ALMOST, MAINE

PROLOGUE

Music. (Julian Fleisher’ original score is highly recommended, )
It is a cold Friday night in the middle of winter in a small,
mythical town in northern Maine called Almost, Maine. A
field of stars — 4 clear, cold, moonless noribern night sky —
serves as the backdrop for the entire play. Lights up on Peze and
Ginefte sitting on a bench in Petes yard, looking at the stars.
They are not sitting close to each other at all. Pty is sitting on

the stage right end of the bench; Ginette, on the stage left end of

the bench. Music fades. Long beat of Pete and Ginerte looking
at the stars. Ginette keeps stealing glances at Pete.

GINETTE. Pete, I — ... (Beat. She's about to say, I love you.”)
PETE. Whar?

GINETTE. (She can’t quite do it.) | just — am having a nice time,
Pete.

PETE. I'm glad, Ginette.

GINETTE. I always do with you.

PETE. Dm glad. (Pete and Ginette enjoy this moment together.
Theres nothing else to say, so ... back to the sky)

GINETTE. (Still can’t say what she really wants to say) And the
stars are just — ! 1 didn't know you knew all that stuffl // Afier all
this time, I didnt know you knew all that!

PETE. Well, its not — ... It’s just stuff my dad taught me ...
(Beat. There’s nothing else to say, so ... back 1o the stars. Bear. Ginette
turns to Pete,)

GINETTE. Pete — ...

PETE. ¢ Turning to Ginerte.) Yeah?

GINETTE. I love you. (Beat. Pete Just stares at Ginette. Beat. Pete
looks away from Ginette. Bear. And dyes not respond. Beat, Gineste

13



|

] . s
takes in Pete’s veaction; deflates; then looks away from him, trying

frgure out what has happened. We now have two very uncomfortable

 Pete is dealing with what Ginette has just said to him; Gineite
Iz;"sﬂ;'];ie[hi; with Pete’sgrespome — or lack th)ercaf % what sgetba;]zt;t
said. Big ... long ... pause. Finally, theres nothing else for Pete to say
but the truth, which is:)
PET , t00. -
EEIL%TIF E lgﬁiioghruge veliefl Dete and Ginette feel JOY! Ginerte
shivers — a happy kind of shiver.) o
PETE. Oh, are you cold? // Wanna go m'sxde: - o (2
GINETTE. No, no. No. I just wanna sit Like this. f)s/c. s
and Ginette shouldn’s be close to each other at all — but fb: taen;etc
close.) 1 feel so close to you tonight. 1¢'s nice to be close Loh}{c;;l,‘z ﬂ,‘n.
(She gets closer to him. Beat.) It’s' safe. (She gets clo;;r f: fz . fr ;
Beat.) 1 like being close. Like this. I mean, I can thin (zb'(: sweg;'[.;
ways ... of being cdlose to you (Le., sex, and they Eﬂ]O)}? tl},e’s - [)7,-
truly — Pete probably can’ believe she ?raught this ullv’['ku o ]; .
ably very happy that she did!) but that’s not — ... 1 1€ .lose% '
now. This kind of close. Right next to you. (She -gektf.even cI s
Bim; leans right wp against him. Beat.) You know, right now, 6
I’m about as close to you as I can possibly be. (S/o.e ;}3 very content.
PETE. (Beat. Honestly discovering.) Well ... not really.
JINETTE. What? . -
gél?lfg (He is simply and truly figuring this out. ) Not 1 Eaﬂ)’? 1 I;e?:é
if you think about it in a different way, you're not reaily ¢ oseou me
at all. You're really actually aﬁoulz a‘sa far g:vatycﬁiizalrlr;e as sz "
iblv be. I mean, if you think aboutit, teei% — :
E:ssjmiz’lg the world is rm}n%,blike a lkaall, g gzzth;;z:}% :Z(Z{:t Z ;}:ﬁ: ;}
jsual, This works pretty we .
ZZZTUbZZJZrthZ:Z :avtbe bench, with tlfe snowball resting among tf;e
drifts.) like a snowball, th(;l farthest av;lay y(g\;eca;? 11’); %Z;Z (S];)(Eg i
s if vou're sitting right next to them. °ee, -
BZ?Z l;)lac}; on the mogwbill that represents him. ),hand y(;u;; };e;yct
(Points out a place on the snowball that rep‘resents’ er;ian) theng
next to him — practically the same place he just paznteldtol; . OTH]-;"‘]‘Q
(Pote now demonstrates that if you go around, the worid e "
\wdy — 4ll the way around the world the OTHER way, equawrﬁo i
[not pole to pole] — that he and Ginette are actually as fziz:r away
cach other as they can possibly be. Little beat.) ... thats far.

V GINETTE. (Takes this in. What on earth does be mean?) Yeah.

1 — ay 1o
(Beas. Disheartened, Ginette moves away from Dete all the way

the other end of the bench. She doesn’t feel like being “close” anymore.)
PETE. (Takes this in: His “interesting thought” seems to have moved
the evening’s proceedings in a direction he didn’t intend, Then, trying
to save the evening, hapeful:) But ... now you're closer. (Because she
actually is closer, the way be just described it.)
GINETTE. (Puzzled.) Yeah. (Perbaps hurt, she gets up and starts to
leave. What else is there to do? After she takes barely a step or two, Pete
stops her with:)
PETE. And closer ... (Ginette stops. She turns and looks at Pete, then
turns back and starts to leave, but, as she takes another step away from
him, Pete again interrupts her step with:) And closer ... (Ginette stops
again. She turns and looks at Pete, then turns back and starts to leave
again, but, as she does so, Pete stops her with:) And closer ... (Ginette
stops again; looks at Pete again; rurns ... and takes another step ...
and another and another and another and another. With each step she
takes, Pete says, ... and closer and closer and closer and closer ... ”
When she is just about to exit, Ginette stops. She is trying to figure out
what's going on, what Pete is saying. She looks at Pete; she looks off lefi;
looks at Pete again; looks off left again; and then leaves, taking step
after step. With every single step she takes, Pete calls to her, telling ber,
with great hope, that shes “ ... closer and closer and closer and closer
.. " until, eventually, Ginette is gone, exiting stage left, with Pete still
calling, . and closer,” with every single step she takes.
Unfortunately, with every step she takes, Ginette is getting farther and
farther away from Pete. This is not necessarily what Pete intended, and
his “closer’s” trail off Music. Lights fade on a sad, confused, helpless
Pete. He looks at his snowball, What has he done? And we begin ...
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<o | WOMAN. (Enjoying hi
s \ “you for létting me stay. I'v

; looking intently
diately after hugging the man, the woman resumes :
][%n;n;;c znog;ae{i lz'gh‘;g'fz Beat. Then, realizing she doesn’t hf{veh{ve‘r bag:)
Oh, my gosh! (Realizing that the man has her bag,) 1 need that
MA’N . Here. (He gives it back.) '
WOMA(Izlh T}:zk(you{g (The woman resumes looking to the ,:/ey )
MAN Sl:lre, (Beat.) Okay — . Qka}{ (Bcizft.gfo you’re just
T Tookin For a place to see the northern lights from?
v N. Yeah. Just tonight. ———
I\\)/Ivgll\\ldA\l;(}’;ellT?(?u Jrl?ncw, yogu might not see em tonight, "cause 1"
really know if — o .
)@%ﬁf&ieao); no. I'll see them. Because Imsui a gOf)C? pl;.c;
TR is i ight rime: Solar acuvity
Your latitude is good. And this is Fhe rig
azigcjen-year pfak. Everything’s in order. And, boy, you have good
sky for it. (Taking in the sky.) There’s lots of sky here.
be a potato farm. .
%ﬁedlt\?vasegogna say — no trees in the way. And it’s flat!
Makes for a big sky! (Beat.) So — youre a farmer?
MAN. No. Used to be a farm. I'm a repairman.

WOMAN. Oh.
MAN. Fix things.
WOMAN. Oh. (Laughs.)
MAN. What?
WOMAN. You're not a lobster man.
. No ... . —
l\\)AVgl;\I&ANO I guess I chought that everyone from Maine Waﬁ;&i
. ster man and talked in that funny ... way like they do in Maine,
and 't talk that way ... o
ml}:loulggg; tYou’reap_()t I}I’)own East. Youre up north. And this is
how we talk up norehi, pretty rpuch.
. 'WOMAN: Oh. "

- MAN. . Plus, ocean’s

¥ d

 long ride‘to work if I'was a lYo:ail;er\)n(};nL éhyw;y, g 2 Thmk
¢ had-a bad enough time of things lately
{her;e: — (The man, inexplicably drawn to

j=}

‘not to'be given a bad time
- X%, en, isses the woman: Wh

_;ycogp'l"é'hundred miles "'"zlwivay.‘ Be an awful -

vhey break, the bag has exchanged. clutches.

A - jmperceptibly — the man; ; zt And now we have rwo stunned Peopk. )
N P A
WOMAN. (Trying to figure out what just happenea.

MAN. Oh.
WOMAN. Um ...

