TIGHTLY BOUND
By Patrick Gabridge

Copyright © 2007 by Patrick Gabridge, All rights reserved.
ISBN: 1-60003-280-X

CAUTION: Professionals and amateurs are hereby warned that this Work is subject to a
royalty. This Work is fully protected under the copyright laws of the United States of America
and all countries with which the United States has reciprocal copyright relations, whether
through bilateral or multilateral treaties or otherwise, and including, but not limited to, all
countries covered by the Pan-American Copyright Convention, the Universal Copyright
Convention and the Berne Convention.

RIGHTS RESERVED: All rights to this Work are strictly reserved, including professional
and amateur stage performance rights. Also reserved are: motion picture, recitation, lecturing,
public reading, radio broadcasting, television, video or sound recording, all forms of
mechanical or electronic reproduction, such as CD-ROM, CD-I, DVD, information and
storage retrieval systems and photocopying, and the rights of translation into non-English
languages.

PERFORMANCE RIGHTS AND ROYALTY PAYMENTS: All amateur and stock
performance rights to this Work are controlled exclusively by Brooklyn Publishers, LLC. No
amateur or stock production groups or individuals may perform this play without securing
license and royalty arrangements in advance from Brooklyn Publishers, LLC. Questions
concerning other rights should be addressed to Brooklyn Publishers, LLC. Royalty fees are
subject to change without notice. Professional and stock fees will be set upon application in
accordance with your producing circumstances. Any licensing requests and inquiries relating
to amateur and stock (professional) performance rights should be addressed to Brooklyn
Publishers, LLC.

Royalty of the required amount must be paid, whether the play is presented for charity or profit
and whether or not admission is charged.

AUTHOR CREDIT: All groups or individuals receiving permission to produce this play must
give the author(s) credit in any and all advertisement and publicity relating to the production of
this play. The author’s billing must appear directly below the title on a separate line where no
other written matter appears. The name of the author(s) must be at least 50% as large as the
title of the play. No person or entity may receive larger or more prominent credit than that
which is given to the author(s).

PUBLISHER CREDIT: Whenever this play is produced, all programs, advertisements, flyers
or other printed material must include the following notice:

Produced by special arrangement with Brooklyn Publishers, LLC

COPYING: Any unauthorized copying of this Work or excerpts from this Work is strictly
forbidden by law. No part of this Work may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or
transmitted in any form, by any means now known or yet to be invented, including
photocopying or scanning, without prior permission from Brooklyn Publishers, LLC.



Tightly Bound - Page 2

ONoU,WNE

TIGHTLY BOUND

Patrick Gabridge

by

TABLE OF CO

Insomnia

Perfect Vision

Stop, Rain

Ship of Fools

Out of Time

Flying the Friendly Ski
Quiet

The Sky is Falling

O

o

age 6
page 12
page 17

page
page
page
page
page

27
33
38
43



Tightly Bound - Page 3

INSOMNIA
by
Patrick Gabridge
CHARACTERS
MARY 30’s, a young mother
ANNA 20's — 40’s, lots of other people in Mary'

subconscious.

TIME: Present. Night.

SETTING: MARY'’s bedroom, with a bed or ¢ chalir or stool.
g up on the bed,

AT RISE: MARY, mid-30s, in a nightgown,
i nightgown, stands

facing the audience. ANNA, also (wearing
behind her, or perhaps is perched on

ANNA: Insomnia. Noun. Chronigyinability to fall asleep or remain asleep
for a length of time. Insomniac%e who suffers from insomnia.
MARY: | am not an insomniacegNot ature. | have always been a
good sleeper, one of those fpeoplehwho doesn't linger or mull before
drifting off at night. | pend /my day slogging through various
mental mud pits, but whemryi time for sleep, I'm ready. | always
felt that insomni i lue sleep enough, that they were
somehow weak.

the cry of a young baby.)

er, which by definition should read: Mother, see
ho suffers from the inability to remain asleep for

er bed and tenderly takes ANNA in her arms to
s takes a moment. MARY disengages herself and
bed. The instant SHE is relaxed, ANNA begins to cry

comfort he
tiptoes back to
again.)

MARY: | don't understand it. It's as if she possesses a special sensor
that informs her the instant that I'm on the edge of sleep again.
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(SHE rises and comforts ANNA again. MARY returns to bed. Settles
down. ANNA creeps to her side, as an older child now, and tugs on
MARY's sleeve.)

ANNA: Mom. | have to pee. Mom. Mom, | have to pee!

(MARY opens an eye, sits up, and points.)

MARY: The bathroom is that way. Go. Don't stand there looking at me,
go to the bathroom. Go on. Go!

(ANNA circles behind MARY, who relaxes again. comes and
tugs on MARY's sleeve again.)

ANNA: Mom. Mom. Mom. Mom. Mom. Mom. @ om.“(repeatedly,
until Mary addresses her directly)

MARY: (to audience) | am awake. S am awake, since she

them, at this very moment, is for them t ay. | am filled with rage,

and it is everything | can d keep from leaping from bed and

throttling the life out of her. (towhat?

ANNA: There's a spider in my r

MARY: No, there's not.

ANNA: Yes, there is.

MARY: No, there's not.

ANNA: Yes, there is

MARY: How do you

ANNA: | saw it.

MARY: It's dark. How can you see a spider in the dark? Do you have
magical spider d ion vision?

ANNA: There's @ r in my room. | can't sleep with a spider in my
room.

Which means that | can not sleep while there's a
. Which means that | will now annihilate the spider.

(MARY ge of bed, pulls over ANNA's stool, stands on it,
reaches up, the very tips of her toes, swats the spider, then
jumps down, and completely, violently, totally obliterates the spider
with beating and kicking and stomping. ANNA is a little frightened.)
ANNA: Thanks, Mom.

(MARY returns to bed.)
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MARY: 1 don't understand why the spiders seek out her room. Even if |
do a preemptive spider sweep before bedtime, they congregate there
at night. | am conspired against by arachnids.

(ANNA makes an awful retching sound, of a cat vomiting. MARY

very slowly gets out of bed and cleans up after the cat. ANNA rubs

against MARY's leg and purrs.)

MARY: And felines. | don't care if she throws up in any otherttoom of the
house, as long as | don't have to hear it. If | don't heaffi clean it
in the morning. But if | hear it, then I'm burdened witlgan o tion to
clean it up right away.

ANNA: Sleep. Noun. A natural periodic state of res
body, in which the eyes usually close and con S
or partly lost, so that there is a decrease movement and
responsiveness to external stimuli.

MARY: My lack of sleep at night has
the day. The decrease in bodily
external stimuli--1 have that. I'm livin derwater. Sometimes,
it's as if I'm filled with water, or fille ile, and the kids bump
against me, and it blurps out al r them. (screaming at ANNA, who
cowers) What the hell is the m%you? There is maple syrup all
over the table, the chair, the flee , the baby is stuck in syrup, |
am stuck in syrup. What the ong with you?

ANNA: It was an accide

MARY: | don't care. Did y up? Did you clean it up? Why am |
the designated cle ses? Clean it up. Clean it up and take
a time out and vy grounded for the rest of the month and I'm
throwing away all you
sugar again for the rest of

ANNA: That's noisai

e mind and

0 partial sleep during
nd responsiveness to

ows | mean it. Because | have become unbalanced. |
know that I do. | think. But I've become incapable of
expressing 1t in some valid form. | am prepared to sleep. | am
exhausted. The house is quiet.

(ANNA begins to snore, loudly, with the occasional snort.)

MARY: With the exception of my husband. Who can sleep through
anything. Whom | love dearly and desperately, though | barely speak
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to him any longer, and | may smother him with my pillow if he doesn't
stop snoring this instant.

(ANNA stops snoring abruptly.)
MARY: | hear every little noise. The drip of the faucet, the scrape of
branches against the house, the neighbor's car alarm that if | hear one
more time | will take a brick and smash his windshi to pieces
because it only ever goes off at two in the morning on

nights when the windows have to be open or we'll al e. Even
the sound of my own breathing is enough to keep m eat) |
used to wonder how people went mad, or how t ids or
abused their dogs or shot their husbands. But | doO ore. | know.
They couldn't sleep. They were not allowedgit ey, It is a basic
torture technique, you know. You take the and¥prevent her

from sleeping for one or two days befor,
(ANNA slams her chair down next tofMARY'.)

