINE: How long have you been an usher?
USHER: Oh, a considerable amount of time.
SECOND IN LINE: And how long have you been an usher 

for this particular show?
USHER: Quite a long time.
FOURTH IN LINE: Then you must know the running 

time.
USHER: My shift ends before the conclusion of the perfor-

mance. My replacement arrives to relieve me, you see, 
while the show is still in progress. 

FOURTH IN LINE: And how long is it until your replace-
ment arrives?

USHER: It depends.
SECOND IN LINE: Depends on what?
USHER: On when my replacement arrives.
FOURTH IN LINE: Do you mean to say that it changes from 

performance to performance?
USHER: I do.
THIRD IN LINE: Excuse me. What kind of operation is 

this?
USHER: Sorry?
THIRD IN LINE: I’m not standing in line all day for vague 

answers. I want assurances.
FIFTH IN LINE: We all want that.
THIRD IN LINE: First we are informed that there are no 

seats, that it is standing room only. Next we’re informed 
that no one knows the exact running time. I mean, what 
next?

FIFTH IN LINE: How much is it?
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USHER: How much?  You mean the price?
SECOND IN LINE: Yes, what’s the price for standing room 

only?
USHER: Quite expensive.
FOURTH IN LINE: Can’t you give us an exact price?
USHER: I’ll have to ask the box office. Just a moment.

(into headset)
Box office. Box office, are you there?

(to Fourth in Line)
They’ve gone on a break.

THIRD IN LINE: How long are we expected to wait?
USHER: It depends.
THIRD IN LINE: Depends?
SECOND IN LINE: Depends on what?
USHER: On when the box office is back from their break.
FOURTH IN LINE: Let me see if I understand correctly. Are 

we meant to stand in line for an indeterminate amount 
of time, to pay some astronomical sum, for a show that 
isn’t even worth seeing in the first place?

SECOND IN LINE: It was well reviewed.
FIFTH IN LINE: Please don’t talk about the reviews.
FOURTH IN LINE: Yes, I’m sorry, but have we become 

nothing but slaves to the reviews?!    
THIRD IN LINE: I heard it was overrated.
SECOND IN LINE: Who told you that?
THIRD IN LINE: My brother. He couldn’t get tickets, either, 

he heard it from someone else.
FOURTH IN LINE: It seems that no one has actually seen 

this show, yet everyone has an opinion about it.
SIxTH IN LINE: I’ve seen it.
THIRD IN LINE: You have?
SECOND IN LINE: (simultaneously) Have you?
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FOURTH IN LINE: What did you think?  
SIxTH IN LINE: It was unlike anything I’ve ever seen be-

fore. It’s extraordinary. And yet, ordinary.
SECOND IN LINE: What’s it about?
SIxTH IN LINE: Oh, many things.
FOURTH IN LINE: What’s one thing?
SIxTH IN LINE: Well, primarily, I’d have to say it’s about 

death.
FOURTH IN LINE: Oh, great.
SIxTH IN LINE: And life, life, too. And love, of course. And 

hate. And there’s a lot about art. Particularly classical. But 
also contemporary. Even modern. Almost post-modern. 
And it’s about family relations. Mother-daughter rela-
tionships. And father-son relationships. And also father-
daughter relationships. And mother-son relationships. 
And sibling relationships, of course. It’s also quite a bit 
about God. And also the absence of God. And faith. And 
the absence the faith. It’s about society. And greed. And 
hypocrisy. And also acts of generosity and altruism. It’s 
very political. Except there aren’t any politics. And of 
course it’s about teachers and nurses and auto mechanics 
and dentists. It’s even about ushers.

USHER: Is it?
SECOND IN LINE: You haven’t seen it?
USHER: (shakes head) I’m always working.
FOURTH IN LINE: (to Sixth in Line) Is that all?
SIxTH IN LINE: Well, naturally, I’m only skimming the 

surface.
FIRST IN LINE: I saw it, too. It was terrible.
SIxTH IN LINE: You thought it was terrible?
THIRD IN LINE: If you thought it was terrible, then why 

are you here?
FIRST IN LINE: I was so bored that I fell asleep the first time. 

I’m going back to make sure I didn’t miss anything.
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SECOND IN LINE: What didn’t you like about it?
FIRST IN LINE: Well, I agree it was about all of those things 

you just described . . . but who cares?  I mean, where’s 
the story?

FIFTH IN LINE: There’s no story?
SIxTH IN LINE: There’s a story. There are many stories.
FIRST IN LINE: There are many stories, but none of them 

add up to anything.  
SIxTH IN LINE: I admit the stories are unconventional. 

While at the same time, conventional. They don’t follow 
a traditional route. Still, they are quite traditional.

FIRST IN LINE: I keep thinking that something might have 
happened while I was sleeping that will explain every-
thing. Anyway, we’ll see.

FOURTH IN LINE: Did you get a sense of how long it 
was?

FIRST IN LINE: I couldn’t. I was asleep. In spite of that, how-
ever, I would say it seemed to go on for an eternity.

SIxTH IN LINE: For me, it was over much too quickly.
SECOND IN LINE: How much did you pay?
FIRST IN LINE: A small fortune.
SIxTH IN LINE: Worth every penny.
FIRST IN LINE: That’s why I decided to stand on line this 

time for the cheap seats.
THIRD IN LINE: I don’t like standing for long stretches.
FIRST IN LINE: It might help keep me awake.
SECOND IN LINE: I don’t think I want to see it now.
FOURTH IN LINE: Neither do I. We’ve become nothing but 

victims of advertising, haven’t we?  Being told what to 
see. Being told what to like. I mean, my God, when did 
everyone stop thinking for themselves?

SECOND IN LINE: I’m getting out of line.
THIRD IN LINE: But you’ve put in so much time already.
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SECOND IN LINE: It doesn’t sound like it’s for me.
SIxTH IN LINE: It’s for everybody, trust me.
FIFTH IN LINE: Even if it’s terrible, you don’t want to miss 

it, do you?
FOURTH IN LINE: I have to see it or my friends will never 

leave me alone.
FIRST IN LINE: Save your money. Take my word for it.
USHER: I have an announcement. The box office is about to 

open. The box office is about to open. Please have your 
credit cards ready.

THIRD IN LINE: I don’t know why, but I suddenly feel 
very excited.

FOURTH IN LINE: We’re all suckers, if you ask me.
USHER: The box office is now officially open.
THIRD IN LINE: Finally!  You’re going to see it, aren’t 

you?
SECOND IN LINE: Oh, all right. For God’s sake, I only 

hope it’s worth it.
USHER: Standing room only, people. Standing room only . . . 
The USHER opens the door. Everyone files in as the lights 

fade out.

End of Play



swiTzerland

Mayank Keshaviah

Switzerland was originally produced as part of L.A. Views 
V by Company of Angels Theater (Armando Molina, 
Artistic Director/Producer)  in Los Angeles, California, 
on April 28, 2012. It was directed by Daniel Muñoz; the 
scenic design was by Art Betanzos; the costume design 
was by Jeremy Waters; the lighting design was by Bosco 
Flanagan; the sound design was by Ivan Robles; the video 
design was by Dallas Wexler; and the production stage 
managers were Michael F. Venegas and Adam Gonzalez. 
The cast was as follows:

RICHARD: Rafeal F. Clements
STREET: Christian Gibbs
RAMON: Kamil Haque
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CHARACTERS:
RICHARD: African-American, forties.
STREET: African-American, late twenties.
RAMON: Mexican-American, early twenties.

PLACE: West Adams, a neighborhood in Los Angeles.

TIME: At dusk on April 30, 1992.

A small Mexican take-out joint with hand-painted wall 
murals. Fluorescent lights illuminate a couple of picnic 
tables and a beat up Galaga video game machine.

RAMON stands behind the takeout window, chopping 
onions and listening to Spanish-language news on 
the radio. Sirens wail in the distance.

STREET: (O.S.) Yo, Ramon. C’mere.
(RAMON doesn’t look up.) 

Ramon! Yo! Come give me a hand with this. Just for a 
minute.

RAMON: (Stopping his chopping and looking up.) What?
(RAMON shakes his head, wipes his hands on his 
apron, and exits to where the voice came from. He 
soon re-enters, carrying a chrome and glass coffee 
table with STREET, who is dressed in bright Cross 
Colours gear.) 

STREET: Watch that corner, man. You gonna scratch the 
chrome edging, and you know I can’t sell it like that.

RAMON: I toldju I don’t want that shit in here, didn’t I? 
Where’s your boy Drew?

STREET: Drew went to get a car. He’ll be back in a minute. 
For real. I’m just picking up a couple of burritos in the 
meanwhile.
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(They maneuver the coffee table and set it down. 
STREET plops down at one of the picnic tables. 
RAMON goes back to the takeout window.) 

Everything on ‘em, and make it saucy like you do.
RAMON: I toldju not to bring your shit in here. I toldju.
STREET: Be gone before you know, my man. As soon as 

you finish with those burritos, I’m outtie.
(A beat.) 

You been out there? You gotta get out there, man. It’s 
crazy!

RAMON: I been here.
STREET: And no one’s tried to hold your ass up?
RAMON: Nah. They just come by when they’re hungry . . . 

‘cause where else are thieving fools gonna get a burrito, 
right? 

STREET: What about your brother?
RAMON: What about him?
STREET: He was there with us. Got a nice couch too.
RAMON: I don’t care. All’s I know is he better not bring that 

shit in here. It’s six fifty, by the way.
STREET: Six fifty? Two burritos was five bucks last week.
RAMON: Last week the neighborhood wasn’t on fire.
STREET: Damn, man. You straight up Switzerland and shit. 

Rodney get his ass beat, whole city on fire, and you sling-
ing burritos and charging up the ass for ‘em like it’s a 
sunny day in Tijuana.

(RAMON hands STREET a white paper bag with 
the burritos in it.) 

RAMON: At least I ain’t stealin’.
STREET: Bullshit. You just ain’t getting your hands dirty 

like the rest of us. Smart like that.
(STREET pays RAMON and sits down. He takes a 
burrito out of the bag and eats it aggressively, coat-
ing his fingers in sauce.) 
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(A police siren wails just outside. STREET scram-
bles: he throws the burrito in the bag, throws the bag 
on the table, and awkwardly grabs the table, getting 
sauce all over it.) 

RAMON: Relax. They ain’t coming here.
STREET: Says you! I ain’t losing this table.
RAMON: Yeah, but you’re getting salsa all over it.
STREET: Shit!

(STREET grabs a clutch of napkins from the dis-
penser and wipes his hands and the table as fast as 
he can.) 

RAMON: Sit down and eat. Cops got other shit to take care 
of. Most days they don’t come around ‘til like one or two 
in the morning anyway.

STREET: A’ight. But if you’re wrong . . . 
RAMON: I’ll give you free nachos next time.
STREET: (Laughing.) Mother-fucker.

(STREET sits again and goes back to eating. RICH-
ARD enters, looking worn down. He’s dressed in a 
suit with his collar unbuttoned and his tie hanging 
loose. He looks long at STREET before ordering.) 

RAMON: What can I get you?
RICHARD: Carne asada burrito . . . everything on it . . . fries 

. . . and a medium Coke.
(RAMON starts making the order.) 

Oh, and uh, salsa on the side on the burrito.
 (RAMON nods. A few beats.) 

STREET: (Mockingly.) What’s up with the “salsa on the 
side”?

RICHARD: Not that it’s any of your business . . . but I don’t 
like my burrito dripping and falling apart when I eat it.

STREET: You don’t like it wet, huh? Does your girl know 
that?

RICHARD: Do you have a problem?
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STREET: Cool out, man. I’m just messin’.
(A beat.) 