MAN. Ob, boy.
WOMAN. Um ...
MAN. T'm sorry. I just — ... ] think I Jove you.
WOMAN, Really.
MAN. (Perplexed,) Yeah. I saw you from my window and ... I love
you.
WOMAN. Well ... — that’s very nice — ... but there’s something
I think you should know: Pm not here for that.
MAN. Oh, no! I didn’t think you were!
WOMAN. I'm here to pay my respects. To my busband,
MAN. Oh —
WOMAN. Yeah: My husband. Wes. 1 just wanted to say goodbye
to him, "cause he died recently. On "Tuesday, actually. And, see, the
northern lights — did you know this? — the northern lights are
really the torches that the recentdy departed carry with them so
they can find their way to heaven, and, sce, it takes three days for
a soul to make its way home, to heaven, and this js Friday! This is
the third day, so, you see, I will see them, the northern lights,
because they’re him: He'll be carrying one of the torches. And, see,
I didn't leave things well with him, so I was just hoping I could
come here and say goodbye to him and not be bothered, bur what
you did there just a second ago, that bothered me, I think, and P'm
not here for that, so maybe I should go // and find another yard —
MAN. No! No! I'm sorry if I — ... if P've behaved in a way that I
shouldn’t have —
WOMAN., (Leaving.) No //, 1 think —
MAN. No! I really don’t know what happened.
WOMAN. Well, 7 do, I know what happened!
MAN. I'm not the kind of person who does things like that, Please.
Don't go. Just — do what you need to do. I won't bother you.
Maybe just ... consider what I did a very warm Maine welcome.
WOMAN. (Stopping; charmed,) Al right. All right. (Beat,) I'm — .
My name’s Glory.
MAN. I'm East. For Easton. It’s the name of the town — little
ways that way — where I was born. Mess-up on the birth certifi-
cate ... “a son, Easton, born on this sixth day of January, finsers

appropriate year] in the town of Matthew, Maine” .. instead of the
other way around ...

GLORY. (Amused,) Aw, I'm sorry ... >
EAST. Naw ...

GLORY. so, (Referring to the place.) Raston, >
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EAST. Yeah —
GLORY. yeah! I passed through near ther‘e on my way here, a;di
by the way, (Scanning the horizon,) where is “here, where am. I2
couldn’ find it on my map.
EAST. Um ... Almost.
GLORY. Whar? ‘ :

EAST. You're in unorganized territory. Township Thirteen, Ra.nge
Seven. (Glory checks her map.) It's not gonna be on your map, cause
it’s not an actual town, technically.

GLORY. What // do you mean — _

EAST. See, to be a town, you gotta get organized. And we never

Y. Oh.. 1 7Ze)""éhfbftzz}jKéga?m'fj)ﬁnz;; deals with the fact

that she is missing her bag. She was clutching it to her chest, and ngw
its gone. This should upset her so much that it seems like it affects ber
breathing.) Oh! Oh! ?

EAST. What? What's wrong? ' '
GLORY. (Seeming to be having trouble breathing.) My heart!

ST. Whar? Are you // okay? . )

%?JORY. My heart! (Seeing that he has her bag; pointing to the bag.)
EAST. Whar?

GLORY. You have my hearr!

EAST. I —? '

GLORY. In that bag, it’s in that bag! >

EAST. Oh. : .
GLORY. Please give it back, // please! It's my heart. I need it.
Please! '

EAST. Okay, okay, okay. (He gw/:s. her the b;zg. ) 5

LORY. Thank you. (Her breathing normalizes.)

gAST. You're welZome. (A long bear while East considers w/?at' he gm
just heard.) P'm soxry, did you just say that ... your heart :s in that

bag?, is that what you just said?, that // your heart — ...2
GLORY. Yes.
EAST. (Considers.) It’s heavy.
GLORY. Yes. .
FAST. (Bear) Why is it in that bag?
GLORY. It’s how I carry it around.
EAST. Why?
GLORY. It’s broken.

EAST. What happened?

GLORY. Wes broke it.

! N
%ot around to gettin’ organized, so ... were just fxlmost.

EAST. Your husband?

GLORY. Yeah. He went away.

EAST. Oh.

GLORY. With someone else.

EAST. Oh, I'm sorry.

GLORY. Yeah. And when he did thar, I felt like my heart would
break. And that’s exactly whar happened. It broke: hardened up
and cracked in two. Hurr so bad, I had to go to the hospital, and
when I got there, they told me they were gonna have to take it
out. And when they took ir out, they dropped it on the floor and
it broke into nineteen pieces. Slate. ( Gently shakes the bag, which
should be filled with small [a heart is the size of its owner’ fist] pieces
of slate — shey make a great sound when shaken.) It vurned ro slate.
(Beat. She looks back up at the sky,)

EAST. (Takes this in. Beat. His only response to what she has Just told
him is;) Grear for roofing. (Glory just looks at East. Bear. Then:)
Wait a second, how do you breathe? If your heart is in that bag,
how are you alive?

GLORY. (Indicating the hearr thats now in her chest ) Artificial ...
EAST. Really.

GLORY. Yeah. 'Cause my real onée’s broken.

EAST. Then — why do you carry it around with you?

GLORY. It’s my bearr. \

EAST. But it’s broken.

GLORY. Yeah.

EAST. ’Cause your husband left you.

GLORY. Yeah.

EAST. 'Well, why are you paying your respects to him if he left
you?

GLORY. Because that's what you do when a person dies, you pay
them respects —

EAST. But he left you, >

GLORY. Yeah, but —

EAST. and it seems to me that a man who leaves somebody doesn't
deserve any respects.

GLORY. (Deflecting.) Well, 1 just didn’t leave things well with
him, >

EAST. (Pressing,) What do you mean? —

GLORY. and I need to apologize to him.

EAST. But he /fi you! >

GLORY. Iknow, but I —
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JIMMY. Pm good, I'm good! How are ya?!? :
SANDRINE. I'm good, doin’ good, great! How are you?
JIMMY. Great, great! How are ya?
SANDRINE. Great, // great!
JIMMY. Oh, that’s great!
SANDRINE. Yeah!
JIMMY. Thart’s great!
SANDRINE. Yeah!
JIMMY. That’s great!
SANDRINE. Yeah.
JIMMY. That’s great!
SANDRINE. Yeah.
JIMMY. You look great!
SANDRINE. Oh ...
JIMMY. You look great.
SANDRINE. Thanks.
JIMMY. You do. You look so great.
SANDRINE. Thanks, Jimmy.
JIMMY. So pretty. So pretty.
SANDRINE. Thanks. (Beat.)
JIMMY. Here, have a seat.
SANDRINE. Oh, Jimmy, I can't — .
JIMMY. Aw, come on, I haven’t seen you in ... well, months ...
2. Yeah.
?ﬁl\?&l’UNh . and months and months and months and 1nopt'hs
and months and months and months, how does that happen? Live
in the same town as someone and never see ‘em? >
INE. Idont know ...
}Slj?\?l\i/?‘? 1\II mean, I haven't seen you since that night before that
morning when I woke up and you were just gone.
SANDRINE. Yeah, I —

[ WAITRESS. (Entering.) Look at you two, tucked away in the cor-

ner over here. Lucky I found yal (Referring to Jimmys coup)le of
Buds.) Is the man and his lovely lady read7y for another round:
JIMMY/SANDRINE. Well — / No! We're not together.

. JIMMY/SANDRINE. We'll — / We're all set, thanks.

‘ JIMMY/SANDRINE. Yeah — / All set!
JIMMY. Yeah. ) L

WAITRESS. Olkay. Well, holler if you need anything.

SANDRINE. Thanks. ,
WAITRESS. No really — you gotta holler. It’s busy up front! (She

exits.)

SANDRINE. Okay.

JIMMY. (Fishing.) So ... You here with anybody, or —
SANDRINE. Yeah, the girls.

JIMMY. Oh,

SANDRINE. We're, uh — ... (Covering.) Gitls night! We're in
the front. Actually, T just had to use the ladies’ room, so I should
get back to // them,

JIMMMY: Aw, but I haven't seen ya! They'll survive without ya for
a minute or two! So, what’s been — here (Offering her a sear.) —
what's been goin’ on, whatcha been up to? >

SANDRINE. (i Giving in, sitting,) Well —

JIMMY. Did you know that I took over Dad’s business?
SANDRINE, Yeah, that’s great ...

JIMMY. I run it now, >

SANDRINE. I heard that.

JIMMY. 'm runnin’ ic, >

SANDRINE. Heard that.

JIMMY. runnin’ the business, >

SANDRINE. Congratula>

JIMMY. runnin’ the whole show, >

SANDRINE. tions, good for you, good for you.

JIMMY. the whole shebang, thanks, veah. We still do heating and
cooling, >

SANDRINE. Yeah?

JIMMY. and we've expanded, too, we do rugs now, we shampoo
em.

SANDRINE. Oh.

JIMMY. It’s a lotta work. A lotta work. I'm on call a lot: weekends,
holidays, you name it, *cause, you know, your heat goes, people die,
it’'s serious.

SANDRINE. Yeah.

JIMMY. Yeah. Like, I do Thanksgivin’, Christmas, cause 1 let the
guys who work for me, like, Fast helps with repairs sometimes, |
let em have the day off so they can be with their families since I'm
all alone this year.