ANNA: Give me the names of your consp

MARY: | don't know.
ANNA: Comrade, you are not Mu are weak. | will break you,

and you will tell us everything.
MARY: Never.
ANNA: Bring her back i
MARY: Anna Gordova,
think of more, I'll fi
let me sleep. Pleas
ANNA: Take her away.

sleep.
, Ivan Dimitrivich, Olga Karelin, I'll
u. I'll tell you anything you want. Just

That's long gone. But three twenty one is good, because that means
the alarm will not ring for three hours and nine minutes. Three hours
and nine minutes is longer than an excessively long nap. A three hour
nap during the day would feel unthinkably extravagant. Think how well-
rested | would feel after a three hour nap. | am not being deprived of
sleep. | am being given the chance for a three hour nap. | am not
suffering. My anger and frustration can flow out of me. Luxury. Three
hour nap.
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ANNA: (into MARY's ear, the words all flow together) Your deadline
on the Roxbury piece is Friday. We need cat food. We need a copy of
the front door key. Buy caulk for the window. Anna needs new
sneakers. Clean the basement--what's the matter with us, how come
we have so much junk--call the mason about the missing brick, turn the
soil in the garden, pick up the trash in the alley, mail the check to the
association, call Jessica, bake banana bread for Mrs. Templeton, call
Tina about the children's museum, take the kids outsid

instead, we really need ice cream. Ice cream. Laune
MARY: I'm up. I'm up. And | break the rule, |
office and turn on the light. Turning on the lig
the voices of the mind. My husband s
over with, write it all down. He doesn’

hegbed, go to the
efeat] giving in to
t away and get it

(SHE grabs a pad from under the b nd wyites furiously. Quickly
fills a sheet, rips it off, starts another. another. Starts ripping

sheets from the pad and tossi em in the air.)

MARY: Because there is no e here is no end to the chores,
the assignments that need t mpleted, stories that can be told,

i shing, folding, sorting, cleaning,

dumping, scraping, plant g. This never really occurred to me

when | was you Id women, worn out, wrinkled, but

peaceful, and | r, what do they know that | don't? There's

wisdom out there that ome, but it just hasn't reached me yet.
ANNA: Four oh eight.

ouble, because I'm getting close to the two hour
an two hours doesn't count as getting any sleep at all.
ANNA: Counting Sheep.

(ANNA begins prancing, like a sheep jumping a fence.)

MARY: One. Two. Three. Four. Five. Six. I'm desperate. Sixty-seven.

Sixty-eight. Sixty-nine. Seventy.
ANNA: Mary.
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MARY: (counting very fast now) Eighty, eighty-one, eighty-two, eight-
three, eighty-four.

ANNA: Mary. You don't want to go out of the house like that, boys will
think you're cheap.

MARY: My mother.

ANNA: Are you sure you want to take all those engineering classes?
Boys don't like a girl who's too smart.

MARY: She said that. She really did.

ANNA: Your father and | are getting a divorce.

MARY: This really isn't helping.

ANNA: It's a fourteen day cruise to Alaska.

MARY: Just one practical tip, just one, on being a b her, a better
wife, or even getting to sleep.

ANNA: Relax.

MARY: Sure, make it sound easy.
happening in the world today? O
shooting children, AIDs killing mil
arsenic in the drinking water, e
homophobia, sexism, cruelty, murder, r

ANNA: Sleep.
MARY: I'm trying. \
ANNA: Stop.

MARY: | can't.
ANNA: Just stop.
MARY: And?
ANNA: Stop.
MARY: And?
ANNA: Shhh.
MARY: | give up.
ANNA:
MARY:
ANNA:
MARY:

any idea what's
are failing, children
rica, global warming,
a tailspin, racism,
glect, despair.

Rest. Noun. One: Cessation of work, exertion, or activity.
Two: Peace, ease, or refreshment resulting from sleep or cessation of
an activity. Three: Sleep or quiet relaxation. Rest. Sleep.

(Long pause, as lights fade.)

ANNA: Six twenty-nine. Six thirty. (very loud, as an alarm clock.) Beep
beep!
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(MARY does not stir.)

(Lights out.)
END OF SCENE
PERFECT VISION

by
Patrick Gabridge
CHARACTERS
LISA 20’'s — 40's, Diana's older sister. Ov the box
DIANA Lisa's younger sister.

Time: Present.

SETTING: LISA’s home office, with @ set of shelves and a desk and
chair.

AT RISE: DIANA sits in the chairg waiting impatiently. SHE gets up
and pokes around in the she%ﬂnds a small wooden box,
maybe ten inches square, orn d. SHE examines it, shakes
it, but does not open it.

(LISA enters and freezes hen SHE sees what DIANA has

in her hands.)

LISA: What are you doin

DIANA: Sorry Im sorry Y were taking so long to get ready, so | got
bored and. . . | v

LISA: You're a
never change.

oman. You should know better. Some people
down the box.

LISA:
DIANA: Insidethis little box?
LISA: So if you'd just put it down. . .

DIANA: Stop being the big sister and tell me what it is. (beat) Poison?
LISA: No.

DIANA: It's so small. A bomb?

LISA: Nothing like that.

DIANA: A mystery. Tell me.

LISA: An enchantment.
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DIANA: Like magic?

LISA: The worst kind.

DIANA: How did you get it?

LISA: It was given to me, long ago, by a dear friend.

DIANA: Not much of a friend, to give you something so deadly.

LISA: Bequeathed it to me, actually. Along with an explanat|on I'm glad
to have it, most of the time. But maybe someday, I'll give it away,
before it's too late. It was too late for her. It killed her.

DIANA: You're telling tales.

LISA: | wish | was. She thought she was strong enoug
wrote, there were many others before who'd con %
the same. | like to believe that | am different. ¥
wrong.

DIANA: So what's inside?

LISA: A vision. The most beautiful imagine. More

, more sublime that
that the most perfect
something different.

ost certainly

impressive than the most fantastic
the greatest masterpiece painting.
diamond, the clearest starry sky. Eve
DIANA: It doesn't sound dangerous.
LISA: Our minds don't have an infinite capacity for beauty.
DIANA: How do you know what'ws so deadly?
LISA: I've opened it. Anyone camplookaifside once, and survive. But if

you close the lid and so m lance again. . . That's the end of
you. That's what happ a! Mark Robertson before her. Keith
i eur. The list goes on.

ou should keep it far away. Lock it up

LISA: | kept it locked u
The image never leaves me. And | lust after it even to this day. | can't
stop thinking ab it. | don't want to stop thinking about it. In some
religions, Hell jS ely being deprived of God's presence. That's how |
feel, D|a a. | had i i

DIANA: I'm go gto look inside.

LISA: No. You can't. You don't want to, really. Please. Listen, it's mine,
and | say no.

DIANA: Share the wealth, Lisa. It won't cost you anything.

LISA: Don't expose yourself to the risk. You live a life that at least
occasionally offers a little peace and contentment. Don't throw that
away. Some actions can't be undone.

DIANA: You just don't want me to see. You're greedy.
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LISA: Please. If | thought it was safe, I'd be happy to share. But even
though it's a precious experience, it's dangerous, and opening that box
cannot be done lightly.

DIANA: You've warned me and | accept the risk. I think it will be worth it.
Ultimate beauty.

LISA: Give itto me.

DIANA: I'm doing it. Turn your head.

(SHE opens the box and stares inside, transfixed. rts her
eyes, covers her face, and wails in anger.)

DIANA: Oh, Lisa. So perfect. So much to. . . Eno
from drawing breath. If only all the world. . . Al
day. The love and peace and joy. . . Ne

op my lungs
orever and a
lot if every

moment. . . added all together and multiplied. Here, here in my
hands. Impossible to fit the goodnes§ of the universe in one box. Oh
...Oh, love. ..

(With her eyes closed, LISA jumps for nd slams the box shut

and wrestles it away from DIAK
LISA: Stop! Stop!

(DIANA stares angrily

DIANA: How could
away.

LISA: | asked, | plea begged you not to open it. To have you
experience it right there,“in front of me, and to know that | can
never. . . What v ou thinking? How could you ask that of me?

all you could think of—you. What about my

experien ire? Couldn't you let me experience this one

hole lives, you always get everything first, big
es first. Even this time. But at least you could have let

chance to experience. . . You took it

LISA: And would have wasted away. It could happen. But no one
can endure It for so long. After a few hours, you'd start to grow faint,
overwhelmed. | tried to keep it open when | was looking. When | came
to my senses the lid was shut tight.

DIANA: You had hours. Hours. You only let me have a minute, if even
that. Give it back, let me at least finish.

LISA: I'm sorry. Truly deeply sorry. But | can't, you can't. It doesn't work
that way. I'm sorry, Diana. But if | hadn't closed it, | couldn't have kept
my eyes shut for one more second. If | could have left the room, |
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would have—but it was impossible. | couldn't move. Not an inch. All |
wanted was to see inside that box. This box right here in my fingers.
Right here in my. . .

(SHE gently sets it on the floor between them. They both stare at it.)
DIANA: | want to look again.

LISA: Don't touch it. We'll put it away somewhere. Out of si
DIANA: I'll be fine. It was so short before, it wouldn't even co
LISA: Do you still see it?
DIANA: | do.