But you know the drip is the best part. It’s tribal and shit. 
The feast after the kill. Wildebeest carcass still steamin’. 
Brothas hunkered down around it, squattin’, gnawing 
bones, dripping warm blood all over they hands and arms. 
They licked it all right. Wasn’t gonna waste that shit.

RICHARD: Do I know you? Because you keep talking like 
we’re kin or something.

STREET: You don’t know me. But you should. Especially 
if you in the market for, say, a nice chrome and glass 
coffee table?

(Showing it off like Vanna White.) 
Do it look like it might go good with your décor?

RICHARD: I’m fine, thanks.
(To RAMON.) 

Hey, how much longer on that order?
RAMON: Couple a minutes. Fries gotta cook.
STREET: Sounds like you don’t wanna talk, neighbor. How 

‘bout some gum? Little appetizer while you waiting for 
your food?

RICHARD: I’m fine.
STREET: It’s Fruit Stripe. You remember that shit? Take me 

back every time. Sure, the flavor go’n disappear in like 10 
seconds, but damn do it taste good them first few chews. 
And that funny colored horse—

RICHARD: Zebra.
STREET: Say what?
RICHARD: It’s a zebra. Not a horse.
STREET: Wait, the one with the—oh shit! A zebra! That 

totally makes sense. I mean, where the hell you ever see 
a horse with stripes? And colored stripes at that. But a 
zebra? Damn, that totally makes sense.

(A beat.) 
Ain’t they in the same family? Zebras and horses?
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RICHARD: I don’t know.
STREET: Well if they ain’t, they should be. That’s all I’m 

sayin’ . . . 
RICHARD: You know, I will take that gum.
STREET: (Holding out the package.)  Stripe it up, brotha.

(RICHARD grabs STREET by the arm instead. 
STREET drops the gum as RICHARD yanks him 
close and holds tight.) 

STREET: Man, what the—??
RICHARD: (A low, intense whisper.) Shut the fuck up!

(He peels back his suit jacket to reveal a holstered 
revolver, out of RAMON’s view.) 

RICHARD: Turns out, I am interested in that table after all. 
You deliver?

STREET: What?
RICHARD: My office is right around the corner. Down on 

Normandie. It’s right next to the furniture store that’s on 
fire. You might have even seen it before.

STREET: Wait, you think I—? Man, you must be mistaking 
me for—I mean, us black folk . . . we do all look alike, 
you know.

RICHARD: You’re right. We do. Just a bunch of niggers. 
‘Cause that’s sure what I felt like standing outside my 
store today. Trying in vain to call the police while you 
and your boys helped yourself to my merchandise.

STREET: It’s called reparations, because in case you don’t 
recall, we never did get ours.

RICHARD: Oh, I recall. But I make my own reparations. 
Take it back one paycheck at a time. Or at least I did, 
when I still had a store and merchandise to sell . . . 

RAMON: (Ringing the order bell.) Order up! Carne asada 
burrito, salsa on the side.

STREET: You want it back? Whoomp there it is! Take it. 
Shit.
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RICHARD: Take it? That’s all you got to say? What about 
my reparations? What do I get to take?

(He pulls the gun out of the holster.) 
STREET: Man, all I took was this table and a TV. I already 

sold the TV, so I’ma hafta get you back for that. But the 
rest of your “merchandise”? That ain’t on me. You got 
some other motherfuckers to go after for that shit.

RICHARD: (Almost laughing at the absurdity.) A table and 
a TV? That’s your reparations? That’s gonna wipe out 
the last 200 years?

STREET: It’s a little piece, man. One more brick. But we 
gonna need a helluva lot more bricks before we start 
talking about “wiping out.”

RICHARD: (Pointing the gun at STREET.) Then I hope you 
don’t mind if I grab a couple bricks myself. You’re all 
good with that, right?

(RICHARD jams the gun into STREET’s ribs.) 
STREET: Hey, you gotta break a few eggs to make that 

omelet. You gonna kill a motherfucker over a table? 
Do it. It ain’t gonna get your store back. Or your “mer-
chandise” . . . beyond that table, of course. But you want 
that brick? Take it. I would.

RICHARD: You would.
(Pulling back and letting the gun drop a little.) 

‘Cause motherfuckers like you never consider whose 
eggs it is you breaking. Protesting how they did Rodney 
by stealing from his kin . . . that’s low-down, Cain and 
Abel shit.

STREET: It ain’t about that. The Wildebeest is dead. Been 
dead since brothas sold they own into slavery. Prob’ly even 
before that. But you gonna blame us for squattin’ down to 
scoop up a little blood with our hands? Blood and bones is 
all we get, brother. Blood and bones is all we get.

RICHARD: No, blood and bones is all we got. We let that 
go, we may as well be swinging from trees again.

STREET: How many niggas live up in Baldwin Hills?
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RICHARD: Ignorant-ass motherfucker. All of my neighbors 
are black.

STREET: No. How many niggas? Understand the question. 
Because the fact is, the one color in your neighborhood, 
no matter what your eyes may tell you, is green. Not 
George and Weezy green neither. More like George and 
Martha green, if you get my meaning. See, you never 
tasted that blood or gnawed them bones. At least not the 
same ones we gnawin’, bru-tha. So whatchu know about 
“blood and bones”? That all we got? Or do we have even 
less than that?

(RICHARD, who has become increasingly agi-
tated during STREET’s tirade, now holds the gun to 
STREET’s head and cocks it.) 

RICHARD: Then lemme taste that blood, nigga! Gnaw them 
bones! Whatchu say, huh?? Ain’t it time I got a taste?? 
Ain’t it??

(Before RICHARD knows it, RAMON is behind him, 
resting the tip of his chef’s knife against RICHARD’s 
ribcage.) 

RAMON: Put it down. We got a camera. Put the gun down 
and walk away.

RICHARD: Get back behind the counter! This don’t concern 
you.

RAMON: It concerns me like a knife in the ribs might concern 
you. You order, I serve, you eat. That’s how it works.

STREET: Listen to the man. He talkin’ sense.
RICHARD: Let a motherfucker rob you, steal everything you 

own, and then tell me to follow the rules!
RAMON: Listen. I’m not telling you don’t do it. I’m telling 

you don’t do it here. You wanna beef with him down the 
block? Go ahead. Beat his ass. Shoot him. Whatever. But 
here, the only beef goes in the burritos. So take your beef 
and your salsa-on-the-side and move along.

(Ringing the bell again.) 
Order up.
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(RICHARD slowly uncocks and holsters his gun. He 
lets go of STREET and moves toward his order on the 
counter, indicating to RAMON that he’s not starting 
anything. He takes his bag of food and backs out of 
the place, keeping his eye on STREET as he exits.) 

STREET: Yeah! Get’cho ass out, motherfucker! Get’cho 
ass out!

RAMON: You too.
STREET: What?? C’mon man! I was just offering the mother-

fucker gum when he—
RAMON: Get out.
STREET: Oh, you wouldn’ta done the same? Like your 

brother did?
RAMON: Not when you bring it here. I toldju: you order, I 

serve, you eat. That’s how it works.
STREET: Man, fuck you and your drippy-ass, overpriced 

burritos. Shit.
(STREET awkwardly grabs the table and starts to 
exit with it.) 

STREET: Beans get me all gassy anyway . . . and your 
chicken is dry . . . fuck . . . 

(He exits with the table. After a moment, a gunshot 
is heard off stage. RAMON shakes his head and goes 
back behind the counter. He turns up the radio and 
starts chopping onions again with his knife.) 

(Sirens wail in the distance as lights fade to black.) 



True enouGh

Sonya Sobieski

Production History 
EBE Ensemble (Artistic Director, Eric Alba) from May 
3-12, 2012 at the 4th Street Theatre, New York City. Di-
rected by Caleb Eigsti.

JOE: Joe Mullen
BEAU: Nick Reinhardt
TRINA: Genevieve Hudson-Price
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CHARACTERS:
JOE: mid-twenties, mild-mannered shop owner and ama-
teur botanist, nerdily handsome
BEAU: late-twenties, Joe’s brother, cocky Hollywood 
power-broker
TRINA : mid-late twenties, Joe’s girlfriend, sexy puppeteer 
with a mysterious past

THE SCENE: A reasonably upscale restaurant bar.

TIME: The present.

(A nerdily attractive young man, JOE, in a restaurant bar. 
He reads a book titled “How to Make the Woman You Love 
Happier Than She’s Ever Dreamed.”  His older brother 
BEAU, a big man in a big suit, enters. Bear hug.)

BEAU: Dude. 
JOE: Dude. 
BEAU: How are ya, little dude?
JOE: I’m awesome, big dude.
BEAU: Psyched I could get a minute to see you, little 

dude. 
JOE: I’m psyched too, big movie mogul multi-millionaire 

dude.
BEAU: Shhh.
JOE: Why?
BEAU: Trying to keep a low profile. 
JOE: You liked it last time I called you that. 
BEAU: The people, the people. They have so little, they want 

so much. They hear who I am, they can’t help but beg, 
plead, for time, for money, for the very air I breathe. They 
keep giving me scripts. 
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JOE: Gosh. That sounds rough. 
BEAU: Yeah, they’re like 120 pages.
JOE: Do you read them?
BEAU: That would be like saying yes to terrorists. Don’t 

give an inch. 
JOE: I heard a story about a guy who saw a famous actor at 

a coffee shop and just happened to have his screenplay 
with him, and he was really polite and got the guy to take 
it, and then the guy’s plane got delayed and he actually 
pulled the script out and read it and liked it. 

BEAU: Everyone has heard that story and I tell you it’s a 
bald-faced lie. 

JOE: Oh. Well, no worries, I don’t have a script. I got a 
lady.

BEAU: So I hear. (He answers a text.) 
JOE: I think you’re really gonna like her.
BEAU: Can’t wait. 
JOE: What are you working on?
BEAU: Buddy caper in pet store. Hey, how’s your bodega 

doing?
JOE: Everyone loves baby clothes.
BEAU: I guess so! 
JOE: Those little shoes, little socks, tiny new lives, everyone 

gets so worked up about it. 
BEAU: Wish things were so simple where I come from.
JOE: We come from the same place. 
BEAU: Physically. The womb and whatnot. Mentally? Not 

a bit alike. We’re like two mutant peas in a pod. Mutant 
peas. That’s not bad. (He makes a note on his phone.) 

JOE: I’m cultivating a new genus of geranium for her.
BEAU: A new what? 
JOE: A whole new kind, never been seen before. Through 

grafting and hybridization. Yeah, botany. Who knew? 
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My window box business is really taking off. Baby 
clothes, window boxes, they’re like birthday cake and 
ice cream. 

BEAU: A whole new flower? 
JOE: I really think she’s the one. 
BEAU: “The one.” Huh. Ya know,where I come from, that 

is all we think about. We sell that idea, “the one.” But 
we don’t believe it, none of us. We don’t even want to. 
Because after “the one,” fade to black. Happily ever after. 
The end. No sequels. No sequels, no profits. 

JOE: Here she is. 
(TRINA enters. She’s extremely attractive, even a 
little trashy. Beau is awestruck. Joe and Trina give 
each other a sweet little kiss.) 

JOE: Beau, this is Trina. Trina, this is Beau. 
(Beau puts out his hand.)

BEAU: Pleased to—
(Trina takes his hand, pulls him to her, and plants a 
big kiss on his cheek.)

JOE: She has a very warm personality. 
BEAU: I am flamboozled—my little brother—gosh! Wow—

now I’m the one saying gosh. 
JOE: She knits baby mittens. That’s how we met.

(Trina pulls a monkey puppet out of her bag and 
puts it on.) 

JOE: And she does puppet shows. 
(Trina talks through the puppet in a funny voice.)

TRINA: What are you gonna eat? I’m starving. For ba-
nanas! 

JOE: She likes to practice. 
TRINA: (high-pitched monkey sounds)
JOE: Isn’t she good? 
BEAU: Uhhh . . . . 
JOE: Oh right, low profile. 
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BEAU: Yeah.
JOE: Maybe we should have sleepy monkey.