SANDRINE. Oh.
JIMMY. Yeah. (Driving the point home.) 1 really don't have any-
body anymore, really. My brother and siscer got canned, so they left
town, and >

SANDRINE. Right —
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JIMMY. Mom and Dad retired, headed south.
SANDRINE. Yeah, I heard that.
JIMMY. Vermont.
SAWNDRINE. Oh, ]
JIMMY. Yeah, winters there are a lot easier. And then Spot went
and died on me ... ey h
SANDRINE. Ob, Jimmy, I didn't know that ...
JIMMY. Yeah. He was old, it was his time, he was a good ﬁsh
though, but, so, like I said, I really don't have anybody anymore,
really ... but, so, um, I was wonderin’ — would you like ro come
over? It'd be fun! Carch up, hang out?
SANDRINE. Oh — ’ .
WAITRESS. (Entering.) And I forgot to tei‘l ya — fiont ,f:orge(;.
Friday night special at The Moose Paddy: Drink free if you're sad.
So, if you're sad, or if you two little lovebirds are ready fog another
coupla Buds or somethin’, you just let me know; all right?
SANDRINE. No, we're —
JIMMY. Okay. '
WAITRESS. Okay. (She exits.)
SANDRINE. (7o waitress.) Okay. (Beat.)
JIMMY. So wharta you say? Wanna come on over, for fun — :
SANDRINE. No, Jimmy. I can’t. | can’t. (Getting up to leave.)
really gotta get back with the girls.
IMMY. Naw — ‘
]SANDRINE. (Forceful, but kind.) Yeah, Jimmy, yeah. I gotea.
'Cause, see ... oh, gosh, I've been meanin’ to tell you this for a
while: There’s a guy, Jimmy. I've got a guy.
JIMMY. (Huge blow. But hes tough.) Oh.
SANDRINE. Yeah. o N
JIMMY. Well ... good for you. Gettin’ yourg'd_f out thcrhe again.

. SANDRINE. Yeah.

JIMMY. Movin’ on .../

SANDRINE. Yeah, well, actually, ]immy,;it"'s‘; more tharlldr‘nf)'ju;t‘_‘
. gectin” myself out there and movin’ on. Um ..."this is my ... bach- -

elorette par
JIMMY. (Huger 0100 O
SANDRINE. Yeah. -
JIMMY. Wow.
SANDRINE. Yeah.
JIMMY. Wow.
SANDRINE. Yeah.

e ————— - ————— ————————C—

. (Bear. Then, off bis blank look:) I'm gettin’ married.
——

JIMMY. Wow.

SANDRINE. Yeah.

JIMMY. Wow. That's — ... Thought you said you weren't gonna
do that. Ger married. Thoughe it wasn™ for you, you told me.
(Beat.) Guess it just wasn’t for you with me. (Beat.) So, who's ..
who's the lucky guy?

SANDRINE. Martin Laferriere. (Say, “la-FAIRY-AIR.”) You know
him? The uh —

JIMMY. The ranger guy, over in Ashland.

SANDRINE. Yeah, yeah, yeah!

JIMMY. Wow.

SANDRINE. Yeah.

JIMMY. H¢’s a legend. Legendary. 1 mean, if you're lost on a
mountain in Maine, he’s the guy you want lookin’ for you.
SANDRINE. Yeah.

JIMMY. T mean, if you're lost out there in this big bad northern

world, Martin Laferriere's the guy you want to have go out there
and find you.,

SANDRINE. Yeah.

JIMMY. And he ... found you.

SANDRINE. Yeah, I'm sorry 1 never told you — I actually
thought you woulda known, I thought you would have heard ...
JIMMY. How would I have heard?

SANDRINE. Well, you know ... people talk.

JIMMY. Not about things they know you don’t wanna hear, they
don't. And I gotra be honest ... that’s not somethin’ I woulda want.
ed to hear... (Beat.) So ... when's the big event?

SANDRINE. Um ... tomorsow!

JIMMY. Really.

SANDRINE. Yup!

JIMMY. Well then ... (Jimmy downs his Bud, and then raises his
arm, to get the waitress’ attention. As he does so, his unbuttoned sleeve
slides up his arm a little. He hollers:) HEY!

SANDRINE. (Not wanting fimmy to draw attention to them.)
What are you doin’?

JIMMY.  (Going towards the Jront.) Gertin® our waitress, she said
holler, (1 Calling to waitress.) HEY! (To Sandyine. J) What's her name?
SANDRINE. I don’t know, she’s new // here.

JIMMY. (7o waitress.) HEY!

SANDRINE. What are you doin’?

JIMMY. We gotta celebrate! You got found! And you deserve it!
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He's quite a guy.
SANDRINE. Aw, Jimmy.
IMMY. And so are you. Lo
JSAI\;DRINE. (That was the nicest thing a guy like Jimmy could say
to a girl) Jimmy ... ' -
]?Mﬁfi'{ (Arm raised, hollering to waitress.) H}:Y' 9
SANDRINE. (Protesting.) Jimmy! (Then, noticing a black marking
on Jimmy’s arm.) Jimmy!-whoa-hey! What's that?
IMMY. (7o Sandrine.) Whag? ' ‘
JSAN DRINE. That. (Referring to the black marking on bis arm.) ;
JIMMY. (Covering the mark, using his ot/aer’ arm to wave down the
waitress; to Sandrine.) Oh, nothin’, tattoo, (10 waitress. ) HEY!
SANDRINE. What?f? '
JIMMY. (7o Sandrine.) Tattoo. (1o waitress. ) HEY! :
SANDRINE. (Intrigued.) What — When did you get that? "
JIMMY. (7o Sandrine.) Um ... After you iefc, (To waitress.) HE ¢
SANDRINE. (Intrigued, going for his arm.) Jimmy! Well — what’s
it of, what’s it say? §
_x]tllsfﬂ\sz?a (To Sanrine. ) Nothir', nothir’, (7o waitress.) hey-hey-
HEY! (Sandrine grabs his arm.) N-no!
SAND(RINE. (. fghre rolls up bis sleeve and tzz/eesz.z émt as she reads, oz
the inside of bis forearm, in big, bold letvers:) “Villian. (Rhymes wit
“Jillian.”)
JIMMY. Villain.
SANDRINE. Who'’s Villian? g e
JIMMY. Villain. It's supposed to say, “Villain.
SANDRINE. What; g b
IMMY. It's supposed to say, “Villam. e
:gANDRINE. [\)Well, it doesn’t say, “Villain.” It says, “Villian.
JIMMY. 1 know, I spelled it wrong — >
SANDRINE. What?!? P P
JIMMY. They spelled it wrong. It says, “Villian, but it’s supposed
L “Villain.” -
TS(.)/\?I}{)RINE. Well, why is it suppo_sec‘{ to say, “Villain”? Why
would you want a tattoo that says, “Villain”?
JIMMY. 'Cause ... -
SANDRINE. 'Cause why?
JIMMY. Just ’cause. =
SANDRINE. Just “cause why? .
JIMMY. Just ’cause ... when a guy’s gota girl I{ke you ... Well, I
just think that losin’ a girl like you, drivin’ a girl like you away ... >

SANDRINE. Jimmy, you didn't drive me away —

JIMMY. s just plain criminal. It’s criminal. I¢s villainy! And it
should be punished! So I punished myself. I marked myself a vil-
lain. So girls would stay away. So I'd never have to go through ...
what I went through with you. Again. Can I kiss you?
SANDRINE. (Not mean.) No. (Beat. She kisses Jimmy on the

cheek. Beat. Then, referring to bis tattoo:) You can get that undone,
you know.

JIMMY. Yeah. (Beat.)

SANDRINE. I gotta head. (She goes.)
JIMMY. Yeah. (Then, stopping Sandrine.) 'm — . (Sandyrine stops,
turns to Jimmy. Beat.) 'm glad you got found.

SANDRINE. Thanks, Jimmy. (Sandrine goes back to her bache-
loveste party — and she is welcomed back heartily. We hear this. Jimmy
hears this. He is alone, sad, and stuck there. Maybe he gess his coat off
bis chair. Time to go home. Alone. As usual. Beat.)

WAITRESS. (Entering.) Hey! Sorry! You were wavin’ me down. | |

saw you, but its so busy in the front! There’s this bachelorette
party: those girls! Good thing it's not, “Drink free if you're glad,”
‘cause those girls are wicked glad. Gosh — had to fight my way
through to find you, but I did it! I found ya! So: Whatd ya need,
what can I do ya for? Another Bud?

HMMY. Um ... (Hes sad, looking off to where Sandrine went. )
WAITRESS. (Looks off to where Sandrine went ... sees the empiy
chair ... puts the pieces together.) Oh, pal ... Um ... Um ... Well,
remember, like I said, Moose Paddy special: Drinks are free if
you're sad. Okay? Just tell me you're sad, and youw'll drink free.
(Beat.) Just say the word. Let me know. *Cause I know from sad,
and you're lookin’ pretty sad. (No response from Jimmy. Hes just
sad.) Okay. Well, my name’s Villian, if you need anything. (Note
to actress playing Villian: The next line may be used if you feel you
need it for clarity. Its just a backup, in case you feel the Jirst mention
of your name isnt heard, or if the audience is slow to cateh on, Use
it ;f you need it; don't if you don'’t— wup 10 you!) Just ask for Villian.
(She goes.)

JIMMY. (Beat. Her name registers. He calls to her) Villian!?t
VILLIAN. (She stops.) Yeah?

JIMMY. Hi.

VILLIAN. Hi ...

JIMMY. I’'m not sad. I just would like another Bud.

VILLIAN. All right! (She goes.)
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JIMMY. Villian!!

VILLIAN. (Stopping.) EYcah;‘.?

