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And the Lord commanded the brother of Jared
to go down out of the mount from the presence
of the Lord, and write the things which he had
seen.
Ether 4:1

INTRODUCTION
by Davey Morrison

New Play Project has been around four years now. It’s grown
from a group of kids in a BYU playwriting class to a non-profit
theater company that’s produced hundreds of new works with the
help of several hundred volunteers. We’ve produced back-to-back
winners of the Association for Mormon Letters Award for Best
Drama, with James Goldberg’s Prodigal Son (2008) and Melissa
Leilani Larson’s Little Happy Secrets (2009); we’ve become, we
hope, an important part of the community of Mormon arts, and an

important part of the Utah County theater community at large.
That’s not to say we don’t have a long way to go. We do—a
very long way. Not every production has been great. Some have
not even been very good. And trying to keep a theater company
alive without any money in the bank—and on top of school, work,
other artistic projects, and life in general—seems almost impossible at times. Really, it should be impossible. The fact that we’ve
made it this far can only be called a miracle.
I came to New Play Project two years ago. What brought me
into the fold wasn’t necessarily a profound commitment to a
singular artistic vision, or an intense desire to participate in the
growth and development of Mormon theater. Nope. It was a girl.
Bianca Dillard (then Lead Dramaturg of New Play Project and
prospective love interest, now Artistic Director and my wife) invited me to NPP’s weekly playwriting workshop. In an overt attempt to impress the love of my life, I wrote my first play, “Adam
and Eve.” Within a couple months, I was a produced playwright. A
few months later, I was running the workshop.
That sort of thing isn’t too uncommon at New Play Project.
Adam Stallard heard about our workshop and showed up one
week (probably with more wholesome motivations than myself).
He quickly went on to become Managing Director, and one of our
best actors, directors, and writers. Stories like mine and Adam’s
owe a lot to the fact that, as an organization, we’re not much more
than a tiny group of (mostly) college students, and we need all the
help we can get. But I think there’s also something uniquely Mormon not just in many of NPP’s plays, but in the organization itself.
In the Doctrine and Covenants, we are instructed to “meet toii

gether often” to teach one another, that all may be instructed and edified together. As a church, we have no paid clergy—in Mormonism,
the teacher becomes the pupil and the pupil becomes the teacher.
Like the sometimes stumbling testimonies heard in sacrament meeting, New Play Project’s team of volunteers have produced work that is
occasionally a bit unpolished, but the evident sincerity and dedication
is always deeply humbling, even profound. It is this conviction, I
think, and this desire to engage in a dialogue with the community,
that has helped us develop such a strong and devoted audience.
Theater has long been a vital part of Mormonism. The first
“Mormon play” can be attributed to Parley P. Pratt—his witty, delightful “Dialogue Between Joseph Smith and the Devil,” published
in 1844 in the New York Herald. Brigham Young was a well-known
and ardent lover of theater, and even an amateur actor himself. Even
our temple ordinances were developed as a form of democratic
theater—non-professionals enacting a drama for one another for
mutual benefit and growth. On a more significant, symbolic, and
spiritual level, the participants are acting as “proxies” in performing
ceremonies for the dead—a body through which other spirits may
receive ordinances that are both physical and spiritual.
While temple ordinances remain uniquely sacred, all art is, by
nature, a sort of proxy experience. Writer, actor, and audience
member alike, each of us is able to experience other points of view,
to take part in experiences outside our own lives, and to broaden
our horizons. In this way, art cultivates empathy, and empathy is
perhaps the most profoundly godlike of attributes. The Atonement
was the ultimate act of empathy. Christ has the ability to heal us
because He knows—really knows—what we have experienced. I
iii

sincerely believe that when we engage with stories and characters
on a stage, we become capable of understanding and loving others
more fully and more deeply. We become more Christlike.
Creation, too, is a godly act—making the invisible visible, transforming the spiritual, the emotional, and the philosophical into
words, images, sounds, and movement, just as God created physical
tabernacles for pre-existing spiritual intelligences. Interpretation
should also be an act of creation. While the artist takes the spiritual
and transforms it into physical reality, the audience member takes
the piece or performance and internalizes it, dissects it, applies it
and experiences it, rendering the physical spiritual once more. Creation is, in this way, one eternal round, and a work of art is perpetually recreated as it is reenacted, re-experienced, and reinterpreted.
We are commanded to write; we are also commanded to read—the
earth was made for us, and we are commanded to give back to it.
Inherent in these circular commandments is the need for conversation and connection. Every voice must be heard. Once again, the
teacher becomes the pupil, and the pupil becomes the teacher. God
created us, and we have the potential to become gods. There is perhaps no other religion with such an optimistic vision of mankind’s
divine creative capacity.
This collection presents nineteen plays from fourteen playwrights, many of whom are new voices, young writers whose works
have never before been published. Some names will be familiar to
those involved in the Mormon literary community, and many will
not be. I believe that each of the authors included here is worth listening to. Perhaps, after reading these pieces, you will be moved to
respond—or to write your own play. Each audience member is an
iv

artist in embryo.
In trying to pare down hundreds of plays to just nineteen, I’ve
had the opportunity to read many I never had the chance to see, and
revisit many more I already knew I liked, just to refresh my memory.
I was impressed once again by the amazing amount of incredible
work that’s been done in just a few short years. Throughout this
process, I also questioned what my criteria might be in making my
selections. I wanted to provide, with this anthology, an introduction
to New Play Project’s developing canon, a good overview of the different kinds of plays we’ve produced, and the significant and prevalent themes, styles, and genres that have emerged from our little
“movement.” I wanted to include in one volume the plays that audiences enjoyed the most, as well as shed light on some plays that I
think are wonderfully well-written, but have, for whatever reason,
not been as highly praised or well remembered. I wanted to include
pieces from our most notable playwrights. Most of all, I wanted to
include the plays that I thought were the most interesting, powerful,
literate, and theatrical. Obviously, with just nineteen plays, satisfying
all of these requirements was impossible. Some of the plays collected here you will like, and some you probably won’t. Our loyal
audience members will undoubtedly ask why some titles were omitted, and it pains me to omit them. I hope many of them may be collected in a future volume—in the meantime, I hope this one will
prove worthwhile both to those new to New Play Project, and to
those who have been with us since the very beginning.
To conclude, I’d like to thank those who made this book possible. Thanks to Eric W. Jepson and Elizabeth Beeton at Peculiar
Pages for putting this together with us, and for always being more
v

than happy to help me out, answer my questions, and do everything possible to make this happen. Thanks to my brother, Steve
Morrison, a brilliant artist and an amazing dude. His illustrations
are an invaluable addition. Thanks to my wonderful, wonderful
wife, Bianca. Without her, this anthology wouldn’t exist, and neither would New Play Project.
Last of all, thanks to all the volunteers—the writers, the actors,
the directors, the audience members, those who have donated, the
folks who come to workshop, the people who have come to clean
up the theater, the guy who lent us his lawn mower when ours died
at the Provo Theater—to the hundreds and hundreds of people
who keep New Play Project alive when, all things considered, it
probably should not be.
Thank you all. And here’s to another four years.

vi

PREFACE
At New Play Project’s short-play festivals, a member of the staff gets up to
read an essay to introduce the company vision and the night’s plays. The
following essay was read before New Play Project’s first set of religious
plays. Minor changes have been made for this publication.

TOWARD A MORMON RENAISSANCE

In 1920, while riding on a train, Langston Hughes wrote a
poem called “The Negro Speaks of Rivers” on the back of a napkin.
Maybe you’ve heard it. It’s the one with the line “I’ve known rivers

ancient as the world and older than the flow of human blood in
human veins.”
That image of inherited experience and wisdom means a lot to
me. There’s something about the way that poem reaches so far
back into the past and so deep down into the soul that communicates a grounded, mature kind of confidence. You know what I’m
talking about? That’s a poem that can give depth and strength instead of just describing them.
It’s incredible that it does that, when you think about it, because that poem was written in 1920. You know what most people
thought of black history and culture back in 1920? The vast majority of white Americans and all too many African-Americans
thought of Black as different, backward, inferior: the blacker
physically or culturally the worse. There was nothing to be confident about, as far as most people were concerned. But Langston
Hughes wrote my black soul is deep like the rivers, and eighty-six
years later we remember him for it. Not because he was the greatest individual writing talent of his day, but because he had something to say. Something that went beyond himself. He wrote about
the culture and heritage of his people with pride and artistry. He
and other like-minded writers, not ashamed to call themselves Negro poets, gave this nation a literature of black dignity. All those
individual writers, works, and goals clumped together are remembered as the Harlem Renaissance. And I hope that long after hundreds of movements from the last century have been forgotten, the
Harlem Renaissance will be remembered; because America desperately needed the gift it offered to take another step toward being whole.
viii
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So. Here we are, eighty-six years later, in a makeshift theater in
the Mormon community. Mormonism is technically a religion, but
it’s also a tradition and a people—trust me, my last name is Goldberg, I understand how these things work. A religion can form a
people. It’s been done before.
This people is a good people. We have a rich heritage that goes
back far beyond the founding of the church in 1830. We’ve got
unique institutions that have helped us keep a sense of community
in an age when many communities are falling apart. And we have
wisdom, a gift surprisingly rare in an age so saturated with information and opinion: we know something about how to treat each
other, about our relationship to God, about the spiritual power
that runs all through this world. And along with that, we’ve got
online resources with wisdom on food storage and stuff. Profound
or practical, inherited wisdom is part of who we are.
And who are we? Unlike most tribes and peoples, none of this
heritage is restricted to any ethnic group or country. Anyone can
choose to adopt this heritage as part of their own identity. The
whole world is getting less national and more global and Mormonism is one of the world’s first great post-national cultures.
All this means that Mormon writers, like the men and women
of the Harlem Renaissance, have a lot to say . . . if—let me emphasize that—if we have the courage to undertake the same kind of
project they did. I mean, black history and black culture in 1920
were already incredibly rich. The black community already had an
incredible strength, but hardly anyone had ever managed to write
about it in a meaningful, resonant, artistic way. There was a black
ix

tradition and a black heritage but no body of black literature. The
Harlem Renaissance changed that, and that changed the world.
What I’m trying to say is that maybe it’s time for us to help
change the world again. Look, I know it sounds arrogant to say
that. I’m twenty-three years old: who am I to change the world?
Who’s Ari Rivera or Alex Mackenzie? Who are any of the actors
you’re going to see tonight? You know, most of them aren’t even
trained actors. They’re just nice people who wanted to help us put
on these plays.
Who are we? Well, we’re Mormons. We’re people who have
wrestled with some of life’s big and little issues and have been
lucky enough to have help. We’re people who think and act a little
differently than most of the country does. We’re people who know
a little about God and a little about life. And we’re people who believe that’s enough to say something big.
Are we going to make a difference? I hope so. And I take hope
in history.
See, when Langston Hughes was sitting on that train in the
evening, watching the sun set, when he wrote, with the voice of his
people, “I’ve known rivers ancient as the world and older than the
flow of human blood in human veins,” he was eighteen years old.
The scripture says that through small and simple means great
works will come to pass. And maybe with our work, your prayers,
and the heritage that binds us, they will tonight. And maybe this
will be a part of a process that people can look back on some day
and call a Mormon Renaissance.
So, thanks for coming. And enjoy the show.
James Goldberg
October 2006
x

ADAM & EVE
Davey Morrison

(The stage is empty—bathed in the yellow-blue warmth of sunrise—except for a single short tree stump Center Stage.)
(As the lights come up, EVE enters, holding a bright red apple, and
sits.)
(A few moments later, ADAM enters from Stage Right scratching his
rib. He looks at EVE, and then Doesn’t Look At EVE. He saunters
across the stage, checking every few seconds to see if she’s noticed him
yet—she hasn’t—and then wanders over behind her tree stump.)
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ADAM. Oh, hey! I didn’t know you were here. I hope I’m not interrupting
or anything.
EVE. You are.
ADAM. Oh.

(Silence. He fidgets.)
ADAM. So . . . How you doing?
EVE.

Considering we just got kicked out of Paradise? Not bad. Been
better. It was almost worth it. The apple’s good.

ADAM. You bring any more of those?
EVE. Yep.

(He waits for her to offer him one. She doesn’t.)
ADAM. Mind if I have a seat?
EVE. Go ahead.

(ADAM sits on the ground. Silence.)
ADAM. Yeah, so about that whole be fruitful and multiply thing—
EVE. Adam!
ADAM. Hey, I’m just saying—
EVE. We fell from innocence a half hour ago.
ADAM. Okay, I was just trying to make conversation. Forget it.

(Silence.)
ADAM. You want to talk?
EVE. No, I don’t want to talk.
ADAM. You okay?
EVE. I’m fine.
ADAM. You don’t sound fine.

ADAM & EVE
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EVE.

Then why did you ask me if I was fine? If you’re not going to believe
what I tell you then why are you asking?

ADAM. I don’t know, I’m sorry.
EVE. I’m just upset.
ADAM. Yeah.

(He reaches over and holds her hand. She looks at it, baffled.)
EVE. What are you doing?
ADAM. I’m holding your hand.
EVE. Why?
ADAM. I don’t know. It seemed like a good thing to do.
EVE. It’s weird. Stop it.
ADAM. Okay.

(He does.)
EVE.

How would you like it if I held your kneecap or something? Would
that make you feel better?
(He thinks about it.)

ADAM. It might.

(She doesn’t look at him. Another silence.)
ADAM. What’s wrong?
EVE. Nothing’s wrong.
ADAM. Something’s wrong, what is it?
EVE.

I told you, I’m just upset. I don’t know why. Sometimes this happens
to me, I don’t really get it.

ADAM. You get upset and you don’t know why?
EVE. Yeah.
ADAM. That’s messed up.
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EVE. Thanks.
ADAM. No, I mean, you have to know why, you’re just not telling me.
EVE. I told you. I don’t know why.
ADAM. That doesn’t make sense.
EVE. Sue me!
ADAM. Is it the whole apple thing?
EVE. I don’t know, all right? Maybe. Probably. I don’t know.
ADAM. Maybe it comes with mortality. Emotional instability, I mean.
EVE. I just need some alone time right now. Okay?
ADAM. Okay.

(He gets up and starts leaving, then stops.)
ADAM. Is there anything I can do?
EVE. Just leave me alone for one minute!
ADAM. Okay.

(ADAM exits.)
(EVE sits down on the ground. In spite of her best attempts to
stifle it, a single, ugly sob escapes. She holds the rest of her tears
back, sniffs, clears her throat, wipes the moisture from her eyes,
and pauses to collect herself.)
(ADAM enters.)
ADAM. Hey.
EVE. Go away.
ADAM. You know, I don’t feel good about leaving you alone like this.
EVE. Adam. You don’t know anything about women.

(ADAM thinks about that.)
ADAM. You’re right.

ADAM & EVE
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(He doesn’t move.)
EVE. Are you going to go?
ADAM. I don’t know. Should I?
EVE. I don’t know.
ADAM (Nervously). I like you a lot, Eve. You know that?
EVE. Yeah.
ADAM. I don’t know if that helps any.
EVE. Yeah. Me neither.

(ADAM goes to hold her hand, then stops himself. She doesn’t
notice.)
EVE. I mean, I like you a lot, too, but . . .
ADAM. But what?
EVE. But . . . I don’t know.
ADAM. I’m not your type?
EVE. No, that’s not it. I don’t know.
ADAM. What’s wrong?
EVE.

I just . . . If I wasn’t the only woman on Earth, would you still want

me?
(He thinks.)
ADAM. That’s a good question.
EVE (Standing up). I’m going.
ADAM. I mean, yes.
EVE. You’re awful, you know that?
ADAM. Really, I would!
EVE. Goodbye!
ADAM. I would! I just had to think about it for a second.

6
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EVE. Yeah you did.
ADAM. Yeah!
EVE. Yeah.
ADAM. Hey. Out of the billions and billions of other women who might
have been here, you’re not even allowing me a second to even consider
any one of them?
EVE. Nope.
ADAM. Come on, Eve.
EVE. This isn’t going to work. Sorry, God, but this isn’t going to work.
ADAM. You’re beautiful.
EVE. Ha!
ADAM. And wonderful.
EVE. Shut up.
ADAM. Really. You are.
EVE. Shut up!

(She exits.)
ADAM. Fine. Okay!

(Pause.)
ADAM. You know, I’m glad you had the apple. Maybe I shouldn’t be.
Maybe I’m not supposed to be. But I am. You really are beautiful. I never
really saw how beautiful you are till . . . after.

(EVE re-enters. She stands there, looking at ADAM sitting on the
other side of the stage.)
EVE.

I don’t know if you’re just making all that up or if you really mean it.
I want to think you really meant it.

ADAM. I did. I do.

(Silence.)

ADAM & EVE
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EVE.

Who does that? “Don’t eat from the tree,” “go forth and be fruitful.”
Who does that?

ADAM. Yeah, I don’t get it either.
EVE. It doesn’t make sense at all. At all. You’ve got more sense than that.
ADAM. Thanks.
EVE. I didn’t mean—okay, I’ve got more sense than that. Better?
ADAM. Better.
EVE. I just feel guilty . . . I don’t know.
ADAM. Sex?
EVE. Yeah.
ADAM. Yeah.
EVE. . . . Yeah.

(A pause—then they both start talking at the same time.)
ADAM. I was wondering—
EVE. What would you—

(They stop.)
EVE. You go first.
ADAM. No you.
EVE. Talk.

(ADAM struggles for a moment to work up the nerve to speak
again.)
ADAM. Do you think I’m . . . attractive?
EVE. I guess so.
ADAM. Ouch.
EVE. I mean, yeah. Yes. I do.
ADAM. Okay.

8
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EVE (Putting her hand on his knee). Really, I do.
ADAM. I believe you.
EVE. Okay, good.

(A moment. Then EVE notices their somewhat compromising
position, and moves away.)
EVE.

It just feels so . . . base, you know? I mean, you are the only guy on
Earth. It makes me feel, I don’t know—cheap maybe? Does that make
sense?

ADAM. Yeah . . .

(He thinks about it.)
ADAM. No, not really.
EVE.

I mean, it’s so animalistic. I’m a girl and you’re a guy and we’re stuck
here together, so we make babies.

ADAM. Right.
EVE.

No romance. Purely physiological. Isn’t that gross? Ew. That’s gross.
We’re gross.

ADAM. Well, when you put it that way . . .
EVE. We’re gross.
ADAM. Okay, we’re gross.

(Pause.)
ADAM. But I’d like to.
EVE. I know.
ADAM. You would too?
EVE. I didn’t say that. I just said I know.

(Beat.)
EVE.

it.

It’s weird. This whole wanting thing. I can’t decide how I feel about

ADAM & EVE
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ADAM. So you would?
EVE. Do what?
ADAM. Want to . . . you know, be the mother of all nations. That.
EVE. I didn’t say that. Stop putting words in my mouth.
ADAM. I’m not trying to put words in your

mouth, I was just . . . curious.

(Beat.)
ADAM. God told us to.

(Silence.)
EVE. You want a pet?
ADAM (Somewhat taken aback). What?
EVE.

Yeah. You know, a pet. A little animal. We could keep it around. Be
nice to it. Play fetch.

ADAM. Oh. Why?
EVE. Just because.
ADAM. Okaay . . .
EVE. We don’t have to, I was just asking.
ADAM. Like, what kind of a pet—animal?
EVE. I don’t know.
ADAM. The big guys are off limits you know.
EVE. Right.
ADAM. Right. You saw that. We have our apples, a couple seconds later a
lion is tearing off a gazelle’s leg. I don’t know about you, but I’m pretty
fond of my legs.
EVE (Musing). Isn’t that a funny word?
ADAM. What? Leg?
EVE. Well, that too.
ADAM. Which word?

10
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EVE. Apple.
ADAM. Funny? I don’t see how it’s funny. How is “apple” funny?
EVE. I don’t know. Just listen to it. “Apple.” Apple apple apple apple.
ADAM (Getting annoyed). Hey.
EVE. Apple.
ADAM. It’s a perfectly decent word.
EVE. Apple!
ADAM. Why is it all my words are stupid?
EVE. I didn’t say it was stupid, I just said it was funny.
ADAM. Okay, sure, “apple” is funny.
EVE. You don’t have to agree with me.
ADAM. Okay.
EVE. Stop it.
ADAM. Stop what?
EVE. Have you just been agreeing with everything I’ve been saying?
ADAM. I don’t know. Maybe.
EVE. Stop it!
ADAM. Maybe we just agree on a lot of things.
EVE. No.
ADAM. Maybe.
EVE. You’re just agreeing with everything I say and it’s ridiculous.
ADAM. All right, I’ll stop it.