(Trina flops the monkey down on the table as if it fell 
asleep. It breathes heavily.) 

JOE: Sleepy monkey’s pretty cute, too. You should see her 
mittens. The yarn combinations are out of this world. 

(Trina takes her hand out of the puppet, leaving it 
on the table.)

BEAU: You’re very . . . accomplished. 
JOE: She’s brilliant. 

(During the following, Trina unrolls a ball of yarn 
and wraps it into a skein around Beau’s hands, which 
he dutifully holds out for her. 
Trina’s eyes are on Beau the whole time, and Beau 
finds the process extremely seductive. Joe doesn’t 
seem to notice.)

JOE: I admit, I had in the past allowed myself moments of 
self-congratulation. Thinking myself a visionary—with 
my window displays and geraniums. Making the flowers 
look like clothing and the clothing look like flowers. 

(Joe goes into his own reverie)
JOE: But Trina has shown me that’s just the tip of my imagi-

native iceberg. 
BEAU: You seem different from Joe’s usual girlfriends. 

(Trina raises an eyebrow.) 
BEAU: Okay, I don’t know what that is, his usual. 

(Beau goes into his own reverie)
BEAU: He was always head over heels in love with some-

one but I didn’t pay attention. He was just some patsy 
kid, sharing the same house. I left as soon as I could, I 
rocketed out of there. 

JOE: Finally, I understand what it is to be in a spiritual part-
nership. One in which what you give really does come 
back to you. In spades. In bushels. In window-boxes. 

BEAU: I was a rolling stone, rolling up up up. 
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JOE: A window-box can hold a world and now mine does. 
It holds her world, which is my world. 

BEAU: You couldn’t catch me, and who has time to talk 
when he’s soaring. 

JOE: I will create flower after flower and the power of our 
love will make everyone’s world a better place. 

(Light bulb moment, as Beau gets a burst of inspira-
tion.) 

BEAU: Buddy caper in pet store with a girl they both like. 
(He reaches for his phone and is about to make a 
note, then stops. A sudden pained thought.) 

BEAU: Oh—Oh. What if there is a “one” and my brother 
got her first? 

JOE: I feel like writing a poem. 
(Joe starts scribbling on a napkin.)

BEAU: (to Trina) Are you my “one?” 
(Trina has a puppet of a man with a moustache.)

TRINA: (in a deep voice)Your father never loved you. 
(Beau is horrified.)

BEAU: What? 
(Trina continues to address Beau in the man puppet 
voice and continues to be unheard by Joe.)

TRINA: He liked your brother better. 
(Beau grabs Joe, pointing at the man puppet and 
trying to speak, but unable to through his terror.)

JOE: You like the man? I think he’s—
(Beau shakes his head.)

JOE: Oh. The kids don’t either. She doesn’t use him in shows. 
Only in sessions with adults. Trina is also an art therapist. 
She helps to reenact painful situations in a unthreatening 
environment. 

BEAU: Did you hear what it—what she just said?
JOE: What? 
BEAU: What have you told her about me?
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JOE: We don’t talk about you, Beau. Trina’s not interested 
in Hollywood 

TRINA: You want the love of the movie-going masses to 
make up for your lonely childhood, but it never will. 

BEAU: Jooooeee—
JOE: Baby clothes, puppets, and me— 

(Joe turns out, in his own world again, oblivious.)
JOE: That’s what she’s interested in. 
TRINA: Flash in the pan.

(The puppet puts its hands over its mouth as if it 
didn’t mean to say that.)

JOE: At last, a woman willing to let herself be loved. 
BEAU: Flash in the pan?
TRINA: Sizzle, pop.
JOE: I’ve been afraid to introduce them. Afraid Trina might 

be attracted to all that fame and glamour. 
BEAU: I do important work.
TRINA: Not. 
JOE: But I just have to trust. I have to trust in our love.
BEAU: Joe. Joe, I don’t like the man. 
JOE: Honey, can you put the man away?
TRINA: Trina needs practice. 
JOE: Trina is perfect, just as she is.
TRINA: Art must never be complacent.
JOE: So true. Look how she challenges me. Gosh. I’m so lucky. 

I remember that day we met blah blah blah blah blah blah
BEAU: (to Trina) Who. Are. You? 
JOE: The flea market blah blah blah
TRINA: Your father never loved you. 
BEAU: Stop—
TRINA: He liked your brother better. 

(high-pitched monkey sounds)
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BEAU: Joe, Joe, I need to talk to you. Alone. 
JOE: Are you okay?
BEAU: She’s not right. There’s something wrong with her. 
JOE: What?
BEAU: How can you not see? 
JOE: What? Because she listens? Because she cares? There’s 

something wrong with her because she’s gorgeous and 
she’s with me? 

BEAU: No—
JOE: I am more than skin-deep. She is more than . . . You are 

too if you would only let yourself. Maybe you would even 
make a good movie. I’m sorry. I’m sorry, that was—why 
do you bring out the ugly?

BEAU: Haven’t you heard anything she’s said?
JOE: I’ve heard you, just like I always hear. This is about 

me, for once, this is . . . I’m going to get us some drinks 
and calm down. (to Trina) I’m going to get some drinks. 
You want a little umbrella, right?

(Trina nods. Joe exits. Trina and Beau are alone. 
Trina puts the puppets back in her bag. She makes 
eyes at Beau.)

BEAU: Oh no. 
(She shows her puppetless hands. She inches closer. 
She runs her fingers up Beau’s chest, across his lips. 
Beau starts to get into it. He runs his fingers across 
her chest. They kiss passionately.) 

BEAU: Wow, you’re a total whacko, but you’re hot. 
(Trina suddenly grabs Beau by his ear.)

BEAU: Ow ow ow ow ow ow ow!
TRINA: (her normal voice at last) Don’t. Make. A scene. 
BEAU: Ow. 
TRINA: You’re a total asshole, but you’re American royalty, 

with all that arrogance and wealth and complete oblivion 
to the time-bomb above your head waiting to go off and 
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leave you a drug-addicted freak craving simple affection, 
let alone a phone call from your agent, and I had to have 
a piece of it. But that’s it, just one piece. From now on, 
brother and sister, and not one word of this to anyone. 
Yeah, you and I know I’m not what I appear to be. I’ve 
lied and stolen and slept with more men than there are 
Fritos in a Big Grab. I don’t even like kids. But I’ll learn. 
If Joe wants a sexy art therapist puppeteer, then that’s 
what he gets. Joe deserves to have whatever he wants. 
He’s good and kind and the world hasn’t made many 
like him. Life means something when I’m with him. And 
you’re not going to ruin it. 

(Trina lets go just before Joe re-enters with the 
drinks.) 

JOE: Here you go. 
(Joe gives everyone their drinks.)

JOE: (to Trina) Before I forget, for you, for later.
(Joe puts the napkin-poem in Trina’s pocket. She 
smiles and signs “thank you.”)

JOE: (to Beau) Do you feel better?
BEAU: Yeah. You?  
JOE: Yeah. Sorry I got a little out of control there. 
BEAU: No. No, it’s cool. 

(A beat as they stand around awkwardly.)
BEAU: I got an idea for a new series. I think it has to be a 

series. About a lady in the American frontier who speaks 
truth through her ventriloquist dummy. She’s works as a 
mind-reader on the vaudeville circuit. Very “Deadwood” 
meets “Lost.” 

JOE: Write it down.
BEAU: I’ll remember. 
JOE: I’ve been thinking about this dream that I used to have. 

In this dream, I’m running through beautiful green fields 
and woods. The sun is dappling through the trees. And 
my special someone is beside me. I know it’s her, even 
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though, then, I couldn’t see her. I didn’t know what she 
looked like. But now I do. Now I know what she looks 
like. 

(Joe gazes at Trina. Beau holds up his drink for a 
toast.)

BEAU: Well, hell. To love. 
JOE: To true love.
BEAU: To true love. 
TRINA: (high-pitched monkey sounds) 

(Fade to black.)



TwenTy-Three hundred

Mark Rigney

“Twenty-Three Hundred” was first produced by the Drift-
wood Players (Edmonds, WA)  in July of 2012, and was 
directed by Diane McClure. The cast was as follows:

CLARA DELANEY: Ginger Jensen
JOEY MORRISON: Jered Perez
SHERIDAN MORRISON: Amy Schumacher 
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CHARACTERS:
CLARA DELANEY: Female, twenties, a clerk working 
the night shift.
JOEY MORRISON: Male, twenty, a thirsty Marine.
SHERIDAN MORRISON: Female, twenties, Joey’s pro-
tective older sister. 

PLACE & SET REQUIREMENTS:
A convenience store. Or a liquor store. In any event, a 
shop that sells beer. A counter would be ideal, perhaps 
Formica-topped. Perhaps with a cash register or a Plexi-
glas display of Chapstick or chocolate chip cookies? But 
really all you need are two six-packs of beer, one full, one 
empty. Long-necks.

THE TIME: A midsummer’s night in 2012, late.

.
A shop that sells beer. A counter would be ideal, perhaps 
with a cash register or a Verifone? Maybe a cheap Plexi 
display of energy pills? The important thing is that there be 
some sort of barrier between DELANEY, the bored clerk, 
and MORRISON, who is just now approaching the counter 
with a six-pack of beer. Delaney is female, Morrison male. 
Morrison wears fatigues for trousers, desert-style camo.

DELANEY: You got I.D.?
MORRISON: For this? It’s beer.
DELANEY: Copy that. You got I.D.?
MORRISON: Do I look like I need I.D.?
DELANEY: Yeah. You do.
MORRISON: Listen, sister. You know where I just got back 

from?
DELANEY: Does this place you just came back from mean 

you get to break the law?
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MORRISON: I-raq. I was just in I-raq.
DELANEY: Uh-huh. And now you want a drink.
MORRISON: Damn straight I do.
DELANEY: How long you been back?
MORRISON: Three weeks, two days, a couple hours.
DELANEY: My advice? Quit with the drinking while you’re 

ahead.
MORRISON: I don’t get it. I show up in my fatigues, people 

sell me beer. 
DELANEY: It’s my patriotic duty, is that it?
MORRISON: I’m old enough to hold down guard duty on 

hostile soil. You sayin’ that ain’t good enough for a 
beer?

DELANEY: Six beers, actually.
MORRISON: What the hell’s the difference?
DELANEY: Five.
MORRISON: Are you being smart ‘cos you’re a girl and you 

think I won’t hit you?
DELANEY: Try. ‘Cos I got an alarm button and pepper spray 

and mace and a whole world of surprises you really don’t 
want to know about.

MORRISON: Okay, look, this is stupid. You ring up the 
six-pack, I pay for it, and I go home to watch my movie, 
outta your hair.

DELANEY: You’re underage, and you don’t have I.D.
MORRISON: I got I.D. Look. Here.
DELANEY: Uh-huh. And what do you know. You’re 

twenty.
MORRISON: Okay. You? Stay right there.

Morrison, leaving the beer, storms off, exiting.
DELANEY: Look, I don’t make the law, okay? If I had my 

way, you’d get beer at sixteen, wine at seventeen, hard 
stuff at eighteen . . . 
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Delaney returns to whatever it was she was doing 
before Morrison showed up. We hear car doors 
opening, slamming. Then Morrison returns, with 
SHERIDAN, his sister.

MORRISON: Will you just come?
SHERIDAN: Come where, Joey? What are we doing?
MORRISON: Here, see? See that?
SHERIDAN: What am I looking at?
MORRISON: That six-pack. See it?
SHERIDAN: Joey . . . 
MORRISON: She won’t sell. You get me? She won’t sell 

me my beer!
SHERIDAN: Seriously? She won’t . . . ? (To Delaney) Hey. 