LISA: You saw enough.
DIANA: You don't know. You don't know. You cou ng. I'm sure

you're wrong. I'm sure you're wrong.
LISA: What if I'm not?
DIANA: You never want to admit that y: n g. You're always

right.

LISA: Maybe I'm wrong. | could be wr@ng. You heard it here. But what if
I'm not?

DIANA: It was beautiful. More than bea re than words can say.

You know. How could it hurt m
LISA: A long list of people felt the e as you. They're all dead. It's still

fresh for you. Savor your me
DIANA: | want the experience
LISA: Give yourself a little,time
DIANA: Has it diminished
LISA: No. It's wors
tingling, itching to
that | really didn't want
it again.
DIANA: What shg ye do?

ought | had some semblance of control,
t much anymore. But | was wrong. I'd open

LISA:

DIANA:

LISA: No.

DIANA: We'll have Jared come. Tell him to take it and lock it away. Don't
tell us where it is.

LISA: That would be best.

DIANA: Neither of us will have to touch it.

LISA: Neither of us.

DIANA: Come on. Just leave it. Come on.

LISA: Okay.

ure something out. Don't touch it.
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(DIANA exits. LISA starts to follow, but before SHE gets offstage,
LISA runs back across stage and picks up the box. SHE hesitates
just for an instant. DIANA runs back on.)

DIANA: Lisa, no!

(LISA opens the box.)

(Lights out.) A
END OF SCENE Q
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STOP, RAIN
by
Patrick Gabridge
CHARACTERS

MARLA a woman in her 30s-40s
RAIN a young woman, 18-24

TIME: Present. Lunch time.
SETTING: A park bench.

AT RISE: MARLA waits impatiently. S her late 30s and wears
a business suit. Finally, RAIN rs, a little anxious. SHE's in her
late teens or early twenties, shallily dressed.

RAIN: Sorry.
MARLA: [I've been waiti o] n hour.

RAIN: The buses are all ed®lp. | hate the bus. The people smell,
the men press up i d you always gotta wait for the stupid
thing. Waiting's no thing, you know.

MARLA: Mine neither.

RAIN: Right. Sorry. You loo

ice. Is that a new suit?

MARLA: No. It's j e | wear to work. | had to take off from work to be
here.
RAIN: Right. It od. | know you're busy and all that. . . I've been

lookingffor a )
MARLZ you had one. At the grocery store.
k out. My manager, he was crazy. Always making

remarks, ow, passes. | like to flirt a little sometimes, but he. . .

You know how it is. And the buses suck. | had to take two transfers to
get there.

MARLA: What happened to the car?

RAIN: The car.

MARLA: The car, Rain. The money. The car that Rich helped you
choose, so it would be reliable. So you could keep a job.

RAIN: Right. About the car. That's sort of why | called you.

MARLA: Did it break down?
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RAIN: Not exactly.

MARLA: Julio.

RAIN: He said he was going to the store for some bread and milk, just
like a normal person. Then | don't see him for two days, and when he
comes dragging his sorry ass home, no car. Not even most of the
money left. You should have heard me scream at him. | kicked him out
that night.

MARLA: But he's back.

RAIN: Some things you can't explain.

MARLA: No.

RAIN: So the car was really a good idea, Marla. | le
had another, I'd hide the keys. You know | hate to
you know what they say about the poor man; a fish and he
eats today, teach him to fish and he, you know,

MARLA: Aren't you even going to ask a i

RAIN: You know | want to. . . How's N

(SHE pulls out an envelope and sets | e bench next to RAIN,

MARLA: The whole pre-sc ing. He likes the social part of it,

hen he comes home, he's full of
stories of who did this a o%did that. He's even starting to read a
few words--dog, ¢ like a window opened up to his mind,
and all of a sudden C, go dog go. He's amazing.

RAIN: You're a good. . . od mother to him now. And I'm sure Rich is
a good father.

MARLA: We're
grateful, Rain.

RAIN: It
adopte

MARLA

RAIN: F

MARLA: ssed our meeting last week.

RAIN: [ didn't forget. Don't let him think | forgot. I. . . it was the car and
Julio and the buses and I. . .

MARLA: You should have called.

RAIN: My phone's out. If | can get a job again--

MARLA: You should have found a pay phone, something.

RAIN: | guess | could have left a message, but. . . Was Nathan pretty
disappointed?

It's not always easy, but we're very happy. And
ays be grateful to you.
hoice for me. For him. I'm glad it was you that
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MARLA: Of course he was. This is the third time this year, Rain. It's one
thing to let us down, we're grown ups, we can handle it. He's just a little
boy.

RAIN: | won't let it happen again.

MARLA: Neither will we.

RAIN: What do you mean?

MARLA: Rich and | have been talking. Debating. Argui
need to be permanent. It would be good for him to know y
connection to his roots. The books all say he'll nee
he's too young to be so deeply disappointed so often

RAIN: You're cutting me off? w

MARLA: We want to suspend visits, yes. For a while®\
pictures and letters, and we still want them fro

RAIN: He's my son.

MARLA: And he's my son, too.

RAIN: | gave him life.

MARLA: We know that. All three of usiwant yoliito be a part of his life.
You're the one who acts like you don'

RAIN: That's a lie. Sometimes | screw up. e it right.

MARLA: He's only four, Rain. H uldn't have to do this.

RAIN: But he does, because I‘m% and that's the way | am.

MARLA: Oh, you've proved it ite well. It's hard for him to
understand any of this, and @ ou've behaved will just make him

angry with you.

RAIN: It's an angry worl W do better, | promise. | do a lot of
stupid things in m that. But most days, | know | did the
right thing by givingghim to you and Rich. But at night, sometimes |
wake up and think ab im, about him being with me, snuggled in
bed, curled up in a little ball in my arms, and | stroke his hair to calm
him after his nightmare and | wrap my arms around him. Blood of my
blood, breath ¢ dBreath. | hold him tight, so he knows he's safe and
I'll never let him, go. Sometimes I'll stay like that all night, with him in

g n my‘mind, more than a dream, more than a dream. Until

p, and | have to let him go back to you and Rich, let

gain. It hurts, deep in my guts, and | know it won't ever

want to do is lay there in bed, all day long, until the
darkness comes again, and | can have him back.

MARLA: You can't have him back.

RAIN: | know you're a good mother to him. | know it. But even a bad
mother, like me, wants to see her son.

MARLA: We all want the same thing, right? For Nathan to grow up safe
and happy and loved. Don't make him doubt that he's worthy of being
loved.

. It doesn't
to have a
or now,

eep sending
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RAIN: | missed a few meetings, that's all. . . | can find you. | have your
phone number. | figured out your last name. | know people with
computers, and they say that's all it takes. | can find where you live.

MARLA: Is that a threat?

RAIN: It's a fact.

MARLA: And what then? You want to take four years of building trust
and flush it down the toilet?

RAIN: You're the one who suddenly wants to change things.

MARLA: Because you're hurting him.

RAIN: It was an accident.

MARLA: But you know what, that's fine. If you wa
ahead. Make yourself the bad guy.

RAIN: Of course, it has to be me. Look at you
house, a job, an education, a husband. And
am | supposed to fit in with all that? I'm
of control. But | exist. You can't pretend | don't

MARLA: We give you chance after chance, but
opened our lives to you.

RAIN: Give me a break. We met a few n out of the way places,
places | can hardly get to. You how completely whacked my world
is, and you felt guilty, so you p%f a little. But | screw up a few
times, and you slam the door g ! That mess is why you have a
son. You've been looking fo excuse, Marla. Opened your lives to
me? | gave you my s . e a few hours of your time, gave

ant’a scrap, a few hours with Nathan,

me a couple breaks. |
every once in a whi mother now. What does that mean to

an knows better.
pu keep blowing it. We

you?

MARLA: I.. .| know wh eans.

RAIN: Fine. You're in control¥ You decide. Okay? But you have to let me
keep trying. Ple One more chance?

MARLA: | pro h that | would not waver. Let me talk to him,
okay?

RAIN: O

MARLZ do something right. Send Nathan a letter.
RAIN: end a whole handful.

MARLA: | .

RAIN: Don't be. I'm going to take care of it. You'll see.

MARLA: | have to go back to work.

RAIN: Yeah. .. Hug him for me. Please? | mean, really think of me when
you're doing it. I'll know.

MARLA: | will.

(There's an awkward moment of parting, a consideration of an
embrace, but it doesn't happen. MARLA exits. RAIN picks up the
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envelope and opens it. SHE examines each photo slowly, touching
the faces, trying to keep her composure. SHE hunts in her ragged
purse for a pen and a scrap of paper and begins to write.)

(Lights fade to black.)