(Beat.)
EVE. I’m sorry.
ADAM. Why?
EVE. Because I’m crazy.

ADAM & EVE
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ADAM. I don’t think so.
EVE. I am.
ADAM. I don’t think so.
EVE. You’re just trying to be nice.
ADAM. Well if I can’t agree with you and I can’t be nice what am I
supposed to say?

(EVE thinks about this, then laughs.)
ADAM. What?
EVE. That’s funny.
ADAM. Apple.

(She laughs again.)
ADAM. Apple apple apple.
EVE (Laughing). Stop it!
ADAM. Apple!
EVE. I can’t breathe!
ADAM. Aaaaappppppllllle!

(EVE laughs till she cries. She finally calms down, and then she
takes a look at ADAM’s face and starts laughing again. He waits
for it to end and it finally does. EVE takes a deep breath.)
EVE. Hey.
ADAM. What?
EVE. You know when you held my hand a little while ago?
ADAM. Yeah.
EVE. That was weird.
ADAM. Yeah. I know.
EVE. But I kinda liked it.
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(ADAM looks at her. He holds her hand.)

EVE. I wish God was here.
ADAM. You miss Him?
EVE. Yeah.
ADAM. Me too.
EVE.

Well, a little. I don’t know. I feel like I should. Maybe it’s just so
recent it hasn’t really sunk in yet, you know?

ADAM. Yeah.
EVE. It doesn’t feel like He’s really . . . It feels like He’s still around.
ADAM. It does.

(They sit together. She leans her head on his shoulder.)
EVE. Are you scared?
ADAM. A little.
EVE. Me too.

(They think about this.)
ADAM. That’s okay.

(And it is. Lights down.)

THE EXACT TOTAL
OPPOSITE
Eric Samuelsen

(HE stands in a doorway. SHE stares at him in disbelief.)
SHE. What are you doing here?
HE. Can I come in?
SHE. No! Go away!
HE. Just for a second.
SHE. No! What are you doing here?
HE. Come on, five minutes.
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SHE. Do you even remember our last conversation?
HE. I remember it.
SHE. What part of ‘I never want to see you again’ did you not understand?
HE. I understood.
SHE. What, do I have to get a restraining order?
HE. I just want to give you something. Five minutes.
SHE. I should call the police.

(He starts to leave.)
SHE. It’s okay, come in.

(He comes in.)
SHE. We broke up, it’s over, I don’t know why you had to—
HE. I just wanted to see you.
SHE. So, here I am, take a mental picture. Snap, okay, goodbye. I have a
date in ten minutes.
HE. Oh. I could come back another—
SHE. It’s okay, just . . . what do you have to say?
HE. We only broke up 48 hours ago.
SHE. 46.
HE. 45 hours, 38 minutes.
SHE. I had 43 minutes, what are you counting from?
HE. You know, actually walking out the door.
SHE. Oh. I had it from ‘I’ll stab you with my roommate’s knife if you don’t
leave this second.’
HE. I thought maybe you might still change your mind.
SHE. I was physically threatening you.
HE. Still. You never know.
SHE. Okay, okay, it doesn’t matter. I gotta go soon, so why are you here?
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HE. You’ve got a date?
SHE. A thing. Friend date, it doesn’t matter.
HE. I haven’t even thought about so much as talking to—
SHE. Well, I did, and he’ll be here any second, get on with it.
HE. I have a present for you.

(He hands her a wrapped gift—square, fairly good sized.)
SHE. What is this?
HE. Open it and see.
SHE. I can’t accept this.
HE. Just open it, and then you can decide.
SHE. We broke up, this is totally inappropriate.

(She shakes the box.)
SHE. What is it?

(He shrugs.)
SHE. Oh, all right.

(She starts to tear it open. Under the wrapping paper is another
layer of wrapping paper.)
SHE. Oh, great, we’re playing wrapping paper games now?
HE. You’ll see.

(She tears off the next layer. There’s another layer underneath it.)
SHE. My Dad used to do this, like fifty layers of wrapping paper.
HE. So maybe I’m like your Dad a little.
SHE. It ruined Christmas every year.

(Another layer.)
SHE. This box is getting smaller.
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HE. Not much more.
SHE. This had better not be what I think it is.

(In a frenzy, she tears off layers of wrapping paper, until finally
she’s holding a small jewelry box.)
SHE. This really had better not be—
HE. Just open it.
SHE. No. I can’t.
HE. You don’t have to accept it.
SHE. There’s no way I’m accepting it.
HE. So there’s no harm in looking.

(She stares at the box. Turns to him.)
SHE. Look, why have you been stalking me?
HE. I haven’t.
SHE. Everywhere I look, there you are, outside my classes, the gym,
everywhere.
HE. I haven’t been out of my apartment for two days.
SHE. Everywhere I look! I can’t turn around, there you are!
HE. You can ask my roommates. I went out for twenty minutes to buy
this. I haven’t even been to my own classes.
SHE. Well, it looked like you. The guy I kept seeing. Do you have a twin?
HE. Don’t you want to see what’s in the—?
SHE. The thing is, I think I know what this is, and it so unfair, I am totally
over you, we’re done, we’re through, you are the biggest jerk I have ever
dated ever in my life, plus, plus, we have nothing in common, plus I don’t
even like you.
HE. It might not, though. Be what you think.
SHE. But it is, isn’t it?
HE. Not necessarily.
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SHE. Well, what else could it be?
HE. I don’t know, a practical joke of some kind. Some kind of springloaded clown face thing.
SHE. Well, that would certainly be funny.
HE. I’d laugh.
SHE. You would too, that would be just like you.
HE. Or. A pin, a saying goodbye forever sort of pin.
SHE. Earrings, maybe.
HE. A necklace.
SHE. The possibilities are endless. A ‘no hard feelings’ sort of thing.
HE. Exactly.

(She stares at the box.)
SHE. I told you to get out of my life. Forever.
HE. I know. But you never said ‘let’s still be friends.’
SHE. I don’t want to be your friend.
HE. That’s when it’s final, though. When you say ‘let’s still be friends.’
That’s the code for ‘get lost forever.’
SHE. I said ‘get lost forever.’
HE. But you never said ‘let’s still be friends.’
SHE.

No, see, you’ve got it all wrong. When a girl says ‘let’s still be friends,’
she means ‘I still like you as a friend.’ She means it.

HE. No, she doesn’t, she’s using the code for—
SHE. It’s not code for anything! There’s no code!
HE. You say there’s no code. But saying there’s no code is actually code
for—
SHE. This is exactly, exactly why I broke up with you!
HE. It’s code for ‘there is a code, and I hate that you—’
SHE. Arrgghhh!
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HE. ‘I hate that you figured it out, the code.’ That’s what—
SHE. You drive me crazy! It’s impossible to have a conversation with you!
HE. Well, you were no picnic to talk to either.
SHE. So great! We can’t talk to each other! Great basis for a relationship!
HE. Are you gonna open the box?
SHE. No!
HE. Fine, I’m sorry I bothered you.

(He reaches for the box.)
SHE. Not so fast.
HE. Well?
SHE. If I open this box, will you promise me, promise me on your soul,
that you will walk out this door and never ever come back.
HE. Is that what you want?
SHE. Yes! I’ll open the box, just, you know, just because I’m a little curious.
And I’ll look at it. And I’ll hand it back, because, you know, there’s no
possible way I can accept it. And then without a word, without another
word, you’ll walk straight out that door.
HE. Why would I want to do that?
SHE. Because that’s the absolute only way I’m opening this box.
HE. Okay.
SHE. So that’s the deal, take it or leave it.
HE. I just leave.
SHE. A little ceremony yes. Open box, hand it back, out the door. Yes.
HE. Even if you don’t want me to?
SHE. I may not. Want you to. If what’s in this box is what I think is in this
box, I may, you know, weaken. For a second. And you, you, you can’t take
advantage of that. Because we’re not right for each other, we both know
it, we can’t stand each other, there’s absolutely no future, none, no future
at all in this relationship. Right? Right?
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HE. No, you’re totally right.
SHE. So promise.
HE. Okay. I promise.
SHE. Right out the door? Immediately? Without a word.
HE. I swear it.
SHE. On your . . . what can I make you swear by?
HE. Playstation?
SHE. Tempting. But you’d just buy an XBox.
HE. I swear by my . . . I don’t know. My car.
SHE. You hate that car, you were looking for another one.
HE. I sold my car.
SHE. Seriously?

(He gestures towards the box.)
HE. Well . . .
SHE. So this really is . . . what I think it is.

(Pause.)
HE. Might not be.
SHE.

Swear by your soul, let’s go back to that. Your eternal soul, the
second I open this, you’ll leave.

HE. On my soul.
SHE. ’Cause I’m counting on you.

(She opens the box. It’s an engagement ring. She stares at it.)
SHE. That’s . . .

(She lets out her breath audibly—she wasn’t even aware she was
holding her breath. She takes a closer look.)
SHE. That’s maybe the ugliest ring I ever saw in my life.
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SHE. Not so fast.
HE. You made me promise—
SHE. Just just just wait!
HE. You said I had to promise to—
SHE. Shut up, I know what I said.

(Awkward pause, as she stares at the ring.)
HE. You’ve got a date in just a few—
SHE. Shut up, I don’t either.
HE. You told me you—
SHE. I know what I told you.

(She stares at the ring from another angle.)
SHE. You couldn’t have taken me shopping for one?
HE. We broke up.
SHE. That’s no excuse.

(She takes the ring out of the box.)
SHE. I threatened to stab you to death.
HE. You didn’t mean it.
SHE. I did at the time.

(She holds it up to the light.)
SHE. And that led to this, huh? Telling you to get out of my life forever,
that was the turning point: ‘Oh, she hates my guts, better spend 500
dollars on a ring.’
HE. It was way more than that.
SHE. Really? How much?
HE. It was a pretty nice car.
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SHE. Yeah. It really was.

(Pause.)
SHE. The band’s too wide, I don’t like the setting, the diamond’s too big.
HE. We can exchange it.
SHE. Did I say I wanted to exchange it?

(She stares at the ring, forces her eyes away.)
SHE. What are you gonna do for a car?
HE. I thought maybe I’d get a bike. Moped.
SHE. I can just see you on a moped.
HE. Or, you know, we’d use yours.
SHE. Oh.

(Long pause.)
HE. So, um. Thing is. There’s usually a question that goes with, you know.
One of those. But I promised not to say anything.
SHE. You just asked the question.
HE. Yeah?
SHE. Pretty sure.
HE. So what’s the answer?
SHE. Let’s not go there yet.

(She tries the ring on.)
SHE. There just isn’t anything about this I like. This is the exact polar
opposite of the kind of ring I wanted.
HE. You wanted a ring?
SHE. Generally speaking. You know what I mean.
HE. Not really.
SHE. The exact total opposite of what I wanted.
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HE. So. You told me to leave. I said I would.
SHE. Not yet.
HE. What about the, uh, question part?
SHE. Don’t press me, I hate it when you press me.

(She stares at the ring.)
SHE. I hate you for this, you know that? I was done with you, and you go
and do this.
HE. I was done with you too.
SHE. So what happened?
HE. I couldn’t stay done.
SHE. No.

(Pause.)
SHE. I know what you mean.

(Very long pause.)
SHE. So what the hell do we do now?
HE. I don’t know.

(She stares down at the ring, which is now on her finger.)
SHE. I really really really hate you sometimes.
HE. Me too.

(Blackout.)

NO ONE’S SUPERMAN
Bianca Dillard

for my cousin Chad
(On stage are three superheroes. THE DETERRENT is dressed in
all black, perhaps with some high boots that have large square
buckles all the way up, and a long black trench coat. He has
something over his eyes, like a bandana, but not too Zorro-like.
MR. AMAZING is dressed in primary colors—probably a cape,
no underwear on the outside, and the shoes shouldn’t be too
effeminate. He, too, wears an eye mask of some kind, probably
covering more of his face than THE D, but not enough to distract
from his chiseled jaw line. BAROMETIC BEAUTY is in spandex,
her base color is black with flashes of blue, orange, and red. Her
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eye mask is small, feminine, and alluring. As each character
speaks, a spotlight appears on them. When they aren’t addressing
the audience their light can fade subtly, but you should be able to
see each of them the whole time.)

BAROMETRIC BEAUTY.

Hi, my name is Barometric Beauty. I’m a superhero

with a mental illness.
MR. AMAZING. Hi, I’m Mr. Amazing. I’m a superhero with a mental
illness.
THE DETERRENT.

Hi, I’m The Deterrent and I’m a superhero with a mental

illness.
BAROMETRIC BEAUTY. I have mental powers too. That’s ironic.
THE DETERRENT. For me it’s superhuman speed and regenerative abilities.
MR. AMAZING.

I have Reactive Attachment Disorder. I come from the
same planet Superman does. Only I was no prince, just a middle class
citizen. My mom was pregnant with me when they found out our planet
was coming to an end. Man, you should have seen the prices for
individual space pods—they skyrocketed. No pun intended. From what I
hear, the only thing anyone could afford were the tiny ones for pets or
babies. I bet the manufacturers and salesmen felt pretty stupid. I mean,
sure, the demand was outrageously high which means you can charge
whatever you want. But getting rich doesn’t really get you anywhere when
you’re dead. Everyone knew it was going to happen, so everyone was
preparing and what have you, but when it actually went down it
happened pretty quick. I bet that’s why Superman gets credit for being
the only one spared from the planet being destroyed.

BAROMETRIC BEAUTY.

From a very young age, my parents knew I was
something special—real smart. They put me in a special school for the
gifted and talented. But I wasn’t just gifted and talented like the other
kids. I could read people’s thoughts; I could control things with my mind.
And I could see things or sense them before they happened. Cool, huh?

THE DETERRENT. I love my job. I’ve worked there for nine years, made
quite a name for myself. It’s not glamorous, but it’s fulfilling. I work with
a non-profit that helps disabled kids. I coordinate the volunteer efforts.
Set up the one-on-one volunteers with the kids, and train them. I also put
together group activities.
MR. AMAZING. My mom and dad didn’t want to wait; they took out their
retirement, sold the house and everything so they could buy me a chance.
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They didn’t take any chances—as soon as I was born I was in that space
pod headed for Earth. My parents figured in the end they would manage
something for themselves, and find me, but the important thing was that
I get off. There were a few of us like that. A couple of kids, some families,
and some crazy rich people and their poodles. My parents didn’t make it
off—or at least they didn’t manage to find me.
THE DETERRENT. I think I might lose my job.
BAROMETRIC BEAUTY. They say I could die.
MR. AMAZING. I wish I had died.
THE DETERRENT.

I haven’t been in for a week or so now. Before that my
attendance was patchy at best. My boss loves me and I’ve been there for a
long time, but I don’t know how much longer they can keep me on.
Honestly, I don’t think they should keep me on.

MR. AMAZING. Reactive Attachment Disorder. That’s not one you hear
every day, right? Basically what that means is I spent the first few months
of my life, the bonding months, in a tube in outer space. I didn’t exactly
have anyone to bond with.
THE DETERRENT.

I’ve been doing this for sixteen years now. The superhero
bit. I don’t know if it’s the old age catching up to me or what. It never
used to affect me. I guess not the first several years at least. But what I do
is violent—it’s . . . violent and stressful and hard. It’s not like the comic
books where they can do everything superhero-by-day, blue-collarworker-by-night, socialite, charming boyfriend, and savior of the world.

BAROMETRIC BEAUTY.

The special school was great, right? Helped me in
so many ways. But it was so competitive. When all your teachers and
everyone is always telling you how bright and talented you are, how you
are the best, how you’ll go so far and do so much and . . . Well what
happens when you don’t? Not everyone can be the top of their class, even
in top-of-the-class school. When everyone is the best and the brightest,
the curve tends to be a little above average and it’s not hard to fall short
of that. When you have a 94% average and the average is 98% . . . below
average is below average.

THE DETERRENT.

The nightmares started about six years into the gig. In
the beginning I was able to separate my normal life and my superhero
life. It was more cut and dry back then. Black and white: I was the good
guy, they were the bad guys, and I was stopping them from doing bad. It
felt good. As I got older, further along in school, as my social sphere
increased, I realized there was more at stake than good and bad. There
were people’s lives at stake. Not just theirs and not just mine, and not just
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the people’s lives I was “saving,” but everyone’s. And I’m not saying the
choices I have made to be a protector and a deterrent of evil are wrong.
It’s just complicated.
BAROMETRIC BEAUTY.

So, I started eating to cope with things. I guess an
especially delicious pint of Ben and Jerry’s makes up for a bad grade or a bad
day. And the chocolate and the caramel and the cream started filling things
in. And I couldn’t stop—the more I let the food fill me in for the things I
wasn’t doing right, the more I found that I wasn’t doing right. And so the
more I ate. And then I started to realize—I’m a superhero. My clothing
options are a little limited, spandex or spandex right? Anything else could
get caught or cause any number of problems in hand-to-hand combat. And
I had people like Catwoman to compare myself to. No amount of specialty
“suck-it-in” material or retching could hide my cellulite. And of course
everyone tells you you’re not fat. But I do own a mirror.

MR. AMAZING.

The bonding thing might not sound like a big deal. I mean
it’s only the first five-and-a-half months of your life, you can make up for
that right? Not as it turns out. Those bonding months are apparently
extremely important. They help shape the way you will make attachments
and interact in relationships for the rest of your life. Go figure.

BAROMETRIC BEAUTY.

Half of your image is based on your body, and the
other is based on your kick-ass fight moves. It’s a little hard to measure
up to choreographed fight moves with special camera angles and
actresses who are paid to work out. I mean Catwoman— No one, and I
mean no one looks that good in leather that tight without some kind of a
ridiculous workout routine and some airbrushing. And there is no way
she could have actually done those stunts in tight leather. We use
spandex for a reason.

THE DETERRENT.

PTSD. Lots of guys who fight in wars get it, but how do
you explain it with me? I’ve never been seen combat, never even been out
of the country. Just a normal, straight-arrow suburbanite. I guess a lot of
things seemingly less traumatic than war can cause it, but people don’t
know that. Especially for guys. Going to war is manly and warrants
something like PTSD. But living a normal suburban life doesn’t and being
a superhero isn’t something that you should be telegraphing—I mean it’s
sort of imperative that you keep stuff like that a secret. And so my PTSD
stays in that secret box too.

BAROMETRIC BEAUTY. And Wonder Woman, don’t even get me started on
Wonder Woman. Try Wonderbra! There is no way that someone with
that size of a waist has that cup size. And I heard Storm had a little work
done. Those curves aren’t all hers. Her suit is padded in the front and
back.
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MR. AMAZING. Too bad you can’t just switch on and off the different parts
of you. I mean look at me—I’m handsome, charming smart, athletic, I’m
up to date on politics and literature, I write poetry, sing, play the guitar.
For crying out loud, I’m MR. AMAZING! But I can’t maintain a
relationship past the third date. And intimacy, that’s right out the
window. And I’m not talking sex, I’m talking connection, honest heartfelt
connection. Damn it, I would settle for a good solid connection with a
ferret. I see it in other people and living without it seems wrong, seems
empty—but I don’t know what living with it feels like.
THE DETERRENT. I’m stuck.
BAROMETRIC BEAUTY. So I started throwing up.
THE DETERRENT. I stay up all night because I’m scared to go to sleep. And
then I can’t function during the day, because I haven’t had any sleep.
Which heightens my anxiety and makes the whole world seem worse
than it is. So I don’t do anything. I don’t sleep; when I do I have
nightmares. I don’t go to work because I’m too tired, I don’t fight crime
because my anxiety is too high and because I can’t really focus on
anything, so I just sit around my house all day and night. I don’t answer
phone calls because I don’t want to answer to anyone or disappoint
anyone.
BAROMETRIC BEAUTY. I saw a therapist, and she said I literally don’t see
myself the way I should, the way I actually look. And that doesn’t just go
for the outside either. I don’t have a clear perspective of my achievements
and my faults. My goals are skewed because I don’t have a clear idea of
what’s realistic, what’s best for me. I allowed too many other things get
inside me: Other people’s expectations, the media, my peers, my parents
and teachers. And I don’t even have a clear idea of their expectations
either. Which is funny to me, because I do know what they’re thinking.
Yeah, I can read their minds. But I guess that’s apparently open to
interpretation as well. And, as we’ve been over, I don’t always interpret
things appropriately. I let too much of the outside get in me instead of . . .
I guess, the other way around.
MR. AMAZING. This is maybe cheesy. But I . . . I feel like a thirteen-yearold girl practicing her signature with her crush’s last name.
THE DETERRENT.