What’s the deal?
DELANEY: You must be so proud, having a pit bull for a 

girlfriend.
SHERIDAN: I’m his sister. 
MORRISON: Heh!  Swing and a miss!
SHERIDAN: And you know what? If my little brother wants 

to chill on the couch with a movie and a freakin’ six-pack 
of beer, you’re not gonna stand in his way. You get me?

DELANEY: (To Morrison) Wow. Here you are, an I-raq 
veteran, with your sister leading the charge.

SHERIDAN: Hey!  My brother is a Marine, you get me? 
A Marine!  And he has fought for his country and done 
his tour.

DELANEY: But he doesn’t get beer. ‘Cos he’s underage.
MORRISON: See? See?
SHERIDAN: Listen, you. You know what’s tougher than a 

Marine?
DELANEY: How ‘bout you enlighten me?
SHERIDAN: A Marine’s pissed-off sister. Now sell him that 

six-pack.
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DELANEY: How ‘bout you buy it. You look over twenty-
one. I’m not sayin’ how much over, but clearly well past 
twenty-one.

SHERIDAN: Yeah? How old are you?
DELANEY: Me? I’m old enough to drive, old enough to 

vote, old enough to wear a uniform, old enough to drink, 
but not quite old enough to satisfy a goddamn rental car 
insurance company. Does that answer your question?

MORRISON: Heh. I kind of like that.
SHERIDAN: Shut up. (To Delaney) And you. Take his 

money.
DELANEY: See that sign on the door? “We reserve the right 

to refuse service to anyone.”  And that includes underage 
servicemen and their blowhard sisters.

MORRISON: Heh. Nice one.
SHERIDAN: Will you shut up? (To Delaney) Now are you 

gonna sell him that six-pack or not?
DELANEY: No. Which is a pretty simple word, and I don’t 

see how you failed to understand it the first ten times I 
deployed it. Or are you both so inbred, unread and brain-
dead and that you can’t follow the most basic concepts 
in the English fucking language?

MORRISON: Heh. (To Sheridan) She’s pretty good, huh?
SHERIDAN: Okay, hold up. That’s far enough. I’ll buy the 

six-pack.
DELANEY: But this establishment reserves the right to refuse 

service to anyone. Remember?
SHERIDAN: What, you seriously won’t sell me the beer?
DELANEY: That’s affirmative.
SHERIDAN: I have a right to buy that beer. This is cash, 

see? Legal tender!
DELANEY: Do I need to call a cop, soldier?
SHERIDAN: No, you don’t need to call a––what is your 

problem?
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MORRISON: (To Delaney) Wait. You were in I-raq, too.
SHERIDAN: What?
MORRISON: You were, weren’t you? You’re a vet.
DELANEY: Marine, actually. First Lieutenant Clara Delaney. 

You can salute, if you want.
MORRISON: So, ma’am, let me get this straight. We’re both 

Marines, and you won’t sell me a beer?
DELANEY: You been back how long, three weeks?
MORRISON: Yes, ma’am.
From behind the counter, Delaney produces a six-pack of 

empties.
DELANEY: (Counting bottles) I been back one, two, three, 

four, five . . . six months.
MORRISON: Ma’am. What am I looking at?
DELANEY: My tally for this shift. So far.
SHERIDAN: Fine. So you’re a capital-A alcoholic. My 

brother is not.
DELANEY: Yet.
MORRISON: So, ma’am, this is you, what? Protecting me?
DELANEY: Take it any way you want. Now go home.
SHERIDAN: Have it your way. We’ll get our six-pack across 

the street.
DELANEY: Be my guest.
MORRISON: (To Sheridan) No. Hang on. (To Delaney)   

Ma’am, you don’t have to sell me the beer. You’re right 
about that. I am underage. But that’s not why you won’t 
sell it to me, and I think I got a right to know why.

SHERIDAN: Joey, didn’t you hear the woman? She’s an 
alkie!

MORRISON: Sheridan, for once? Shut up.
Sheridan flounces away, exiting.

Now ma’am, are you seriously gonna make me ask 
again?
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DELANEY: What do you want? My PTSD sob story? 
My particular version of “What I seen” and “What I 
done”?

MORRISON: No, ma’am. Just an answer.
DELANEY: Let me ask you something. Are you staying in?
MORRISON: My next tour is Germany someplace.
DELANEY: Germany.
MORRISON: Yes, ma’am.
DELANEY: A lot of good beer in Germany.
MORRISON: Yes, ma’am.
DELANEY: Stop calling me that.
MORRISON: No, ma’am. You got a silver bar.
DELANEY: Which I’m not wearing. And we’re not on 

duty.
MORRISON: True that, ma’am.
DELANEY: Will you stop?
MORRISON: No, ma’am. I’m a Marine, and a Marine is 

respectful to his superiors.
DELANEY: You are dumb as a box of rocks.
MORRISON: Yes, ma’am.
DELANEY: What’s your name, Marine?
MORRISON: Joe Henry Morrison, ma’am.
DELANEY: You from around here?
MORRISON: Yes, ma’am. Two miles thataway.
DELANEY: And you honestly expect me to break the law 

so you can have a drink?
MORRISON: No, ma’am. I do not believe in Marines break-

ing the law.
Sheridan enters.

SHERIDAN: Joey, will you get your skinny ass back in the 
car?

MORRISON: I’m coming, all right? I got business in here.
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SHERIDAN: If you’re trying to get into her pants, let me tell 
you from here, it is not gonna work.

MORRISON: Will you just wait?
SHERIDAN: Whatever.

Sheridan exits.
DELANEY: So. Are you?
MORRISON: Am I what, ma’am?
DELANEY: Trying to get into my pants.
MORRISON: Uh, no, ma’am. Negative. At least I don’t 

think so.
DELANEY: What movie did you get?
MORRISON: Top Gun. Plus Sheridan got Mean Girls, which 

I don’t want to watch ‘cos that’s like some kind of pussy 
girl movie, but. Sorry. Ma’am.

DELANEY: Would you believe I’ve never seen Top Gun?
MORRISON: If you say so, ma’am. But if that’s true, then 

you should come see it. Tonight. With me.
DELANEY: Seriously?
MORRISON: Yes, ma’am. And me and Sheridan, we got like 

a total of one beer left and no other alcohol in the house 
except maybe rubbing alcohol and some vanilla extract, 
and maybe a half a bottle of cough syrup, and I promise 
to physically prevent you, if need be, from requisitioning 
any of those items.

DELANEY: I think that’s about the corniest, nicest thing 
anybody’s said to me in six months.

MORRISON: Yes, ma’am. And I’d also like to thank you for 
your service to your country. (Off Delaney’s amusement)   
So, how ‘bout I come back once you’re all closed up?

DELANEY: Would you?
MORRISON: Damn straight, ma’am. You name the time.
DELANEY: That time is twenty-three hundred. Plus ten to 

lock up.
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MORRISON: Copy that, ma’am. Twenty-three hundred. 
Exceptin’ that you still didn’t answer my question.

DELANEY: I got a little brother. About your age. He drinks 
a helluva lot more than me. And I wish he wouldn’t.

MORRISON: He a Marine, ma’am?
DELANEY: Army. The dope.
MORRISON: Copy that, ma’am. All right, then. Twenty-

three hundred plus ten.
DELANEY: Booyah.

Grinning, Morrison exits. Delaney reaches for the 
full bottles Morrison abandoned on the counter. 
Possibly she just stares at them, in which case they 
stare back, silently. Or, perhaps she rings them up: a 
present for Joey and Sheridan . . . and herself.
Blackout. 

End of Play



 “whaT are you GoinG To Be?”
Steven Korbar

“What Are You Going to Be?” premiered at the 9th Annual 
Ten-Minute Play Festival at the Secret Rose Theatre in 
North Hollywood, CA on August 18th, 2011.  

Directed by Kaz Matamura. 
Cast: 
GREG: Charlie Schlatter
CAROL: Melissa Gilbert
NATALIE: Julia Schlatter.

It was subsequently produced in this shorter, published 
version at Little Fish Theatre in LA, CA in October of 
2011. 

Directed by Margaret Schugt. 
Cast: 
CAROL: Annie Vest 
GREG: Steven Korbar
NATALIE: Hannah Kreiswirth 

In October 2012 by FACT in New York City. 

Director by Gus Ferari. 
Cast: 
CAROL: Heather Edwards
GREG: Marc Raco
NATALIE: Meghan Garmany.

Originally produced by 
Fire Rose Productions/Kaz Matamura.         
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CHARACTERS:
GREG: thirties to forties
CAROL: thirties to forties
NATALIE: an adolescent girl

SETTING: An upper middle class home—decorated for 
Halloween.

TIME: Early evening

Lights come up to find CAROL seated in a living 
room setting. She is very still and appears rather 
stunned. After a moment GREG enters. He is carry-
ing a grocery bag and is in high spirits.

GREG: Okay, don’t get mad at me, but I broke my promise—I 
bought more Halloween candy! I know we already have a 
ton but A) they were having an incredible sale and B) and 
most importantly . . . they’re “Junior Mints”! I figure we can 
just put them in the back of the cupboard and conveniently 
forget them till Trick or Treating is over tomorrow night. Oh 
don’t be all angry. “Junior Mints”! . . . What’s the matter?

CAROL: (A choked voice) . . . Natalie . . . 
GREG: (Stricken) What? . . . What!?

Quickly becoming hysterical. Dropping the bag
Oh God! Natalie. NATALIE! Where is she, where . . . 

CAROL: No. No, she’s fine. She’s not hurt or sick or any-
thing.

GREG: Then why did you . . . Oh my God! What is wrong 
with you!? Why did you say ‘Natalie’ like something 
horrible happened?

CAROL: (Flatly) I’m sorry.
GREG: You scared the living . . . you don’t joke around like 

that—you took ten years off my life, you, you made me 
drop my “Junior Mints”.
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CAROL: I’m very sorry. I should have phrased what I had 
to say differently.

GREG: What could you have to say that was worth giving 
me a cardiac infarction?

CAROL: Natalie . . . finally decided what she’s going to be 
for Halloween.

GREG: (A beat) Her Halloween costume. Carol, what is the 
point of all this family therapy if you’re just going to 
keep overreacting to every little thing? You know what 
Dr. Penelope told you; perspective is what we have to 
strive for. If you just take a step back and a deep cleansing 
breath; pretty soon you’re going to see that what seemed 
so dire really wasn’t such a terrible . . . 

NATALIE enters. We assume she is a normal adoles-
cent girl, though it is hard to tell as she is dressed in 
the burka of a Muslim woman from the Middle East. 
Her costume is heavy, black and very constricting. 
GREG stares at her for a long moment. He looks at 
CAROL and then back to NATALIE, Trying desper-
ately not to overreact.

 . . . Hey princess.
NATALIE: Hi Dad
GREG: What’cha doing?
NATALIE: Just trying on my Halloween costume.
GREG: So you decided against the ballerina?
NATALIE: Yeah. I’m going to be a Muslim woman from the 

Middle East instead.
GREG: Why . . . did you decide to be that?
NATALIE: Cause I wanted a costume not a lot of other girls 

would have.
GREG:  . . . Good job.
NATALIE: There isn’t any reason you don’t want me wear-

ing this . . . is there?
GREG: I . . . can’t think of any.
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NATALIE: Good. Well, I’m going to go back to my room, 
figure out which way is Mecca and practice lying face 
down on the floor.

NATALIE exits
GREG: (A long beat. Trying desperately to sound reasonable) 

Well . . . we said no Lady Gaga.
CAROL: This is not my fault. I am a good mother—there are 

no preservatives in anything I feed that girl.
GREG: This is not about fault. This can be an opportunity; 

to learn more about our daughter and try to understand 
her thought process.