END OF SCENE
SHIP OF FOOLS

by

Patrick Gabridge S
CHARACTERS Q
JAN MARSHALL 20s-40s.
FRANCINE STEINKELLER older th n.
TIME: Present. Morning.
SETTING: A rowboat, in the middle of an.
AT RISE: JAN and FRANCINE in a rowboat. JAN pulls at the
oars. FRANCINE awakens an t .
FRANCINE: Is it mornin ai
JAN: For a while now.
FRANCINE: You sh ak.

JAN: I'm fine.

(beat)

FRANCINE: (i oQlteacher voice) Jan Marshall, exactly how long
do you intend D rowing this boat?

JAN: It' orthis.

FRANG er own voice) Not for me. It helps. You know it helps.
(back teacher voice) At the risk of repeating myself. . . Jan
Marshall, are you still rowing this boat?

JAN: (child's Voice) Sorry Ms. Steinkeller. Is recess over?

FRANCINE: It's been over for quite some time now. | want you to come
inside and practice your spelling. After your marks on that last quiz,
you need all the practice you can get.

JAN: I'll stop in a just a minute. Just as soon as | see land.

FRANCINE: You're going to row yourself to death, young Ms. Marshall.
You either stop this instant, or I'll have you talk with the therapist.

JAN: (in her own voice) Not the therapist.
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FRANCINE: Yes. | think that you have some hidden issues that need
discussing.

JAN: | don't have issues. | just want to--

FRANCINE: (in Therapist's voice) | really think we're going to have a
good session today, Jan. Where should we begin?

JAN: I'm feeling fine. It's just been--

FRANCINE: A tough day at work?

JAN: (now as Congresswoman) You know how it is on th€,campaign

end of the

trail. It's non-stop. Sometimes | feel like it's never goin Donors,

kissing babies, opening malls, smooth talking | ists. atever
FRANCINE: Ah, but, Congresswoman, you still

tunnel. Re-election.

@ iS“@n endpoint,
that someday | will get back in my offic d deaft important legislation.
This is just temporary.
having a problem.

JAN: A big problem.
conserve your energy? At wha you accept that rowing for the
@ m than good?

happened to the issues?
JAN: That's what keeps me going. Knowing
FRANCINE: But you're not here because everything's going fine. You're
FRANCINE: Some personalitie driven, to push for the far shore.
But my question for you is: at&oint do you realize that you must
pQIN
ou is: how would such acceptance

far shore will actually cause
JAN: What if | can't accept.it?
FRANCINE: The question
make you feel?
JAN: Helpless. Po
that got me elected. |
seein me--someone who never gives up.
FRANCINE: I'm ing that this attitude of extreme stubbornness, in
: % ing odds stems from some unresolved childhood
D

I Doctor Steinkeller, step away from the desk with
ere | can see them.
2r Marshall?

oomed. Those aren't the types of feelings
survivor, Doc. That's what my constituents

have a few questions to ask about the sinking of the Claire de Lune

FRANCINE: (as an aging Granny) Officer, I'm seventy-nine years old. |
was with my grandchildren the whole time. Poor little Timmy. | always
told him not to collect so many rocks in his pockets. Who would have
thought?

JAN: Granny Steinkeller, I'm sorry, but we've got to take you in. | know
you've meant a lot to generations of the family, but that bolt cutter in
your pocket just can't be explained.
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FRANCINE: Officer, | have such a hard time understanding what you're
saying with all this commotion going on. Couldn't you stop rowing for a
moment, so we could have a nice quiet chat? | have a cookie in my
pocket that we could share.

JAN: (in her own voice) Really?

(FRANCINE produces a cookie.)
You've had a cookie for five days and you didn't tell me?
(FRANCINE crosses her legs and appears serene.

FRANCINE: (as the Zen Master) The truth seeks i the surface,
like a sprout to the sun.
JAN: Zen Master. How does one obtain the ble % Dkie
A D

FRANCINE: A rowing hand cannot hold 0 ting mouth spills
crumbs and consumes nothing.

(JAN stops rowing.)

JAN: I'm stopped. Look, taking k. See. What kind is it?

FRANCINE: In ancient Nepal, the ks refer to it as Oatmeal Raisin. A
contradiction in a cookie.

JAN: Please?

(FRANCINE breaks the c
herself, very slowly

es half to JAN, and eats the rest
rs in one mouthful.)

je!

FRANCINE: Food nouri best when savored.

JAN: (as Dear Janny) "Dear Janny, I've been trapped on a lifeboat for
five days with ageemplete stranger. We have no food, no water, and
precious little ainment. | feel the need to keep rowing, with the
thought that weyn actually reach land at some point. What do you
, eonfused in the South Pacific." Dear Confused, if you
Il have given in to despair and might as well just feed
sharks. | say, row to your heart's content.

(JAN starts torow again.)

FRANCINE: Dear Janny, | need your advice. A dear friend of mine has
been cast adrift after a deadly naval disaster. Now that the storm has
lifted, the Coast Guard is certain to be searching for survivors. Should
my friend row herself to death, or should she conserve her energy to
stay alive until she's finally discovered? Signed, Frustrated Francine."
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JAN: Dear Frustrated: It's a big ocean. If your delusions of rescue keep
you from drowning yourself, good for you. As for your friend, | say a
little exercise is good for the spirit.

(They stare at each other in silence for a moment. JAN continues
rowing, defiantly. FRANCINE stares at her, then looks down at her
feet, then back up at JAN again.)

FRANCINE: (as Reporter) This is Francine Steinkeller live for
Channel Five news, bringing you an update on Qufgtwo C ways
After the sinking of their tour vessel in a surprise ¢ % ed ago,
our two brave women have faced enormous e Inger, thirst,
blinding heat. But so far, their biggest enemy he endhe despair of a
slow, lonely death. But now, after f|nd|n Yy to “felieve their

boredom and distract themselves fro C ;
have a new challenge to face, one ceftai their abilities to the
limit.
JAN: (as herself) What?
FRANCINE: Apparently most lifeboats ar eant for extended stays

in the water. Corporate official he Acme Lifeboat company refused
comment, but our investigation ws that this is not the first Acme

Lifeboat to spring a leak.
. @ bencil sized hole has formed in the

JAN: A leak? Where?
FRANCINE: As you can
. Perhaps the strain of constant
he planks in this pathetic excuse of a

hull of the small, unna
rowing has weake
refuge.
JAN: Don't try to blame
FRANCINE: Only now, in the harsh glare of hindsight, can the bingeing
on the entire bag altwater taffy be seen as incredibly stupid.
0
FRANCIN % om Reporter to her own voice) What can be
ing inds of our two shipmates? Is this the end? What

urviving the initial shipwreck, only to drown five days
of such irony, can there be a God? If there is a God,
such a moment be reasonable, or would it merely be
too little, too Tate? How will it feel to finally be taken into the sea, the all
encompassing embrace, warm and salty, a return to the womb. Oh, for
an umbilical cord, a lifegiving tie to the great mother, against the
devouring waters. The finality is both paralyzing and reassuring. This is
the moment dreamed of in fitful sleep, crouched on a rocking wooden
floor. A dream dreamed so often, that the appearance of it in the flesh
is no longer surprising. This is the horizon, where heaven meets the
earth.
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JAN: (as the General) Soldier! Snap out of it!

FRANCINE: It doesn't matter, General. I'm done.

JAN: (grabbing FRANCINE by the lapels) Did you hear me, Corporal?
You will not slip into your role as a useless pile of slimy cow dung until
| order you to do so. Do you understand me?

FRANCINE: | appreciate the effort, Jan, but I--

JAN: That's General Jan to you, soldier! You are a proud
U.S. Army Corps of Engineers and you are not allowed to Step, quit, or
whine about your current life threatening situation. Yo
together, or | will rip this oar from the lock and bea

still find a way to make you fight. You are not allg word
Quit. If | sense that you are about to say the wore hat you are
about to think the word Quit, that you are [@,,embrace the
concept of Quitting, | will see to it that your, tes on this

earth are made as miserable as hum
misery. Do you understand me?

FRANCINE: (as Corporal) Clear as d What are my orders?

JAN: Assess the situation.

FRANCINE: We're taking water quickly: hole has expanded by
another quarter of an inch. Th in we gathered in the boat last night
has now been contaminated w%ter. We have no tools or putty
with which to plug the hole.

JAN: Attempt the Dutchman's Gamb

FRANCINE: Sir?

JAN: Insert your finger.

(FRANCINE does so*

FRANCINE: Blast'
JAN: | said your
FRANCINE: It

not your fist, soldier.

ted. (switching to the Reporter) With water
and rising all the way to their knees, things are
araderie and a certain survivalistic kinship have
up to this point, but where do things go from here?

Jannie) Dear Jannie, I've reached a point where all
seems lost. IS this a time to lapse into a coma of self pity? Perhaps
now is the time to thank my friend for making these last few days
memorable and worthwhile. For never ignoring the need of the soul to
find some anchor, even if just in the imagination. For being willing to
share the last oatmeal raisin cookie.