And it’s not just ruining my life. I have gifts, I have
powers, I have things to contribute. I think that’s the worst part of all.
Being able to see your potential and not being able to catch up to it. I
have superhuman strength—you’d think that would mean something.
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MR. AMAZING.

Okay, so I started thinking of names that would be more
appropriate. Like Mr. Lonely, The Loser, Lousy Lover, Super Lame. Lots of
L’s I guess. Yeah, so maybe it’s a little self-defeating . . . But it’s funny . . .
Right?

BAROMETRIC BEAUTY.

I just kept pushing myself and pushing myself. I was
so hyperaware of all my faults. It was literally ruining my life. But with
some help and the right kind of introspection I realized that I had been
letting too much of the outside in me, and not enough of my inside filling
me and getting out. And I decided I needed to cut myself some slack. It’s
not easy, but I mean, no one’s Superman.

ON BEING A PRIEST
Eric & Mary Emma Heaps

(On the El in Chicago. A CATHOLIC PRIEST enters, and sits
down next to a MORMON PRIEST. The CATHOLIC PRIEST
accidentally drops his Bible.)
CATHOLIC. Oh, excuse me.
MORMON. No problem.

(The boy hands it back.)
MORMON. Good reading material.
CATHOLIC. Oh yes.
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MORMON. Where are you at?
CATHOLIC. Pardon?
MORMON. I’m in First Peter. Where are you?
CATHOLIC. Oh, Revelation.
MORMON (Inhaling sharply). Whoo. Can’t wait till I get there.
CATHOLIC. Nothing stopping you from reading it now.
MORMON. Well, I’m just—it’s just, I’m reading it as part of—for seminary.
CATHOLIC. Seminary? Aren’t you a little young for seminary?
MORMON. Well, in my church we have it for four years, from, like, fourteen
to eighteen.
CATHOLIC. You graduate at eighteen?
MORMON. Yeah.
CATHOLIC. Then do you become a priest?
MORMON. No, I’m already a priest.
CATHOLIC. Well, I wish it had been that simple for me.
MORMON. For you to become a priest? How long did it take?
CATHOLIC. Well, my seminary was four years long . . .
MORMON. Same as mine.
CATHOLIC.

But I had to graduate from high school and get a college degree

first.
MORMON. Oh. So you don’t get to be a priest until then?
CATHOLIC. Not until then.
MORMON.

So what do you do as a priest? For your church, I mean—I’m
assuming it’s the Catholic church?

CATHOLIC.

Yes, I’m a Catholic priest. I mainly take care of the people in
my congregation.

MORMON. So, like a bishop?
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CATHOLIC.

No, a bishop is over several priests, and makes sure they can
take care of their responsibilities.

MORMON.

Yeah, the bishop is the leader of our priest’s quorum, too. I had
no idea the Catholic church was so much like mine.

CATHOLIC. Well, I also perform baptisms, and administer Communion.
MORMON.

I baptize, too! And we have something like that, only it’s called
Mutual. I think. I mean, that’s where, like, the young men and young
women get together and do stuff.

CATHOLIC.

No, Communion is the partaking of the Eucharist, the sacred
body of Christ.

MORMON. Oh, you mean the sacrament.
CATHOLIC. Yes, it’s one of the holy sacraments.
MORMON. I do that too.
CATHOLIC. You receive the Eucharist?
MORMON.

No, I bless it. Well, and I receive it too. Only we just call it the
sacrament.

CATHOLIC. What church did you say you belong to?
MORMON.

I’m Mor . . . I belong to The Church of Jesus Christ of Latterday Saints.

CATHOLIC. Ahh.
MORMON. Ahh? What does that mean?
CATHOLIC. Oh, nothing, I . . . What else do you do as a priest for your church?
MORMON.

Well, I’m supposed to look over the congregation, and—well
here, let me read it to you. “The priest’s duty is to preach, teach, expound,
exhort, and baptize, and administer the sacrament, And visit the house of
each member, pray vocally, in secret and attend to all family duties. And
he may also ordain other priests”—I didn’t know I could ordain other
priests!—“and teachers, and deacons”—well I knew I could do that—
“And he is to take the lead of meetings when there is no elder present”—
cool—“But when there is an elder present, he is only to preach,” okay,
blah, blah, blah. Anyway, you know. That.

CATHOLIC. I see.
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MORMON. So do you do that stuff too?
CATHOLIC. Um, basically. Except I always lead the meetings.
MORMON. Even Sacrament Meeting?
CATHOLIC. Yes, especially Mass.
MORMON. Ahh. (An awkward pause.) So . . . are you guys, like, eunuchs?
CATHOLIC. Excuse me?
MORMON. I mean, you don’t get married, right?
CATHOLIC. Oh, yes—the proper term is celibate.
MORMON. Yeah, that.
CATHOLIC.

Yes, I have taken a vow of celibacy. Do they do that in your

church?
MORMON.

No. Well kind of. But it’s just till after my mission. I can still
talk to girls though.

CATHOLIC. So can I.
MORMON. I can date them though, too.
CATHOLIC. You got me there.
MORMON. Yeah, I’m sorry about that.
CATHOLIC. It’s okay.

(Awkward pause.)
MORMON. I didn’t get to date till this year though.
CATHOLIC. Oh?
MORMON.

Yeah, to help me maintain my chastity. It talks about it right

here.
(He whips out “For the Strength of Youth.”)
MORMON.

“The Lord has made us attractive one to another for a great
purpose. But this very attraction becomes as a powder keg unless it is
kept under control . . . It is for this reason that the Church counsels
against early dating.” Our prophet said that. He’s like the Pope for you.
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CATHOLIC. Yes, I’ve heard of your prophet.
MORMON. You have?
CATHOLIC. Yes.
MORMON. I shook his hand once. Have you ever shook the Pope’s hand?
CATHOLIC.

No, can’t say I have. But I did receive my ordination from His
Eminence Cardinal Francis Eugene George.

MORMON. Oh. Who’s that?
CATHOLIC. He’s the Archbishop of Chicago.
MORMON. Cool. We have like, Area Authorities.

(Over the sound system: “Next stop, Merchandise Mart.” The
CATHOLIC PRIEST stands.)
CATHOLIC. Well, it was pleasant conversing with you.
MORMON (Nervous). Yeah, hey, I was just wondering. Here’s a card. You
can call the number on the back and get a free video. It’s about Christ’s
ministry on the earth.
CATHOLIC (Reading). “Finding Faith in Christ.”
MORMON.

Well, not that you don’t have faith in Christ. This just might
help you to get more. I mean, maybe you’ll learn something about Him
you didn’t know before. It got me going back to church.

CATHOLIC. Thank you.
MORMON. I know the Church is true.
CATHOLIC. Thank you.
MORMON. I really do.
CATHOLIC (Smiles). I believe you do.

(The CATHOLIC PRIEST goes to exit the bus.)
MORMON. Wait, what’s your name?
CATHOLIC. Joseph.
MORMON. What?
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CATHOLIC. Joseph. Like Mary’s husband.
MORMON (Calling after him). Me too!

(The doors close.)
MORMON. Only I’m named after the Prophet.

BOOK OF MORMON STORY
James Goldberg

(The play opens with two Sister missionaries, SISTER GRIFFITH
and SISTER NIELSEN, entering from outside of the theater into
the audience area. They are out on the street on their way to the
next appointment.)
(They enter laughing.)
GRIFFITH.

Unbelievable. Un-be-lieve-able. That’s hands-down the worst
pickup line I’ve ever heard. I mean honestly, you say “No, sir, I don’t want to
go home with you.” And he says (Imitating the drunk guy who hit on SISTER
NIELSEN.) “You sure? I’ve got some tomatoes in the fridge . . . ” What, does
he think you’re gonna suddenly say, “That’s right! Forget me being a
missionary . . . it’s no use, I can’t resist men who have tomatoes in the fridge.”
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NIELSEN. He smelled drunk enough to believe it.
GRIFFITH. Yeah . . . but still. Anyway, not everyone in this town is weird, I
swear, it’s really just this morning. You haven’t been transferred to the
twilight zone or anything, it’s a good area to teach in.
NIELSEN.

The first day after a transfer is always weird. The day after my
first transfer, this guy let us in to teach him a first . . . obviously, we didn’t
know yet about his narcolepsy . . . anyway, he fell asleep all at once, right
in the middle of the First Vision, and my senior comp didn’t know what
to do, so she just kept going. She made me finish teaching the next
principle and leave a Book of Mormon with our phone number on his
table before we snuck out.

The weirdest moment was probably when she leaned over to me and
whispered, “Commit him to read it!” I mean, this guy is completely
unconscious and she’s whispering it to me like a death threat because she
doesn’t want the discussion to seem rocky. Can you believe it? I mean, at
least here it’s the random drunks who are crazy and not you. (Beat.) Sorry,
that wasn’t a very charitable thing to say about my former companion.
GRIFFITH. Well . . . there’s always repentance.
NIELSEN. Thank goodness for that. (Beat.) What’s up next?
GRIFFITH.

We’ve got an appointment with Carter . . . so at least you’ll get to
talk to one normal person today. He’s around forty or so, he’s got a
daughter who lives with him, I think he’s got some other kids, too, but they
live with their mom. We met him, at the bus stop actually, a couple of
weeks ago. He’s pretty cool, he’s mostly just read in the Book of Mormon
. . . we always end up talking more about that than anything else, he just
gets really fixated on trying to get it all at once, you know? We’ve been
trying to get him to pray about it, but I don’t know how that’s going yet.
I don’t know . . . he hasn’t come to church or anything, he’s not really
moving forward: He doesn’t seem to get out much, and sometimes I think
maybe we’re just like a book club to him. I hope he prayed this time . . . I
don’t want to drop him, but we might have to. We’ll see what you think.

NIELSEN. Okay.
GRIFFITH. Okay. You ready?
NIELSEN. Let’s do this.

(SISTER GRIFFITH leads as they walk up to the front of the stage,
CARTER’s door. They mime knocking, and there’s a knocking
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sound effect. CARTER is sitting, Book of Mormon open on the table,
deep in thought and doesn’t respond. A girl’s voice comes from
offstage.)
LINDY. Don’t you dare get the door! That’s probably Tim.

(CARTER’s daughter LINDY comes out. She’s a Goth. There should
be a slightly comic moment as she looks in a mirror and checks
make-up, hair, etc. to make sure she’s got the best possible
depressed Goth look going. Finally, she crosses to the door and
opens it. The SISTERS smile all at once as the door starts to open.)
SISTERS. Hi!
LINDY. Oh. It’s you.

(LINDY exits. CARTER looks up from his Book of Mormon, where
he’s been marking another passage and writing a note in the
margin.)
CARTER. Hey, Sister Griffith, Sister . . . not Gonzales.
GRIFFITH. This is Sister Nielsen.
CARTER. That’s okay. New face, same tag. Works for me.

(Looks back down at his book. The SISTERS are still standing at
the open door. After a few seconds of uncertainty, they enter,
SISTER NIELSEN closing the door behind her. CARTER picks up
his Book of Mormon and addresses SISTER NIELSEN.)
CARTER. You’ve read this, I assume?
NIELSEN (Laughs). Yes. Several times. How’s your reading going?
GRIFFITH (Interjecting). And your praying? How’s the praying?

(Pause.)
CARTER. You know, Sister Griffith, I’ve been thinking. I think it’s kind of
like . . . (Pauses, consulting bookmark.) verse eight on this card. “We
believe the Bible to be the word of God as far as it is translated correctly.”
Well, that’s how I think of the Book of Mormon, and I was kind of
surprised it didn’t also say “as far as translated correctly” on this card.
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GRIFFITH. That’s because the Book of Mormon was translated by a prophet.
CARTER. The Bible was written by prophets.
GRIFFITH. Yes, it was, it’s just with the whole Dark Ages thing, and of
course there was the apostasy . . .
CARTER. Prophets make mistakes.
GRIFFITH. Well, yes, they do . . . but not while translating the Book of
Mormon.
CARTER.

What did Joseph Smith know about what really happened back
in those days? I mean, I know God was helping him and everything, but I
doubt he got it all right. I think there were probably some gaps between
what the Nephites went through and what a white boy in the 19th
Century could understand.

GRIFFITH. Things are easier to understand by revelation. Which is why we
keep asking you to pray about—
CARTER. Did the guy who painted the pictures pray?
GRIFFITH. What pictures?
CARTER. The ones in here. You ever look at the pictures in these books
you give out? They’re ridiculous. Honestly, they make the whole story so
much harder to believe, take a look: (Flipping and pointing to pictures as
he describes them.) You think God sustained Nephi in the wilderness on
protein shakes and steroids? I mean, I know it said he’s large of stature,
but don’t you think someone living mainly off locusts and sagebrush or
whatever they had . . . don’t you think he would look a little more
scrawny and a little less like the Governor of California? On the other
hand, at least the pictures do give us a clue about why Nephi’s brothers
hated him so much: they obviously listened when Dad said to leave
everything, but Nephi smuggled out his razor and has been hogging the
emergency supply of hair and leg wax ever since.
GRIFFITH. The pictures are just one artist’s depiction.
CARTER. Of course. And they’re also ridiculous.
NIELSEN.

Well, different people learn in different ways. My little brother,
for example, still doesn’t get much from his reading in the scriptures, but
the pictures show him that it’s a sign of strength, not weakness, to do
what the Lord says. So, sure, from a historical perspective they’re pretty
bad, but they’re valuable because of the meaning they express to kids who
care more about old He-Man reruns than talks at church.
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(CARTER thinks about it.)
CARTER. Okay. I can accept that. I mean, I’m not meeting with you two or
reading this book for the history in the first place, I just wanted to know
what it has to say, what it means.

(Beat. He starts flipping through the pictures.)
I guess my biggest problem, though, is with what (Finds it.) this
picture seems to be saying. Here you have, I think, one of the best
depictions of a prophet in his drawing of Abinadi. (He pronounces both
“A”s as in “cat.” )

CARTER.

NIELSEN (Correcting: not harsh, just like teaching a kid to read). Abinadi.
CARTER.

Is that how they pronounced it? Anyway, he’s fine, but look at the
king. Does that look like a man of great energy and charisma to you? Like
the kind of leader you would want to follow astray? I don’t think so. I mean,
let’s say you’re an ancient Nephite, hanging out in the park, and this guy
comes by walking his cheetah. He’s gonna be all out of breath, rasping
horrifically, and sweating buckets of lard. If he sidles up and tells you that
for one-fifth of your ziff, he’s gonna transform the kingdom into a paradise
on earth, you’d laugh in his face. And then plug your nose and run away.
That’s not what they did. Almost everyone backed him. They followed
him, they liked him. King Noah wasn’t some greasebucket wino. The
trouble with the picture is that it makes sin seem so obviously gross and
unsavory . . . believe me, that’s not how it seems right up front. It takes
time to recognize evil. Even your Book of Mormon says loud and clear
that Satan isn’t stupid.
GRIFFITH. Okay . . . so there’s a problem with the picture. That has
nothing to do with whether the Book of Mormon is true or not.
CARTER. I didn’t say the Book of Mormon isn’t true, I just found a place
where it isn’t translated correctly.
GRIFFITH. Where?
CARTER. The book itself says that Noah planted vineyards and was known
as a wine-bibber: it’s saying he was an alcoholic, which I think is an error
in translation. It also says he was lazy, which doesn’t fit either. Lazy
alcoholics are many things, but megalomania and massive construction
projects aren’t really typical for people with those particular problems. I
don’t know: I just got this feeling while reading the story that something
wasn’t right, and that feeling kept getting stronger as I went back over
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and over it. And then: It was actually when I was praying about the book,
like you’d told me—I just knew. I knew what was wrong. And that there’s
no way Joseph Smith in 1830 could have captured the whole truth of it.
NIELSEN. So . . . what was it you realized?
CARTER (He leans in, as if sharing something he’s been entrusted with—
some holy secret). Cocaine. (Beat.) Those vineyards he built on the hills
weren’t for grapes. King Noah and his priests were massive cokeheads.

(Long pause.)
GRIFFITH. What?
CARTER. That’s the first thing I thought, too, after it came to me, but it
fits, it totally fits. The book says he was one of the king’s sons, but I don’t
think that meant he had to be king. No, I think his dad picked him
because he was creative, charismatic, enterprising. I’ll bet people loved
him. And I’ll bet he was the kind of guy who was always looking for new
ways forward. Must’ve wanted to know about everything. I can almost see
him wandering the hills . . . And I can’t even imagine how exciting it must
have been for the most talented member of that generation to stumble
across the effects of that particular South American plant, to feel for the
first time how it can make you feel. He must have thought he was kissing
God. I’m not surprised he threw out his father’s old priests and found
friends who felt the same way about the plant as he did instead.
NIELSEN. You really think he was . . . I mean, really?
CARTER. I used to be an architect. I’m not anymore, I, uh, I had to leave
that life, but I used to be really, really good. I’ve been all over the world
creating beautiful things, and let me tell you: If you want to be amazing
you can’t be bound by what’s already been done . . . and you’re not going
to sleep a lot.

Reading about what they got done, the high towers, the ornate palaces,
the elaborate public spaces they built . . . I give it ten-to-one odds they
were on something. And almost everybody else seems to have been
picked up by the wave of energy and vision that came out of it.
You’ve got to put yourself in the place of his people, they could see their
world changing, they got to be part of the continent’s first Renaissance. I
kind of doubt too many women complained when he started preaching
free love.
(He notices their immediate discomfort.)
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CARTER. Look, I’m not trying to make you uncomfortable, but the book says

he and his priests wasted their time with harlots and that everyone started
committing whoredoms, which is not the kind of sexual revolution I’m
imagining that the chunkster from the painting could have pulled off.
GRIFFITH. Um . . . I just want to make very clear that the Book of Mormon
does not advocate King Noah’s lifestyle.
CARTER. Of course not . . . he built himself the same kind of great and
spacious building Lehi saw in the dream we talked about when you guys
were here last week. And there’s one very big problem with it: no
foundation. It’s a ten-ton castle in the air, and let me tell you, it hurts
when they come crashing down.

The trouble with being as full of yourself as he was is that you’re blind to
the world around you. He thinks that having a high tower means that he
can see. He gets numb to little setbacks, if the Lamanites pick off a few
guards, who cares, you know? And then he gets such a thrill off
insignificant victories. I mean, they’re all swollen up with imagined
courage ’cause they’re a million miles away on blow, so winning that one
street fight they do with the bad guys makes them feel invincible. You
don’t know that feeling, but if pride is a sin, then coke is the chains of
hell.
That’s the problem I had with the picture, it just doesn’t tell the truth. Sin
isn’t ugly; it’s a powerful, alluring thing. Sin doesn’t look ugly on the face
of it, but you can be sure in the end it’ll make you a slave.
(Pause.)
CARTER. It’ll hold you tight when the world falls apart around you. Your
life comes crashing down, sooner or later, when you live it like that, but
the drug won’t let you go. It’ll hold you, it’ll choke you, no matter how
much you leave: It’ll make you leave everything, it’ll make you lose
everything. Your work, your achievements, your home . . . your wife. The
way he tells everyone to leave their wives, the way he looks them dead in
the eye and says leave them behind and swears that it’s right.

I don’t care what your book says, that guy . . .
I know what he went through. I know all too well what he went through.
(Beat.)
CARTER. So I believe what’s written in this book, Sister Griffith. I believe
it, as far as translated correctly.
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CARTER. And I’m just hoping it doesn’t have to end that way. I feel like
I’ve checked out of the great and spacious building, but I don’t know how
to get down. Sister Griffith, I want to live the rest of my life on a solid
foundation.
LINDY (Off). Dad? (Beat.) DAD?
CARTER. Yeah?
LINDY (Entering). I just called Tim and he’ll be here in about ten minutes
and could you please make sure they’re gone by then?
CARTER. Honey, I’m talking to—
LINDY. Ew. Gross. Don’t call me honey.
CARTER. You’re my daughter.
LINDY. Honey is sweet and sticky. And that’s not who I am, Dad.
CARTER. Okay, honey, but I’m talking to the—
LINDY. Don’t. Call. Me. Honey. It’s sick.
CARTER. Okay . . . daughter, but I’m trying to tell you that I’m talking right
now to the missionaries, and it’s not polite for you to— (Phone rings
offstage. Continues ringing throughout.) Tell Tim to wait a while, okay?
I’m trying to—
LINDY. That’s not Tim. Tim calls my cell. That’s the house phone. Nobody
calls me from that phone.
CARTER. Well, then you call Tim and tell him—
LINDY. Are you gonna get your phone?
CARTER. Honey, I’m talking to the missionaries!
LINDY (Freaking out). Oh my gosh Dad, don’t you listen to anything I say?
I just told you three times not to—never mind.