NATALIE: (OFF STAGE) I can hear every word your saying.
GREG: (Yelling towards the direction of her room) Well then 

shut your door Missy!
To CAROL. More quietly

Let’s just try to discuss this quietly. Now, where did she 
get the . . . 

CAROL: Burka is the word you’re trying to sound casual 
saying. And I don’t know where she got it—I was too 
terrified to look through her browsing history.

GREG: There is no reason to be terrified. There is nothing 
wrong with being Middle Eastern. We cannot let her 
feel we have a problem with that. Muslims are human 
beings just like you and me—we see them every day 
on “Anderson Cooper”. We just have to figure out why 
Natalie wants to dress like one.

CAROL: I know why—to destroy me. She’s rejecting every-
thing I’ve ever taught her about being a modern, post-fem-
inist woman and chosen the most subservient, oppressed 
female roll model she could find. My God, she might as 
well just be dressing up as my mother for Halloween!

GREG: Those are a completely different set of issues. What 
matters now is that if we decide it’s better for her not 
to wear this costume, she doesn’t think it’s because we 
have any sort of discriminatory . . . 

NATALIE enters
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NATALIE: Hey mom, can I have a needle and thread to fix 
my costume; I think too much of my face is showing.

GREG: You know sweetie, we actually wanted to talk to 
you about your costume and what you’ll be wearing 
tomorrow night.

NATALIE: I’ll be wearing this.
GREG: Maybe . . . but your mom and I would like you to 

be aware of all your options. For instance, you could 
reexamine the whole line of Disney princesses—there’s 
Jasmine from “Aladdin”. All the same ethnicity and you 
could look so pretty.

NATALIE: No. Nobody my age is going to wear a princess 
costume. And even if I did it sure wouldn’t be Jasmine- 
she’s a total infidel. Anyway, who cares what I wear, 
it’s just a costume and the costumes we wear shouldn’t 
matter . . . right Dad?

GREG: Right! . . . right.
CAROL: Natalie, it’s just that we feel it might seem dis-

respectful to people of the Muslim faith for you to be 
wearing this as a costume for Halloween.

GREG: (Impressed with CAROL’S ruse) Good!
Immediately to NATALIE. Earnestly

Right. Halloween is more of a secular holiday and it’s 
just better to keep religion out of it.

CAROL: Remember how the Davis’s passed out bible quotes 
instead of candy last Halloween; their house got TP’d 
for four straight nights.

NATALIE: (Suspiciously) Tell me the truth; this really isn’t 
because the two of you have got some weird thing against 
Islam, is it?

GREG: No!
CAROL: No!
GREG: No!
CAROL: No!
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GREG: It’s just; you don’t want to belittle anyone’s faith 
sweetie. I mean, you wouldn’t run around asking for 
candy dressed as a Catholic nun, would you?

CAROL: Well honey, some people do go out dressed as nuns. 
It’s a costume; they go out dressed as slutty nuns.

GREG:  . . . Those are slutty nurses.
NATALIE: No, she’s right. Some are nurses but a lot of them 

are slutty nuns too.
GREG: Okay, fine. There are slutty nun costumes; but you 

wouldn’t go out dressed in one would you?
NATALIE: No. I already know two girls who are going as 

that.
GREG: (More frustrated) I think it is just culturally insensi-

tive to these people as a group.  And by these people I do 
not mean . . . (Catching himself and making air quotes) 
‘These People’. I just, I don’t feel comfortable with you 
dressing this way.

NATALIE: When Lauren Nakamura went dressed as a geisha 
last year, the two of you wouldn’t stop gushing about 
how adorable she looked.

GREG: That is completely different.
NATALIE: Why, because Arabs frighten you but you find 

Asians all cute and non-threatening?
GREG: Absolutely not!
CAROL: No!
GREG: Do not put words in my mouth! The image of the 

passive Asian is nothing but a ridiculous, antiquated 
racial stereotype!

CAROL: Of course it is.
GREG: Just look at Pearl Harbor.

After realizing what he’s said, putting a discrete hand 
over his mouth

CAROL: What your father means is he would like you to 
find another costume to wear.
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NATALIE: What would he like me to be; a white, male, 
Protestant who can prove he’s straight?

GREG instinctively moves to attack NATALIE-mut-
tering something like “You miserable little . . . ”. 
Carol restrains him.

CAROL: This is not a judgment on anyone’s religion or 
race.

NATALIE: Then why is Dad getting all freaked out?
GREG: I am not getting freaked out; nobody ever even 

mentioned terrorism.
NATALIE: What!?
GREG: I mean; it is wrong to ascribe the worst in human 

nature to any one particular people. And anybody who 
does that is ignorant and we should just feel sorry for 
them.

NATALIE: Then I can go like this?
GREG: I will lock you in the crawl space first.
NATALIE: Well my friend Lele really is Muslim and she likes 

this costume and she’s totally cool with me wearing it.
GREG: I don’t care what your friend thinks. You are not 

wearing that costume. It is inappropriate; it’s thoughtless 
and wearing it would just be plain insulting to the people 
and culture of Islam!

NATALIE: Is that what all of your Muslim friends say 
Dad?

GREG tries to answer but is left with his mouth open. 
NATALIE stares at him for a beat, turns and exits in 
triumphant silence

GREG: (A beat, then erupting in frustration) What is going on 
here! I don’t understand, why is she doing this to us!

NATALIE: (Off stage) I can still hear you!
GREG: I am going to remove that door from its hinges!
NATALIE: (Off stage) That doesn’t even make sense—I 

could hear you better then!
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GREG: I know that!
Moving to CAROL. Whispering

She used to be so sweet when she was little.
CAROL: I told you we shouldn’t have let her have all those 

inoculations.
GREG: We could just cram her into a stuffed pumpkin and 

that was her costume.
CAROL: Polio and Rubella; fine. But she was never right 

again after that Smallpox vaccine.
GREG: (Humiliated) I said terrorist.
CAROL: And Pearl Harbor.
GREG: Since the day she was born I’ve tried to teach her to 

respect diversity. She has been to every church, heard 
every philosophy; we introduced her to that school 
friend of yours who’s a Wiccan and a Lesbian. I’ve 
taken that girl to so many Bat mitzvahs in the last year 
I could practically poach a salmon all by myself. I paid 
$125.00 for a dress so she could look right at her friend’s 
quinceanera and another $15.00 to the gardener to learn 
how to pronounce quinceanera! What in the hell more 
do I have to do—she wouldn’t go with me to the Tyler 
Perry movie!

CAROL: If you ask me this whole place is just crawling 
with Radon.

GREG: Will you stop blaming everything on hazardous 
materials.

CAROL: Well I told you; it’s not me. I breast fed that kid 
for fourteen months and stayed glutton free the whole 
time—I did my part.

GREG: Well all I know is I left a peaceful home this morning, 
worked hard all day for my family and when I walked 
back through the front door this evening suddenly it’s a 
Jihad! Where did that come from?

CAROL: Well not my side of the family—she didn’t inherit 
any of that gamy, exotic blood from me.
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GREG: . . . And what in the hell is that supposed to mean?
CAROL does not respond

I’m part Dutch, part Scots/Irish and 1/8th Armenian.
CAROL points at him as if to say ‘Bingo’

Armenia is in Europe.
CAROL: Oh no it’s not. Not real Europe. Not “Sound of 

Music” Europe. You’ve always had a little smudge of the 
Third World on you; I knew it the first time I saw that 
dusky little mother of yours—I mean, no offence, but the 
woman’s always looked like she just finished carrying a 
jug of water on her head.

GREG: Are you out of your mind?
CAROL: And there’s another trait that’s straight out of the 

Casbah—your condescending manner towards women. 
So archaic and primitive—it’s down right patriarchal.

GREG: Oh really, is that what your Wiccan friend would 
call it?

CAROL: And a homophobe to boot.
GREG: You are making me very angry!
CAROL: Oh boy, start gathering up your stones everybody: 

I feel an honor killing coming on!
GREG :Do you even understand the sociopolitical implica-

tions of what you’re saying? This is the kind of thinking 
that fostered colonialism for the last two centuries.

NATALIE enters no longer wearing the burka
NATALIE: Okay, okay, okay—just stop the arguing, alright! 

If this is what it’s going to do to you, fine; I won’t wear 
the stupid costume. If my parents can’t handle somebody 
dressing a little different then I guess I was just expect-
ing too much! Everyone has their secret little hates and 
prejudices, even my own mother and father. That’s just 
how it is. So I’ll just do what you want. I’ll go back to 
wearing my original Lady Gaga costume . . . unless you 
have something against her religion too?

CAROL and GREG simultaneously shake their 
heads
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Okay then. That’s how it’s going to be and we won’t even 
talk about it anymore.
I’m not a baby-it’s not like I can’t stand disappointment. 
I guess I have to start getting used to it sometime, don’t 
I?

GREG: (Earnestly) Natalie . . . I want you to know I think 
you’ve shown a lot of maturity tonight. And maturity is 
a rare thing at any age.

NATALIE: Thanks Dad—I bet that’s just how Anderson 
Cooper would have put it.

NATALIE exits. There is a silence
GREG: Well, I think it all worked out for the best.
CAROL: In the long run I think so.
GREG: It’s good she made the decision by herself.
CAROL: It wouldn’t have been right if we’d had to force 

her.
GREG: These are volatile times; it’s just better not to broach 

certain subjects.
GREG: (Suddenly aware) . . . Did she just play us?
CAROL: Played us like a violin.
GREG: She was never going to wear that as a costume, was 

she?
CAROL: She was going as Lady Gaga if she’d had to slit 

our throats.
GREG: We really did kind of raise a terrorist, didn’t we?
CAROL: Utterly remorseless.
GREG: It’s just stunning. How she manipulated us. The 

way she preyed on our irrational fears and exploited our 
ingrained prejudices. And for no other reason but to get 
what she wanted from us.

CAROL: I always did tell her she could be the first woman 
president of the United States.

GREG: Well, she sure had my number. If anyone asks me, I 
guess I know what I’m going to be for Halloween.
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CAROL: Your own adolescent daughters little bitch?
GREG: I was going to say a hypocrite. How can I ever look 

another Arab American in the eye again?
CAROL: Well, since I don’t think there are any in our ‘Emo-

tional Eating’ class, I doubt it will be a problem. Anyway, 
Halloween will be over and done with tomorrow night, 
and if we’re lucky we can just put the whole horrible 
thing behind us.

GREG: Can we? Christmas is only two months away.
CAROL: (Remembering a horrible fact) . . . Oh my God.
GREG: She’s still got her heart set on that puppy.
CAROL: Oh no! The dander . . . the dander. We can’t have 

it in the house!
GREG: (Low and fatalistic) We may not have a choice Carol. 

We may not have a choice
(A distraught beat. Then yelling in the direction of 
NATALIE’s bedroom)

I know you can hear me!
NATALIE is heard laughing Off Stage CAROL and 
GREG cower together.

End Of Play
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CHARACTER:
KATRINA: thirties, a very pretty, high-powered project 
manager
JEREMY: thirties, a sweet and tender cartoonist
CARLOS: twenties, a hot, sexy Latin American with a 
beautiful body 

The ages of Katrina and Jeremy could range from the late 
twenties to forties as long as the two are age appropriate 
for each other.

TIME:  Present day.

PLACE:  Katrina’s bedroom in her apartment in a big city.

(In the semi-darkness, we hear sounds of lovemaking, 
during which JEREMY mutters “adzes.”  Suddenly 
KATRINA screams in disgust and jumps out of bed, 
putting on a sexy silk robe. Jeremy rushes after her, 
pulling on boxer shorts or sweats. He’s holding a 
cell phone. He turns on a light.)  