FRANCINE: (as Zen Master) Sustenance shared is returned a hundred
fold. The Buddha once said that all true friendships are birthed in crisis
and nurtured at the breast of adversity.
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JAN: (as Cop) Now I'm telling you, Zen Master Fran, you can spout all
the hot air you like, it ain't gonna float our boat any higher.

FRANCINE: (as Granny) Officer. Officer. There is water in my pockets.
I'd like you to put a stop to this at once. | am an old woman and I'll
certainly catch my death of cold.

JAN: Ma'am, the entire department's been working on this case. I've got
officers putting in so much overtime they think they've
international dateline. But sometimes circumstances are
our control. My, that water's wet.

FRANCINE: (as Therapist) And how does that make

JAN: (as Congresswoman) I've lost elections be
been awhile. Incumbency always has the pow
There's more to me than just my work, thoug cen a wife, a
mother. | haven't been perfect at these thi
some basic level of competency. There
you'd done better.

FRANCINE: So in the end, you're left

JAN: Aren't you?

FRANCINE: I'm inclined to think that life short to harbor regrets.
My goal is to banish regret, banish fear, and find space within a few
precious heartbeats to comp%ﬂ totally experience both the
present and relive some of m Or| ments from the past.

JAN: (as Child) But Mrs. Ste an | just want to keep rowing a little
longer.

FRANCINE: (as Schoolte ' e water is over the oars now, Jan. |
don't think you'll g

JAN: That's okay. |
play, Mrs. Steinkeller.

FRANCINE: | suppose it
Marshall.

ly, it's

r really thought I'd get us anywhere. It's just for

n't hurt anything. . . Row us ashore, Ms.

END OF SCENE
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OUT OF TIME
by
Patrick Gabridge
CHARACTERS
MARY A young mother, in her 30s-40
JENNA Older than Mary. Plays iple cluding Jenna

(Mary's daughter), Ban
Hudson, therapist, Many's Cousi

Clerk, Mr.
and scientists.

ater.

SETTING: America. Bare sMh a single chair. Various
locations will be represented.

AT RISE: JENNA sitsqi
basket of hand props. O
the audience.

TIME: From 5:01pm Tuesday, until many

t . Next to her chair might be a
r side of the stage, MARY faces

MARY: It began at 5:01 uesday afternoon. At the bank.

(JENNA starts
over to Jenna,

ating money. SHE'S a bank teller. MARY runs

@ envelope in her hand.)

're closed.

to deposit my--
osed.

MARY: But | ran here from--
JENNA: We're closed.

MARY: My watch says--

JENNA: We're closed.

(MARY finally gives up, confused and dejected.)

MARY: (to the audience) And at the post office.
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(JENNA crosses to lock an imaginary door. MARY runs over to her,
with letters in her hand.)

Wait! Wait!
JENNA: We're closed.
MARY: It's only 5:15.

JENNA: 5:30.

MARY: What? Oh, no. No, no, no. (to audience) I' Jenna's
bus.

(MARY runs in a long slow circle around the st NA stands

up on the chair and looks around, anxiously, ' hild waiting

on abus.)

JENNA: She'll be here. Just give h
forget me. She's always here to p
where is she? Can | get off the bus if'she's coming? Please.
Come on, Mom. Okay. She should have ere.

(JENNA sits down, heartbrokenMvaves frantically.)

MARY: Wait, wait, wait! Stop t I'm here. Stop! Wait. . . I'm here. |
was here. She'll nevergforgi was here. On time. (checks her
watch) I'm early. How ca gave early? Oh, Jenna.

inute. She'd never
Shut up, Ashley. But

(A briefcase slides
JENNA, now as MARY"

stage. MARY grabs it and turns to see
ss, looking angrily at her watch.)

JENNA: Mary.
MARY: Yes, Mr
JENNA: YQ

MARY: It's my watch.

JENNA: Buy a new one.

MARY: This is my third this week. And it's all my clocks at home, too.

JENNA: Replace them. Do whatever you have to do, Mary. I'm running a
business, and | need you here on time.

MARY: I'm sorry. I'm trying. | really am. I'll try harder.
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(JENNA sits and picks up a clipboard, now a therapist. MARY
paces.)

JENNA: So tell me, Mary. How does that make you feel?
MARY: I'm confused. Is it something about me?

JENNA: Do you think everything is about you?

MARY: No, that's not what I'm saying. If | put on a watch, i

clocks in my house. It's as if my very presence wrecks

JENNA: You're a busy woman, a working mother. I'm lways
feel a little behind.

MARY: You're not listening. Something about me is: 't know how
to define it. | can't keep up. Time moves at a speed for me.
You all keep moving ahead, just a little bit a o adjust, to

catch up, but | can't make it last.
JENNA: Many women feel this way. | fgcommeno
from work, soak in the tub, watch Opfah.
MARY: That all sounds nice, but | don't'see ho

(JENNA hands MARY a slip of r and starts to walk away.)
JENNA: Take that to the phar Ke times a day. Should make

you feel a little peppier.

at you take time off

(MARY steps away, looks er and crinkles it up.)

MARY: | don't want peppy. | just want to feel normal.

(JENNA circles MARY--with”each revolution SHE's an older version

of JENNA.)

JENNA NA again) Mom! Mom, we're going to be late
for sc

MARY, . Sorry, | thought it was earlier.

JENNA ushed me yesterday.

MARY: Te pfyou don't like that.

JENNA: (slightly older JENNA now) Mom, | need money for a band
uniform.

MARY: You just started taking lessons.

JENNA: (even older JENNA) Our big concert is tomorrow. Try not to
miss it.

MARY: I'll be there. I'll leave right now, so | won't be late.

JENNA: (college aged JENNA; takes an envelope from her pocket)
This is it. Acceptance or rejection. Should | open it?
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MARY: You have to. Don't you?

JENNA: (SHE opens it) I'min. I'm in. Juilliard here | come.

MARY: Be careful.

JENNA: 1 will. I'll call. I'll write.

MARY: (to audience) She doesn't. And | get worse.

JENNA: (now as MARY's Boss) Mary, this is unacceptable. You do
value this job, don't you?

MARY: I'm trying so hard. Sometimes | even sleep in my cag, just so I'll
be here. But | can't catch up.

JENNA: I'm sorry, but we're going to have to let you

MARY: But. .. How willI. . .

JENNA: (adult JENNA now) Mom.

MARY: | can't catch up.

JENNA: We're getting married.

MARY: You're too young. What about w will you travel
to concerts? You'll never see each ot re you're ready?
JENNA: We're in love. He'll travel withime. It'll just be a simple wedding.
MARY: We'll plan it together.
JENNA: Of course. Come stay with me, while. So you won't get

lost. | want you there. Stay by ide.
MARY: I'm here. And you're SM So happy. I'm so happy for

you. What a day this is. A oncegii e event. And we're all here to
celebrate you, your happings r future. The world is still yours,
Jenna. Yours to live e friends and family. We haven't
seen them for years. e) They notice that something is
wrong. Or not wro
JENNA:

t.
ary, how are you? You look simply

JENNA: And they didn't know what to make of you?

MARY: Suddenly they were all around me, my cousins and aunts and
uncles, staring at me, as if | were some freak under glass.

JENNA: Because you still look so young?

MARY: Because | still look the same. Or almost the same. | have a
wrinkle or two, honest. See? Oh, I'm so tired. I'm always tired. | can't
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keep up. Plus, Jenna and the kids are staying with me, and Matthew is
teething.

JENNA: | thought they just got married.

MARY: They did. Or so it seems. But I'm getting worse.

JENNA: We'll need to run some tests.

MARY: | don't mind. If there's any way you can help.

JENNA: | have to call some colleagues. I'm not even su
This will require extensive testing. But we can mak
comfortable, | promise you. The university will pay for

what kind.
ou quite

MARY: That would be fine. If there's some way you | need
it all to slow down again. | used to be a part of thi ected
to people, to friends and family, but now it's so hard g me by

JENNA: (as adifferent Scientist now) Thank patience.

MARY: Where is Doctor Murphy?

JENNA: She retired. After all you've d fo d her career, I'm
sure she'll stop by to say thank you.

MARY: She'll never make it.

JENNA: Our team has made excelle rogress, Mary. We've known
that time is not constant, but the ns are usually at the

gravitational extremes. Time s to wash over and around you, but
it won't touch you.

MARY: Why?

JENNA: | wish | could say. We
MARY: I'm leaving.
JENNA: We're starting to progress.
MARY: It doesn't m
JENNA: (JENNA is

you're here.

MARY: How are the girls taking it? Matthew?