(Starts to walk off.)
CARTER. Wait, honey—
LINDY (She turns and screams in his face). AAHHH!!
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(She exits. Beat.)
If it means that much to you, I’ll get the phone. (He turns to
missionaries.) Sorry. One minute.

CARTER.

(He sprints off to get phone before it’s too late. Pause.)
GRIFFITH. I swear everything was normal before you came here. I swear.
He wasn’t crazy last week. A little intense, but not crazy . . . and I don’t
think his daughter was a Goth then . . .
NIELSEN. It’s okay. That was awesome.
GRIFFITH. I don’t think we should teach him anymore.
NIELSEN. Are you kidding?
GRIFFITH. Have you been listening, Sister? Cocaine. He thinks King Noah
was on cocaine.
NIELSEN. Yeah . . . but who cares? He just got a testimony.
GRIFFITH. He said that he thinks the Book of Mormon is true “as far as
translated correctly.”
NIELSEN. Which means he thinks it’s true.

(Pause.)
GRIFFITH. Oh my gosh, he has a testimony.
NIELSEN. I know.
GRIFFITH. It was even when he was praying that . . . oh my gosh, the Lord
gave him a testimony.
NIELSEN. I know!
GRIFFITH. That’s so weird.
NIELSEN. Yeah. I know.
GRIFFITH. So, if he has faith now, the next step is repentance, which
means . . .
NIELSEN. Well, he’s obviously already made some pretty major changes, and
he understands there’s more. He even said he’s looking for a foundation.
GRIFFITH. Plus . . . oh, Sister, this is great!
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NIELSEN. What?
GRIFFITH. Alma! Alma the Elder was on cocaine, too! I mean, obviously he
wasn’t really, but . . . well, for all we know maybe he was, but anyway . . .
he repented. He proves you can repent. And . . .
NIELSEN. Whoa.
GRIFFITH. Are you thinking what I’m thinking?
NIELSEN.

A reformed cocaine priest gave us the best description of the
baptismal covenant in the whole scriptures?

GRIFFITH.

This is great! We can teach the whole gospel without ever having
to leave the Book of Mormon! (Pause.) Now that’s just too deep . . .

LINDY (Off). Dad, are they still down there? (Pause.) Dad?
CARTER (Off). One minute, honey, I’m on the phone.
LINDY (Exasperated). Dad! I told you, don’t— You are so hopeless sometimes!
GRIFFITH (Whisper). I’m glad things are going so well for Carter, but this
is just awkward.
LINDY. Oh my gosh, Dad, Tim’s coming . . . I can see him out the window.
Get them out of here, like, through the back or something.

(Whisper). You think we could get her to stay and listen next
time we come?

NIELSEN

(TIM has entered at the back of the audience area. He is very
much a Goth and looks terrifying. He saunters up to the door.
Mimes ringing and the sound effect comes on.)
(Tense pause. LINDY runs onstage and across to the offstage side
where her Dad went.)
(Doorbell rings again. Two or three times.)
NIELSEN (Whisper). You think we should get it?
GRIFFITH. Are you crazy? It’s not our house. NO.
CARTER (Off). Honey, I’m on the phone!
TIM (Cracks open the door). Anybody home? Lindy?
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(LINDY starts to enter. TIM opens door just enough to see the
SISTERS.)
TIM. Hey, missionaries!

(He throws door open and walks in.)
TIM.

Hey, Lindy. I didn’t know you guys knew the missionaries, that’s
awesome!

LINDY. Oh . . . yeah, we uh . . . yeah. (Beat.) How do you know them?
TIM.

My aunt just turned Mormon last year, she really likes it. My mom
won’t talk to her any more, but I still sneak over all the time, and I’ve met
some other missionaries there. (To SISTERS.) You guys know Martha
Jenkins?

NIELSEN. In Grand Rapids? Yeah! She’s great.
TIM. Yeah, she’s amazing. Anyway, sorry to disturb you guys’ lesson, I—
GRIFFITH. Oh, you’re fine.
NIELSEN. Carter’s on the phone.
TIM. Cool. Hey, Lindy, you ready to head out?
LINDY. Oh . . . yeah. (Turns to SISTERS.) Bye, Sisters. See you next week.

(TIM and LINDY exit. Pause. The SISTERS turn to look at each
other and burst out laughing.)
GRIFFITH. He likes us! That’s hilarious.
NIELSEN. Did you see the look . . . her face . . .

(They laugh. Then stop.)
NIELSEN.

Oh my gosh, we’re alone in the house with Carter, we’re such
apostates.

GRIFFITH. Oh! Right. (Stands, calls toward kitchen.) Hey Carter, we’ve got
to go! (Pause. She waits for a response.) Um . . . see ya.
CARTER (Off). Hey! Sorry, sisters, yeah . . . I’ll see you, um . . . your church
meets on Sunday, right . . . I think you left a card.
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GRIFFITH. Yeah! Yeah! We’ll, uh, we’ll call you tonight just in case you
can’t find it!
NIELSEN. Nice meeting you!
GRIFFITH. Keep reading!
NIELSEN. And praying!
GRIFFITH. And . . . (Realizes he’s probably gone back to the phone.) Yeah,
we’ll see you.

(They pick up their things and exit. They close the door behind
them.)
GRIFFITH. Okay, that last part really was weird.
NIELSEN. Told you. First day of a transfer.

(Lights fade. End of play.)

FOXGLOVES
Matthew Greene

MYRTLE. We would sit in this garden too. That was the better time of the
day. She didn’t want to talk except when we were here. And I told her a
hundred times she had to take some pride in this place, that God
wouldn’t let her keep being a freeloader forever and things started dying
and the air wasn’t sweet anymore and of course no one wanted to come
out here. That was the hard part, of course. But I told her and she wasn’t
listening. That’s teenagers for you, isn’t it? But I would come out here
sometimes. Not that I have time for gardening, I hardly have time to sleep
at night, but I came out here and waited for her to come out and sit with
me. I knew she was unhappy and I knew why of course. I wasn’t happy
myself so how could I expect her to feel any different. Her dad ran out,
and him I didn’t miss at all. But I could tell she still wanted him around
and why she did I never knew. But she did and I knew she did but what
was there for me to do?
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And she wasn’t very pretty. That was another hard part because when
you’re sixteen you have to be pretty or what’ve you got? I remembered
my birthday when I turned sixteen and the party my daddy threw for me
and everything was perfect. The cake was beautiful and I had a new dress
and the boys were falling all over themselves to kiss me. I didn’t kiss any
of them that day but that story doesn’t matter now so I won’t bore you.
But it was a beautiful day in my mother’s garden and it’s good to be a
pretty little sixteen-year-old girl but I’m sure you know that. I’m not
pretty anymore, of course, but it happens to a woman at a certain age and
their husbands run away and here I am but I’m talking about Annabelle.
Annabelle isn’t pretty but I always wanted her to be, gave her a pretty
little name and dressed her up nice but her body just all grew together
and nothing stretched out or curved and I’d just look at her and think, the
poor dear. I would think, the poor girl isn’t pretty and she’s getting older
and older and not a day prettier, that’s what I thought. And it’s a terrible
thought but a mother has to see the truth and I saw the truth whenever I
looked at her. When you’re pretty there’s no use for the truth but when I
look at Annabelle I see how the world is. And who wants to see that
anyway? And Annabelle, that girl has always told the truth, always seen
the world for what it was.
That’s what I wanted to talk to you about. How she knew, it seemed like
she knew what I would say before I did and she believed what I told her.
Except when I said she was beautiful, she never believed that but I knew
she wouldn’t. Annabelle was too smart for that but for a girl like Annabelle
you have to be smart and you have to think about things and know what
everything means because you have to make your own way in the world.
No one’ll make it for you and Annabelle is strong. That’s another thing I
wanted to tell you about Annabelle is that she is strong and good and she
knows the right thing to do. I talked to her about God in this garden
because when she was younger she would ask what made the flowers grow
and I’d tell her that God did. And you know she wouldn’t believe that? Five
years old and she was tellin’ me about nutrients in the soil and light coming
from the sun and trying to explain a miracle to her own mother. Do you
believe that? Well, that was Annabelle for you and if you knew her you
wouldn’t be surprised because she thinks about things. And I told her
plenty of smart people believe in God and they know that he makes the
flowers grow even if he uses the sun and the dirt. But you know what she
told me? She said, I grew out of that, Mom. Grew out of it like a pair of
shoes, just grew out of God. I’d never heard something like that, and I don’t
know why she still planted seeds but I think she had some sort of faith in
those nutrients in the soil or watering them every day so I thought she
must believe in something. Because you wouldn’t plant a seed if there was
no reason to believe it would grow, that’s what I think. So that’s why I

FOXGLOVES

49

started talking on about this garden, you see, this is where we understood
each other and that was an important thing for us. So I didn’t like watching
it die that year, that Annabelle turned sixteen.
ANNABELLE. My mother spent much more time out here than she would
admit but she never did anything like weed or plant or prune. Sometimes,
but only while I was watching. She said her mother had a beautiful
garden and she wanted me to have one too so I figure it skips a
generation. Anyway, she’d sit in her chair and fan herself and watch me
work. I didn’t mind, really. I always liked gardening and this was our
bonding time so . . . take that for what it’s worth. I started with this when
I was ten and it got bigger every year and Mom would save a little money
every week for seeds. But you know how it is, interests change, we evolve,
we give up on things. I don’t want you to think I stopped caring about the
garden and Mom and everything else. I still wanted to care, does that
make sense? Anyway, obviously if I didn’t weed or water the seeds
nothing really would happen and that spring we didn’t come out here
much. It was a difficult time and if you’ve been a high school girl you
know what I mean. After school is hell and you never have weekend plans
and you like a continuous stream of boys who can’t remember your
name, even if it’s the most memorable, most ridiculous name they’ve ever
heard and it makes them think of skinny women with parasols and fans,
they forget. And the worst part is you don’t blame them, you don’t expect
them to remember. Why would they remember, you know? You’ve felt
like this before. Anyway, after all that you don’t feel like taking care of
anything.
MYRTLE. Some people told me Annabelle is a cow’s name and I didn’t
even think about that when I was pregnant with Annabelle and I don’t
think it is. Of course it isn’t, when you hear Annabelle don’t you think of
curls and giggles and party dresses? I didn’t ever know an Annabelle but I
always wished that was my name and I wanted to give my little girl a
pretty little name and I remembered one day, Annabelle. Anyways,
sixteen was not a good year for her but I would go in her room some
nights and I would rub her back while she cried and she wouldn’t tell me
anything but I knew her school friends weren’t good to her and I wished
there was something I could do but who wants to talk to their momma
about that sort of thing anyway. I knew my little girl wasn’t pretty and I
knew she was shy but I knew she was a good person and why the kids at
school couldn’t see that I still don’t understand. But that was the year I
wished we had the garden to sit in so we could talk and she could feel safe
because I know she always felt safe there. And I’m telling you this because
the next year things were different and the garden was back and it was
prettier than ever. And I would get home from work and we would sit
there, having dinner or a slice of pie I brought home from the diner. They
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let us wrap up the pieces that don’t come out right or the crust breaks
and the customers don’t want it. So the next year it was back to normal
and the foxgloves were the first flowers to bloom out there.
ANNABELLE. The foxgloves are beautiful, Mom.
MYRTLE.

You didn’t think your momma knew how to plant a flower, did

you?
ANNABELLE. I knew you knew how, you just never wanted to work.
MYRTLE. Oh, now I work all day and you know I do so when I come out
here I like to sit for a minute and I don’t get to sit all day, you know I
don’t.
ANNABELLE. I know, Mom.
MYRTLE. Then don’t say you don’t see me working.
ANNABELLE. I was joking.
MYRTLE. I didn’t know they got so tall. In the pictures you can’t tell how
tall they get but isn’t that something?
ANNABELLE. They are tall.
MYRTLE. Think about that day when God made the flowers and the trees.
It was the fifth day, wasn’t it? When he made the flowers?
ANNABELLE. Why would I know that, Mom?
MYRTLE. The first day was the light and the second was the water.
ANNABELLE. And the darkness and the dry ground. Respectively.
MYRTLE. What’s that?
ANNABELLE. I think the flowers were the fourth day.
MYRTLE. I think you’re right, you been reading the Bible when I’m not
looking?
ANNABELLE. No, just remembered.
MYRTLE. But none of that means anything to you, I know that.
ANNABELLE. Well, they got the order right. They made the light and the
soil and the water before the plants could grow.
MYRTLE.

grow.

Of course they did, of course God knows how to make the plants
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ANNABELLE. Of course.
MYRTLE. You look up there and you don’t see anything.
ANNABELLE. I see the sun, the clouds.
MYRTLE. Who made those?
ANNABELLE. Mom, we’ve had this argument.
MYRTLE. I’m not arguing with you, I know better than arguing with
someone so smart and educated.
ANNABELLE. That’s right.
MYRTLE. Isn’t it amazing how the flowers come back every year? You
don’t think it’s amazing?
ANNABELLE. It’s wonderful, Mom.
MYRTLE.

Those foxgloves, I planted those last year, did you plant any this

year?
ANNABELLE. Not yet.
MYRTLE. And they grow back when spring comes again and they know
when it’s spring and they know how tall to grow and what color to be and
we don’t have to do a thing. They know it’s time to grow.
ANNABELLE. You don’t have to do a thing. I’m the one working here.
MYRTLE. Well, if you don’t think God can take care of it he’ll let you do all
the work and that’s exactly what you’re doing.
ANNABELLE. I guess so.
MYRTLE. It’s going to be beautiful this year.
ANNABELLE. The soil is a little drier than usual. It’s been empty for a long
time. Maybe you could sweet talk that almighty God into sending some
rain.
MYRTLE. He’ll send some lightning, you keep talking like that.
ANNABELLE. The foxgloves came in nicely though.
MYRTLE. It looks like your momma knows a thing or two about gardening
after all.
ANNABELLE. Well, you’ve observed the best.
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MYRTLE. I found those seeds on this chair here, did I tell you that?
ANNABELLE. Yes, Mom.
MYRTLE. It was like some sort of sign. I saw you out here and I wondered,
what is Annabelle doing out in the garden, I thought, she hasn’t been out
there all year. But I left you be and you know why?
ANNABELLE. Because you thought I was working again.
MYRTLE. I thought, she’s finally out there working again and I waited a
few minutes but you were gone.
ANNABELLE. In my room, crying.
MYRTLE. I told you this story before, how many times did I tell you this?
ANNABELLE. A few.
MYRTLE. And I told you I came out here and I saw you didn’t plant
anything or dig up any of the soil and all I saw was that bag of seeds on
the chair.
ANNABELLE. And you planted them.
MYRTLE. I figured I could help out this once. I know I have to teach you
about hard work but this one time I could plant the seeds. And I thought,
it’s too late for planting but I can believe they’ll grow and pray for them to
grow and maybe those nutrients in the dirt could try a little harder and
the sun could shine brighter. Because, I thought, Annabelle needs to see
something grow this spring. And I did and I thought if God wants it to
grow he’ll make it grow. I don’t think I ever told you that part.
ANNABELLE. No, you didn’t.
MYRTLE. I wondered about the seeds and why you picked foxgloves
because you never liked them before, we never planted them. And I knew
you didn’t believe you could plant something so late and have it grow so I
always wondered what the seeds were doing out and what you were
crying about that day.
ANNABELLE. I don’t remember, Mom.
MYRTLE. And I wondered what you thought when you saw I planted them
and I thought you were probably surprised to see I did that.
ANNABELLE. I was definitely surprised. I was crying about something a boy
at school said. He didn’t say it to me but I heard him say it about me on
the bus on the way home.
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MYRTLE. Did you like this boy?
ANNABELLE. I did, I guess.
MYRTLE. And did he say you were plain?
ANNABELLE. Mom! Something like that.
MYRTLE. I told you that doesn’t matter, when people say that sort of thing
it doesn’t matter what they say.
ANNABELLE. I guess I forgot that day.
MYRTLE. And I guess you were crying about that in your bedroom that
day. It was just a boy? Something a boy said to you?
ANNABELLE.

About me, Mom. And it wasn’t just that. Just, everything. It
was a hard time.

MYRTLE. It was, I remember that much about last year.
ANNABELLE. I think the sun did shine a little brighter that spring though.
MYRTLE. Do you now? And who do you think made that sun shine brighter?
ANNABELLE. You can’t take responsibility for the weather, Mom.
MYRTLE. You know that isn’t what I was saying, you know I was saying—
ANNABELLE. I know, Mom.
MYRTLE. I got a slice of strawberry rhubarb pie we can split. I’ll be right
back, then.
ANNABELLE. It was true, I didn’t like foxgloves before. And like I said I’m
not . . . proud of what happened by any means. For what it’s worth I like
them now. I mean, how could I not after what she did? And there are a
hundred possible explanations for why they still bloomed so late in the
season, and for the record I would have tried them anyway if I had felt up
to doing anything at that point. But I’m glad she did that. I’m sure she
doesn’t know foxglove seeds are poisonous, damn poisonous, fatal if
swallowed. Or at least she didn’t make the connection at the time. Don’t
tell me you wouldn’t get scared, no matter how mean the boys on the bus
were or how painful school was every morning. I don’t know why I’m
telling you this. Obviously I didn’t get very far and she found them sitting
on the chair there. A message from God, right? Let her think that. She
told you I’m not a believer, I gather. Are you going to get worried about
me too? You know what the miracle was? The fact that she even wanted
to get down and plant something. That I didn’t expect. I saw the empty
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bag and the soil was dug up, it was like a part of her I didn’t know was
there. And there was something about watching them grow that spring.
Well, that’s why I garden. My Mom calls it a miracle, doesn’t she? I don’t
know the real term for it. A phenomenon, a . . . marvel. But there’s
something about it.
MYRTLE. You know it was good to see her out here again? And maybe I
could help again sometimes but kneeling down hurt my knees after a
while and I really didn’t like thinking about getting older. It’s not
something you think about out here. But I don’t get tired of watching her
work and take care of things and I see how she lights up when she sees it
grow and, like I said, I think this is where we understand each other. I was
going to say I think that’s why God makes gardens grow and he can
certainly take some of the credit for this one. But Annabelle works hard
here and she knows that she’s not the one making things grow. It’s
something else. And someday she’ll grow back into things she didn’t
think fit and I can love her until then. The poor girl doesn’t have Jesus,
she at least needs a mother. Her father would tell me she walked funny or
she didn’t know how to stand or at least not like I did. And I’d look at her
and see what she could do and I figured it was okay. And she thinks so
too, when she’s here. And he said we didn’t have room to plant a garden
and no money for seeds or anything else we need but Annabelle needs
this and I know she does and if that’s all I can do as a mother to her is
give her this, then he didn’t take it away from her and the flowers come
back up every year. And damn him anyway.
ANNABELLE. The garden is beautiful. I get sentimental when I stay here for
too long and we certainly don’t want that. The colors are more than your
eyes can take in all at once, and the smell. It isn’t just one scent, it’s all of
them in just the right proportions. And somehow every year it’s just the
same. I could close my eyes and know that I was there. You know how
comforting that feeling is. That I wouldn’t need to see it, or prove it to
myself. It’s the place where I could . . . let go, as corny as that sounds.
Sometimes I could almost understand what Mom meant by miracles.
And it would take me by surprise, moments, seconds when I felt like I
was close to something . . . else. Beyond. Maybe it’s the smell, it gets to
my head. Or the colors. I wish you could see it.

CAUTION
Julie Saunders

(A line of Caution Tape separates one half of the stage from
another. ONE enters from right. She starts to cross the stage, then
is stopped by the tape. Reads the tape curiously, tries to see what’s
on the other side.)
ONE. Hm.