'm glad you found me. _
]\}Il\fI%XNI HA\%V ...y{Ieaving, to herself:) “I'm glad you j‘i}un&d x/m;,a
chat’s adorable ... (Music. Looks like Jimmy rfzzg/at. stay. 53/ em;;rm
little glad. He sits back down, maybe deals with bz:‘tz;’tmae“gz)d o
in some way. Lights fade. Y%anfztzonal“am'om.Jb;zld ;f [Sad and
Glad.” Afier the lights have faded and “Sad and Glad” is over, U
begin Scene Three, which is entitled ...

THIS HURTS

Music fades. Lights come up on a womarn ﬁms/ﬂ;;g iguz;lon;
ing a mans clothes, in the laurf'dry room of @ oneyd
Boarding House in Almost, Maine. A man is ;zttmg ks
bench. The woman starss folding the man’s s'hzrt s );’ was zroles
ing, but thinks better of it, and instead, deliberately /;mm];/ i
it, and throws it into her laundry basket. She picks up ;15
iron, wraps the cord around it; preparing 1o put it AWy
she does so, she burns herself on it.

' i fees note of this and writes
WOMAN. Ow! Dammit! (The man sa 4
“on” in a homemade book labeled hings That Cz'zn Hurt ch;u.
Meanwhile, the woman has exited to return the ivon t0 its proper p c[;
She returns to deal with the ironing lboam/,’; z'ubzcéh aés;))t ;7}:5; i

d to its proper place — the same place she Just Drougnt v ;
ng:n;;ld;n?zio tzl?ae g’oning board, she turns to exit and accidentally
wallops the man in the head wi

the bench he was sitting on.) O

didn’t see you, are you okay?!?

MAN. (Unfazed.) Yeah.

h, no! I'm sorry! 'm sorry! Oh ... 1

ashed you with the ironing board,

WOMAN. No you're not!! I smashe ;

i @
I wasn't even looking! Are you hurt!

%AV%)};/IAII\I\TO Oh, you must belt T just smashed you! Where did T get
you? ‘

MAN. In the head.

R S WL P .
. WOMAN. ;' Well, you can be hurt and not be bleeding or bruised —-

th the ironing board, knocking him off | "MAN: And:my list is pretty reliable, “cause my, brother Paul is

WOMAN. In the head!?! Oh, (i Going to him.) come here, are you
okay? "

MAN. Is there any blood?

WOMAN. No.

MAN. Any discoloration?

WOMAN. No.

MAN. Then Pm okay.

WOMAN. Well, I'm gonna go get you some ice.

MAN. No. I can’t feel things like that.

WOMAN. Like whar?

MAN. Like when I get smashed in the head with an ironing board.
I don’t get hurt.

WOMAN. What?

MAN. T can’t feel pain.

WOMAN. Oh, Jeezum Crow (Say, “JEE-zum CROW” — its a
euphemism. ), what the hell have I done to you? >

MAN. Nothin’ —

WOMAN. You're talkin’ loopy, listen to you, goin’ on about not
being able to feel pain, that’s delusional, I've knocked the sense
right outta ya!

MAN. No, P'm okay.

WOMAN. Shh! Listen: I was gonna be a nurse, so I know: You're
hurt. You just took a good shot right to the head, and that’s serious.
MAN. No, it’s not serious. I don’t think an ironing board could
really burt your head, ’cause, see, (Forcing his “Things That Can
Hurt You” book on her.) ironing boards aren’t on my list of things
that can hurt you, >

WOMAN. (Dealing with bis book.) What is — ?

MAN. plus, thete’s no blood or discoloration from where I got hi,

helping me make it, and I can'prove it to yous Seé, I bet if I'took -
this ironing board, like this; and hit you with it, that!it wouldn't -
hurt you (He smashes her in the head with ‘the ironing board.), see?,

- H/'thar didn’t hurt. .,

WOMAN.. OW! (Scramblingito gét away from bim)
MAN. Oh! " ™~ ' o " ;
WOMAN. Ow! What the hell was thae?! // Why did you do that?
MAN. Oh! Pm sorry. // Did that hurt? :
WOMAN. God!

30

31




—— e

— are you sure?
MAN. Well, is there any blood?
WOMAN. No.
MAN. Any discolorarion?
WOMAN. No. 1
hen I'm okay. .
%T&A%ﬂlwg,obugd}r, you can be hurt and not even look like
it
. But— |

‘ MA%I?VIAI\?[ Trust me. There are things that hurt you that make

d

i her i hat hure you thar
bruised and bloody and there are things ¢
Y(;‘rlx’t lr-rl:zllkc you bruised and bloody and s icy all hurt. (?;‘at.t
Then, giving him back the book labeled “Things That Can Hur

”) I'm Marvalyn.

I}\/Z‘XI\)I. I'm Stevc.yI live on the third floor. Room Eleven. 0
MARVALYN. (Deflecting.) 1 live with my boyfriend, Eric. I love
him very much.W -~

i . Yeah. We saw you move in. ’
ls\/ifi\lf\l/?AL‘\[(ﬁ. Yeah. gur roof collapsed from all the snow }Lln
December. We're just here until we can get our feet back on the
%El?l%%% Oh. Well, that’s good, "cause that’s what Ma D}ld.ley says
her boarding house is. A place whete people can live u,ntxlbthcy gcf
their feet back on the ground. My brother Paul says we've been tey
ing to get our feet back on the ground our whole lives.

RVALYN. Oh. ‘
IS\CI;I&'Z%E Yeah, it takes some people longer to do that than others.
MARVALYN. Yeah. (Beat.)

STEVE. You guys are loud.
ARVALYN. Huh? .
1S\/}l*]:‘\/l’i You and Eric. You yell and bang. We re right below you}.1
MARVALYN. Oh. Sorry abour that. We're goin thrqugh a r};aug'
i)atch. Happens. Sorry. (Bear. Then, changing the subject;) What is
it like?
STEVE. Whar? e
RVALYN. To not feel pain. o
I\;{I”UA]\Z}\(/E.LI don’t know. I don’t know what it's like to hurt, so ... I
don’t know. I don't really feel. =
| MARVALYN. Is chis ... how you were borns :
%} ISV{IEVIZ Yeah. I don’t have fully developed pain sensors. They _rf
immature, my brother Paul says //, and because they're immature

MARVALYN. How does he know thar?
STEVE. Oh, he reads, >
MARVALYN. But —
STEVE. and because they’re immature, my development as a
human being has been retarded, he says, >
MARVALYN. Bur —
STEVE. but he feaches me what hurts, though.
MARVALYN. Why??
STEVE. So I won't ruin myself. I have to know what hurts, so I
know when to be afraid. See, my mind can’ tell me when to be
afraid, "cause my body doesn’t know what being hurt is, so I have
to memorize what might hurt.
MARVALYN. Okay ...
STEVE. And I have to memorize what to be afraid of. (Showing
ber, in his book.) Things like bears. And guns and knives. And fire.
And fear — I should fear fear itself — and pretry girls ...
MARVALYN. Pretty girls?
STEVE. (He thinks shes pretty.) Yeah.
MARVALYN. Why should you be afraid of pretty girls?
STEVE. Well, ’cause my brother Paul says they can hurt you
‘cause they make you love them, and that’s something P'm sup-
posed to be afraid of, too — love — bur Paul says that I'm really
lucky, *cause I'll probably never have to deal with love, because 1
have a lot of deficiencies and not very many capacities as a result of
the congenital analgesia.
MARVALYN. Wait, what do you mean you're never gonna have
to deal with love //, why —
STEVE. ’Cause I'm never gonna know what it feels like, Paul says.
MARVAILYN. Well, how does he know that?
STEVE. ’Cause it hurrs.
MARVALYN. It shouldn’.
STEVE. And, plus, I have a lot of deficiencies and not very many
capacities.
MARVALYN. You know what, a lot of people do. (She kisses him.
At first its just Marvalyn kissing Steve, but, eventually, Steve partici-
pates. Then Marvalyn breaks away.) 'm sorry. I'm sorry. I'm so sorry.
Are you all right? Are you okay?
STEVE. (Doesn’t quite know how to respond. He basn't learned about
this. Then, maybe feeling his lips, and resorting to his usual way of
answering this question.) Well ... is there any blood?
MARVALYN. No ...
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STEVE. Any discoloration?
MARVALYN. No.
STEVE. Then P'm all right. (Is he?) 7 s ——r—
MARVALYN. Yeah. You are. (Beat.) 'm so sorry 1 did that. It’s just
— ... You're just very sweet. ‘
§TEVE? 1( Tr;/z'ng to make sense of what just /Jizppenezi ) But ... you
 boyfriend and you love him very much.
t‘i/?;::}:VA%’YN. (She begins gathering ber stuff-) Yes I do. And yes I do.
STEVE. And you just kissed me.
MARVALYN. Yes I did. ’ _ |
lST EVE. And it’s Friday night and you're doing your laundry.
LEYN. YesIam. . _ ’
?I%%A And people who are in love with eac}l; c:ithm, Fhﬁ/ d({}; 2
: i ) A
iss other people and do their !aupdry on Friday nig
}:Zinzd t‘ixraf Pe}:)ple who are in love with each other, they go ;o Thi
Moose Paddy on Friday nights, or thez go ’]Sianc;élg ;o}%f; Zr;h(;
skating, And they kiss each other. 1hey dont kiss ot
g:)};)lgco——b-k;gilﬁn OV\: what?yI don't think that’s love, // what you and
boyfriend have — : .
YMOXIRVOKI;N (Deflecting, preparing to leav’e. ) Tve been down here
longer than I said I would be and he doesn’t like that.
STEVE. Who? .
MARVALYN. My boyfriend.
STEVE. Who you love very much.
MARVALYN. Yes. : X
STEVE. Even though you kissed me?
ALYN. Yes. ‘
2/"11%1{\/\? Wow, I'm going to have to talk to my brother Paul about
this —

T ——————————

MARVALYN. No! Don't talk to your brother Paul about this! Tell
him to stop teaching you.