JEREMY: What’s wrong? Where are you going?
KATRINA: How could you? 
JEREMY: Come back. You can’t go out like that. 
KATRINA: But you can. 
JEREMY: But we were having a good time.
KATRINA: You were texting just as I was—
JEREMY: Yeah, that was so hot.
KATRINA: Do you have any idea how that makes me 

feel? 
JEREMY: Pretty good, from what I could tell.
KATRINA: It’s like having a third party in our bed—I mean, 

my bed. I feel left out. 
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JEREMY: We’re so good together. Don’t make me leave. I 
got a lot of my things here.

KATRINA: I know. You’re practically living here—you and 
your iPhone. Always, tap, tap, tap.

JEREMY: Babe, you’re over analyzing. Come back to bed. 
I’ll put the phone on mute. 

KATRINA: Mute? I’d like to see you flush that thing down the 
toilet. I’m surprised it hasn’t happened, the way you’re 
always carrying it everywhere.

JEREMY: It’s for business. It’s not a toy.
KATRINA: You were texting one of your so-called clients? 

Or were you sending a little wink to someone by the 
name of “Adzes?”

JEREMY: I wasn’t texting. I was playing “Words with 
Friends.”  And I came up with the most awesome word:  
A-D-Z-E-S. Adzes.  

KATRINA: You were doing Scrabble at the same time as you 
were . . .? Real nice. And “adzes?”  That’s not a word.

(Jeremy begins to put the moves on Katrina, trying 
to recreate their previous mood.)

JEREMY: Yes, my angel, “adzes” is a type of ax. 
KATRINA: Drop the phone.
JEREMY: Someone’s neck needs a little attention.
KATRINA: Why can’t you just use that thing for phone 

calls? Oh, wait, because it’s not really an iPhone? It’s a 
“me” phone.

JEREMY: (referring to cell phone)  This, this here is a com-
munity. It’s true my clients are all dried up. My cartoon 
strip is never gonna get syndicated. But “Words with 
Friends?”  It builds confidence. I got three games going. 
I can’t let these people down. They’re my friends. 

KATRINA: Real friends or cyber friends? 
JEREMY: Hey, I work from home all day. I don’t get to travel 

and have a staff and boss people around. 
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KATRINA: I don’t boss. I collaborate. I innovate. I come up 
with structured methodologies. 

JEREMY: And I’m a creative type. These people keep me 
going.

KATRINA: I thought I kept you going.
JEREMY: You do. Look, sometimes a little extra inspiration 

is a good thing. Don’t you ever want to expand your 
world? I know you like things to run like clock work, but 
I’m a dreamer. This little contraption is full of surprises. 
And when you put on this little number tonight, I started 
picturing lemon meringue pie and the meringue kept get-
ting higher and higher and the crusty outside kept getting 
harder and harder. 

KATRINA: What does that have to do with your dumb smart 
phone? 

JEREMY: I knew you wouldn’t see the connection. The phone 
relaxes me.  And then you dress the way you do. And 
things happen. You never have any sort of fantasy? 

KATRINA: I know you think I’m not creative. Sure, I can run 
a meeting and blow through an agenda like a barracuda, 
but when I come home after trying to maintain order and 
logic in a very chaotic world, I try to let loose. 

JEREMY: It’s okay. We’re different.
KATRINA: I rely on a certain methodology. 
JEREMY: No, sweetie, we’re talking about “the imagina-

tion” here.
KATRINA: Well, there was this bed bug I was in love with, 

before you. 
JEREMY: Before me? You said some guy who acted like a ten-

year-old dumped you on the day your favorite aunt died.
KATRINA: True. But there’s more to it. I get the phone call. 

Aunt Liddy is dead. And then the ten-year-old in the body 
of a forty-year-old storms out because suddenly he thinks 
he’s going to die from the suffocation of all my pillows 
and he has to get back to his man cave across town before 
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something happens. I crawl back into bed, and that’s 
when I see the tiny little devil:  a bed bug. My very own 
bed bug. In my bed. Horrifying, yet fascinating. Strong, 
yet crushable. I pick up my phone to call the super—

JEREMY:—And then the super comes up and you and the 
super—

KATRINA: Never. I have standards. Maybe the doorman, 
but not the super. Anyway:  Bug. Rather than bring in 
the exterminator, I let him stay.

JEREMY: You lived with a bed bug?
KATRINA: He had all the qualities I like in a man:  Loyalty, 

loyalty, and loyalty. Bug was alive, thanks to me. There 
was something profoundly out-of-this world about his 
bites. All over my body. He covered so much territory. 
After a particularly intense night, I’d be leading a strategy 
meeting the next morning, talking to my team about tri-
age, and I’d run my toes together and feel where the little 
scabs were beginning to form, and it was so, so, so . . . 
Bed bugs have two tongues, and I must say that factored 
into the longevity of our relationship.

JEREMY: Longevity? You still have this bed bug?
KATRINA: The real tragedy is what a coward I was.  I hire 

a company:  Extermination Experts Anonymous. I plan 
a vacation. Barcelona. And while I’m off gallivanting, 
people in space suits come in and package everything 
up and freeze out Bug and every last member of his 
community.

JEREMY: That’s creepy.
KATRINA: Yeah. A little. Wow. I feel lighter. Now that I’ve 

unloaded that, well, I think I’m in the mood for some 
fun. Darling, let’s see if we can’t get back to—

JEREMY: I don’t know. I liked it better when I was the 
creative one. 

KATRINA: So get creative. Picture a strong steel rocket 
shooting to the moon.
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JEREMY: All I can think of is . . . flat bread, matzah, 
Triscuits. 

KATRINA: What about the pie with meringue that gets 
higher, harder?

JEREMY: Nothing’s rising.
KATRINA: I should never have let you know what goes on 

in this head of mine. 
JEREMY: I just need to take a walk, get some air. 
KATRINA: Are you coming back?
JEREMY: I think so. Don’t worry. We’re fine, Katrina, we’re 

fine. 
KATRINA: Fine? I don’t want to be fine. I want to be on fire. 

It’s lame to be fine. Fine is the worst place you can be in 
a relationship. You want to be fine? 

JEREMY: I have to admit “fine” sounds pretty good after a 
story about a woman who exterminates her lover—a bed 
bug—when she’s finished with him.  

KATRINA: What can I say? I’m a romantic. 
JEREMY: I have to go.
KATRINA: Wait. Say hello to Carlos.

(CARLOS, a sexy Latin American man, enters 
through the front door. He is handsome and friendly, 
yet he exudes the power of a god.)

JEREMY: Where did he come from?
KATRINA: Possibly Peru . . . . Actually, I found him on 

First Avenue. He was trying to rescue a calico cat that 
got caught on a construction site. 

JEREMY: What’s he doing here?
KATRINA: Providing inspiration. Oh, introductions. Carlos, 

this is my boyfriend Jeremy. (to Jeremy)  He doesn’t 
speak English, but it’s almost like he can read minds.

JEREMY: How do you know that?
KATRINA: He helped me with the dinner tonight. Peru has 

such colorful sauces. They eat flowers there too.
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JEREMY: I bet they do.
KATRINA: Isn’t he exquisite?
JEREMY: I’ve been bulking up, if that’s what you’re inter-

ested in.
KATRINA: Muscles? No. What I like is the way he purrs. 
JEREMY: I don’t hear anything. I didn’t know you liked 

purring.
(Katrina gets close to Carlos.)

KATRINA: It’s more like a growl. He’s a beast.
JEREMY: Maybe you shouldn’t get so close. He might start 

throwing you around or something.
KATRINA: Oh Jeremy, all women love a little danger. Don’t 

you know that? Carlos is both beastly and tender. 
JEREMY: I can’t stop looking at him.
KATRINA: You like him?
JEREMY: I want to draw him, animate him, manipulate him. 
KATRINA: Really?
JEREMY: I have so many ideas. Real ideas for the first time 

in a long time. Make him talk.
KATRINA: No. I don’t want him to criticize or guess my age 

or make false promises. 
JEREMY: Does he fight with swords or guns? I could give 

him a cowboy costume. Wait. I’ve got it. Adzes. He’ll 
fight with adzes. He’ll clear forests and seek treasures 
and kill anything in his path.

KATRINA: He’s not a Neanderthal, he’s a romantic. 
JEREMY: He’s got to be some kind of action figure for this 

to work.
KATRINA: Dance with me, Carlos. 

(Katrina and Carlos dance a sensual, close dance 
together.)

JEREMY: Sweetie, get out of the way.  I want to take his 
picture.
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(Jeremy snaps pictures of Carlos with his iPhone.)
KATRINA: What about me?
JEREMY: I haven’t felt so excited in a long time.
KATRINA: This is humiliating. (to Carlos)  Carlos, leave. 

Be gone. 
CARLOS: (in Spanish)  No me hagas ir. Soy una máquina 

del amor.  [Translation:  Do not make me leave. I am a 
love machine.] 

JEREMY: He doesn’t want to leave. 
KATRINA: Good bye, Carlos.
CARLOS: (in Spanish) No, no, mi flor pequeñita. No me 

mandes lejos. Me quiero quedar. [Translation:  No, no, 
my little flower. Do not send me away. I want to stay.]

KATRINA: Go, go, Carlos. Be gone.
CARLOS: (in Spanish)  Regresare. Tu necesitas tiempo. 

[Translation:  I will be back. You need me.] 
(Carlos exits.)

JEREMY: Where’s he going?
KATRINA: I don’t know. Somewhere. Anywhere.
JEREMY: Why?
KATRINA: What do you care? I thought you loved me. 
JEREMY: I do love you. It’s just, the world has changed. I 

finally have some real inspiration. I want to create some-
thing original and I think I finally can.

KATRINA: So do it.
JEREMY: You believe in me? 
KATRINA: Of course. I always have. Don’t be afraid. 
JEREMY: You’re my muse.
KATRINA: You know what I think is really hot? A man who 

is patient and kind and curious about the world. A man 
who brings cartoon characters to life. 

JEREMY: Oh baby, I’m back, and you are so hot.
KATRINA: How hot? Tell me how hot.
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JEREMY: I think someone needs a spanking.
KATRINA: Oooh, yeah! Hey, if you want to turn your 

phone on, stream some exotic music, I think that would 
be okay.

JEREMY: It’s off. 
KATRINA: You sure?
JEREMY: Baby, I don’t need that phone. And you don’t need 

Carlos. We’re great together. Just us. 
KATRINA: Just the two of us. 

(Jeremy and Katrina kiss passionately. Music comes 
up. It’s a Latin beat. Carlos enters. He dances around 
the two of them, then sweeps in and twirls Katrina 
around. She falls into Jeremy’s arms, all the while 
making eye contact with Carlos.)

End Of Play
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CHARACTERS
EMILY: Female, early twenties.
KATHY: Female, early twenties.
WALTER: Male, early twenties, undead. 

TIME, PLACE, AND TECHNICAL REQUIREMENTS: 
Current era, time is now. Park bench, rising moon light, 
a dead rat, some dying flowers that are edible, Zombie 
make-up.

(Lights up on a park. There is—at minimum—a 
bench. Emily enters with Walter, a zombie, in tow.)

EMILY: Right here! This is perfect, Walter. A bench to sit on 
and a clear view of the rising moon.

WALTER: (Always speaks in drawn out syllables and without 
the use of lips or teeth. The intention is to go with the 
stereo type.) Oh. Okay.

EMILY: Come and sit with me. This will be so romantic. 
You. Me. The moon rising over the hills.

WALTER: Kathy.
EMILY: Kathy? No, it’s okay. She has no idea—  
KATHY: (Entering) There you are.
WALTER: Ew . . . nar . . . 
WALTER: Trouble
EMILY: Hello, Kathy.

(Beat)
Lovely evening.