(She turns away, setting down a lunch pail. From left, TWO
enters, walking very quickly. She stops just short of running into
the tape, steps back confused. She tries to see what’s on the other
side. Both ONE and TWO are very ordinary people, perhaps
dressed for business. Though I refer to them by female pronouns
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here, they’re “Gender Indifferent” and can be played equally well
by men or women.)

TWO. Excuse me.
ONE. Hm?
TWO. Do you work over there?
ONE. What?
TWO. Over there—what are they doing?
ONE. Where?
TWO. Well, aren’t they . . . I mean, don’t you work over there?
ONE. Me?
TWO. Yes.
ONE. Oh. No, I’m just passing through. Do you work over there?
TWO. What, over here? No, I’m just passing through.
ONE. Well then what are you doing over there?
TWO. What are you doing over there?
ONE. There’s a Caution line—“Do Not Cross.”
TWO. That’s what mine says.
ONE. What?

(They approach the line, examine it. Distress.)
TWO. Oh no.
ONE. It’s double-sided.
TWO. This is not good. Not good.
ONE. So then which of us needs the Caution?
TWO. I . . . I don’t know. Do you think I need it?
ONE. Am I working right now?
TWO. Am I?
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(They look around themselves, trying to find some clue, but none
are forthcoming.)
ONE. Well, I’m definitely going to need a hard hat.
TWO. Why? What are they doing over there?
ONE. I don’t know, but it’s good to have a hard hat just in case.
TWO. That makes sense.

(ONE finds something to wear for a hat and begins measuring out
lengths of the floor with her arms. TWO stands motionless at the
tape, watching.)
ONE. So what are you doing over there?
TWO. Nothing. I’m just passing through.
ONE. Then why don’t you pass through?
TWO. I can’t; it says “Do Not Cross.”
ONE. Oh yes. Got to exercise Caution—it’s very dangerous over here.
TWO. Why? What are you doing?
ONE.

I don’t know . . . but I’ve got a hard hat, so it must be pretty danger-

ous.
TWO. That makes sense.

(ONE finishes measuring out a triangle on the floor, then stops at
the apex, unsure of what to do next.)
ONE. Hey . . . how do I know I’m not supposed to be cautious of you?
TWO. Me?
ONE.

Well it says right here, “Caution: Do Not Cross.” There must be
something very dangerous over there.

TWO. You think so? Oh, I certainly hope not!
ONE. Quick, come over here where it’s safe.
TWO. I can’t; it says “Do Not Cross!”
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ONE. Yours too? (Leans over to check the other side of the tape.) Darn,
you’re right.
TWO. Well I guess that’s it then.

(A pause.)
ONE. So where are you from originally?
TWO. Alaska. You?
ONE. Poughkeepsie.
TWO. Where?
ONE. Poughkeepsie, I said.
TWO. That’s a real place?
ONE. I’m afraid so.
TWO. Where is it?
ONE. Um . . . New York?
TWO. Ohio, maybe.
ONE. No, I’m pretty sure it’s in New Jersey.
TWO.

Oh. Sure wish this tape wasn’t here. I’ve got somewhere I need to

be.
ONE. Why don’t you just go back where you came from?
TWO. No good; I’ve already been there.
ONE. Oh.

(They sit.)
TWO. Have you ever just been walking along when you suddenly notice
that your right foot is sticking more than your left is, and you just keep
walking around like that; right side sticky, left side not, right side sticky,
left side not, and then when you stop and sit down you see that there’s
somebody’s old, muddy, chewed-up gum on your shoe? I hate that.

(ONE stares at TWO for a moment, stands.)
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ONE. All right, that’s it.
TWO. What?
ONE. Listen, we’re talking about gum. We can’t keep going on like this.
TWO. What are you going to do?
ONE. One of us is crossing this line right now.

(They stare at each other, Tape between them.)
TWO. What?
ONE.

Well, there’s no way I’m going back there, and there’s obviously no
point in staying here. So cross.

TWO. Me?
ONE. Come on, one of us has got to.
TWO. No way.
ONE. Why not?
TWO. I’m not allowed.
ONE. Well neither am I!
TWO. So then why don’t you do it?
ONE. Because it’s dangerous.
TWO. What, are you going to live in fear your whole life?
ONE. Stop it.
TWO. Look, “The Man” says you can’t cross or “The Man” says you’ll get
in trouble. Do you always dance for The Man or what?
ONE. Well, I . . .
TWO. It’s your life, isn’t it?
ONE. Yeah . . .
TWO. It’s your choice, isn’t it?
ONE. Yeah.
TWO. You’re not—I mean, you’re not a robot, are you?
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ONE. No! No, I’m not a robot!
TWO. So what are you?
ONE. I’m a human being!
TWO. And what are you going to do?
ONE. I’m going to—I’m going to eat my lunch.
TWO. You’re going to cross this line!
ONE. What?
TWO. Listen. Fourscore and seven years ago we the people of the United
States of America hold these truths to be self-evident that I have a dream
that all men are created equal in life, liberty, and the pursuit of happiness
with liberty and justice for all—cross this line!
ONE. Yeah!
TWO. Yeah!
ONE. Yeah, you’re right!
TWO. Come on!

(ONE grabs the line and begins to climb over, then stops.)
ONE. Wait a minute.
TWO. What?
ONE. How do I know yours isn’t the dangerous side?
TWO. Mine? You’re the one who has to exercise caution.
ONE. Exactly.
TWO. You’ve got a hard hat.
ONE. So why are you so concerned about me?
TWO. My side isn’t dangerous, yours is!
ONE. Don’t you try and tell me my side is dangerous; I’m safe.
TWO. I’m safe!
ONE. I’m safe!
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(An actual sound may or may not be heard. Either way, both
characters freeze.)
ONE. Did you hear that?
TWO. What was it? Was it—excuse me, but do you work over there?
ONE. Me?
TWO. Yes.
ONE. Oh. No, I’m just passing through. Do you work over there?
TWO. Well—I . . . I don’t know, actually.
ONE. Well, what does your side of the tape say?
TWO. “Caution: Do Not Cross.”
ONE. Mine does, too.
TWO. Oh. Oh no.
ONE. I know.
TWO. Oh no.
ONE. I know.
TWO. Oh no.
ONE. I know.
TWO. What are we going to do?
ONE. You’d best come over here where it’s safe.
TWO. You’re right.

(Begins to climb over.)
ONE. Wait!
TWO. What? Hurry!
ONE. Doesn’t it say “Do Not Cross” on your side?
TWO. Well, I—yes, yes it does.
ONE. Well then don’t you think there’s a very good reason for it?
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TWO. I can’t see any.
ONE. Of course you can’t, that’s why there’s a line.
TWO. Oh. That makes sense.
ONE.

Somebody—somebody probably tripped and fell on this side and
was hurt very badly once.
(TWO returns to her side.)

TWO. Yes, well, maybe that isn’t such a . . .
ONE.

Yes, but now if you come over here, when you aren’t even qualified,
and then what if you trip and fall or something? Think of the lawsuits!

TWO. Oh. Oh my.
ONE. Yes, you see we simply can’t have it. After all, nobody wants—wait,
you’re not a lawyer, are you?
TWO. Me? I certainly hope not.
ONE. Just checking.
TWO. Although if I were I could certainly have a good time with this one.
ONE (Drawing back in fear). What do you mean?
TWO. Well look at this—putting up a line and not telling anyone which
side they’re on. It’s just irresponsible.
ONE. No—but—you’re on that side, and I’m on this one.
TWO. A highly dangerous line with unauthorized persons on either side.
Unless—do you work over there?
ONE.

Who, me? No, I’m just passing through; or maybe I’m eating lunch
or something.

TWO. Ah ha.
ONE. What?
TWO. Well, that’s got to be a violation of something. Penal code, civil
code, code of conduct, bonds of sisterhood, band of brothers, unwritten
law of the jungle, something.
ONE.

Have you ever just been walking along when you suddenly notice
your right foot is sticking more than your left is?
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TWO. Wait—maybe I’m not a lawyer.
ONE.

And you just keep walking around like that, right foot sticky, left
foot not, right foot sticky, left foot not . . .

TWO. Do you think I’d make a good lawyer? I bet I’d be fantastic.
ONE.

And then you sit down and you notice there’s somebody’s old,
muddy, chewed-up gum on your shoe? I hate that.

TWO. Where are you from originally?
ONE. Alaska. It’s in New Jersey.
TWO. Cool. Well, if you’ll excuse me—

(She moves to cross the line.)
ONE. What are you doing? You can’t cross that line!
TWO. Why not?
ONE. Because I am!

(ONE moves to cross. A struggle ensues.)
TWO. Oh, no you’re not!
ONE. Yes I am!
TWO. No you’re not!
ONE. I am!
TWO. I am!
ONE. I am!
TWO. Get back on your side.
ONE. Keep away from me!
TWO. You can’t cross here.
ONE. Caution: Do Not Cross.
TWO. It’s very dangerous on this side.
ONE. You can’t tell me what to do!
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TWO. You can’t tell me what I can or cannot tell you to not not do or do
not or think or cross or not cross or not not not cross or contemplate in
the middle of the night when I’ve got only one or more or less things to
think about until I don’t not fall asleep!

(Both stop.)
ONE. What?
TWO. I don’t know.

(They go back to fighting, both holding the Caution Tape.)
ONE. Well, this is my line.
TWO. My line!
ONE. Cross!
TWO. Don’t cross!
ONE. Cross! Don’t cross!
TWO. Let—
ONE. Me—
BOTH. Go!

(The tape rips and falls. Both stare in horror, then flee back in the
directions they came from.)

ON GONOGA FALLS
Deborah Yarchun

(Late morning. The sound of a gushing waterfall fills the stage. In
the dark, two voices are heard combined with the rustling of
leaves.)
GENNY. What are you doing?
DANE. It’s okay. It’s safe.
GENNY. That’s like a thousand-foot drop.
DANE. It’s not that steep. Grab my hand.
GENNY. Don’t leave me.
DANE. I’m not. Grab my hand!
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(The sound of ice breaking. GENNY screams.)

GENNY. Holy manischewitz!

(The lights come up on full. GENNY and DANE, both in their
early twenties, sit on a rock, lingering over the edge of an
extremely steep waterfall. Branches hang over the falls from large
trees above. The waterfall and the action can be entirely created
through pantomime, lighting and sound effects. They both look at
the cracked ice and their surroundings.)
GENNY. Well, that kind of sucks.
DANE. We’ll just—not freak out about this. I’ve done this a hundred times.

(GENNY looks around.)
GENNY. We’re in the Amazon. There are freaking natives with poisoned
blow darts coming after us and government agents on our tail.

(DANE gives her a look.)
GENNY. You’re supposed to respond.
DANE. Can we just have a normal picnic, please?

(He reaches into his backpack and pulls out two sandwiches. He
hands her one. A gunshot is heard offstage. She grabs his hand.)
DANE. It’s hunting season.
GENNY. You’re in denial.

(DANE looks out.)
DANE. Isn’t this great?
GENNY. Yeah, but Dane . . .
DANE. Twenty-two waterfalls and this is the big one.
GENNY. Dane—
DANE. Gonoga Falls. Look. You can see them all.
GENNY. Dane! How do we get down?
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DANE. Oh, um . . . We can.
GENNY. How?
DANE. Relax. We’re not stuck.
GENNY. We’re super stuck.
DANE. We just—would . . . grab onto this branch.
GENNY. That twig?
DANE. And—

(The sound of a branch snapping in half. They watch it tumble
into the waterfall below. A long time passes before there’s a
splash.)
DANE. Shoot.
GENNY. We’re in the middle of the Amazon. We’re surrounded by poisondart-wielding natives and a team of Russian Government spies. But of
course—now we’re stuck because you thought, “Wow. What a great idea.
Let’s take a shortcut across the deadly ice-encrusted thousand-foot
waterfall.”
DANE. Ninety feet.
GENNY. What?
DANE. Gonoga Falls is ninety feet, not a thousand. We’re not stuck. And
there’s no ice in the Amazon.
GENNY. Global warming.
DANE. Would melt the ice.
GENNY. Pretend.
DANE. I’m through pretending.
GENNY (Smiling). No you’re not. You’re pretending we’re not stuck.
DANE. We’re having a pleasant lunch.
GENNY.

Sure. We can pretend that too, if you want. And eventually, it’s
not pretend. “It is.” Right?

DANE. Just. Eat your sandwich.
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(She looks down.)

GENNY. You’re sure this is the spot?
DANE. I counted twenty-two waterfalls.
GENNY. I counted twenty-one. This is supposed to be the biggest, right?
DANE. Gonoga Falls . . . Waterfall types are named for relationships, you
know? At least the ones at Ricketts Glen. There’s waterfalls that go like
. . . (He indicates a straight down movement with his hands.) Bridal-veil
waterfalls. And . . . (He indicates a tiered motion with his hand.) And
wedding-cake waterfalls—like Gonoga.
GENNY. So, we’re . . .
DANE. We’re two figurines jam-trapped unwillingly in the middle of a
really dangerous wedding cake.

How romantic. (She looks down again.) Actually, I’d say we’re
more like two unfortunate lice stuck atop an extremely treacherous bridal
veil.

GENNY.

(He looks down.)
DANE. Shoot! Shoot!
GENNY. It’s okay. We’ll just pretend this is Gonoga. Maybe a helicopter
will rescue us.
DANE (Sarcastically). Maybe.

(Beat.)
DANE. Look, I’m sorry.
GENNY. You know, if you had never decoded that pathogenic vault, this
never would have happened. I know. It’s not your fault. You didn’t know
it was for a terrorist’s cell.

(He ignores her.)
DANE.

In any case, it’s still a great spot. It’s exactly like the place I used to
go, to sit. Alone.

GENNY. Except for the part where it’s not the spot.
DANE. And I’m not alone.
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(He reaches for her hand.)
GENNY. Right. (Whispering.) But we better keep our voices down. Because
they’re coming. They’re everywhere.

(He moves away.)
DANE. Don’t start this.
GENNY. I was pretty good on the way over.
DANE. I know. You were.
GENNY. I didn’t talk at all.
DANE. You’re getting better.
GENNY. I tried.
DANE. Keep up the good work.
GENNY. Don’t you ever like to pretend things anymore?
DANE. Yeah. When I was a kid.
GENNY. I know. I was there. (She reaches to touch his hand.) Look. We can
make this work. It doesn’t have to go the way it did. We can make things
better.
DANE. I was just—confused.

(They continue eating in silence. She picks up a large leaf and
sticks a smaller leaf through it, creating a sail. She places it onto
the water.)
DANE. What are you doing?
GENNY. I’m making a boat out of leaves.
DANE. Never mind. I don’t want to know.

(She places the boat onto the water—watching it slowly drift.)
GENNY. There’s a child aboard. A little boy, five years old—sailing far
from home . . . His mother told him not to sail too far or he might drop
off the edge of the world. She raised him to believe the word is flat. But he
sails on. His name is . . . Columbus.
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DANE. Not Columbus.
GENNY. Columbus. And he sails on. He’s never been so far from home in
his life. All he can see ahead of him are ripples with the moon reflected in
them and a little light in the distance—his home. The sky above him is
black and the water below him, dark as night—and the light in the
distance is all that delineates the ocean from the sky. And for a while he’s
floating in space, and it’s the most . . . beautiful feeling he’s ever had—
like he’s falling. And then . . .

(They watch as the leaf drifts over the waterfall.)
GENNY. He tumbles off the edge of the earth and dies.

(GENNY sits back, content.)
DANE. Did you ever notice that we don’t have any photographs together?
GENNY. We have plenty of photographs.
DANE. None together. Even as kids. Why is that?
GENNY. Because we take pictures of each other, but nobody else is ever
around. You’d make a great nature photographer.

(She quickly looks away.)
DANE. I don’t think you’re happy.
GENNY. What are you talking about?
DANE. You’re never really . . . here. Even in Europe, it was all a big spy
adventure. I don’t think you’re happy.

(GENNY looks away. He places his hand on her back.)
GENNY. We’re stranded on an island. Just us. And we climb onto this
waterfall . . .

(He quickly jerks his hand away.)
DANE. It’s like you’re this nonstop voice in the back of my head, except—
you’re right here. Would you just for one moment, be present. Please.
GENNY. I’m here.
DANE. I mean.
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(He points to his head.)
DANE. Here.

(GENNY laughs.)
GENNY. I am.
DANE. That’s not what I meant. (He points to her head.) Be here.

(He leans in to kiss her.)
GENNY. Oh. So now you’re going to kiss me.
DANE. Yes. Damn it.
GENNY. Well, then.
DANE. You know what? Never mind. Let’s just eat our stupid sandwiches.
GENNY. Packed by your mom with care—how lovely.
DANE. You didn’t have to come with me.
GENNY. You wanted me to.

(DANE looks around at their surroundings.)
DANE. Oh, man. This just totally blows.
GENNY. I know. Totally. We’ve been captured. This is what they do. It’s a
test of will of the Amazonians. If we pass, we’ll be indoctrinated into their
culture. If we panic and fail . . .

(She runs her finger across his throat. He pushes her hand away.)
DANE. Stop!

(He almost slips off the rock. She grabs onto his shirt.)
DANE. Whoa . . .

(They sit in silence.)
GENNY. I . . . I almost dropped my sister off a waterfall.
DANE. Yeah?
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GENNY. Yeah. Dunns River Falls in Jamaica. On a family vacation—I was
maybe nine. My sister, twelve. You grab hands like this and walk in a
chain—like . . . pulling the person behind you up. My sister and I are at
the very end. She’s behind me. It’s a wedding cake waterfall like Gonoga
and we’re at the edge of this forty-foot drop and I slipped and just let
go—and for like for 12.5 seconds, she was dangling off the edge of a rock
over the drop, just screaming. She could have died if this muscle man in
front of me hadn’t pulled her up. I could have killed her.
DANE. I know.
GENNY. She made up for it years after by hiring her freaky friends she met
at raves to bump me off.

(She shudders.)
GENNY. Four times, they tried. Once in the night while I was sleeping with
a pillow, one time—a drive-by and two other times by trying to run me
over with a car.
DANE. I can’t even begin to imagine.
GENNY. No. You can’t.
DANE. You know, you’ve told me all this before. The waterfall, the murder
attempts—everything.
GENNY.

I know. I’m desensitizing myself by repeating it over and over and
over again. It’s like EMDR—Eye Movement Desensitization Reprocessing
therapy, without the eye movements or the therapy.

DANE. Can’t you do that in your head?
GENNY. I’m sorry. It’s just—you never have anything to say, so I—
DANE. I say stuff.
GENNY. Like the waterfall facts and interesting stuff in rare spurts. You
suckered me into this with your charming esoteric knowledge of
interesting crap. Then you ran out of things to say.
DANE. Yeah, well—you ran out of things to say years ago—but you’re still
talking. Now you just repeat yourself or make stuff up.
GENNY. It sucks when I do that?
DANE. It doesn’t . . . suck. It’s like eating leftovers, you know—three days
in a row.
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GENNY. It sucks?
DANE. Yes!
GENNY. You listen, though. Right?
DANE. I tune you out.

(GENNY turns away, offended.)
GENNY. When we were walking. And I was quiet. It was only because we
had to travel in silence or else the Amazonians and the Russian
Government would capture us.

(They sit in silence. She builds another leaf boat and watches it
fall off the edge of the waterfall.)
GENNY. I lost my imagination once.
DANE. I find that hard to believe.
GENNY. In Athens. I left it at the hotel.
DANE. Just forgot to pack it, right?
GENNY. No. It was on purpose. I know what it’s like to lose that part of
yourself. I know. Are you tuning me out?

(He doesn’t respond.)
GENNY. I haven’t told you this before. Are you tuning me out?

(He shakes his head no.)
GENNY.