VE. Whar? '
?\/’{AFRVALYN. Whatever he’s teaching you. Tell him to stop. What
he’s teaching you ... isn't somethinig you wanna know.

learn from him —

IS;‘TP IX\EALE’I;;I Ih;:{:t? vfas gonna be a nurse, s0 1 know: YO}l fxeield
tougjo to a doctor, and not have your brother read whatever it is he
reads.
STEVE. But— . S

RVALYN. You know what, : . .
ISVIT}}’V]:T (Sits down on the bench.) Right. You gotta go. You're

youre leaving, I knew you would. Thar's what people do.
MARVALYN. No, I just have to — . I told you, Eric // doesn’t like
it if —

STEVE. Your boyfriend?

MARVALYN. Yeah, he doesn’ like it if P'm down here longer than
I said I'd be, and I’ve been down here longer than I said I'd be —
(On this line, Marvalyn picks up the ironing board. Then, as she goes
to put it away, she accidentally swings it around and hits Steve in the
head, just as she did at the beginning of the scene. Steve gets knocked
off the bench.)

STEVE. OW!
MARVALYN. Oh! m so sorry! .
STEVE. OW!

MARVALYN. I'm so sorry!, are you all right? I can’t believe I just
did that to you again!

STEVE. QW

MARVALYN.  (She goes 1o belp him; stops short.) Wait — : What
did you just say?

STEVE. (As he rubs his head, he realizes what he Just said. Beat. He
looks at Marvalyn, tells her plainly:) Ow. (Music. Marvalyn and Steve
Just look at each other. Utter uncertainty. This is scary. And wonderful.
But mostly a little scary — because who knows whar's next. Lights fade.

Transitional aurora. End of “This Hurss.” After the lights have faded
and “This Hurts” is over, we begin Scene Four, which is entitled ...

GETTING IT BACK

Music facles. We hear someone — Gayle — pounding on a d;:\\ i

GAYLE. Lendalll (More pounding) Lendalll (More pounding,)
Lendall! (Lights up on the living room of a small home in Almost,
Maine. It is furnished with a comfortable chair and an end table.
Lendall has been woken wp. Maybe he was asleep in bed: maybe he was
asleep in the chair. Either way, hes up now. He turns on the light, and
goes to answer the door. Gayle continues to pound on the door,)
LENDALL. Okay! Gayle! Shhh! I'm comin’, I'm comin’]

GAYLE. Lendall!

LENDALL. Hey, hey, hey! Shh, come on, P'm comin’! (Lendall
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exits stage left to answer the door.)
GAYLEg (Entering; blowing by him.) Lendall — o
LENDALL. (Returning) What's the matter?, what's goin on!
- Gayle is stewing.) What?

gg\zftLE.ﬂy(;he} been zg;z a bit of a state, but she collects herself.) 1 want
it back.

LENDALL. Whart?

GAYLE. I want it back.

LENDALL., What? .

GAYLE. All the love I gave to you?, I want it back.

LENDALL. Whate?

GAYLE. Now. ’

LENDALL. (Listle beat.) 1 dont understand —

GAYLE. TI've got yours in the car.

LENDALL. Whar? , o .
GAYLE. All the love you gave to me?, I've gotitin the car,
LENDALL. What are you talkin’ about?

GAYLE. 1 don’t want it anymore.

LENDALL, Why? N »

GAYLE. I've made a decision: We're done.

B ALL. What?! — , .
Iél/jg’i)E We're done. Pve decided. And,.so, Ivg brought all the
love you gave to me back to you. If’s the right ching to do.
LENDALL. (Bewildered.) Um, 1 —

AYLE. It’s in the car. »
SENDALL. You said. (Beat. He's kind of paralyzed trying to figure

 out '
tC/x]KYO'KE) (Waiting for him to take some action and go get the love) |

¢ it for you, or ... you can get it. ’ .
(Ii,aEI"Il\sféf)AL{ YWeIL I don't want it back. I don’t need it — "
GAYLE. Well, / don’t want it! What am I supposed to do with a
of it, now that I don’t want i?

don’t know ... _
I(J}iﬁ)él%(}eiﬁvzg’dir the circumstances //, it doesn’t seem right for
me to keep it, so I'm gonna give it back. (She /f’aves. ) 1
LENDALL. Under what circumstances? ( Calling to her) ac}lr e :
what are — ? I don’t understand what — ... What are you doing:

GAYLE. (From off,) I rold you. I'm getting all the love you gave to .

me, and I'm giving it back to you.

\/LENDAI.,L. (Calling to her.) Well, ’'m not sure I want it — whoa!

Need help?

GAYLE. Nope. I got it. It's not heavy. (She returns with an ENOR-
MOUS bunch of HUGE red bags full of love. The bags should be filled
with clothes or towels [for a little bit of weight and stability] and foam
or pillow stuffing [for shape, and vo keep them soundless]. She dumps
the bags on the floor,) Here you go.
LENDALL. (Truly puzzled, referring to the bags of love.) And this
is ... ?
GAYLE. (Exiting.) All the love you gave me, yeah,
LENDALL. Wow. (Beat.) That's a loz.
GAYLE. (Returning with more bags of love.) Yeah. (She exits.)
LENDALL. Whole lot.
GAYLE. Yeah. (She returns with even more bags of love. There is now
a GIGANTIC pile of love in Lendalls living room.)
LENDALL. Wow. What the heck am I gonna do with all this? T
mean ... I don’t know if I have room.
GAYLE. (Upser.) I'm sure you'll find a place for it (Le, another
woman.) ... And now, I think it’s only fair for you to give me mine
back because ... T want it back. (Beaz,) All the love I gave to you?
LENDALL. Yeah?
GAYLE. Twant it back. (Beat.) So go get it. (Lendall doesn’s move.
Hes probably trying 1o figure out what is happening and why ir's hap-
pening) Lendall, go get it. (Lendall still doesn’t move.) Please.
(Lendall still doesn’t move.) Now!!
LENDALL. (A little shaken; a little ar a loss.) Okay. (Lendall exirs.
Gayle sits in the chair and waits. Shes still in a state. Long bea.
Lendall rexurns ... with a teeny-tiny little bag — 4 little red posch —
and places it on a little table next to the chair. They look at the listle
bag. The little bag should be between Lendall and Gayle. And Gayle
should be between the many bags of love and the listle bag of love.)
GAYLE. What is that?
LENDALL. (75 obvious — it’s exactly whar she asked for.) It's all the
love you gave me.
GAYLE. That's— ...? That is 7ot — . There is no way — .., That
is not — . (Mortified.) Is that all I gave you?
LENDALL. Itsall I could find ...
GAYLE. Oh. Okay. (Taking in the little bag ... and then at all the
big bags.) Okay. (And shes crying.)
LENDALL. Gayle ... What's goin’ on, here?
GAYLE. T told you: We're done.
LENDALL. Why do you keep saying that?
GAYLE. Because —. (This is bard to say, but has 1o be said)

———

—

38

39



if ver a get
Because when I asked you if you ever thought we were gonna g

married — remember when I asked you thae? (Lerzd'all :t'oem’t' seem
tb want to remember.) In December? - It was snowingy
SNDALL. (But he remembers.) Yeah. ‘ '
I(:J’:IAYLE Ycah(., well, when I asked you ... that, you got] sio q;;zret:
And everybody said that that right there // shoulda told me every
thing.
LENDALL. Everybody who?
GAYLE. Everybody!
LENDALL. Who?al
. ... Marvalyn > ' ’
Sﬁ%gALL sz;‘mb};ni’? Marvalyn said that, like she’s an expert? .
G ALY'LE se;id — yes, Marvalyn, yes, said that hoyv quiet you got
v;as ali T needed ro know, and she’s right: You don't love me.
ENDALL. What — ? Gayle, no! o _
Ié]fbxr'j?h Shi! And T've been trying to fix that, I've tnded 5 mak;
ou love me by giving you every bit of ’Iove I ha(’i, an nox(ziv Em !
}éon’t have any love for me left, and that’s ... that’s not goo ¥
person ... and ... that's why [ want all the love I gave you back,
because | wanna bring it with me.

LENDALL. Where are you going?

L__..___QAXLF I need to get away from things.

TENDALL. What -— ? What things?! There aren’t any things in
this town t0 get away from!
GAYLE. Yes there are: You!