JENNA: Hard. Thewie trying to cope. They put on brave faces for their

kids, but none % eady to say goodbye.

it's a help to you, then I'm grateful to be here.
JENNA: You were always there.
MARY: Was I? | tried. But | couldn't keep up.
JENNA: You were my role model.
MARY: You're kind. Even now.
JENNA: You taught me.
MARY: What will | do without you?
JENNA: You'll be fine.
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MARY: [I'll be lonely.

JENNA: You'll be fine.

MARY: I'll be alone.

JENNA: The kids will visit you. | love you. | love you.

(JENNA exits. MARY sits in the chair.)

MARY: I'll be so all alone.
END OF SCENE Q s

(Lights out.)
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FLYING THE FRIENDLY SKIES
by
Patrick Gabridge %
CHARACTERS: Q

LYNNE 30s-40s. Lives in Boston.
DAPHNE Same age as Lynne. Lives in D @

TIME: Present.

SETTING: An airplane, about to leave)Bostonifor Denver. Two seats
next to each other.

AT RISE: LYNNE is sitting in &
SHE reads a magazine. DARHD
untlet of folks pushing and

making her way through ga
ds, etc. SHE looks at her boarding

cramming things into the ove
pass, then down at the e ext to LYNNE, sees LYNNE, and

hesitates.

aisle seat, carry-on by her feet.
ers, a little flustered after

DAPHNE: Lynnel
LYNNE: Daphnel

(After abeat, T @ race warmly.)

LYNNE: You just made it. So how are you?

DAPHNE: Fine. How about you?

LYNNE: Great. Great. Where are you coming from?

DAPHNE: Boston. | was here in Boston.

LYNNE: Oh. You were here.

DAPHNE: It was a business trip. Meetings with some new clients. You
know how it is.
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LYNNE: Sure, but--

DAPHNE: So where are you heading?

LYNNE: Um. Denver.

DAPHNE: | see.

LYNNE: My sister had her baby.

DAPHNE: Right. | saw her at the store a few weeks ago. Beautiful.
Looks just like her.

LYNNE: | can't wait to see her. But you know how babiestare--so all-
consuming. Diapers, feeding, cuddling. Meredith reall break.
| didn't think I'd have a moment to spare.

DAPHNE: 1| only live two blocks away from your sist

LYNNE: | should have told you. But you know how i

DAPHNE: How itis.

LYNNE: For example: when did you arrive in

DAPHNE: Thursday.

LYNNE: It's Monday. Two days o
sightseeing? I've been here long en
| could have given you a private tour.

DAPHNE: | didn't think you'd really want to® see me.

LYNNE: What are you talking abeut? We're friends.

DAPHNE: We were. Best friends.

LYNNE: Sure. We're still friend
mails, Christmas letters.

DAPHNE: Right. Yeah.

and a weekend for
my way around now.

LYNNE: We would have appy to have you stay with us. Or at
least get together inner. Just like old times. What's the
problem?

DAPHNE: We just talk the phone two weeks ago, and you didn't
tell me you were coming t .

LYNNE: You didg me you were coming to Boston.

DAPHNE: Exag didn't tell each other. This is hot something that

the window) You're right. Oh, Lord, | hate take-
at's the time you're most likely to crash. That and

the hand rests of her seat tightly. Tries deep
breathing to calm down. Closes her eyes. DAPHNE watches her
closely, then looks out the window.)

DAPHNE: That's it. We're up. No turning back now.
LYNNE: I'm fine once we're off the ground. I'm fine.

(beat)
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DAPHNE: | knew you were coming to Denver. And | knew you hid it
from me.

LYNNE: What?

DAPHNE: That's why | didn't call you.

LYNNE: How did you know that I. . . My sister.

DAPHNE: She can't wait to show you the baby.

LYNNE: It wasn't you. | didn't want her to tell anyone | was c@ming. | just

was going to make time for family. | still miss all o e whole
gang, but it just gets so complicated. This time | t t glide
in--

DAPHNE: Sneak in.

LYNNE: Sneak in, sneak out. That's all. It wasn’ ' bout you.

DAPHNE: That would be fine if we were nces. Just

neighbors. But we were best friends
Amy and Samantha when Josh h ? When you and
Thomas were. . . wavering, who didiyou call ati midnight? You helped
me decide to quit my job and go bac All our girls' nights out
at the Coffee Jam. Just talking and g every Tuesday night.

Tuesday nights were the high peint of my week for years.
LYNNE: They were great times.%calose. Really close. I--
DAPHNE: I've never been onegte, h lot friends, Lynne. And I've
gone long periods in my lif (Aout a true best friend. When you
moved away, you weregnot rep . | miss you, miss talking, hanging
out on the deck, watchin Ki@8"splashing in that stupid, leaky pool.
We met, we clicke s it. What we had was something I've
never had with my r, or even my Mom. | love you, Lynne. You've
been gone two years and there's something deep within me that
still hopes you'll come back. | wish that what we had was enough to
make a person g up and move. But | know it's not going to happen.
And | don't k hat to do about it. We're not lovers. When it's over
S an't we just be friends?" What do friends say,

DAPHNE: | know.

LYNNE: [I'll stop by this week. I'll call you and we can set up coffee, or
lunch.

DAPHNE: That's not what | want. Look, just enjoy your time with your
sister and her baby. Keep it simple, like you said.

LYNNE: It's just. . . I don't know if. . . Look, this isn't high school. It
doesn't matter if we were friends or best friends or whatever you want
to call it.
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DAPHNE: It doesn't matter what we call it, just what it was.

LYNNE: What if it wasn't the same thing for me as for you?

DAPHNE: It's a long flight. For the next four hours, let's just pretend it
was.

LYNNE: Okay. (beat) So Josh's soccer team--

DAPHNE: Don't call me this week.

LYNNE: Don't be silly.

DAPHNE: | mean it.

LYNNE: | won't.

DAPHNE: Don't e-mail me.

LYNNE: | won't.

DAPHNE: And take me off the list for your stupid C etter.

LYNNE: Fine. Whatever.

(LYNNE picks up her magazine. DA E book from her
back. Both make an unsuccessful at pt to

LYNNE: Why do you always want s uch?22Why can't you just be
content with things as they are?

DAPHNE: Because relationshi re important. The most important
thing.

LYNNE: You needed a best uch. And you were so. . .
dependent. What a tight gfip thhave. Sometimes | need a little
breathing room from ie

DAPHNE: Fine. We've go indred miles between us, that should
give you enough o

LYNNE: | wasn't lo
find it. But close. It w

enough.
DAPHNE: For yg

was vital to me
LYNNE: Q
i [ give out awards for the aspect that's best. | miss

ot the same way, not with the same intensity. Maybe |

e same thing as you, or at least | didn't
lose to what you felt. I'm sure of it. Close

edme 'to a higher plane of existence. But that's all right. We

were friends‘and we can continue to be friends. We can recognize our
bond for what it is and proceed from there. Nothing has to change for
the future. Just your expectations of me. Of us.

DAPHNE: That's fine. Fine for you. Let's just be pals. Engage in a little
empty chit-chat. Swap stories about our children. A light touch. Light
touch.

LYNNE: Don't take everything so seriously.
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DAPHNE: | wish | could be like you. | wish | enjoyed wading in the
shallows. But | don't. Excuse me.

LYNNE: What are you doing?

DAPHNE: I'm switching seats.

LYNNE: Don't go.

DAPHNE: | can't stay here.

LYNNE: The flight is full. They're always full.

DAPHNE: Excuse me.

LYNNE: Don't do this.

DAPHNE: Someone will switch with me, and you
friendly and | will do the same with whomever I'm ¢
that | won't pressure them with any excessive expects

LYNNE: | don't want you to go. Please.

DAPHNE: Get out of my way, or | will climb ove @

LYNNE: Calm down.

DAPHNE: I'm going to count to three. .
LYNNE: This is silly. We've known each other fo
DAPHNE: Two.

(LYNNE stands up and lets DA E get past.)

LYNNE: You'll get over it.
DAPHNE: I'm sure you will. He trip.

(DAPHNE exits up the NE can't decide if SHE should
follow her.)

LYNNE: Daphne, get here. The captain hasn't turned off the
seatbelt sign. Daphne! Come sit down. No, ma'am, she does not want
to trade seats withgyou. She's my friend. How can you say you're my

best friend ang % e this way?

were never best friends. And we're certainly not
k and we'll talk.

t want to see you or talk to you or even think about you.

’ y, to her fellow passengers) Anyone want to sit next
to my ex-friend here? Just raise your hand. A fine window seat, yours
for the asking. Come on, now. She doesn't bite. She might bore you a
little with stories about her family, but she's very well-behaved.

LYNNE: Stop!

DAPHNE: Someone, please. No? | have right here, a crisp twenty dollar
bill for the first taker. Going once, going twice. Ah ha! Lynne, | think I've
found you a new friend.
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(Lights to black.)
END OF SCENE

QUIET

by
Patrick Gabridge

CHARACTERS s
ELISA 30s-40s. The landlord.
ZELDA same age as Elisa. The tenant.