It happened when I was in Europe. And you can imagine—
although, maybe you can’t. I let loose. Statues were winking at me. In
Sorrento, Italy, giant water-men were climbing out of the water; the
Oracle of Delphi whispering in my ear. Typical, right? See, I had this
motto— “Just because it didn’t happen, doesn’t mean it’s not real.” And it
was our last night and everybody went to the roof to drink, you know,
White Caspians and Long Island iced teas. But I stayed behind in my hotel
room. On my balcony, with this view of this alleyway. I just cleared my
mind from the world from strange occurrences and like cautious thoughts
and I climbed onto this deck chair with uneven legs and just stood there—
like on an edge. Like this. I guess. And there was this sunset. Unlike any
sunset I had ever seen. Indigo mixed with magenta and whatnot.
Chartreuse spilled in between. Amazing. And the air. I recognized the air.
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This familiar feeling like when my mom would tuckle me under the
covers—I swear the wind was whispering the theme song from Fraggle
Rock. And as the sun set—the angle of it illuminated the alleyway in such a
way that all shapes and forms were like engrossed in shadows. And this
elderly-looking gentleman in a suit and bowler hat just appeared on the
rooftop across from my balcony. Like this featureless silhouette. And then
another appeared two houses down. Three followed. And then eight more.
Multiplying until there were hundreds of these motionless figures against
the backdrop of night. And all stood entirely frozen, facing exactly east. I
wanted to call out to them, “Who are you? What the hell is your purpose?
What’s going on? Why are you standing there?” I wanted to know. But
then, I just knew. They were sentinels. Elders who guarded Athens by
night. And it struck me, you know. With this sensation of peace. This
comfort and this want to one day become them. You’re still listening?
(He nods.)
GENNY. And then there was this cracking sound. And masses, masses of
lights singed my eyes as hundreds of streetlights flickered on at once. And
the chair that had been ever slightly lilting, finally tipped and I drilled it. I
toppled onto the balcony. Scraped up my arm. Didn’t break anything.
And when I stood up, I saw it. I wish I’d never looked. (She takes a deep
breath.) They were merely chimneys. Chimneys that had been illuminated by the shadows in such a way that they had the shape of an elder in
a hat and suit. An optical illusion and nothing more. But I wanted it so
badly to be the sentinels. That the disappointment was. Too much. Like
I’d rather have never had the thought cross my mind that something was
even possible. And so, when I was packing—I decided that was it. I left
my imagination behind. Sound familiar?

(He shakes his head, “No.”)
GENNY. You sure?

(He stares at her.)
DANE. It’s nothing. What you’re saying means nothing.
GENNY. It means something to me.
DANE. To me.
GENNY. It should.
DANE. It’s a stupid story.

ON GONOGA FALLS

75

(She stares back at him.)
GENNY. I think we should break up.

(He grabs her hand.)
GENNY. Don’t touch me.

(He leans in to kiss her.)
GENNY. Don’t kiss me. You’ll make do without. You’ve done it before.
DANE. But—
GENNY. I can’t be with a guy who doesn’t have the capacity for an
imagination.
DANE. Why? Because my family’s normal? Because my dad never locked
me in my room for three days straight and my sister never put a contract
out on my life?
GENNY. Four.
DANE. Because I didn’t have to come up with stories to distract me from
intrusive thoughts.
GENNY. Because, Dane. I am the intrusive thought.

(DANE stands up.)
GENNY. What are you doing?

(He balances himself—moving towards the edge of the rock and
towards land.)
GENNY. Are you crazy?
DANE. Maybe.

(He takes a large leap.)
GENNY. Don’t!

(He lands on his knees, safely on land. He backs away from her.)
GENNY. Wait.
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(He turns back and offers her his hand. She stares at him.)

GENNY. It wouldn’t be a tragedy. If I fell.
DANE. Genny . . .
GENNY. Because I can fly if you want me to, right?
DANE. You’d fall.
GENNY. But only if you wanted me to.
DANE. Don’t be silly. Take my hand.
GENNY. And when I reach the other side. If I reach the other side. It
would end the way you wanted it to, right? For you. As a hero.
DANE. Stop it.
GENNY. Saving your damsel in distress. This is your story too. See?

(He reaches her hand.)
DANE. Jump.
GENNY. As you like.

(He pulls her onto the other side. She falls on top of him and into
his arms. Beat. She pulls away.)
DANE. What was that moment to you? Just now?
GENNY. The ice was crumbling all around us. We had to move fast. The
entire world was caving in from the center. And I have this key in my
hand. And if we move fast we can stop the world from collapsing at the
next trail sign. Come on.

(She begins to lead offstage. He doesn’t follow. She turns around.)
GENNY. Aren’t you coming?
DANE. You go. I’m taking the Highland trail. If you follow towards the
sign—the road splits here and converges at Rose Lake Lot.

(He slowly backs away from her. She takes a few steps towards
him and stops.)
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GENNY. I came back, you know? From Athens. You tried to leave me
there, but I came back. I traveled in a shadow-box—wedged between
cheap Grecian vases and bottles of Ouzo. I was like Thumbelina. You
even said so when you stuck me in your pocket, embraced me. Gave me a
backstory. If I leave—I’m not coming back this time. You know that,
don’t you?

(He continues backing away offstage.)
GENNY. Dane. I’m sorry your sentinels weren’t real.

(They both exit going different directions as the sound of a
gushing waterfall fills the theater.)

ELEVEN O’CLOCK NEWS
Davey Morrison

SHE. Guess what?
HE. I can’t concentrate when the TV is on.
SHE. There’s—
HE. Will you turn it down?
SHE. I turned it down.
HE. I can still hear it.
SHE. Of course you can still hear it, I’m not going to watch the news on
mute.
HE. Well I can’t read.
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SHE. You can read anywhere, I can only watch TV where there’s a TV.
HE. What are you watching? Suicide bombings, natural disasters, people
murdering their children?
SHE. I want to be aware of what’s going on in the world.
HE. Okay. (Pause.) Not much you can do about it.
SHE. I can at least know that it’s going on, right?
HE. Great. That’s a whole load of help. That’s just what I’d want if I was
some African kid with my ribs hanging out, starving to death. I’d want to
know that somewhere some woman on the other side of the planet was
lying in her bed hearing about it on TV. That would just make it all
worthwhile.
SHE. You’re so sensitive.
HE. At least I’m honest.
SHE. We can’t do anything unless we’re informed, right?
HE. Do you do anything?
SHE. I vote. I’ve . . . signed online petitions.
HE. Yeah, well, you don’t need to know anything to vote. Look at who we
elect.
SHE. Why are you so pessimistic?
HE. Out of the millions and millions of people in this country we get two
options every four years. And how do those two get picked? By lying,
cheating, stealing—
SHE. You’re such a cynic.
HE. —and even then it’s a foregone conclusion anyway. They say every
vote counts—
SHE. So, what? We should just ignore everything and fend for ourselves?
Overthrow the government?
HE. Hey, at least it’d be productive.
SHE. Wow.
HE. I mean, we shouldn’t take advantage of people.
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SHE. We should just stop worrying about them.
HE. Right.
SHE. Sounds like a good attitude. Real Christian.
HE. I’ll tell you one thing, if we’d all quit picking sides it’d put an end to
war. Absolutely it would.
SHE. Well of course, because we’d all be Nazis anyway.
HE. Man, that’s the most loaded—
SHE. What?
HE. Just call the other guy a Nazi and that puts an end to everything.
What a cop-out.
SHE. I’m just saying if no one ever picked sides we’d all be Nazis. Or dead.
Dead or Nazis.
HE. Listen to you—who’s the cynic now?
SHE. Well it’s true. What you’re talking about is total anarchy.
HE. What I’m talking about is being able to read my own book in my own
bed.
SHE. It’s my bed too.
HE. I bought it.
SHE. With my money.
HE. And mine.
SHE. And mine.
HE. Well the TV’s mine, I can throw my shoe through it if I want.
SHE. Look, it’s been a long day, why don’t you just go in the other room to
read?
HE. Because I’m all settled in bed and in my PJs, tucked in like I like to be.
SHE. What a baby.
HE. I was reading before you were watching TV. I’ve got the prior claim.
SHE. You’re such a baby.
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Hey, I’m the baby? I’m not the one name-calling. I’m trying to be
reasonable—

HE.

SHE. Baby baby baby.
HE (Referring to the TV). What are they talking about? Someone who
robbed a convenience store? I’m talking about the fundamental
inadequacies of American politics.
SHE. Will you be quiet so I can listen?
HE. No I won’t be quiet so you can listen. If you can listen then I lose.
SHE. I don’t want to talk about this anymore. I had something I was going
to tell you and now—
HE. Aha! That’s it. That’s exactly it. That’s the problem with this country
right there. You don’t want to talk about this anymore. No one wants to
talk about this anymore.
SHE. Well look at you. Thurber’s going to help you change the world?
HE. So you’re saying politics are more important than art?
SHE. What do you think, Mr. I’m So Concerned About Global Crises?
HE. This is different. I read for fun. And culture. Fun and culture.
SHE. And I’m watching the news to stay informed. Social awareness
trumps escapism.
HE. I don’t think you are.
SHE. You don’t think I’m what?
HE. I don’t think you’re watching it just to know what’s going on.
SHE. Whatever you say.
HE. You said there’s nothing you can do to make a difference.
SHE. I never said that.
HE. Well, nothing really.
SHE. I never said that.
HE. I think you watch the news for the same reason I read. For pleasure.
SHE. Be quiet.
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HE. Only instead of an innocent, light-hearted pleasure, yours is a sick,
twisted, sadistic pleasure.
SHE. Let’s not talk about this.
HE. You watch war and murder and genocide to remind yourself about all
the other suckers who have it worse off than you. (Silence.) I’m sorry I
said that.

(Another silence.)
SHE. I was going to tell you something.
HE. What?
SHE. I’m not going to tell you anymore.
HE. Please?
SHE. No.
HE. Look, I’m sorry. I’m really, really sorry.
SHE. Go away. Just go read your stupid book.
HE. I can’t believe . . . I’m sorry, it’s been a long day.
SHE. I don’t . . .
HE. What can I do to make it up?
SHE. Just forget it . . .
HE. Really. I’ll get on my knees. I’ll buy you roses and get on my knees and
sing La Bohème.
SHE. Stop talking.
HE. Okay.

(He does.)
SHE. Guess what?
HE. I’m sorry. I was joking. That was mean of me. I didn’t mean to be
mean.
SHE. Guess what?
HE. I don’t know why I said all that, it was stupid of me.
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SHE. Guess what?
HE. I’m such a jerk sometimes. I don’t know how you ever put up with
me.
SHE. Guess what?
HE. What?
SHE. I’m pregnant.

(A silence. A long, long silence.)
HE. What?
SHE. Didn’t you hear me?
HE. Yeah. Yeah yeah yeah.
SHE. Okay . . .
HE. Sorry, I just didn’t know what to say. I . . .
SHE. Are you happy?
HE. Are you kidding? I’m ecstatic! What, wait . . . when?
SHE. I went to the doctor’s today. I didn’t know how to tell you.
HE. I thought you were on birth control.
SHE. I was. Are you sure you’re ecstatic?
HE. Sure I’m sure. I’m just about a million other things too right now.
SHE. Yeah, I hear you.
HE. But ecstatic is one of them.
SHE. I’m glad.
HE. Aren’t you happy?
SHE. I don’t know.
HE. You’re going to be a mom! I’m going to be a dad! We’re going to have
a little us running around the house, teething on everything! Don’t you
think that’s terrific?
SHE. If you say so.
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HE. It’s terrific. Why are you . . . what’s wrong?
SHE. It’s probably just normal pregnant-mother anxiety.

(Pause.)
SHE. I guess I just don’t know if we’re ready to be parents, that’s all.
HE. What do you mean we’re not ready? We’re going to rock as parents!
SHE. We’re still in debt.
HE. Yeah . . .
SHE. We’re young, we’re both the babies of our families, neither of us
knows anything about raising kids—
HE. Well yeah, okay, there’s all that, but we’re still going to rock.

If you say so. (Silence. She turns off the TV and turns over in bed.)
You can read now if you like, just turn the lights off when you’re done.
SHE.

HE. Are you kidding? We’re having a baby! A little baby! You’re not
excited?
SHE. I don’t want to talk right now.
HE. You’re not excited? How can you not be excited? This is exciting.
SHE. I don’t know, all right? I’m pregnant, I need sleep.
HE. You can’t sleep. I can’t sleep. This is, like, Christmas times forty. A
baby . . . man, I mean, we’re having a baby!
SHE. That’s what they tell me.

(Quiet.)
HE. What’s wrong?
SHE. I already told you, I don’t want to talk about it.
HE. I know, but I want you to.
SHE. Well too bad.

(Silence.)
SHE. I just . . . I don’t know if I want kids.

86

OUT OF THE MOUNT
(Another silence.)

SHE. You know? I . . . The world is kind of rotten sometimes. You know,
the wars, the convenience stores. I don’t know that I want to be
responsible for bringing another person into it. I mean, if I really loved
this baby I’d never have had it. I’d have had my tubes tied. If I really loved
my child.

(Silence.)
HE. I didn’t know you felt that way.
SHE. Now you do.

(Pause.)
HE. Yeah.

(Pause.)
SHE. You know, there are people starving to death, kids in orphanages or
foster care or with abusive dads or whatever . . .
HE. Right. Well we could adopt. Too, I mean—we could adopt as well,
maybe. I’d be okay with that. What about that? Maybe at the same time if
we hurry. My mom said the twins were always the easiest to take care of,
they’d just keep each other entertained.
SHE. No, I didn’t mean . . .
HE. Okay. That’s okay. I mean, we don’t have to.

(Silence.)
SHE. I’m sorry.
HE. Why?
SHE. I’m sorry I’m not as thrilled as you are. I’m sorry I’m ruining this.
HE. No, I’m sorry. I mean, I’m sorry I—
SHE. It’s okay.

(Pause.)
HE. I’ll watch the news with you if you like.
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SHE. I don’t want to anymore. Just read.
HE. I don’t want to read.

(Silence.)
SHE. Okay, will you turn out the lights then?
HE. Sure.

(He does. Silence.)
SHE. I’m sorry. I don’t know why I’m so upset.
HE. It’s okay.

(Pause.)
HE. I love you.
SHE. I love you too.
HE.

It’s probably just the shock. (Beat.) I mean, you seem a little better right
now.

SHE (Less convinced than he is). Maybe.
HE. Things always look better with the lights out.
SHE. I guess so.
HE. You should sleep.
SHE. Probably.

(Pause.)
HE. I love you.
SHE. Thanks, I love you too.

(Beat.)
SHE. Thanks for talking.
HE. Yeah.
SHE. It’s been awhile since we’ve . . . talked.
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HE. Is that a good thing or a bad thing?
SHE. It’s just been awhile. It feels good. I like talking to you.
HE. Good. I like talking to you. And I like when you tell me things, like,
you know, your being pregnant and all.

(She laughs.)
SHE. Right.

(Beat.)
HE. I didn’t . . .
SHE. What?
HE. Nothing.
SHE. What?
HE. I didn’t know you felt that way about things.
SHE. What things?
HE. About the world in general, I guess.
SHE.

Oh. Yeah. Sometimes. (Beat.) But it doesn’t seem quite so bad right
now.
(Quiet.)

HE. I’m glad.
SHE. Me too.

(Silence.)
HE. I hope she has your eyes.

(They kiss. Lights down.)

IRRATIONAL NUMBERS
C. Adam Stallard

(There are two sections to the performance area. One, to the side,
is a practice room with two chairs. The other, in the center, is a
kitchen.)
(Lights up on a practice room. The TEST GIVER is watching his
clipboard.)
MOM. 16657249425749652181

(Lights up on kitchen.)
ANGIE.

I asked my mom how she could be so obsessed with a number.
She told me it wasn’t just a number. Most numbers stop after a while, or
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else they reach a point where you know what’s going to come next
because they’re repeating themselves. Not this one. There’s always more
to this number, she says.
MOM. 98678997022103003455
TEST GIVER. Correct.

(MOM crosses to the KITCHEN and starts arranging things very,
very exactly.)
ANGIE. I still don’t get what’s so important about a number.

(ANGIE gets no response.)
ANGIE. Mom!
MOM (Highly alarmed). What? What is it; are you hurt?
ANGIE. Why don’t you answer me?
MOM (Sincerely). I did answer you, I replied “What.”
ANGIE. But I was asking you a question and you ignored it.
MOM. If you ask me a question, I’ll answer it. What you said was a
statement, not a question.
ANGIE. You’re so picky. Can’t you tell when I just want you to talk to me?

(MOM gives a look that makes ANGIE ashamed for asking.)
ANGIE.

Sorry. I thought if I brought up a subject I knew you were
interested in you’d be able to take yourself away from your organizing for
a minute. What’s so important about this number?

MOM. It’s the first number of its kind to be discovered. A long time ago,
people discovered that it went on forever without ever repeating.
ANGIE.

If the number goes on forever, how did they know it never
repeated?

MOM. They proved it with discrete mathematics.
ANGIE. How?

(MOM goes back to the practice room.)
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ANGIE.

My mom told me the story of the first person who showed that
the square root of two was irrational. He was part of a religious group of
mathematicians, the Pythagoreans. They believed in a strict order of the
world around them. For them, the thing that made the world beautiful
was that it could be described completely with numbers. Every shape,
every object could be compared to every other shape or object, and the
result would be a number that they knew and understood. Math made
them feel powerful and smart; it explained everything.

MOM. 56285022939140489228
TEST GIVER. Correct.

(ANGIE and MOM remain in their separate areas, taking turns
talking, but do not physically acknowledge one another.)
ANGIE. How do you keep such a big number in your head at once?
MOM. I don’t. I only see part of it. I only see the part I’m about to recite.
ANGIE. How do you keep track of where you are in the number then?
MOM. It reminds me of hiking. You know where you are by the scenery.
That’s how you remember.
ANGIE. But when you’re hiking you have trees and plants and hills.
MOM. With the square root of 2, you have numbers. If you see a flower by
the trail, that’s an 8. Going up a hill is a 7. A tree root jutting into the path
is 45. Then the hill starts going back down; that’s a 6. Our hike is unique
and so is the square root of two. You may see the same sorts of objects on
other trails, but when you consider the configuration of flowers and
slopes and fences on our hike, you know that it doesn’t exist exactly that
way anywhere else.
ANGIE.

When you put it like that, the square root of two almost sounds
beautiful . . . If it wasn’t just a number.
(Excitedly). It’s not just a number. It’s the first of its kind to be
discovered; a long time ago, people discovered that no matter how far
you carried out the calculation the digits never ever repeated—

MOM

ANGIE.

What I mean is it isn’t like artwork that you could show off to
other people and they’d all recognize the beauty. I mean it’s still just
numbers put together—
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MOM.

No! It’s not just numbers. It’s the first number of its kind to be
discovered; a long time ago, people discovered that—

ANGIE.

I know! I know! Stop it, all right. I hate it when you start repeating
things. You’re right. It’s not just a number. You’re always right.
(DAD and MOM set up for dinner while ANGIE addresses the
audience.)

ANGIE. They kept very strict rules. To the Pythagoreans, speaking your
mind was discouraged. Words are usually careless and frivolous. When
someone was in doubt as to what they should say, they were expected to
remain silent.

(The three of them sit at the kitchen table.)
MOM. And they said that they eat one third of their body weight a day,
and that’s all in oysters and fish that they dive down to the bottom to get,
though they never go to shore to eat them, they just float on their backs
and prepare the food on their stomachs.
ANGIE. So I found out today that Robby is going to Jefferson, instead of
getting bussed to the private school. I told him it was better even though
his Mom keeps trying to convince—

(Louder). That’s a lot of food don’t you think? Also, they have to
spend one-quarter of their waking lives grooming themselves—

MOM

(ANGIE joins in even louder talking over top of MOM’s next line.)
ANGIE.

We learned something about pi today at school. Mr. Giovanni said
that someone memorized pi to 50,000 places.

MOM. —because if their fur gets dirty it won’t be as effective at keeping
them warm, and staying warm is crucial for the otter because it lives in
very cold oceans.
ANGIE (Yelling). Is that what you’re doing Mom?
DAD. Angie! You know better than to interrupt your mother at dinner.
ANGIE. Sorry. It’s just I was getting bored of sea otters.
MOM. No, your teacher was talking about pi. I’m working on the square
root of 2.
ANGIE. Isn’t that the same thing?
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MOM. No, pi has to do with circles. The square root of 2 has to do with
squares.
ANGIE.

Don’t people who want to break a record for memorizing a
number work on pi? That has to be the most common one, right?

DAD. Speaking of pi, we have ice cream for dessert.

(DAD goes to get the ice cream and starts serving it: first to
ANGIE, then to himself, then to MOM.)
MOM. What does ice cream have to do with pi? (Pause.) Never mind, I’m
sorry I asked.
DAD. Here you go, Angie.
ANGIE. Do you get like a prize if you memorize it?
MOM. There may be more people who memorize pi, but I chose the
square root of 2. I chose it because of the story behind it. Show me a
fascinating story like that about the origin of pi!