SNDALL. Me? ' ‘
%}}2}}1? }f& Yes. You are the things in this town Idnccd ajtlotigletliiv:}{
b - ink ; nd so: e
from because I have to think and start over, aB iy i

> 1 want it back, in case I need it ecaus E
\g:::ﬁ \“-Z Zroc;llmd giving your love — "cause that’s all I have r 1ght now;
is thcga love you gave me — 1 cant very well’ go a.roupd _gnvmg you
love to other guys, ‘cause // that just doesn’t seelx)n right —
LENDALL. Other guys? There are th.cr guys?!?
GAYLE. No, not yet, but I'm assuming there will be.
LENDALL. Gayle — o . .
AYIE. S So I think think that, since I know now

& LE, bhhu! D0 I [hlﬂk"'—' . I NINs >
(ﬁ’i not ready to do what comes next for pcqpl.c w;lo}?axlrc aniiz
)t,ogether for quite a long time (Le., gt married.), 1 think wer
gonna be done, > i |

ALL. Why? Gayle — _ =
1(43%\.1;{1{)'5 and 30?71 think the best thing we can do, now, is just

return the love we gave to each other, and call it ... (Taking in the
bags — the pathetic one that contains the love she gave him, and the
awesome several that contain the love he gave her) ... even. (Its not
‘even” at all.). Oh, Jeezum Crow, is that really all the love I gave
you, Lendall? I mean, I thought — . I mean, what kind of person
am T if this is all the love I gave y — ... No ... n-n-no! (Fiercely) 1
know 1 gave you more than that, Lendall, I krow it (She thinks.
Collects herself. New attack.) Did you lose ie?
LENDALL. What?!? // No, Gayle, no! .
GAYLE. Did you lose it, Lendall? *Cause I know I gave you more
than that, and I think you're pulling something on me, and this is
not a good time to be pulling something on me!
LENDALL. I'm not. Pulling something on you. I wouldn’t do that
to you ... Just — I think — ... Gosh — ... (Not mean; just at a
loss.) I think maybe you should just take what you came for, and I
guess U'll see you later. (This is presty final. He exits into the ress of
the house.)
GAYLE. (Realization of the finality; calls him, weakly) Lendall ...
Lendall ... (Now Gayle is at a loss. But this is what she wants. She
looks az the listle bag, takes it, and is about to leave. But curiosity stops
her. She sits in the chair, opens the bag, and examines what’s inside.)
Lendallf? What is this? What the heck is this, Lendall? This is nor

the love T gave you, Lendall, at Jeast have the decency to give me
back what — . Lendall, whar is chis?

LENDALL. (From off.) Its a ring, Gayle.

GAYLE. What?

LENDALL. (Returning.) It’s a ring,

GAYLE. What? Well, what the — ? (She takes what is in the bag
out of the bag.) This isn’t — . This is not — ... (Realizes it' a ring
box.) Oh, Lendall, this is a ring! Is this a ... ring? A ring that you
give to someone you've been with for quite a long time if you want
to ler them know that you're ready for what comes next for people
who have been together for quite a long time...?
LENDALL. Yup.

GAYLE. Oh ... (She opens the box, sees the ring.) Oh! (Beat.) But
... all the love 1 gave to you? Where is it?

LENDALL. It right there, Gayle. (Referring to the ring,)
GAYLE. But —

LENDALL. It’s right there.
GAYLE. But —

LENDALL. It i That’s it! Right there! There was so much of it
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mill, I had to work.

MARCI. (Looking for something.) I'm not mad at you, Phil, you
had to work, // T get it.

PHIL. Idid!
MARCL.  (Now actively looking for something.) Phil, where's my
shoe?

PHIL. What?

MARCI. Where’s my shoe, T can’t find it.

PHIL. Well, it’s gotta be here ...

MARCI. Where is i©?!2 (They look for her shoe. Beat.) Is this you

being funny?

PHIL. Noe.

MARCI. ’Cause it’s not funny. >

PHIL. 1—

MARCIL I¢s cold out here!

PHIL. Well, you're the one that wanted to go skating!

MARCI. Phil!

PHIL. (Angry — a bit of an explosion.) We'll find idl It's gotra be

here! (Beat)

MARCI. I'm not mad. I was never mad. (Re-lacing her skate — too

gold Jor stocking feet. Beat) 1 was disappointed. But now I'm //
one.

PHIL. Marce! —

MARCI. 1had fun tonight! Skating! I thought it would be fun!, >

PHIL. It was ...

MARCL. forget all the ... stuff. Get us away from the kids, get us

back to where we used to be. We went skating ... first time you

kissed me, on a Friday night just like this one. "Member? Right

here ... (She touches Phil in some way — maybe rubs his back.) Echo

Pond —

PHIL.  (Subtly/subconsciously shaking off Marcis touch.) 1 know

where we are, where the heck is your shoe? (Going off to look for it.)

Maybe it’s — maybe it’s in the car. Did you — ... Where'd you put

your skates on, out here or in the car? (We hear him open the doors

and trunk of the car.)

PHIL, Wha — // Where,wherel? (He looks for ir.)

MARCI. (Ejyes closed.) Shhl I'm wishing, I'm wishing!

PHIL. (Keeps looking, and then:) Oh, I missed it.

MARCI. (Just looks at him.) Yeah, you did.

PHIL. Whar's that supposed to mean?

MARCI. (Finishes re-lacing her skate, eventually gets up to look for
her shoe.) Nothin’ — it’s just ... not really all that surprising >
PHIL, What?

MARCI. that you didu’ see it.

PHIL. What? :

MARCI. The shooting star.

PHIL. Why?

MARCI. You don’t pay attention, Phil. (Beaz.)

PHIL. See, when you say things like that, I feel like you're still
mad.

MARCL TI'm not.

PHIL. Marce —

MARCI. I wasn't mad, (Frustrated about a lot more than her miss-
ing shoe.) WHERE is my shoe???! Gosh, maybe it is in the car. (Going
offitage, to the car, to look for her other shoe.) 1 mean, >

PHIL. It’s not in the car ...

MARCI. T have one shoe on already. (From off) I know 1 didn’t
put my skates on in the car, ‘cause the shoe 1 have on was out
there. I changed out there, didn’t I? With you? Phil? (Phil doesn’t
answer. He is trying to sort out what’s going with him, his wife. Hes
sad. From off’) Phil? I put.my shoes right next to yours, after we
put our skates on, but it’s not ... there ... This is the weirdest
thing. (Returning.) It's not in the car, I mean, I'm not gonna put
one skate on in the car, the other one on out here — (Sees how
sad Phil is.) What's wrong?

PHIL. (Covering) Huh? Oh. I'm ... making a wish of my own.
On a regular one.

MARCI. Oh.

PHIL. Wanna wish on it with me?

MARCI. Yeah. Yeah, thatd be nice. Which one?
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b _ MARCL.  (Dealing with the fact that Phil shrugged bher off) 1 put PHIL. Umm ... see Hedgehog Mountain?

5\‘”" them on with you. Right here. (Beat. She looks to the sky for MARCI. Uh-huh.

answers.) , PHIL. Straight up, right above it.

__PHIL. (Returning.) Well, ic’s // not in the car — MARCI. The bright one?
/». ~ ‘ MARCL.  (She sees a shooting star.) Oh-oh-oh!l! Shooting star, PHIL. Yeah. ~ ¥,
; /} \ shooting star! (She closes her eyes, and makes a wish.) MARCI. That one? V
A | ]
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PHIL. Yeah.

MARCIL. Right there?

PHIL. Yeah.

MARCI. Phil:

PHIL. Yeah?

MARCI. That’s a planet.

PHIL. Whar?

MARCI. Thats a planet. You're wishing on a planet.

PHIL. Thats a — 2 '

MARCI. Yeazh, >

PHIL. Well, how do you know?

MARCI. and it's (She sings.) ... when you wish upon a star,” not
“ ... when you wish upon a planet I/ or Saturn — >

PHIL. Iknow, I know! How do you know?

MARCI. Said on the weather, Phil. Saturn’s the brightest object in
the sky this monch. It'll be sitting right above Hedgehog Mountain
over the next bunch of weeks. They've been sayin’ it on the weath-
er all week. And your wish is never gonna come true if you're wish-
ing on a planet.

PHIL. Well —

MARCI. You gotta pay attention.

PHIL. Why do you keep sayin’ thae?

MARCI. What?

PHIL. That I gotta pay attention?

MARCI. ’Cause you don'.

PHIL. What are you talkin’ about? —

MARCI. Phil: Happy Anniversary. (Beat.)

PHIL. Huh?

MARCI. Happy Anniversary. That’s what I'm talkia’ about. (Beat.)
PHIL. T'm — . (Can'’t quite say hés sorry. Beat. Then, instead of apol-
ogizing:) 1 knew you were mad.

MARCI. I'm not mad, // Phill

PHIL. You're mad at me, and pretty soon, outta nowhere, it’s
gonna get ugly. >

MARCI. Phil, I'm not mad, I'm —

PHIL. I mean, Marce: I'm sorry!/ I know I missed some things, but
I gotta work! I gotta take a double when Chad needs me at the mill!
He’s helpin’ me — s — out, you know, // offering me the overtime!
MARCL 1 know, I know —

PHIL. No, you don’t know: Me workin’ is for us, and the kids, and
it’s a lot sometimes, and it messes me up!

MARCI. Phill I'm not mad about you workin’, You gotta work. I
understand that. What I don’t understand is why I'm lonely, Phil.
I got a husband and a coupla great kids. And I'm lonely. (Beat.) You
just — ... you don’t pay attention anymore. You go away. And I
don’t know where you go, but you go somewhere where you can't
pay attention and you forget your son’s first hockey game and //
you forget Missy’s birthday and >

PHIL. Hockey equipment costs moncy!