KATHY: No hardly. Why are you out here with that?
WALTER: Aw . . . .
EMILY: With “him.” I’m with “him,” Kathy.
KATHY: Whatever. It’s not like it has feelings.
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WALTER: Do, too . . . .
EMILY: See. If you’d just take the time to get to know 

him.
KATHY: I don’t want to know a zombie.
WALTER: It’s okay . . . .
EMILY: No it’s not, Walter, dear. I’m sorry she doesn’t 

understand.
KATHY: Listen, Emily. We need to talk.
EMILY: So talk.
KATHY: In private.
EMILY: This is private.
KATHY: Not in front of—Of him. Okay?
EMILY: (Pause) Fine. Walter, honey. Give us a moment.
WALTER: Um . . .  Okay . . . 
KATHY: Yeah, go eat a bug or something.
WALTER: I like bugs . . . .
KATHY: Gross!
EMILY: Walter. Remember to chew or they’ll just crawl 

back out.
WALTER: Okay . . . .
KATHY: Doubly gross!
EMILY: So . . . ?
KATHY: You need to come home.
EMILY: I will. Right after Walter and I watch the moon 

rise.
(Walter sees something moving around on the 
ground, he follows it, grunting/moaning/groaning 
every few lines of dialogue that follows.)

KATHY: Now.
EMILY: Really, Kathy, since when are you the boss of me.
KATHY: Someone has to look out for you. Since you’ve 

started dating a dead guy.
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EMILY: Undead. And you’re going to hold that against 
him?

KATHY: Yes!
EMILY: It’s not his fault. He didn’t choose to be a zombie. 

It’s just a part of who he is.
KATHY: Part? Huge part!
EMILY: Good.
KATHY: I just don’t think he’s the right guy for you.
EMILY: Well I happen to disagree.
KATHY: People are talking, Emily. You’re losing friends.

(Walter falls onto a small object on the ground and 
strangles it with his hands. Pleased grunting/moan-
ing/groaning sounds. He gets to his feet holding a 
dead rat during the next few lines of dialogue. Emily 
and Kathy are unaware of what has been happening 
with Walter.)

EMILY: Let them talk. Walter and I are happy together.
KATHY: Oh, come on, Emily! You can’t let this thing—  
EMILY: Walter. His name is Walter.
KATHY: This undead Walter come between you and your 

friends. Between you and your family.
EMILY: Well they’d better not force me to choose, be-

cause—  
WALTER: (Presents dead rat to Emily.) Ook!
KATHY: Ohmygod!
EMILY: Aw, thank you, honey.
WALTER: Or . . . ew . . . 
KATHY: It’s a dead rat!
EMILY: Yes it is. Walter, dear, just put it down over there, 

sweety.
(Points to base of bench. Walter puts dead rat next 
to bench leg.)

We’ll play with it later.
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WALTER: Oodie . . . !
KATHY: That’s . . .  Oh, it’s disgusting.
EMILY: It isn’t.

(To Walter)
Kathy and I are still talking. Just a bit longer, okay?

WALTER: Oon . . . ?
EMILY: (Looking up.)The moon hasn’t started yet. It’ll be 

okay. Soon. I promise.
WALTER: Kay . . . 

(Moves off to one side)
KATHY: How can you stand it?
EMILY: What? He brought me a present.
KATHY: A dead rat!
EMILY: Well at least he put some effort into it. His own 

brain power.
WALTER: Bwains . . . !
EMILY: Not now, sweety.

(To Kathy)
It wasn’t some cheesey crushed velvet rose bought at 
some quicky-mart as an afterthought. 

KATHY: Dead. Rat.
EMILY: You just don’t get it. He’s not like other guys. He 

really cares about me.
KATHY: The undead can’t care. Except caring about eating 

brains.
WALTER: Bwains . . . ?
KATHY: Oh, hush!
EMILY: Don’t talk to him like that. At least I know Walter 

will be there when I need him. He’ll listen when I just 
need to talk. Can you say that about other guys?

KATHY: Other guys still have a pulse!
(Walter finds some half-dead flowers and “bunches” 
them into a bouquet.) 
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EMILY: I don’t have to worry about Walter going out and 
getting drunk—  

KATHY: ‘Cause he’s dead.
EMILY: Forgetting to come home. Sleeping with my best 

friend.
KATHY: That’d never happen. Thank god.
EMILY: Or just sitting on the couch, hand in his pants, watch-

ing sports all day. (Walter hands Emily the “bunched” 
flowers.)
Thank you! Walter likes to take walks with me.

KATHY: ‘Case you order him to go.
EMILY: I don’t have to order him.
WALTER: Ind . . .  oad . . . ill . . . !
KATHY: Find road-kill? That’s disgusting.
EMILY: No guy is perfect, but at least I have something real 

with Walter.
KATHY: Whatever. No one’s happy about this but you, Em-

ily. You’re driving your friends away. You family is hurt 
because you won’t date somebody nice, and living. Pretty 
soon all you’re going to have left is smelly, undead, rat 
killing Walter! You won’t be happy. You’ll grow old 
regretting your decision.

EMILY: You’re the one who sounds unhappy.
KATHY: I’m unhappy that I’m losing my best friend.
EMILY: You haven’t lost me, Kathy. I’m right here.
KATHY: I don’t think I can stay your friend if you continue 

to date that!
EMILY: Geez, Kathy, you can be such a killjoy. I guess I 

have no choice.
KATHY: I knew you’d see reason.
EMILY: Walter, dear.
WALTER: Uh . . . ?
EMILY: Kill Kathy for me, please? There’s a sweetheart.
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KATHY: What? No! Wait!
(Walter grabs Kathy who screams. Her scream is 
choked off as Walter strangles her as they fall to 
the ground.)

WALTER: Bwains . . . !
EMILY: No, no, Walter. No brains.
WALTER: No . . . bwains . . . ?
EMILY: Just kill her, don’t eat her. Okay, honey.
WALTER: Aw . . . O . . . A . . . 
EMILY: We want to keep her as a friend.
WALTER: Ake . . .  end . . . !

(Walter gets up.)
EMILY: The eclipse is about to start, Walter. Come join 

me?
WALTER: E . . . ips . . . 

(Sits with Emily)
EMILY: Come joins us, Kathy?
KATHY: (Slowly sitting up. Talks like Walter now.) Uh . . . 

ha . . . een . . . ?
EMILY: What happened? Just keeping you as my best friend. 

Come. Sit with us.
KATHY: O . . . ay . . . 

(Kathy sits next to Emily.)
EMILY: There. Isn’t this perfect?

(Links arms with Kathy and Walter)
What could be better than this?

KATHY & WALTER: Bwains!!!
EMILY: Oh, you, two. Look. It’s starting.

(They all watch the lunar eclipse.)
(Lights out)

The End
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GREEN SOUND © 2012 by John Patrick Bray. Reprinted by per-
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INTENTIONAL DECEPTION © 2012 by Greg Freier. Reprinted 
by permission of the author. For performance rights, contact 
Greg Freier (bucke20@aol.com)

LACK OF MOISTURE © 2012 by Debbie Lamedman. Reprinted 
by permission of the author. For performance rights, contact 
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mission of the author. For performance rights, contact James 
McLindon (jamesmclindon@yahoo.com)

REINVENTING THE WHEEL © 2011 by Megan Lohne. Reprinted 
by permission of the author. For performance rights, contact 
Megan Lohne (meganlohne@yahoo.com)

SHE’S BOUND TO KNOW © 2013 by Michael Weems. Reprinted 
by permission of the author. For performance rights, contact 
Michael Weems (Michaeltw721@gmail.com)

THIS FLIGHT TONIGHT © 2012 by Wendy MacLeod. Reprinted 
by permission of the author. For performance rights, contact 
Beth Blickers, Abrams Artists Agency (beth.blickers@abram-
sartny.com)

UNINTELLIGENT LIFE © 2013 by John McKinney. Reprinted 
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by permission of the author. For performance rights, contact 
John McKinney (johnmckinney@nyc.rr.com)

YOUR KISS IS ON MY LIST © 2013 by Christopher Lockheardt. 
Reprinted by permission of the author. For performance rights, 
contact Christopher Lockheardt (clockheardt@yahoo.com) 

Plays for Three or More Actors

ALL MY PROBLEMS © 2012 by Laurie Graff. Reprinted by per-
mission of the author. For performance rights, contact Laurie 
Graff (graff.laurie@gmail.com)

BATTLE TACTICS © 2012 by Andy Haynes. Reprinted by per-
mission of the author. For performance rights, contact Andy 
Haynes (andy.t.haynes@gmail.com)

BLACK AND WHITE © 2011 by Donna Hoke. Reprinted by per-
mission of the author. For performance rights, contact Donna 
Hoke (donna@donnahoke.com)

THE DATE (SCENE) © 2013 by Mike Salomon. Reprinted by 
permission of the author. For performance rights, contact Mike 
Salomon (Salomon.mjl@gmail.com)

CAPTAIN ROCKETS VERSUS THE INTERGALACTIC BRAIN-
EATERS © 2012 by Don Nigro. Reprinted by permission of 
the author. For performance rights, contact Samuel French, 
Inc., 212-206-8990, (www.samuelfrench.com)

THE CORPORATE LADDER © 2012 by Lisa Soland. Reprinted 
by permission of the author. For performance rights, contact 
Lisa Soland (lisasoland@aol.com)

EROSION © 2012 by Scott McCrea. Reprinted by permission 
of the author. For performance rights, contact Scott McCrea 
(bhogenson@aol.com)

HE’S REALLY A GREAT GUY © 2012 by Rory Leahy. Reprinted 
by permission of the author. For performance rights, contact 
Rory Leahy (rory.leahy@gmail.com)  

HURT © 2012 by Saviana Stanescu. Reprinted by permission of 
the author. For performance rights, contact Saviana Stanescu 
(savianas@yahoo.com) 
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MENDACITY or The Herd of Elephants in the Room © 2012 by 
Carlos Murillo. Reprinted by permission of the author. For 
performance rights, contact Antje Oegel, AO International 
(aoegel@aoegelinternational.com) 

MUSEUM PIECE #2 © 2012 by William Fowkes. Reprinted by 
permission of the author. For performance rights, contact Wil-
liam Fowkes (fowkesbill@aol.com)

ORGANIC SEED © 2011 by Patrick Gabridge. Reprinted by per-
mission of the author. For performance rights, contact Patrick 
Gabridge (pat@gabridge.com)

PASS GO. A Monopoly Play © 2012 by Brian James Polak. Re-
printed by permission of the author. For performance rights, 
contact Brian James Polak (brianjamespolak@gmail.com)

POCKET UNIVERSE © 2010 by Duncan Pflaster. Reprinted by 
permission of the author. For performance rights, contact 
Duncan Pflaster (himself@duncanpflaster.com)

THE PROMISE © 2012 by Jeffrey Strausser. Reprinted by per-
mission of the author. For performance rights, contact Jeffrey 
Strausser (Jeffrey_strausser@eogresources.com)

RAT-TAT-TAT © 2000 by David Guaspari. Reprinted by permission 
of the author. For performance rights, contact David Guaspari  
(dguaspari@gmail.com)

THE SLASHER’S LAMENT © 2012 by Michael Puzzo. Reprinted 
by permission of the author. For performance rights, contact 
Michael Puzzo (mpuzzo@yahoo.com)

A SMALL FISHING NATION WEDGED BETWEEN ESTONIA 
AND LATVIA © 2012 by Andrew Black. Reprinted by per-
mission of the author. For performance rights, contact Andrew 
Black (andrewblacksf@gmail.com)

STANDING ROOM ONLY © 2012 by Aren Haun. Reprinted by 
permission of the author. For performance rights, contact Aren 
Haun (arenhaun@gmail.com)

SWITZERLAND © 2012 by Mayank Keshaviah. Reprinted by 
permission of the author. For performance rights, contact 
Mayank Keshaviah (keshaviah@alum.dartmouth.org)