(MOM exits, storming.)
ANGIE. Why does Mom pick such boring

stuff to be interested in?

DAD.

It may be boring to you, but remember your phase where you had to
buy those magazines to keep up on the personal lives of all the members
of that band you like? Some people might consider that boring.

ANGIE. I’m still sort of in that phase.
DAD. I don’t see any harm in her being interested in whatever she happens
to be interested in. There’s no reason why we should try to stop her.
ANGIE.

Our dinner conversations are always so stupid. She never talks to
me about what I am doing in my life. It makes me sick. When did she
ever come to any of my soccer games, except when you forced her to go?
And then she didn’t even talk about the game. She would come to the
game and then talk about species of trout or whatever she was interested
in at the time. Even when I played really well she didn’t notice, and she
never once congratulated me!

DAD.

How fair is it to expect her to be interested in what you’re doing if
you don’t show an interest in what she does?

ANGIE.

Why do I have to be the first one? She’s my mother; she should
naturally be interested in what I’m doing.
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DAD.

No, it’s not natural at all for someone with Asperger’s. I’m not
saying she shouldn’t or can’t do it, I’m just saying she needs some effort
on your part.

ANGIE.

I’ve tried. I’ve tried talking to her. I do ask her about what she’s
doing even if it seems weird.

DAD. I’m proud of you.
ANGIE. Great. That doesn’t help. What am I supposed to do?
DAD.

You two got along really well five years ago; maybe you could
remember what you did back then. (Beat.) Sorry. I know: doesn’t help.
(Beat.) I don’t know.
(DAD goes over to the testing area to join MOM.)

ANGIE.

The man who first proved that the square root of two was
irrational was a Pythagorean. It came as a shock to the group. They
couldn’t believe that the world they considered so elegant could contain a
number no one could measure. But the proof was elegant as well, and
none of them could deny it.
656421113— (She is distraught, and cannot continue.) How can I
be so bad at this?

MOM.

DAD. Are you kidding me? You’re doing great. You’re amazing.
MOM. I mean, how can I be so bad with Angie? She’s convinced I don’t
love her and nothing I do can change her mind. She’s my daughter, but it
doesn’t feel like it’s supposed to. I don’t know how to be normal Mom, so
I try to fake it. I want people to at least think I’m doing a good job of it; I
want it to look right to them. What can I do? If I do what other mothers
seem to be doing it comes out all wrong, and if I do what I think I should
do, I’m still wrong.
DAD.

She’s changing a lot. She’s growing up. You just need to get a feel for
her. Don’t give up. It takes practice for two people to understand one
another. It took practice for you to learn to love me, didn’t it?

MOM. That’s an understatement.

(Lights out on practice room. Lights up on kitchen. ANGIE is
knocking things over in Mom’s perfectly organized kitchen, in a
rage. DAD rushes in.)
DAD. Angie! What is going on? Stop this now. What are you doing?
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ANGIE.

I don’t think she should get her way every time just because she
threatens to throw a fit if she doesn’t. She’s never once tried to see it my
way. How is that fair? And why does she have to keep breaking in my
room to make sure my stuff is arranged the way she wants it? I’m in high
school; I can organize my own room. (Screaming toward the offstage area
in the opposite direction of the practice room.) I don’t like it your way,
Mom!
Is it any wonder I never want to come home? That’s another thing: I
don’t even think she cares about me. She only cares about her stupid
organizing. How come Mom didn’t say a thing to me when I spent the
night in a park, but she throws a fit if I stack the plates wrong when I’m
cleaning up? I hate not being allowed an opinion. I hate having to follow
her weird systems, and then having her throw a tantrum if I suggest
something else. Why is she always right? Can’t she listen to what anyone
else says?

DAD.

You need to help Mom, not fight against her. We have to help her
keep her stress low. Think about what I’m trying to do here. The reason
we live out here and not in a city is that’s what helps your mother be at
her best. There’re less people; less random variables. The reason I let your
mother decide how things are organized is that when she’s in control, she
feels better.

ANGIE.

Dad, you never let me do anything—and I’m not talking about
typical parent restrictions— You side with Mom even when she makes no
sense. It’s ridiculous. All so you can protect her. Maybe someone should
point it out to her that she’s a freak and that she scares everyone she
comes in contact with, instead of hiding it from her; maybe then she’d
figure it out and do something about it! That’s why I spent the night in
the park. That’s why I’m going to move out as soon as I get the chance. I
don’t want to, but you’re forcing me to. I don’t want to move in with my
friends when I’m not even old enough to have a job, and I’d have to do
everything by myself at the same time I’m trying to go to school.

DAD.

Calm down, Angie. We’re trying our best to provide a stable,
comfortable place for you.

ANGIE.

This place is the worst! I can’t bring anyone here because Mom
will flip out, and even if she doesn’t, how can I explain all the rules she
has set up? People will think she’s crazy. It’s embarrassing.

DAD.

This can’t keep happening. We have to do something to get you two
to stop treating each other this way. (He exhales.) You’ve got to get out of
this environment and do something civilized together.
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(DAD searches for an idea while ANGIE fumes.)

DAD. A hike. You two are going hiking.
ANGIE. What? With her? No way.

(Sternly). Oh come on, don’t act like it’s a punishment, Angie, you
love hiking. (Beat.) What else do you have going on?

DAD

ANGIE.

Nothing yet, but I’ll come up with something. I’m going shopping
with Anne.

DAD.

No. You’re going hiking. When I get home, I don’t want to hear any
excuses about why you skipped out to go with your friends; I just want to
hear about what you and Mom did on your hike.

ANGIE.

If you force me to spend time with Mom tomorrow, you’re setting
things up for a major disaster.

DAD. I’ll risk it.

(DAD exits. Lights dim part way in the kitchen. MOM enters the
kitchen before ANGIE finishes speaking.)
ANGIE.

Something had to change. The discovery of the proof and the
philosophy they held so strictly could not be reconciled. Eventually, they
made their decision. They took the man who discovered it out on a boat
and drowned him.

MOM. I’m forcing myself to talk to you about this right now. (Beat.) Don’t
hate me for telling you that. I’m the sort of person who has to force
themselves to do certain things or they never get done. You think I don’t
notice you pulling away from me— I do. You feel like you’d rather not be
in this family; it’s too stressful. If anyone knows what it feels like not to fit
in, it’s me. I’ve spent my whole life feeling like that. I know you don’t
want to go on the hike, but I do.
ANGIE. I don’t believe you. I know you don’t care.
MOM. What you see as unforgivable, I see as trial and error. I just need a
chance to try again.

(Blackout. The sound of rain. Lights up. ANGIE is cleaning up the
mess she made from the day before. She orders things very nicely,
just the way her mother likes them. While she is doing this, she
talks to DAD.)
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ANGIE. Something happened on our walk yesterday.
DAD. Yeah, I heard you got rained on.
ANGIE.

That’s just it. There was something special, though. I don’t know
how many times I’ve been down that trail and that’s the first time I’ve
ever seen it rain like that. At first, I thought Mom was going to make us
rush home because of how much she hates it when something
unexpected happens. She got upset at the news stations, because none of
the four channels mentioned a chance of rain.
Then, suddenly, she got real calm, and said, “No, I told you we were going
to hike, so let’s hike.” We ended up walking the whole length of the trail.
Everything looked so different in the rain. The colors were different. You
noticed things that couldn’t have been there on a normal day. There were
tiny dots of water on the tips of pine needles. The sounds were different.
The feel of the air was different. I couldn’t help staring at everything as
we passed by. Of course, we got soaked in the process.

When we got home, we got towels to dry us off. I wasn’t thinking and I
accidentally tracked water into the house, but Mom didn’t even say
anything; she didn’t even clean it right away. Well, she gave it 10 minutes
anyway, which is something. The whole thing got me thinking. Do you
think Mom ever has days where she’s— (Searching.) —more accepting?
Do you know what I mean? Where maybe things don’t happen the way
she had in mind, but she’s okay with that?
DAD.

I’ve known Mom a while longer than you have, and I can tell you,
she does have her surprises.
(DAD goes over to MOM in the practice room and they resume
work.)

DAD (Emphasizing the “4”). 7878221469.
MOM. Hmm. Can’t believe I missed that one.

(ANGIE comes in.)
DAD. I’ll be right with you honey; I’m helping Mom right now.
ANGIE. Actually, can I watch for a while?

Sure, have a seat. You can help if you want. Take this. (He hands her
the clipboard.) Now read along the first group on the line where the
marker is.

DAD.
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ANGIE. Got it.
MOM. 42317819092045630822

(Flipping through the pages). Wow. You have this whole thing
memorized?

ANGIE

MOM. Getting there.
ANGIE.

The truth about the square root of 2 wouldn’t be buried. The
secret got out, and worked itself into people’s minds, even until now. We
accept that there are things that we can’t predict or control, but that
doesn’t mean that we can’t try to understand. And it doesn’t take away
from their beauty.
(Blackout.)

A BURNING IN THE BOSOM
Melissa Leilani Larson

(In the background, a congregation sings “I Believe in Christ,”
accompanied by an organ. Somewhere during the first few lines,
CHARITY enters in a rush. Her arms are full of stuff: scriptures,
manuals, crayons, and a bag of Goldfish—crackers, that is. She
sucks in a breath and starts the perilous journey to the center of a
nearly full pew, stepping over the other unseen occupants as she
goes.)
CHARITY. Sorry . . . Excuse me . . . (Etc.)

(Finally she is able to sit. She arranges her stuff. The first verse of
the hymn should be nearly done, if it isn’t already. The hymn
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continues as CHARITY searches in vain for a hymnal. Finally she
finds one under her seat—covered up by all her stuff—and she
flips madly to #134. Looks at it briefly. Sighs.)

(Voice-Over). Oh, wow. It’s the longest hymn ev-er . . . I suppose
next to the Kolob one . . . And “Spirit of God” isn’t exactly short . . .

CHARITY

(She yawns.)
(V.O.). I’m yawning already. Does that mean I’m a terrible singer
with absolutely no training or that this hymn is eighty years long? Maybe
it’s a little bit of both. Yeah, probably. At least this one doesn’t go crazy
high like “The Light Divine” or something. Ugh, thank goodness we’re
not singing the national anthem. It’s too hard for us mere mortal nontalented-singer people. Why is the national anthem in the hymn book,
anyway? It only sounds good if you’ve got opera training. Or you’re
Whitney Houston. I think I have that single somewhere. A whole box of
crazy cassette singles. (Sings:) “I’m forever your girl . . .” Ha. Good times.
Of course, it doesn’t help that I stayed up too late last night. People say
the Holy Ghost goes to bed at midnight. Do ghosts go to bed? Is the Holy
Ghost affected by time zones? I mean, he’s got a lot of folks to visit,
doesn’t he? People to comfort and all that. That’s a lot of work. Isn’t
China like 17 hours ahead of us? I’d like to visit China. Three cheers for
lettuce wraps. Tasty. Am I hungry? I think I’m hungry.

CHARITY

(She reaches for the bag of Goldfish. Holds them for a bit, then
shakes her head and puts them down again.)
CHARITY (V.O.). Sunbeams’ll hurt me if they don’t have a snack.

(She looks back to her hymnal.)
CHARITY (V.O.). Wow, Bruce R. McConkie wrote this one. A G.A. who
can write songs . . . hymns, even . . . That’s really impressive. Though I
guess you need to be an impressive person to be a G.A. in the first place,
don’t you? President Monson is an impressive person. Plus, he’s tall.
Bonus points for being very tall. Except that it’s hard to shop for shoes.
These shoes . . . Why did I wear these shoes?

(She looks around to see if anyone is watching. She moves one foot
back and forth, heel to toe, and then slips her foot out of the shoe.
Slips out of the other as well. Nods.)
CHARITY

(V.O.). This song . . . This song . . . If you think about it, it’s a
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testimony. Elder McConkie saying I believe in Christ, and no one can
take that away from me. But me saying it—singing it, I guess—does that
mean I’m borrowing his testimony? Like small children borrowing their
parents’ testimonies because they’re too little to know any better?
Wondering if this is ever something I’ll believe in myself. Not just believe,
but know. People talk about needing to be in tune with the Spirit. Ha,
that was a pun, “not in tune,” that’s pretty good.
(She smiles to herself. But then the smile fades.)
CHARITY (V.O.). It’s hard to say, because I never know when I’m in tune
with the Spirit. People talk about it like it’s an easy thing to do, like you
have a meter built into your wrist that you can check to see if you’re
spiritually good. Maybe I can get me one of those. Maybe that’s a sign
that I’m not where I need to be. Well, drat. That’s just frustrating. I mean,
I’m trying to do things the right way. Live a solid life. Have Goldfish for
the Sunbeams. Shouldn’t I get some kind of affirmation? Some kind of—
what’s the phrase? “A burning in the bosom”?

( . . . She looks down at her chest self-consciously for a moment.)
(V.O.). What does that even mean? Like warm fuzzies or
something? I’m not exactly the kind of person who gets a “burning in the
bosom.” Truth be told, I think that’s kind of a personal thing to be
spreading around, don’t you think? Maybe if I had a little more of a
bosom, this kind of thing would be different. Maybe? Maybe not.
Anyway, how does an ordinary person feel the Spirit? I mean, I guess I’ve
had the chills before. And goosebumps. And nuts give me hives. Because
people get up in testimony meeting and say things like “I can feel the
Spirit so strong in here today. It’s amazing. It’s like there’s a presence
standing beside me, holding me up.” Yeah, see, I think that sounds like a
pretty amazing thing. But it doesn’t happen to me. I’m not exactly sure
why. I don’t think I can honestly say “I felt the Spirit.” At least, not as
literally as other people do. I don’t believe anything less than anyone else.
I believe everything. I believe in Christ! I do! Really. I just . . . Well,
bother. Sometimes I think the whole chills up the spine or burning in the
bosom or hands trembling is just inconvenient. And a little showy, to be
honest. Maybe people just make them up, symptoms of a spiritual
experience. So they can convince themselves when they’ve convinced
everyone else.

CHARITY

(She puts a hand to her eyes.)
CHARITY

(V.O.). Not like I’m in a place where I can diss on how others do
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anything. It’s probably some sin I’ve forgotten about, something I need to
repent of. Like running red lights or not tipping my servers enough or
telling the Sunbeams that Nephi wasn’t nearly as muscled and buff as he
is in all the paintings they’ve seen and that Blue the dog isn’t really a dog
after all. “Sorry, kids, Blue isn’t a real person. She’s kind of, well,
animated!” And I did laugh a lot during the South Park movie.
(She grimaces a bit.)
(V.O.). Yeah, that was a bad choice. But is it enough for me not
to have any burning points? I mean, come on! It’s not like this is the
Olympics and the Holy Ghost is a gymnastics judge scoring me for not
landing on my feet. He’s fair and impartial, right? And I’m a good person,
right?

CHARITY

Right?
(An uncomfortable silence; the music has long since ended. She
looks down at her hymn book for a long time; it might almost feel
like it’s too long.)
(V.O.). I want to be a good person. I’m trying to stay on topic,
Heavenly Father. I’m trying to keep my life on topic. I know that if I just
try then that’s got to count for something and I’ll just keep—

CHARITY

(She stops herself. Her mouth opens as if she means to say
something else, but she just sits for a moment in shock. Slowly she
raises a hand to her chest, just beneath her throat. Her hand
trembles just a bit.)
CHARITY. Okay, then. Okay.

(Slow fade to black.)

LITTLE BOY MO
Alexandra Mackenzie

MO. God. I don’t want Goo-ga to die. I know he’s sick. And I’m used to
that. But I don’t want him actually to die. He won’t die, will he God?
GOD. What’s your first memory, Little Boy Mo?
MO. I was in hospital. Pneumonia I’ve been told. I really enjoyed it ’cos
they fed me loads of scrambled egg. I also remember being wheeled into
the ward with all the other children and watching The Wizard of Oz from
my bed. I loved it. I don’t remember Goo-ga there. He won’t die will he?
You’re not cross with me for asking? Are you? God?
GOD. And your happiest memory?
MO. That’s easy. When Goo-ga took me to London. Just the two of us. By
ourselves, for my eighth birthday. All the other boys at school were
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jealous ’cos their dads hadn’t taken them. And we went on the big wheel
thing—the eye. I could see everything! The entire world! Ate loads of
food. It was great. Why do you want to know?
GOD. Come here. Can I look in your eyes?
MO. Are you my Goo-ga as well? Can I rub your face?

(LITTLE BOY MO rubs GOD’s face.)
GOD. Do you know why you’re here?
MO. Actually, I’ve got to get going God. Mum will be really cross with me
if I’m late for dinner. Can I come back later though?
GOD. Let’s play. Horse races! You get on my shoulders . . . come on. Up
you . . . ow! . . . I’m fine . . . Don’t fall off!

(They play.)
GOD. Can you see the world from up there?
MO. I’m a bit scared. I’m really high up here. You’re huge! Are you even
taller than Goo-ga?
GOD. I remember when I was as little as you. I’d lie on my back and look
up at the stars at night and try and count every last one of them. I
remember I wanted to stretch up and pluck them. I wanted to keep some
in my pocket for my own little secret. The heavens were my playground.
Do you want to stay here or do you want to go home for dinner?
MO. I think I should go home. I don’t want mum to be cross. And I think
she’s making scrambled egg! My favorite . . . God, Goo-ga’s going to be
okay? Isn’t he?
GOD. You be good. Love you. Guess what my favorite food is?
MO. Yes. I think he’s going to be just fine. Bye, God! You won’t forget me,
will you?

(He runs off.)
GOD. Upon the palms of my hands, Little Boy Mo, upon the palms of my
hands.

THE ILLEGAL ALIEN
Lyvia Martinez

(The stage is set with a table and four chairs. Stage Left sits
SUPERMAN, dressed as Clark Kent but with a bit of his suit
exposed, with LOIS LANE wearing an engagement ring. They are
holding hands and waiting anxiously.)
(After a few moments, ADÁN, in office attire and carrying a
folder, enters.)
ADÁN. Good afternoon Miss Lane and Mr. Superman.
LOIS LANE. Good afternoon.
SUPERMAN. Hello, and, in all disclosure, my real name is Kal-El.
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ADÁN. Oh. So . . . Mr. El, is it then?
SUPERMAN. Yes.
ADÁN. And that’s . . .
SUPERMAN. Kryptonian.
ADÁN. Kryptonian, right. Well, Mr. El—
SUPERMAN. But, you can call me Clark, if that’s easier.
ADÁN. Oh. Okay. How many names do you have?
SUPERMAN. Um, well Kal-El is my birth name, Superman is my hero name
and Clark Kent is my name here on Earth.
ADÁN. Clark Kent?
LOIS LANE. Yes. It’s what his adoptive parents call him.
ADÁN. Oh, that does sound like it could make things easier.

(SUPERMAN and LOIS LANE relax a bit.)
ADÁN. Do you have the adoption papers?

(SUPERMAN and LOIS LANE tense. They look at each other.)
SUPERMAN. Well, you see, I was never officially adopted. I was found and
all that they found with me was my cape with the Superman ‘S’ on it.
LOIS LANE. We brought that, in case it could help any.

(She places the cape on the table. ADÁN looks at it in slight
disbelief.)
ADÁN. Thank you. We’ll, uh, take a look at that later.

(He sets the cape aside.)
ADÁN. All right. Mr. El—
SUPERMAN. Officer Adán, sorry to interrupt you. I just wanted to say, I
mean, I understand why the formalities, interview and investigation.
There are plenty of people who marry foreigners for the wrong reasons.
But I can assure you, sir, Lois and I are in love.
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LOIS LANE. Very much so.

(LOIS LANE holds up her hand and flashes her engagement ring.)
SUPERMAN. And we just want to be together, not cause any trouble or lie
to the government in any way. We just want to get married.
ADÁN. I’m sure you are. There’s nothing to worry about, these are just
regular governmental procedures. We have to make sure that these kinds
of unions are legitimate and not just so foreigners can stay in the U.S..
Well, on the planet, in your case, really. I’m sorry but this is the way the
government works. We have to follow the laws set in place to protect this
country from, well, aliens. You understand.

(Both SUPERMAN and LOIS LANE nod.)
ADÁN. Now. We seem to be missing some documents here. Do you have
any legal IDs?

(SUPERMAN reaches into his pants and pulls out an ID card. He
hands it to ADÁN.)
ADÁN. Your Daily Planet Reporter ID card?