TIME: Present.

SETTING: ELISA’s apartment and Z A’s apartment, in the same
house. Two chairs, facing the audience: esired, there could be
the platform of a front porch b%’[h: two chairs.

AT RISE: ELISA and ZELDA afe, s in their chairs, facing the
audience. Both are at least i @ 0s, but can be older.

ding around noon. I'm sure that's when
d. Sets her feet on the floor and clicks
m boom. Like I'm not going to hear it. All I'm
asking for is a little h consideration. My windows are all closed,
it's not like the sound is coming through, not really. It's the vibrations.
Through the sg of my feet. In the cavity of my chest. Transfer of
drums into so ] offsetting heartbeat. Don't get me wrong, | love
music. | li ) he time, but not so loud that other people have
i er they like it or not. It's the fashion nowadays, to
vith our music and our conversations. Post-pubescent
ped up Hondas so that they shake my windows when
they drivetpast. They roll down their windows while they wait for their
girlfriends and puke out their street music. I'm not old enough to feel so
conservative - | don't want to be mentally wrinkled and fragile. But | do
want some peace. It's my house. | don't have any control over
anywhere else in the world. Not over the church next door with their
hymns shattering Sunday morning, not the sirens that serve as a
constant background hum. But over this, | do. I've been nice about it.
Asked a few times, in person. But I'm not going to keep running
downstairs and making it a habit—-Zelda plays her music too loud,

ELISA: The music starts
she hauls her lazy
that button. Boom
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Elisa asks her to turn it down. It becomes a ritual. Look at the volume
dial and figure it out. There are other people living in this house. One of
those persons values the ability to think quietly without a rhythm
pounding its way inside her head.

(Both women stand and face each other. ELISA takes an envelope
out of her pocket and hands it to ZELDA, who opens it afid reads it.)

ZELDA: What's this?

ELISA: About the music. It's been loud and bothersof
other tenants. This is official notice that you've bee

ZELDA: All you had to do was knock on my door.

ELISA: I've done that.

ZELDA: You could have done it again. A lette therYandlord just
came down and knocked on my door.

ELISA: I'm sure he did. | think this way it's a little,cle

ZELDA: Oh, it's clear.

ELISA: Good.

ZELDA: Maybe you can ask your kids to mping on the floor over

my head.
ELISA: | will. \
ZELDA: But I'll keep my music .

ELISA: Thank you.

0 mesand the

(They retreat back to thel
ZELDA: Wants me at's what it is. | never did anything. Just
enjoyed my music a lit ot a lot of joy in my life. Not a lot of joy. All |
want is the freedom to listen to my sounds, let them filter in, lose
myself a little. dghigks she's so quiet. Her and her big feet and her
children. Like @ es them a hammer every morning. | work until

ding so my pictures fall off the wall and cracks come
en has the nerve to write me a letter telling me I'm

matter. | can’ be quiet. Because I'm not going anywhere. This is my

home. And she can't just force me out, not like that. Oh, no. | can turn
this way low. I'll cozy my ear up right against the speaker. Find me a
pair of headphones, though | never like it that way. Don't like my ears
so hot. That's all right, I'll find my way. But she won't hear me. Like a
mouse I'll be.

ELISA: Complaining about my children. They're babies. They can't
control themselves. Doesn't she think they drive me crazy, too? No
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quiet from them, no quiet anywhere in this house. They go off to
preschool, and | want a little quiet. But no, she's got to play loud music
when they're gone. When they're asleep. It's like there's a massive
noise conspiracy, making sure that there's always some intrusive
sound at any given instant in my life. But I'll make sure they walk on
tiptoe.

ZELDA: I'm just waiting for the next letter. Send me a letter.
way is that to deal with a person? | want respect. | don't
the landlord, she still has to treat me like a decent hu
decent human being.

hat kind of

(They meet each other at the door.)

ELISA: Hi, Zelda.
ZELDA: Hi, Elisa. Music been quiet eno
ELISA: Yes, thanks.

ZELDA: I've been hearing a lot of ban
ELISA: Yes. We're doing some constr

(Back to their chairs, to the audi e.)

in. | don't even slam my door

ZELDA: I'm keeping my part ofdhe
ave friends over, | tell them to
m the yard. | don't want sound

anymore. | ease it shut. @
0 f
i like I've become a ghost. | wait to

whisper and | get t
she's asleep or | know she's left the
think about how much noise it's gonna

ELISA: The sound of the“saws and the hammers feels like they're
cutting and pounding right inside my skull. How can the men move so
slowly? Don't Jerstand that this is important? They say they've
never bu yth

e this before. Don't be stupid, | say, it's just a

then she turfs this into a construction zone. But she can't make me
leave. I'm not going nowhere. No, no, no. And I've given up on
complaining. That's just one more noise. If | start complaining, she'll
just say, why don't you move somewhere else? She's not saying that
to me. | live here. She can't complain about me.

(They approach each other at the door.)
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ZELDA: Hi, Elisa.

ELISA: Hi, Zelda.

ZELDA: Saw the men packing up. They finally finished?

ELISA: | know it seemed like a long time. I'm sorry for all the noise.
ZELDA: It wasn't a problem.

ELISA: It should be much quieter around here now.

ZELDA: That's great.

(Back to their chairs.)

ZELDA: Much quieter.
ELISA: It's just what | wanted. Maybe | can finally ge
Do a little writing, a little reading. It's like a fan

ZELDA: Very quiet.

ELISA: It takes a little getting used to. W,
the pressure is suddenly lifted fro
comes through from the outside. Pe

ZELDA: She's too quiet, really. Quiete I mean, I'm awful quiet
now, | keep my shoes off, so | don't round the kitchen floor.
Every step is measured. | sit ri ext to the TV, probably burning my
eyes out, just so | don't have tm too loud. | put on the closed
captioning, so | can read along d up my microwave and my

ires that make 'em beep. But now

% | don't hear a whisper from her

e 0 lose her from my mind. Always

ot a single sound
peace.

she wants to one-up
anymore. Though | can
wondering what sh
ELISA: I'm just an ary woman, of modest means, but nothing has
ever made me feel as as this. Silence. Some people save up to
buy a new car, | saved to buy silence. | have to take out the
computer, beca he fan is too loud. Anything mechanical makes a

sound. | eve @ 0 leave my watch outside. The ticking is like

jackhammer.
de“the chair, pick it up and set it down. Gently. Like it's
he's not going to outquiet me. No. | don't think so. Not

pen might do"the trick, but it just scratches, scratches, scratches. Like
fingernails on a blackboard. | was going to read. A big stack of books.
All I'll hear is the author's voice coming off the page. That's all. The
author's voice. Lose myself in the story. But the rustling of the turning
pages is sharp as a knife. | try hand lotion. | try turning the pages very
slowly. Nothing works.
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ZELDA: I've given up showers, because they're just too loud. | can fill
the tub very slowly. A small stream of water makes almost no sound,
though it's not very hot when I'm done. She'll never hear me.

ELISA: | sit here listening for some weakness in the sound proofing, but
it's flawless. | am the only flaw. A mote of sound. I'm filled with sound.
My stomach gurgles. | swallow and | can't believe that it's not shaking
the house.

ZELDA: | don't hear them at all anymore. From here | can'see out the
window, and | know that the husband is gone. He t ids and
hasn't come back. But her car hasn't moved. She'sgsiill up e. But
I'm not giving her anything, nothing to hear.

ELISA: | had to turn out the light. | could hear the
very dark in here, no windows, not even a
sealed door. It's empty. I've taken everythin
I've worked on my breathing, carefu g
slightly open.

ZELDA: She'll never hear me.

ELISA: Can you hear that pounding? you bear that? My heart. My
heart. But there seems to be nothing do about my heart. My

heart.
ZELDA: I've taken to being very SN;
ELISA: They say the Zen mop a w their heartbeats to almost

nothing. It's all | think about.
0 reak the floor.

burning. It's
the perfectly

g@aths, mouth held

ZELDA: If | don't move,
ELISA: All | ever think abo
ZELDA: If ljustsith
ELISA: All | really w. .
ZELDA: Pump pump p
ELISA: All | ever wanted.

ELISA:
ZELDA

ELISA: Perfec
ELISA and ZELDA: Silence.
Lights out.

END OF SCENE
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THE SKY IS FALLING

by
Patrick Gabridge
CHARACTERS
Samantha 20s-30s
Ricki 20s-30s, Samantha's older siste
Jill 30s-50s, Samantha's guru. g
Granny 60s, Samantha and Rickj:sgGrandn

(It's a lot of fun to have

TIME: Present. A one-day period.
SETTING: A bare stage with a wcubes will work just fine.
AT RISE: SAMANTHA kneelsggheal wed, centerstage. Perhaps
SHE has some sort of holy b open in front of her on the ground.
nt, JILL enters. SHE has an air

SHE wears a hard hat. After
of great holiness about also wears a hard hat. At JILL's

arrival, SAMANTH ower, almost flat on the ground, in
supplication.