MARCI. you forget your anniversary! I mean, I broughr you here
hoping you'd remember about us. But you didn’t. And that makes
me so mad I don’t know what to do anymore ... (Beat.)

PHIL. You /e.

MARCI. Whar?

PHIL. You lie so bad.

MARCI. What?

PHIL. You're mad at me. But you don’t ze// me — even when I ask
you over and over —

MARCI. Because you wouldn’t // pay attention if I 4id tell you —
PHIL. No! No! No! Because you dont know how to tell me what
you feel like about me, so I never know where I am, where I stand!
Maybe that’s why I go away! So I can know where I am for a sec-
ond! And you know what, it’s [onely there too, where I go. And you
sent me there. You went away a long time before 1 did. And now
all’s you do is lie.

MARCI. I don' lie!

PHIL. (Furious.) Yes you do! You say you're not mad, but you're
mad! You say you have fun, but you didnt! You didn’t have fun
tonight, did you?

MARCI. No.

PHIL. But you kept sayin’ you did.

MARCI. Ididn't. I didn’t have fun, Phil. I don’t have fun with you
anymore. (Beat.) Did you?

PHIL. No. I had a rotten, lousy time. (Beat.)

T

MARCI. Well, then ... (Little beat.) what are we doin’? What are™™

we waiting for? (Beat. And then ... a shoe that looks exactly like
Marci’s other shoe drops from the sky, right between Marci and Phil.
Beat. Marci and Phil survey the sky, trying to figure out what just hap-
pened. Music. Phil retrieves the shoe and gives it to Marci, who puts it
on. Marci gets up. She then takes the car keys out of ber pocket, exits,
and we hear ber start the car and drive away. Phil is alone. A shooz-
ing star cuts across the night sky on the field of stars. Phil sees it. Lights
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Jade. Transitional aurora. End of “Where Ir Went.” After the lights
have faded and “Where It Went” is over, we begin Scene Seven, which
is entitled . ..

STORY OF HOPE

Music fades. Sound of a car approaching, idling. A car door
opens, then closes. Sound of car leaving. Sound of fancy-shoed
Joorsteps in snow approaching. Doorbell. Lights up on a woman
standing on the front porch of a small home in Almost, Maine.
She carries a suitcase and a purse. Note: The actor playing the
man must be short or thin. This is crucial to the magic of the
story. “Story of Hope” is a story of loss, and a physical manifesta-
tion of loss in the man is key — lost height [again, this is best]],
lost weight — because this man is literally half the man he used
10 be because he has lost so much hope. You'll be surprised by how
magical and heartbreaking and funny this scene is when the
physical manifestation of the man’ loss is crystal clear.

MAN. (From off) Just a minute ... (The lights come on in the house;
then a porch light comes on. A man who is not the man he used to be
answers the door a bit cautiously. Nine o'clock at night is, after all, the
middle of the night. Hes in pajamas and a bathrobe. He enters and
stops cold. He knows this woman.)

WOMAN. (Fast and furious; so absorbed by what she has to say and
by what she has come to do, that she really doesn’t 1ake inllook ar the
man.) | know this isn’t going to be very easy, but I was just out
there all alone in the world, and I got so scared, because all I could
think about was how I had no place in this world, but then I just
outta nowhere realized that there was one place in this world that
1 did have, and that was with you, so I flew and I took a taxi o get
to you, I just had to come see you, (Finally really looking at him.)

thank God you're — ... (The man is not who she thought hed be.)

Oh — ... Wait — ... I'm sorry. Youre not — ... I'm — ...
(Checking to make sure shes at the right place.) This is the house —
... I'm so sorry — ... Does Daniel Harding live here?, I'm looking

for Daniel Harding.

MAN. You're // looking for —

WOMAN. Looking for Daniel Harding, yeah, He /fives here. 1
thought. But ... (Off the man’s confused state, realizing) ... ooooh
... he doesn’t, does he? Qooh. I am so sorry. (The woman gathers
her bags, preparing to leave) I'm so embarrassed. “Who is this
woman and what is she doing here?” (Beaz.) I just honestly thought
he'd be here. I always thought he'd be here. Always. (Beat.) Do you
know him? Big guy, big tall guy. Played basketball, all-Eastern
Maine, center? Streng. Do you know him? // Hockey, too? >
(NOTE: If the actor playing the man is not short, but thin or average,
please use these lines: Do you know him? Big guy, big strong guy.
Wrestled? Heavyweight? All-Eastern Maine? Strong? Do you know
him? // Played hockey, too? >/

MAN. Well ... —

WOMAN. Oh, don’t even answer that. That was — . [ know that’s
a hérrible question to ask a person who lives in a small town, as if
everybody in small towns knows everybody else, agh!, can’t believe
I asked that. I don’t live here anymore, but when I did, I hated it
when people assumed I knew everybody in town just because it was
small. Tt was worse than when theyd ask if we had “ ... plumbing
way up there?,” "cause, you know, people in small towns really don’t
know each other any better than in big towns, you know that? I
mean, you know who you know, and you don’t know who you don’t
know, just like anywhere else. (Beat.) I'm so sorry to have bothered
you. | was just so sure — . When his parents passed away, he kept
the house, I heard. He lived here. He stayed here, I thought. He was
one of the ones who stayed. {(Bear.) 1 didn't stay. I went away.
MAN. Most people do. :

s
WOMAN. Yeah. And I guess he did too. I never thought he would.

I guess I lost track ... You gotta hold onto people or you lose em.
Wish there was something you could keep ’em in for when you need
‘em ... (Tiying to make light, she “looks for him,” and finds him” in
her purse.) Oh, there he is, perfect! (She laughs. Not much of a response
from the man. Beat. She starts to go; stops.) Boy it's cold. I forgot.
MAN. Yeah. (Beaz.)

WOMAN. (Starts to go. Stops.) I can'’t believe — ... | ook a taxi
here. From Bangor. (Say “BANG-gore.” Bangor is Maines third
largest city, pop. 31,000. It is one hundred and sixty-three miles south
of Almost, Maine.) To see him.

MAN. (Beat. She took a taxi one hundred and sixty-three miles.)
That's far,

[
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WOMAN. Yeah.

MAN. That’s a hundred and sixty-three miles.

WOMAN. Yeah. This place is a littde farther away from things
than 1 remember.

MAN. Why did you do that?

WOMAN. Because I could only fly as close as Bangor and I needed
to get to him as fast as [ could.

MAN. Why?

WOMAN. Because [ want to answer a question he asked me.
MAN. Oh?

WOMAN. The last time I saw him, he asked me a very important
question and I dido’t answer it, and that’s just not a very nice thing
to do to a person. ‘

MAN. Well, that’s bein’ a little hard on yourself, don’t you th//ink?
WOMAN. He asked me to marry him.

MAN. Oh. (Beat.) And you ...

WOMAN. Didn’t answer him, No. (The man whistles.) Yeah. And
that’s why I'm here. To answer him. (Beat. Then, realizing she prob-
ably ought vo defend herself) 1 mean, 1 didn't answer him in the first
place because I didn’t have an answer at the time, I mean, I was
going to college, and then ... the night before I'm about to go off
into the world to do what T hope and dream, he asks me, “Will you
marry me?” I mean, come on! I was leaving in the morning ...

What was I supposed to do?
MAN. T don’t know.

WOMAN. (Defending herself.) I mean, 1 told him T'd have to think
about it, that I'd think it over overnight and that I'd be back before
the sun came up with an answer. And then I left. Left him standing
right ... (Where the man is standing) ... there ... and then ... I did-
n't make it back with an answer before the sun came up or ... at all.
MAN. That sounds like an answer to me.

WOMAN. No! That wasn’t my answer! I just ... went off into the
world, and that’s not an answer, and I think — ... (Liztle beat.)
MAN. Whae?

WOMAN. I think he thought I'd say, “Yes.”

MAN. Well, a guy’s probably not gonna ask a girl that question
unless he thinks she’s gonna say, “Yes.”

WOMAN. I know, and ... I'm afraid he probably waited up all
night, hoping for me to come by, and I just want to tell him that I
know now that you just can’t do a thing like not answer a question
like the one he asked me, you can’t do that to a person. Especially

to someone you love. ' . /
MAN. (Taking this in.) You loved him? /1\
WOMAN. Well — . I dont know if — . I mean, we were kids.
(She considers. Then, honest and true;) Yes. 1 did. I do. (Beat.) 1 feel |
like T dashed his hopes and dreams. ‘;
MAN. (This speech is not an attack. Its more of a rumination — one ’
that doesn’t do much to make the woman feel better.) Oh, come on. You ’
give yourself too much credir. He was young. That's all you need to
get your hopes dashed: Be young. And everybody starts out young,
50 ... everybody gets their hopes dashed, and besides ... I dont think
you really dashed his hopes. "Cause if you dash somebody’s hopes — \
well thats ... kind of a nice way to let 'em down, "cause it furts ...

but it’s quick. If you'd have said, “No,” #hat woulda been “dashing his
hopes.” (Beat. Maybe a little pointed here.) But you didn say, “No.”
You said nothir’. You just didnt answer him. Ac all. And thats ...
killin' hope the long, slow, painful way, "cause it's still there just
hangin’ on, never really goes away. And thats ... kinda like givin’
somebody a little less air to breathe every day. Till they die.
WOMAN., (Taking in this very unbelpful information.) Yeah ...
(Beat. Then, at a loss;) Well ... thank you.