TRUE ENOUGH ©  by Sonya Sobieski. Reprinted by permission 
of the author. For performance rights, contact Sonya Sobieski 
(sonyasobieski@yahoo.com)
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TWENTY-THREE HUNDRED © 2012 by Mark Rigney. Reprinted 
by permission of the author. For performance rights, contact 
Mark Rigney (tracer67@att.net)

WHAT ARE YOU GOING TO BE? © 2013 by Steven Korbar. 
Reprinted by permission of the author. For performance rights, 
contact Steven Korbar (stevekorbar1@juno.com)

WHERE WERE YOU WHEN I WAS COMING? © 2012 by 
C.S. Hanson. Reprinted by permission of the author. For 
performance rights, contact C.S. Hanson (cshansonplays@
yahoo.com)

ZOMBIE LOVE © 2011 by Earl T. Roske. Reprinted by permission 
of the author. For performance rights, contact Earl T. Roske 
(earltroske@yahoo.com) 





Actors Theatre of Louisville
www.actorstheatre.org
Amy Wegener 
awegener@actorstheatre.org

Acts on the Edge, Santa Monica 
mariannesawchuk@hotmail.com 

American Globe Theatre 
Turnip Festival, 
Gloria Falzer
gfalzer@verizon.net

Appetite Theatre Company
Bruschetta:  An Evening of Short Plays
www.appetitetheatre.com 
  
Artist’s Exchange, Cranston RI
Rich Morra 
rich.morra@artists-exchange.org
   
Artistic New Directions
Janice Goldberg - Co Artistic Director - 
ANDJanice@aol.com
Kristine Niven - Co Artistic Director - 
KNiven@aol.com
ArtisticNewDirections.org

The Arts Center, Carrboro NC
10x10 in the Triangle 
Jeri Lynn Schulke, director
theatre@artscenterlive.org 
www.artscenterlive.org/performance/
opportunities

A-Squared Theatre Workshop
My Asian Mom Festival
Joe Yau —jyauza@hotmail.com

Association for Theatre in Higher Educa-
tion New Play Development Workshop
Contact Person:  Charlene A. Donaghy
Email address of theatre/contact: char-
lene@charleneadonaghy.com   
http://www.athe.org/displaycommon.
cfm?an=1&subarticlenbr=70

10-MinuTe Play ProduCers

Auburn Players Community Theatre 
Short Play Festival 
Bourke Kemmedy
bourkekennedy@gmail.com

The Barn Theatre
www.thebarnplayers.org/tenminute/

Barrington Stage Company
10x10 New Play Festival
Julianne Boyd is the Artistic Director
jboyd@barringtonstageco.org
www.barringtonstageco.org
 
Belhaven University, 
Jackson, Mississippi
One Act Festival 
Joseph Frost, Department Chair
theatre@belhaven.edu

Blue Slipper Theatre
Livingston, Montana
Marc Beaudin, Festival Director
blueslipper10fest@gmail.com
www.blueslipper.com
Boston Theatre Marathon
Boston Playwrights Theatre
www.bostonplaywrights.org
Kate Snodgrass (ksnodgra@bu.edu) 
(Plays by New England Playwrights 
only)

Boulder Life Festival, 
Boulder, Colorado
Dawn Bower, 
Director of Theatrical Program 
dawn@boulderlifefestival.com
www.boulderlifefestival.com 

The Box Factory 
Judith Sokolowski, President
boxfactory@sbcglobal.net         
www.boxfactoryforthearts.org

The Brick Theater's 
"Tiny Theater Festival"
Michael Gardner, Artistic Director 
mgardner@bricktheater.com
www.bricktheater.com 
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The Brooklyn Generator
Erin Mallon (contact)
brooklyngenerator@outlook.com
https://www.facebook.com/TheBrook-
lynGenerator/info

Camino Real Playhouse
www.caminorealplayhouse.org

Chalk Repertory Theatre Flash Festival 
produced by Chalk Repertory Theatre
Contact person:  Ruth McKee 
ruthamckee@aol.com
www.chalkrep.com

Chameleon Theater Circle,
Burnsville, MN 55306 
www.chameleontheatre.org  
jim@chameleontheatre.org  

City Theatre
www.citytheatre.com
Susan Westfall 
susan@citytheatre.com

City Theatre of Independence
Powerhouse Theatre 
Annual Playwrights Festival
Powerhouse Theatre 
www.citytheatreofindependence.org 

Colonial House Theatre
Colonial quickies
colonialplayhousetheater@40yahoo.
com

Company of Angels at the Alexandria
501 S. Spring Street, 3rd Floor
Los Angeles, CA 90013
(213) 489-3703 (main office)
armevan@sbcglobal.net

Distilled Theatre Co.
submissions.dtc@gmail.com
Drilling Company
Hamilton Clancy
drillingcompany@aol.com

Durango Arts Center 10-Minute Play 
Festival
www.durangoarts.org
Theresa Carson
TenMinutePlayDirector@gmail.com

Eden Prairie Players
www.edenprairieplayers.com

Eastbound Theatre 10 minute Festival 
(in the summer—themed) 
Contact Person: Tom Rushen
ZenRipple@yahoo.com

East Haddam Stage Company 
Contact person: Kandie Carl
email: Kandie@ehsco.org

Eden Prairie Players
www.concordspace.com/2012/11/18/
submit-concords-1010-play-festival/
Reed Schulke 
reedschulke@yahoo.com

Edward Hopper House (Two on the Aisle 
Playwriting Competition) Nyack, NY
Rachael Solomon 
edwardhopper.house@verizon.net
www.edwardhopperhouse.org 

Emerging Artists Theatre
Fall EATFest
www.emergingartiststheatre.org 

En Avant Playwrights
Ten Lucky Festival
www.enavantplaywrights.yuku.com/
topic/4212/Ten-Tucky-Festival-KY-
deadline-10-1-no-fee#.UE5-nY5ZGQI

Ensemble Theatre of Chattanooga Short 
Attention Span Theatre Festival
Garry Posey (Artistic Director)
garryposey@gmail.com
www.ensembletheatreofchattanooga.
com

Fell's Point Corner Theatre 
10 x 10 Festival
Richard Dean Stover (rick@fpct.org) 
Website of theatre: www.fpct.org 

Fine Arts Association
Hot from the Oven: Fresh on Delivery
ahedger@fineartsassociation.org
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Firehouse Center for the Arts, 
Newburyport, MA
New Works Festival
Kimm Wilkinson, Director
www.firehouse.org
Limited to New England playwrights

Fire Rose Productions
www.fireroseproductions.com
kazmatura@gmail.com 

The Fringe of Marin Festival
Contact Person: Annette Lust
email: jeanlust@aol.com

Fury Theatre
katie@furytheare.org

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

Future Ten
info@futuretenant.org 

GI60
Steve Ansell 
screammedia@yahoo.com

Heartland Theatre Co.
www.heartlandtheatre.org 

Generic Theatre Co.
www.generictheatre.org 
contact@generictheatre.org 

The Gift Theater
TEN Festival
Contact: Michael Patrick Thornton
www.thegifttheatre.org 

Heartland Theatre Company 
Themed 10-Minute Play Festival Every 
Year
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

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

Kings Theatre
www.kingstheatre.ca 

Lake Shore Players
www.lakeshoreplayers.com
Joan Elwell
office@lakeshoreplayers.com

La Petite Morgue (Fresh Blood)
Kellie Powell 
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 
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Little Fish Theatre Co.
www.litlefishtheatre.org 

Live Girls Theatre
submissions@lgtheater.org

Little Fish Theatre
Pick of the Vine Festival
holly@littlefishtheatre.org
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

Luna Theater
Contact: Greg Campbell
Email: lunatheater@gmail.com
Website: www.lunatheater.org 

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)
 
Miami 1-Acts Festival 
(two sessions – Winter (December) and 
Summer (July)
Contact: Steven A. Chambers, 
Literary Manager 
(schambers@new-theatre.org 

Ricky J. Martinez, Artistic Director 
(rjmartinez@new-theatre.org)
www.new-theatre.org
Submission Requirements No more than 
10-15 pages in length; subject is not 
specific, though plays can reflect life in 
South Florida and the tropics and the rich 
culture therein. Area playwrights are en-
couraged to submit, though the festival is 
open to national participation. Deadline 
for the Winter Session is October 15 of 
each year; deadline for the Summer Ses-
sion is May 1 of each year.

Milburn Stone One Act Festival
www.milburnstone.org

Mildred’s Umbrella
Museum of Dysfunction Festival
www.mildredsumbrella.com
info@mildredsumbrella.com

Monkeyman Productions
The Simian Showcase
submissions@monkeymanproductions.
com.
www.monkeymanproductions.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 
(no electronic submissions)

North Park Playwright Festival
New short plays (no more than 15 pages, 
less is fine)
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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 

NYC Playwrights
Play of the Month Project
http://nycp.blogspot.com/p/play-of-
month.html

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/sanfrancis-
coimprov

Pandora Theatre, Houston, Texas
Vox Feminina 
Melissa Mumper, Artistic Director
pandoratheatre@sbcglobal.net

Paw Paw Players One Act Festival
www.ppvp.org/oneacts.htm

Pegasus Theater Company 
Sonoma County, north of San Francisco
Tapas Short Plays Festival
www.pegasustheater.com/html/submis-
sions.html
Contact: Lois Pearlman 
lois5@sonic.net

Philadelphia Theatre Company 
PTC@Play New Work Festival
Jill Harrison 
jillian.harrison@gmail.com

Website: www.philadelphiatheatrecom-
pany.org 

PianoFight Productions, L.A. 
ShortLivedLA@gmail.com

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.

Renaissance Guild
www.therenaissanceguild.org/article/
aos-xv
actoneseries@therenaissanceguild.org 
Ruckus Theatre
Allison Shoemaker
theruckus@theruckustheater.org
www.ruckustheater.org/home/contact.
html

Salem Theatre Co.
Moments of Play
New England playwrights only
mop@salemtheatre.com 

Salve Regina University
www.salvetheatreplayfestival.submish-
mash.com/submit
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Santa Cruz Actor's Theatre 
Eight Tens at Eight
Wilma Chandler, Artistic Director
ronziob@email.com
http://www.sccat.org

Secret Room Theatre
Contact: Alex Dremann
alexdremann@me.com
Website: www.secretroomtheatre.com 

Secret Rose Theatre
www.secretrose.com info@secretrose.
com

Secret Theatre 
(Midsummer Night Festival), 
Queens, NY.
Odalis Hernandez
odalis.hernandez@gmail.com
www.secrettheatre.com/

She Speaks, Kitchener, Ontario.
Paddy Gillard-Bentley 
(paddy@skyedragon.com)
Women playwrights

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/short-
sweet-theatre/submit-script 

Silver Spring Stage, Silver Spring, MD
Jacy D'Aiutolo
oneacts2012.ssstage@gmail.com www.
ssstage.org 

Sixth Street Theatre
Snowdance 10-Minute Comedy Festival
Rich Smith Snowdance318@gmail.com 

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

Stageworks/Hudson
Play by Play Festival
Laura Margolis is the Artistic Director
literary@stageworkshudson.org
www.stageworkshudson.org 

Stonington Players
HVPanciera@aol.com

Stratton Summer Shorts
Stratton Players
President: Rachel D'onfro
www.strattonplayers.com
info@strattonplayers.com

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

Ten Minute Play Workshop
www.tenminuteplayworkshop.com 

Ten Tuckey Festival
doug@thebardstown.com

Theatre Odyssey
Sarasota, Florida
Tom Aposporos Vice President
www.theatreodyssey.org
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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 

Walking Fish Theatre
freshfish2submit@gmail.com

Wide Eyed Productions
www.wideeyedproductions.com 
playsubmissions@wideeyedproduc-
tions.com

Wild Claw Theatre:
Death Scribe 10 Minute Radio Horror 
Festival
www.wildclawtheatre.com/index.html
literary@wildclawtheatre.com 

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

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