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CONFLAGRATION

by
J.J. Jonas

CAST: JULIA and FRIEND, who plays the alternate parts

Tone changes indicated in the introduction should be sin
subtle, not comedic. Tone should continue to reflect subtle €hanges as
if there is subtext in each definition, yet to be r
overacted. The first two lines are delivered to the a
immediately following are said in response and reag

JULIA: (with intense focus on the single wg ire(repeating for

emphasis) Fire.

FRIEND: (pragmatically) Defined as t emomenon of combustion
manifested in light, flame, and heat.

JULIA: (slightly enigmatic, looking at ne of the four elements

of the alchemists.
FRIEND: (more ardently, turning from
passion.

JULIA: (uplifting) Inspiration.
FRIEND: (lowered, painfully) A ive burning. A severe trial or

ordeal.
JULIA:  (changing to almos
genius or willing m
luminosity. (pause)
FRIEND: (to audie
“Pyroelectricity”: pr

e to JULIA) A burning

ant tone of the misunderstood
ing back to audience) Brilliancy;

rived from the Greek word “pyr.” As in

ed by or as if by the action of heat. (pause,
looking at JULIA) “Pyl ic”: a feverish illness.

JULIA:  (looking straight ahead) Pyromancy. (pause, then slowly,
reflecting) Divigatien by means of fire or flames.

FRIEND: Bapti %

TOGETHER;
e another in silence and freeze.)

(FRIEND and JULIA cross, indicating transition, giving FRIEND time to
prepare for character change. FRIEND plays MOTHER in this scene.
Tone changes dramatically to more flippant, less dark.)

JULIA: Mothers worry incessantly. It's in their job description. It is also in
their occupational portfolio to make sure we inherit that trait. From the
very beginning, we are inundated with the threatening impressions of
maternal wisdom.
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MOTHER: (turning to face audience) If you stick out your tongue like that,
your face is going to freeze.

JULIA: This turned out to be a detriment to any medical office visit | had as a
child. 1 developed a phobic fear of anyone who tried to coax me into
saying, “Ahhh.”

MOTHER: (rattling off to audience, as if from a list) Don’t count your
chickens before they are hatched. Don't tell the devil wherg, your goat is
tied. You shouldn’t kiss on the first date; when Farmer Jo is getting
the milk for free, he doesn’t need to buy the cow, dear.

JULIA: My mother grew up in the country. She was ve
analogies.

fo

(MOTHER begins to clean or sweep around JULI

JULIA: When | traipsed off to South America in the Pulitzer Prize,
covering stories on drug cartels and i , my mom did not
offer advice on diplomacy or statisti angers of journalists in
Third World countries. She just wanted to make sure | was taking clean
underwear.

MOTHER: (licking her finger and rubbin on JULIA’s face as if to
remove a smudge) You have ayittle something right there.

JULIA: When | was working with g%inethe city, she withheld warnings
about accidentally walking up omga.d al or using a hand gesture that
could be interpreted as a tery declaration. She wanted to make sure
| wasn’t going to get a .

MOTHER: (halts in her tr
word, tell me you did not
read an article th
And you know what
THOSE kind of girls.

JULIA: What k|nd of girls, Mom?

¢ ed) Oh, you didn’t, did you? Oh, my

tattoo! (back to cleaning) You know |
ying that old tattoos can cause cancer.
of girls get tattoos. (looking hard at JULIA)

e kind of girl you're NOT.
, look, Mom. What's this? (SHE points to a

on my ankle. How did that get there? (SHE swooshes

er ankle, as if to try to make a tattooed butterfly fly

, iIt's not flying away! Wow, this is the bravest butterfly I've

ever seen. (SHE starts swatting and slapping at her ankle, as if SHE
was trying to kill an insect.) It's not moving, Mom! This is one heck of a
tough butterfly. It's not even moving! Why do you think that is, Mom?

MOTHER: Don't toy with me, Julia. You just had that painted on to try to get
my petticoats in a swirl.

JULIA: (laughing) Your petticoats in a swirl? (sarcastically) Yeah, Mom, |
had it painted on... ten years ago. It's amazing how permanent markers
can last through the years, huh?
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MOTHER: Well, there have been many improvements in tech-nology in the
past two decades.

JULIA: Mom, it's a tattoo.

MOTHER: No, it is not. YOU do NOT have a tattoo. (MOTHER snubs her
and, pouting, turns away, facing back.)

JULIA: Mothers are always giving us warnings. Sometimes | wished | would
have listened a little more. Like the one...

MOTHER: (with crossed arms, still pouting, but turning back around,
not able to resist; TOGETHER with JULIA) ...don’t matches
or you'll wet the bed. (SHE turns back around.)