MAN. For what?

WOMAN. (Considers; then, honestly:) T don’t know. (She starts to
leave.)

MAN. (After a beat.) Goodbye, Hope.

HOPE. Goodbye. (Stopping.) Agh!, Y'm so ... sorry to have both-
ered you ... It’s just, I was all alone out there in the world with no
place in it, and I realized what I'd done to him, to Danny, and that
with him was my place in the world — ... Wait ... (Realization.)
You called me Hope. How did you know my name? (7he man gen- !
tly presents himself — maybe removes bis glasses — and the woman |
recognizes him: He’s Daniel Harding,) Danny?!? /
DANIEL. Hello, Hope.

HOPE. (In a bit of a spin.) Danny ... I didn’t // rec — >

DANIEL. I know.

HOPE. 1didn’t // rec — >

DANIEL. I know. !
HOPE. I didn't even // recognize youl

DANIEL. I know.

HOPE. You'reso ...

DANIEL. I know.
HOPE. ... small.
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again. They look at the wrapped gift. Call this ‘awkward present
beat #2.7)

“DAVE. So, this is, um ... Well, we been ... together now —

RHONDA. (Scoffing.) Together?

DAVE. Well —

RHONDA. Together?l? What are you talkin’ about, “together”???
DAVE. Well, we been friends for quite a few years // now, and,
well —

RHONDA. You gettin’ all girl on me?

DAVE. — shh! — and, and, and — ... And, here. (He presénts her
with his gift.)

RHONDA. (These two don't give each other presents.) What are you
doin’ here, bud?

DAVE. Open it.

RHONDA. “Together.” Hmm. I don’t know about this ...
DAVE. Just open it.

RHONDA. (She apens the present downstage center. The present —
a wrapped canvas painting — must be opened in such a way that the
audience cannot see what it is. Once Rhonda opens it, she props the
painting up against a crate — still so thar the audience can’t see it. She
has no idea what it is a painting is of. Bear.) Whar is it?

DAVE. What do you mean, what is i? Can't you ... see what // it
is —

RHONDA. It’s a picture ...

DAVE. Yeah ...

RHONDA. A paintin’,

DAVE. Yeah.

RHONDA. Whered you get this? It looks homemade.

DAVE. What do you mean, it looks homemade?

RHONDA. Looks like someone really painted it.

DAVE. Well, someone really did paint it.

RHONDA. (Realizing.) Did you paint this?

DAVE. Yeah.

RHONDA. For me?

DAVE. Yeah.

RHONDA. Oh ... (She has no idea what it is, what to make of it.)
Why?t

DAVE. Well — ... (He painted it ‘cause he thinks the whole world
of her.)

RHONDA. I mean ... thank you! // Thank you, thanks, yeah.
DAVE. There you go!, that’s what people say!, there you go! You're

welcome.

RHONDA. (Sitting in chair, center, staring at her painting.) So,
Dave ... I didn't know you painted.

DAVE. Yeah. This is — ... (Tirns bis painting right side up —
Rhonda propped it up wrong. Then;) I'm takin’ adule ed art. Ac
nights. Merle Haslem over at the high school’s teachin’ it, it’s real
good. And this is my version of one of those stare-at-it-until-you-
see-the-thing things. Ever seen one of these? Some of the old
painters did it with dots. They called it — ... (Searches, bur can’t
quite come up with ‘pointillism.”) somethin’ ... but I did it with a

" buncha little blocks of colors, see, and if you just look at the blocks

of colors, it’s just colors, but if you step back and look at the whole
thing, it’s not just little blocks of colors, it’s a picrure of something.
RHONDA. Picture of what?

DAVE. I'm not gonna tell you, you have to figure it out.
RHONDA. Oh, come on, Dave!

DAVE. No, ir takes a lictle time, it can be a litde frustrating.
RHONDA. Well, why would you give me somethin’ that’s gonna
Sfrustrate?l?

DAVE. No, no, no, I just mean you gotta not #y to look for any-
thing, that’s what'll frustrate you. You gotta just £inda look at it, so
it doesn’t know you're lookin’ at it.

RHONDA. What're you talkin’ about?

DAVE. You goua trick it! (Demonstrates ‘tricking it” — steals
glances at it as he walks by it.) Trick it! (More demonstrations.} See?
Trick it, trick it! Gotta not let it know. And hopefully you'll even-
tually see what it is. It's 2 common thing, it's somethin’ everybody
knows. (Rhonda tries “trickin’ it” a few times, like Dave did. This
‘trickin’ it” business should be pretty darn funmy. ) There ya go, there
ya go!

RHONDA. (Gives up on ‘trickin’ it.”) This is stupid. I don’t see
anything,

DAVE. No, you wete doin’ good!

RHONDA. Dave!

DAVE. All right, all right, then, do this: Do what you usually do
around the house at night, and check it out real casual-like,
(Demonstrating,) and —

RHONDA. I usually have a Bud and talk to you on the phone.
DAVE. Well, do that. Where’s the kitchen? (Starting into the
house.) 11 T'll get you a Bud, and you can talk to me —
RHONDA. (Stopping bim — she doesn't want him going inside.) N-
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n-np-n-no! >

DAVE. What

RHONDA. I'm outta Bud. Only got Narty Lite.

DAVE. (Starting back into the house.) All right, I'll get you a Natty

Lite, // and you can have your beer and talk to me —

RHONDA. (Stopping him.) N-n-no!

DAVE. Why not? Come on, let’s go inside and get us a coupla

beers! >

RHONDA. No! (Back to the painting.) We gotta trick this thing,

right? See? I'm trickin’ it, ’'m trickin’ ie! Trickin’ it, I'm trickin’ it!

DAVE. It's what people who've known each other for a long time

do. Come onl! HEYY (Stopping her ‘trickin’ it” routine.) Quit it!!

How many years I know ya, I come all the way out here every

Friday night, and I never been inside your house for beers?! That's

unnatural, It’s unnatural, // Rhonda! So let’s do what's the narural

thing to do and go inside and have some beers — !

RHONDA. 1 don’t care what it is, I gotra trick this thing. Hey!

Hey-hey-hey, DAVE! Quit runnin’ your suck! 1 gotta look. At this

thing. (She sits; stares straight at the painting, which frustrates Dave.)

DAVE. You're doin’ it wrong!

RHONDA. Shh!

DAVE. You gotta trick it, you gotta trick it —

RHONDA. Hey-hey-hey!, okay, okay! I got somethin’!

DAVE. Yeah?

RHONDA. Yeah! Yeah-yeah-yeah: Roadkill.

DAVE. What?

RHONDA. Roadkill. Dead raccoon in the middle of the road.
DAVE. What? No! That’s not what it is! —

RHONDA. Okay, deer. Dead bloody deer // in the middle of the
road —

DAVE. Whart?!? No!! Rhonda! It's not // a dead deer in the middle
of the road!!

RHODA: Okay, moose. >

DAVE. Whar?

RHONDA. Dead bloody moose in the middle of the road.
DAVE. RHONDA! No'lt No!!! That’s not somethin’ I'd wanna
vaint!l! /1 That's not even close to what it is! Dead moose?? Come onl!!

RHONDA. Well, that’s what I see, I don’t know what it is, dont

get mad, Jeezum Crow!
DAVE. You don’ see whart it is?f?
RHONDA. No.

DAVE. Well, can I give you a hint?

RHONDA. Yeah! (Dave kisses her right on the mouth. Thats the
hint. She immediately gets wplpulls away. Then, angrylflustered:)
What are you doin’?!? (Listle bear.) What was thae?!? Why did you
do thaeh?

DAVE. ’Cause I was giving you a hint — ...

RHONDA. Don’t ever do that again. Ever! And GET OUTTA
HERE! (She storms off into the house. Beat.)

DAVE. (Gathering his things; to himself.) Jeezum Crow ... (He
starts to go; stops; then, exploding:) HEY, RHONDA!

RHONDA. What?

DAVE. You really are what they say!!

RHONDA. What? Whart do they say?

DAVE. That you're a listle hung up, therelll

RHONDA. (Reentering forcefully) Who says thar??

DAVE. (Retreating — shes tough.) Everybody.

RHONDA. (Continuing 1o advance.) Everybody who?

DAVE. (Retreating.) Everybody, Rhonda. It's what people in town
say ...

RHONDA. When?

DAVE. When they're ralkin! They say that you're a little hung up,
tl_lege', so I gotta be a lictle persistent, there, they say, and they were
rig L.

RHONDA. Who says?

DAVE. (Tough question to answer, cause these are their best buds,)
Suzette.

RHONDA. Suzette?

DAVE. Yeah, and Dan ...

RHONDA. (Disbelief]) Suzette and Dan Harding say that I'm a
litle hung up, there, and that you gotta be a litde persistent
there...???

DAVE. Yeah,

RHONDA. Well, who else?

DAVE. Marci ...

RHONDA. Marci?l?

DAVE. Yeah, and Phil, // and — >

RHONDA. Marci and Phil?l? —

DAVE. — yeah — and Randy and Chad, and >

RHONDA. Randy and Chad?l? —

DAVE. Lendal! and Gayle, and >
RHONDA. Gayle? —
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