JILL: Arise, my child.

SAMANTHA: Greetings, most holy mother, protector and guide. Ola
pola mollola.

JILL: Jamahab

, always.

ed you here today, because | have to let you know. . .

to be rewarded.

A ready.

JILL: After dgenerations of waiting, the time has finally come. Our
transports will arrive. . . tomorrow.

SAMANTHA: Tomorrow?

JILL: | wish that there had been more time to warn the congregation,
but--

SAMANTHA: | know the holy book says that the day of reckoning and
rapture will come soon, but | didn't really think that it meant. . .
tomorrow.
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JILL: Are you prepared?

SAMANTHA: | guess so. Almost. | will be. | will be. Tomorrow.

JILL: You'll be fine. We'll all be fine. Not many people have the chance
to see a prophecy fulfilled. Let alone one like this. You will be at the
core of a new human race. You must enter the mother ship with an
open mind and a fresh heart. If you have any earthly business that
must be resolved, now is the time. | know we were all
have said our goodbyes when we entered the loving emb
but some farewells are harder than others.

SAMANTHA: I'm glad you understand.

JILL: Do you want me to come with you?

SAMANTHA: No. I'll be fine.

JILL: May Goddess protect and speed you. Don: t
SAMANTHA: | don't suppose they'll wait. 0

JILL: Not an extra second.

(JILL exits. Lights shift onto RICKI who crawlSon stage, with a shoe
raised high in the air. SHE's stalkin pidery SAMANTHA watches
her.)

RICKI: Stupid, nasty, scummy sMght to just pull off a leg or two
and send you to your buddies as,a ng. It's wonderful, all the bugs

you catch, the beautiful web eave, but not in my house. This is
St stick your body to the baseboard.

an arachnid-free zone.
Say goodbye, you little--
SAMANTHA: Don't.

2re's nothlng to escape from. I'm with Her Holiness

own free will.

apparently you haven't so much as called me in more than two years,

all of your own free will. Where's your robes?

SAMANTHA: They generated too much negative energy among the
population. We felt it was important to do a better job blending.

RICKI: And the hard hat?

SAMANTHA: The sky is falling.

RICKI: | never really thought of Chicken Little as a cult story, but |
guess, if you think about it...
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SAMANTHA: | know it all sounds stupid to you.

RICKI: Not just stupid. Crazy. Whacko. Idiotic. Weird. But that's fine, we
all have our quirks. We don't necessarily build our entire lives around
them, but we all have them.

SAMANTHA: This is important to me. | wish you would not belittle my
choices.

RICKI: You're right. It's your life. Live it however you want. l@pologize.

SAMANTHA: Apology accepted.

(An awkward silence. RICKI spots another spider.

RICKI: If you'll excuse me, | have spiders to sm of a bitch.
They're everywhere. Come to Ricki, Mr. Spide in my house
have reached their end.

SAMANTHA: Please don't.

RICKI: You don't live here anymore. YOu went join swami what's-
her-name and eat rice and chant here, | take care of
things, these are my spiders. And 1 d em.

(SHE SLAMS down the sho d exterminates another spider.
SAMANTHA puts her hands %and says a prayer for the

spider.)

SAMANTHA: Mider bid
RICKI: It's just a spider.
SAMANTHA: The G
RICKI: Good for her.
SAMANTHA: | came to
RICKI: You've been doing

all living things.

s her job. They give me the creeps.

oodbye.

t since you were sixteen years old. | stay,

you go, it's the | order of things. Just like spiders in my house get
squashed wit

the worst thing about Mom and Dad. . . Not
e.
aneous loss like that, it leaves a vacuum, and it sucks
verything good, everything real, all the workings of

SAMANTHA: Don't you think you would have handled it better if they'd
had a chance to, you know, say "Goodbye, don't worry about me."
Something like that?

RICKI: Maybe.

SAMANTHA: Is Grandma here? | need to say goodbye to her, too.

RICKI: Granny! Samantha's here!
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(GRANNY, an old woman using a walker or cane, enters. SHE
smiles vaguely at SAMANTHA.)

GRANNY: Who's this?

RICKI: It's Samantha.

GRANNY: | thought she shaved her head when she ran off and joined
that cult. And they made her dress funny, too. What's g¢hat on your
head? Did you hurt yourself? Are you all right? What hap
head?

RICKI: The sky is falling.

SAMANTHA: It's a symbol of our need for vigilance g

GRANNY: Protection against what?

SAMANTHA: The sky is falling.

GRANNY: Don't try to play tricks on me.

SAMANTHA: | came to say goodbye, Gr. al

GRANNY: What's she talking about?

RICKI: | have no idea.

GRANNY: Where are you going?

SAMANTHA: Away. Far away. And | can back.

GRANNY: Why not?
SAMANTHA: I'm going away witr&JeCt, on a spaceship, tomorrow.

GRANNY: On a spaceship. just say she's going on a
spaceship?
RICKI: Oh, Lord.
GRANNY: I'm old, but I'm
don't you just bringhi
like this?
SAMANTHA: It's not a story. Well, maybe it is, but it's still true.
And it doesn't really matterif you believe it. | just wanted you to know
that I'll bring m mories of you with me, across the galaxy. I'll be fine

. What's the name of this boy? Why
eet us instead of telling crazy stories

and | don' @ worry about me.
(SAMA v €e RANNY a big hug, just about knocking her
over.)

GRANNY: ul. I'm an old woman. | suppose you know what the
heck you're doing. But | wish you wouldn't go. | don't have much time
left here myself, and | wish | could spend more of it with you. At least
Ricki's always been here, but you. . . | don't even remember the last
time | saw you. Can't you stay with us a little longer?

SAMANTHA: | wish | could. But it's not up to me.

GRANNY: A shame. You were a good child. You always had a sense
about you, like somehow you could see beyond the surface, see
underneath the disguises we use to hide ourselves. But if you have to
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go, you have to go. | always wished that | could go to the stars. Buck
Rogers wasn't just for boys, you know. Stay here, | want to get you
something for your trip.

(GRANNY exits.)

SAMANTHA: How's she been?

RICKI: She's old. Sometimes | think a strong cold snap kill her off.
Other times | think she'll live to be a hundred.

SAMANTHA: Can you leave her by herself?

RICKI: Not for long.

SAMANTHA: Just for tonight. | wondered if you wg
goodbye to everything, everyone. So hard. | wonde
you'd think about coming with me, until I go.

RICKI: | can't just--

hard’to say
you'd. . . if

(GRANNY enters.)

GRANNY: I'm fine. Just tell Mrs. Schw to check on me every once in
a while. Go with your sister.

RICKI: But | really should stay with-
GRANNY: I'm not an infant. Don' me as an excuse, one that you'll

regret and resent. (to SAMA here--

@ pocket, takes off SAMANTHA's
oil over her head, and replaces

(SHE pulls some tin foi
helmet, and carefully sp
the hard hat.)

GRANNY: | don't kno ch about space aliens, but everything I've

randma.

GRANNY: > eone in this family is finally going to see the
' i ot this one. Make sure you mind your manners--you

planet to represent.

(GRANNY €

SAMANTHA: Come help me say goodbye, to everything.
RICKI:  All that's left is for you to say goodbye to brown rice and
chanting, right? | can't be much help there.

SAMANTHA: | haven't forgotten about the world. And | want to make
sure | never will. Please. It's the last time I'll ever ask you for anything.
RICKI: Sure. Until you ask me to forget that you ever did any of this

crap.
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SAMANTHA: Let's go!

(They pull two cubes center stage and are now driving in a car.
SAMANTHA'S driving. Way too fast. RICKI is petrified. During the
driving scene the lights gradually fade and stars come on
overhead.)

RICKI: Samantha.

SAMANTHA: Yeehal

RICKI: Slow down.

SAMANTHA: | can go even faster.

RICKI: Slow down!

SAMANTHA: Watch this.

RICKI: You'll get us both killed and you will mi ﬁ apture. How long
has it been since you've done anythin

SAMANTHA: Look, no hands.

(RICKI grabs the wheel.)

RICKI: | am not enjoying this. | a t enjoying this.
SAMANTHA: You were never an&
e

RICKI: Au contraire. | was the fu@genes: were the one with your nose

@ 's all.

we rest now?

find the pickup spot.

austed yet? The circus, softball, the museum, a
2 skating, horse racing, mud wrestling, snake
've had about all | can take.

in a book. It's just that | grew,
SAMANTHA: We're her

(They get out of the

RICKI: Thank goodness.
SAMANTHA: No. We need
RICKI: Aren't yQ
movie, restaufa
charmers, teq
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