JULIA: | never wet the bed, but the bottom line i arel always
repercussions to everything we do... conseque 2very action.
There have definitely been consequences sometimes

unbearable consequences... (pause) | wa een when it
happened. No one was home. My mom and sters had gone out
of town shopping and my dad was at w, s hon
| had been baking some cookies.
opened the freezer. We always ba
cans, so, you know, if you had unexp
be something nice to serve with coffee. ort of thing. | noticed that

there was something spilled o the garage floor. Something that had
leaked out.

(FRIEND circles around providing the VOICES OF
CONSCIOUSNESS.)

t into the garage and

VOICE: (whispering softl
JULIA: It was comin
VOICE: (hissing whisp
JULIA: I'd read something o

let them evapora

oit,doit, doit...

container.

hat if? What if? What if?

about burning things off instead of waiting to

onder, wonder, wonder...
JULIA: | know, stupid, but I'd seen farmers burning off fields, you

know,
VOICE:

JULIA:

g) Of course it's safe, of course, of course...

puld it be treated so casually?

VOICE: (Wh g) Why else? Why else? Why else?

JULIA: 1wa al science freak as far as curiosity went.

VOICE: (whispering) It's just an experiment, an experiment...

JULIA: | loved seeing how things worked.

VOICE: (whispering) See how it works, it works, it works...

JULIA: 1just wanted to see if it really would work.

VOICE: (whispering) See it, see it, seeit...

JULIA: | cleared everything out of the way. And then, | lit it with a match.

(FRIEND becomes the fire, personifying the flames as a dancer.)
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JULIA: It happened so fast. | don’t even know if | remember... it happened
so fast. There was an explosion and it knocked me back. | jumped to my
feet, frantic. | had to do something. | had to do something!

(Choreographed struggle ensues between JULIA and FLAMES.)

JULIA: Nooooo! This is not happening! Oh, my god, oh my godsoh my god!

(SHE beats back the flames, using blanket or whatever
FLAMES continue to rise and overpower her. SHE re
is futile. In duet where two chairs are allowed, F
chair to gain height and show dominance, spr
slowly drifting into a dance without effort or stru
and power.)

artment and then |
called my dad, but the phone lines were cracklifig and | couldn’t hear his
voice. | knew | had to leave. | grabbedthe cat and | ran out the back door
gate. | could hear the
distance. | sat down there

in the alley and stared at the s billowing darkly and ominously above
our house. | couldn’t believe wh happening. It was all so unreal. My

JULIA: | ran back into the house and | ¢

neighbors yelling. | could hear the sirens

best friend found me.
FRIEND: Julia! Julia! (grabbi
She’s here! She’s okayhCo
is getting bad. They s
explosions. Do you know i
garage?
JULIA: (in somewhat o

) nd yelling to others in distance)

lia, let's get out of here. The smoke
r'ussto clear back. There might be more
r dad kept any paint or anything in the

ance) | did it. It's my fault.

FRIEND: (looks
JULIA) Julia,

incredulously, then at the fire, then back at
ten to me. Just shut up and listen to me. | don'’t
ing about, but you are going to stop talking about it
. Do you hear me? (FRIEND shakes her to get her
, listen to me. There are a lot of cops and firemen out
can't go out there saying stuff like this. Do you
0 they even think you did this, your family is not going to
ever have a home. Insurance won't cover it. And you are going to be in a
lot of trouble. So you just shut your mouth and don't you say anything. If
you go out there saying this, you are going to cause more trouble. Keep
your mouth shut, Julia. Do you hear me? DO YOU HEAR ME? (FRIEND
shakes her again. JULIA nods. FRIEND pulls JULIA up by the hand
and leads her. JULIA is watching house burn. As SHE stops to
watch in horror, FRIEND prepares for character change.)
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JULIA: The neighbors were pulling furniture out of the house, saving as
much as they could. Someone went out on the highway to stop my mom
and sisters so they wouldn’t have to drive up on it unprepared. My oldest
sister was the first one out of the car.

BIG SISTER: Oh, my god! Oh, my god, Julia!

JULIA: (close to tears) | know. | know.

BIG SISTER: My underwear is trashed all over the yard. Oh,
so embarrassed! Julia, why did you let them throw my unde
the yard? Oh, my god, why didn’t you pick it up? What
school going to say? Oh, my god!

JULIA: My big sister obviously had other things on . | spent the
night with my friend that night. We swore together er tell.

FRIEND: (hooking pinky fingers) | swear I'll
swear it, Julia, | swear it.

y god, | am
ar all over
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