(Small pause.)
LOIS LANE. And the cape.
ADÁN. Do you have any identification papers?
SUPERMAN (A little more upset). I fell from the sky in a weirdly shaped
spaceship and was found by a farming couple. What do you expect?
LOIS LANE. Don’t get too excited, sweetie.
SUPERMAN. I know, I know. It’s just . . . well . . . Officer Adán. I mean,
come on. I’m Superman.

(Small pause.)
ADÁN. Yes?
SUPERMAN. I can stop a speeding bullet, leap over tall buildings in a single
bound. I’ve defeated Lex Luthor, Brainiac, Doomsday—
LOIS LANE. He’s saved many lives; even half the city, I bet. He’s saved me
countless times already! That’s got to count for something.
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ADÁN. Now I understand what you’re both trying to tell me, but Mr. El,
you don’t even have a green card. Do you even have a social security
number?
SUPERMAN. Well, no, but, I grew up here, I promise.
ADÁN. How were you even able to get a job?
LOIS LANE. Clark is one of the Daily Planet’s best reporters, and he
deserves to work there, more than anyone else. He doesn’t just report,
he—well he freaking makes the news! He saves lives!
ADÁN. Miss Lane, it’s not about what he deserves. He should have been
documented; something his parents should have taken care of when they
found him. As it stands, he’s an illegal alien and your situation seems a
pretty convenient ploy for him to be able to stay.
LOIS LANE. Well don’t you want him to stay?
ADÁN. Not if he doesn’t have the right paperwork. We’ve deported people
for less.
SUPERMAN. We just want to get married.
ADÁN. Then you should’ve asked to become an official citizen before, or
at least applied for a visa. As it stands, it merits more investigation. Now
I’ll have my secretary schedule an interview with the two of you,
separately, so we can test you as a couple.

(ELENA, also in office attire, is carrying a pile of paperwork.)
ADÁN. Mr. El, we’re going to have to deport you until then.
SUPERMAN. What? To where?

(ELENA hands ADÁN the papers and he starts looking through
them.)
ADÁN. Well, you have your home. Krypton was it?
LOIS LANE. But that was destroyed before he even came to Earth.
ADÁN. Oh. Oh wait. So you don’t have a home country?
LOIS LANE. He doesn’t even have a home planet.
ADÁN. Well. This is trickier.
ELENA (Good humored). You ever see the film The Terminal?
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(They don’t respond.)
ELENA.

You know, where the guy is coming to the U.S., but because of
political fights, the U.S. doesn’t recognize his country anymore, so he’s
suddenly from nowhere and he has to stay in the airport the whole time . . .
you know?
(Still no response.)

ELENA. Well it’s a good movie.
ADÁN. Thank you, Elena.

(ELENA smiles at SUPERMAN as she leaves.)
ELENA. By the way, I’m a big fan. Big fan.
LOIS LANE.

Officer Adán, please. People already look up to Superman. For
years he’s only helped this country. He’s saved lives, stopped villains. His
suit’s red and blue! He’s the all-American hero, and has worked really
hard to do everything possible, all for the good of this country. He’s an
upstanding American citizen!

ADÁN. But he’s not American. Not legally.

(LOIS LANE groans loudly in frustration, leaning back in her
chair.)
LOIS LANE. I’m sure Batman’s never had this kind of trouble.
ADÁN. Batman has papers.

(LOIS LANE goes to punch ADÁN but SUPERMAN stops her.)
SUPERMAN. Is there anything we can do?
ADÁN. Well, there’s the K-1 visa, and then after the wedding, assuming
that Superman wants to remain to live in the U.S. permanently, you may
apply to adjust to permanent resident status while in the U.S..
SUPERMAN. How long will this all take?
ADÁN. It’ll take as long as it takes.
SUPERMAN.

us?

You can’t help us or maybe make things easier or faster for
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ADÁN. I’m not sure I can.
SUPERMAN. Of course. Well, I can’t go back to Krypton while all this is
getting settled, so where am I supposed to go?
ADÁN. I suppose you’ll have to stay here.
LOIS LANE. For how long?
ADÁN. It’ll take as long as it takes.
SUPERMAN (Resigned). Okay. We understand.
ADÁN. Now start filling these out. I’ll come back in a little while.

(ADÁN stands and leaves. SUPERMAN and LOIS LANE start
looking through the papers together.)
(After a moment, LOIS LANE sniffles a bit, holding back upset
tears.)
SUPERMAN. I’m sorry.
LOIS LANE. It’s not your fault.

(Small pause. He hugs her.)
SUPERMAN. Don’t worry. We’ll get through this.

(Small pause. He tries to smile confidently.)
SUPERMAN. I’m Superman.

(LOIS LANE returns the smile. She nods. End of play.)

THE LOOK
Arisael Rivera

(JEFFREY and AMANDA enter, looking around as if going
through shelves; they are in a grocery store. Their picking up and
opening freezer doors can be mimed or ignored.)
JEFFREY. Why can’t we just get the little one?
AMANDA. Because that wouldn’t make any sense.
JEFFREY. Why wouldn’t it make any sense?
AMANDA. Did you honestly just ask that?
JEFFREY.

No, a little green elf with gold slippers came by on a magic carpet
and just whispered it in your ear.
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AMANDA. Ughh! Why do you always . . . Ughh!
JEFFREY.

What? I was being funny . . . you know, humor. People laugh,
Amanda.

AMANDA. Oh, really.
JEFFREY. Yeah, and it makes them feel better too.
AMANDA. You just don’t get it do you.
JEFFREY. Depends what I’m supposed to get.
AMANDA. Why am I still talking to you?
JEFFREY. Why wouldn’t you be?
AMANDA. Why don’t you shut up?
JEFFREY. Why should I?
AMANDA. Because I’m asking you to!
JEFFREY. So what are you saying?
AMANDA. What are you, deaf or stupid?
JEFFREY.

Neither. I just heard what you said and I was asked to join

Mensa.
AMANDA (Sighs). Do you think we should get a plastic bowl, you know, so
she can use it?
JEFFREY. She’s got bowls at home.
AMANDA. Yeah I know, but, you know . . .

(JEFFREY stares at her blankly.)
AMANDA. Ah, forget it.
JEFFREY. I’m sorry; I just don’t think we need to spend money—
AMANDA. It’s not spending . . .
JEFFREY. Why would it not be spending—
AMANDA. That’s not the point, Jeff—
JEFFREY. How could that not be the point?
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AMANDA. Because it just isn’t, okay! Geez, you’re just so—
JEFFREY. Charming.

(Pause.)
AMANDA (Defeated). Yes. Charming.

(AMANDA gives him a look and begins to walk away, starts
checking the aisles again.)
JEFFREY. Hey, you okay?
AMANDA. Yeah.
JEFFREY. You sure?
AMANDA. Yeah, why? What’s up?
JEFFREY. No, it’s just, it seemed . . . you know, I mean you had that look.
AMANDA. What look?
JEFFREY. You know . . . I know that look.
AMANDA. I don’t have a look, what look?
JEFFREY. Yeah, you do, you have a look.
AMANDA. I do not!
JEFFREY. Yeah you do.
AMANDA. I do not. What look? I don’t have a look.
JEFFREY. Oh, you got a look, baby! Trust me.
AMANDA. I do not. Come on, go ahead show it to me.
JEFFREY. Show you what?
AMANDA. Show me what . . . the look! Show me the look.
JEFFREY. No, I’m not gonna show you the look.
AMANDA. Why not?
JEFFREY. ’Cause . . . I just don’t want to. Besides it’s your look.
AMANDA. Well, if you know it so well it shouldn’t be hard to recreate.
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JEFFREY. I’m not gonna do the look, it’s

your look, I can’t do the look.

AMANDA. Oh, come on, Jeffrey, of course you can it’s just a look.
JEFFREY. It’s your look!
AMANDA. So what?
JEFFREY. So I can’t do it because it’s your look.

(Pause.)
AMANDA. What are you embarrassed?
JEFFREY. No.
AMANDA. You’re embarrassed.
JEFFREY. About what?
AMANDA. You’re embarrassed.
JEFFREY. Hey, I’m not embarrassed. What am I embarrassed about?

(Teasing sing-song). You are embarrassed, too many people,
looking right at you, can’t do the look!

AMANDA

JEFFREY.

Oh, wow, that’s real cute, Amanda. I’m not embarrassed thank
you very much and you can stop singing.

AMANDA. Hey, hey, hey, hey, hey you are embarrassed!
JEFFREY. Okay that’s enough.
AMANDA (Louder). You are embarrassed, you are embarrassed.
JEFFREY. Will you keep your voice down?
AMANDA (Louder still). Jeffrey’s embarrassed! Jeffrey’s embarrassed!
JEFFREY. You’re acting like a twelve-year-old!

(Even louder). Jeffrey’s embarrassed! Jeffrey’s embarrassed! Na,
na, na, na, na!!

AMANDA

JEFFREY. All right! All right! Shut up!
AMANDA. Do the look.
JEFFREY. No!
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AMANDA (Loud). Jeffrey’s embarrassed!
JEFFREY. Okay, okay! Just be quiet! I’ll do the look.
AMANDA. Yay!
JEFFREY. But it’s your look so it

might not even come out good.

AMANDA. Just do the look.
JEFFREY. All right.
AMANDA. All right.
JEFFREY. All right, just—let me get ready. It’s a hard look.
AMANDA. Okay.

(JEFFREY starts warming up his face as if he’s getting ready for a
fight or something; he clears his throat and makes funny faces for
a while as AMANDA looks on.)
AMANDA. What are you doing?
JEFFREY. What?
AMANDA. What are you doing?
JEFFREY. What, I’m getting ready to do the look.
AMANDA. This isn’t rocket science, Jeff.
JEFFREY.

So what if it isn’t rocket science, that doesn’t mean it doesn’t take
time. Besides when did everyone in the world get together and decide
rocket science is really hard anyway? It might be pretty simple.

AMANDA. It’s rocket science.
JEFFREY. I know, and plumbing is plumbing, so what?
AMANDA. Plumbing?
JEFFREY.

Yes. Plumbing. It’s pretty difficult. Go ahead, interview a couple
of rocket scientists; see if they’ve ever gotten their toilet clogged. I
guarantee you they all have.

AMANDA. Genius.

(She does “the look” and starts to walk away.)
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JEFFREY. That’s the look!
AMANDA. What look?
JEFFREY. This one.

(JEFFREY puts on the most ridiculous look on the planet.
Immediately AMANDA starts cracking up. She’s laughing
uncontrollably.)
JEFFREY. What? What? Hey, stop laughing.
AMANDA (Between laughs). Okay . . . okay . . .
JEFFREY.

Amanda, come on, what’s so funny. Amanda, stop laughing.
Come on, what’s so funny?

AMANDA (Still in between laughs). Oh . . . your face . . . ha, ha . . . You
should’ve seen your face!
JEFFREY. What face?
AMANDA. Oh, that was totally my look.
JEFFREY. What?
AMANDA. That was good, baby, that was my look.
JEFFREY. Ah ha! So you admit you do have a look!

(She starts laughing again.)
AMANDA. Yeah.
JEFFREY. Ha! Yeah . . . okay. Looks like I won that argument.
AMANDA. Uh-huh, sure.
JEFFREY. You still laughing?
AMANDA (Chuckling). I’m not laughing.
JEFFREY. Yeah, you are, you’re laughing right now.
AMANDA (Still chuckling). Am I?
JEFFREY. Look, let’s just get the ice cream for Jessie and go.
AMANDA. Yeah, let’s get the small one.
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The small one? But, I thought you said that didn’t make any

sense?
AMANDA.

I did say that at first but she was only dating this guy for a
couple of weeks. I think a small quart of ice cream will be enough for her
grievances.

JEFFREY. Sure.

(AMANDA takes the ice cream.)
JEFFREY. How much ice cream would you need for me?

(Pause.)
AMANDA. Excuse me?
JEFFREY. How much?
AMANDA. Baby . . . the whole freezer.
JEFFREY. Really?
AMANDA. Yeah.
JEFFREY. You’re pathetic.
AMANDA. What?
JEFFREY.

The whole freezer!? Why wallow over me so much, there’s no
need for all of that, just grab a teaspoon and you’ll be fine.

AMANDA. You’re unbelievable!

(She starts to walk away from him.)
JEFFREY. Whoa, baby, hey! I was just kidding!

(She turns around and gives him a completely different look.)
JEFFREY. Oh crap! Baby, baby, I’m sorry. Listen, okay, I’m sorry. I was
kidding. Look, I don’t want to be eating ice cream tonight, okay? Please,
just look at me. Listen . . . I love you.
AMANDA. What?
JEFFREY.

I love you and I’m truly amazed that you would need this entire
freezer to get over me. I mean it. You aren’t pathetic because I’d probably
eat the entire Cheetos row if you ever broke up with me.
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AMANDA. Really?
JEFFREY. Yes.
AMANDA. You’re crazy.

(She goes and kisses him.)
AMANDA. You wanna pay for the ice cream?
JEFFREY. You did that on purpose didn’t you?
AMANDA. Please.
JEFFREY. Yeah, sure.

(Both begin to exit.)
AMANDA. You said you loved me?
JEFFREY. Yeah, whatever. You owe me now, you know.
AMANDA. What was that look?!
JEFFREY. What look?

TO BE CONTINUED
Davey Morrison

(A hospital room. A long, white metal bed with long white sheets
and long metal machinery around it. RANDY, in his early
thirties, with several days’ growth of facial hair, lies in the bed,
shrouded in hospital garments, his face pale.)
(As the lights come up, he wakes up from a nap, presses the palms
of his hands against his eyelids, and sighs loudly. He opens his
eyes, then shuts them.)
(A knock on the door.)
RANDY. Come in!
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(ERIC enters, in his early twenties, in a white shirt and tie. He
shuts the door quietly behind him. RANDY sighs again and closes
his eyes.)

ERIC. Hi.
RANDY. Hi.
ERIC. Brother Jeppeson couldn’t make it today. His wife is sick.
RANDY. No worries.
ERIC. And I was going to bring you some of Nancy’s cookies, the pumpkin
chocolate chip kind. But she didn’t get them in the oven in time. She’ll
drop them by when she picks me up.
RANDY. It’s fine, don’t worry about it.

(Silence.)
RANDY. You’re my home teacher, aren’t you supposed to ask how I’m doing?
ERIC. How are you doing?
RANDY. Ha!

(Beat.)
RANDY. I’ve got maybe three weeks.

(Silence.)
RANDY. Not to make things awkward or anything.
ERIC. Is there anything I can do?
RANDY. Cure cancer.
ERIC. I’ll work on that.
RANDY. Thanks.
ERIC. You look tired.
RANDY. I feel tired. So how are things with you? How’s Nancy?
ERIC. Things are good. Nancy’s good. The baby’s good. Yeah, things are
pretty good.
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RANDY. Glad to hear it. And the office, how’s that?
ERIC. We’re trying to get along without you. They just hired Dr. Stevens
full-time. He’s moving into your old place.
RANDY. Right.

(Pause.)
RANDY. And the quorum?
ERIC. They’re all good, too. They finally released you in church today.
RANDY. No kidding? Eight months horizontal, I thought they’d never get
around to it.
ERIC. Yeah. Jim Halliwell is the new elder’s quorum president.
RANDY. Yeah? Good for him.

(With some effort, RANDY turns over on his side in bed.)
RANDY. I hate being a medical doctor and dying. I wish Death would
come a little closer when he’s laughing at me so I could punch him in the
face. At least you can use me as an object lesson for your seminary class.
Don’t drink when you’re a teenager or you’ll get liver cancer and die.
ERIC. Right.

(Neither of them talks. ERIC is clearly feeling a little uncomfortable.)
ERIC. Sorry I’m not more talkative.
RANDY. No, I understand, that makes two of us. I’ve not got a lot to talk
about. They haven’t fixed the remote yet, so mostly I just lay here, I sleep,
most of my meals are pumped into me. Not really that exciting. It’s sort
of like being a three-toed sloth who gets the Home and Garden Network.
ERIC. How is that?
RANDY. The Home and Garden Network? It’s not bad. You’d be surprised
how exciting This Old House is when your only alternative is staring at
white plaster and obsessing over your impending death.

(Silence.)
RANDY. Does that make you uncomfortable?
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ERIC. No. No, not at all.

(Beat.)
ERIC. I mean, yeah, it does a little, but—
RANDY. It makes you uncomfortable. That’s okay. It makes me uncomfortable too.

(Beat.)
RANDY. So did you bring your Ensign or some scriptures or anything?
ERIC. Yeah. You want me to read you something?
RANDY. That’s what you do, right?
ERIC. Right, sure.

(He opens his Ensign and flips aimlessly through the pages.)
ERIC. Look, do you want to talk about anything, or—
RANDY. No.
ERIC. Okay.

(Beat. He looks at the article.)
ERIC. Well, the month’s main article is about the evils of pornography.
RANDY. Great. Just what I need in my situation! Thank you, God!
ERIC. So do you want me to read it?
RANDY. Don’t do it.

(Silence.)
RANDY. Do you believe in an afterlife?
ERIC. Yeah. Yeah, I do.
RANDY. Sure you do. Well, I’ll tell you. Eternity looks a lot different from
up close.
ERIC. Yeah.

(Beat.)
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ERIC. This one time, when I was young, I almost drowned, my brother and I
were at the ocean, my parents weren’t watching us, the tide came in and I
was about three or so, and so I ran out, it was so exciting, my first time on
the beach, and then suddenly it just grabbed me and my knees buckled and
suddenly, I mean, I was only like five, but I suddenly knew I was going to
die and I saw what that would be like, it was weird, it was more terror and
more peace than I’ve ever felt before, both at the same time, and I was
really disappointed it was happening, that I was dying before I’d really even
had a life, but I knew everything would be all right. I knew—
RANDY. You didn’t die.
ERIC. No.
RANDY.

That’s the difference, man. I’m going to die. You said you knew you
were going to die, but you didn’t know that, because it didn’t happen, you
can’t know something that’s not true. I know I’m going to die. It’s just a
question of whether it’s in two weeks or three. Tuesday or Wednesday. It’s
going to happen. I won’t be here to vote in the next election. Or give kids
candy this Halloween. Or wake up early for work, ever again. It’s different.

ERIC. I’m sorry.
RANDY. You don’t need to be sorry, I’m just saying it’s different.
ERIC. Right.
RANDY. Sorry, man, I’m a little pissed, maybe it’s the radiation.
ERIC. No, it’s okay, don’t be sorry.
RANDY. Too late.

(Silence.)
RANDY.

Faith is easy. You can believe in what you want. There’s hope. You
can make stuff up, it’s all hypothetical, it’s not here-and-now. Knowing is
hard.

ERIC. But you believe in God, right?
RANDY. No.

(Silence. RANDY casually leans up on his elbows, reaches for a
glass of water from the end table, exerting all of his energy and
avoiding eye contact.)
RANDY. Will you hand me that?
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ERIC. Sure.

(He stands up, goes to the table, and hands RANDY the glass.)
RANDY. Thanks.

(He drinks.)
RANDY. Man, this stuff is good.
ERIC. Do you . . . do you want to talk about that?
RANDY. About what?
ERIC. You know . . . not believing in God.
RANDY.

Oh, that. Well, I think it’s been going on for awhile now. I didn’t
know it or anything, but it was there. Once it occurs to you how ridiculous
the whole thing is, God, how much it makes absolutely no logical sense—
well, a lot of people choose to keep on believing to avoid worrying about
death. That’s what I did. And it worked, mostly. I was productive, I was
happy. Really, actually happy. I felt like I was making other people happy
and I felt good. The Spirit, serotonin, it’s easy to get them mixed up. But
once it’s here, death, you can’t ignore it anymore. The big black elephant in
the room just gets bigger. And blacker. And you just have to face it, you
can’t pretend anymore. You can’t play games, you can’t play Pretend
There’s No Elephant!
(Beat.)

RANDY. You don’t believe in God, do you?
ERIC. Yeah, I do.
RANDY. Yeah, I know, but not really, right?
ERIC. Yeah, I really do.
RANDY. Okay, whatever you say.

(Neither of them speaks. Neither of them moves. RANDY breathes
loudly, his eyes still closed.)
(Finally, Eric clears his throat.)
ERIC. “As we encounter that evil carrier, the pornography beetle, let our
battle standard and that of our communities—”
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(RANDY groans loudly. ERIC looks at him.)
ERIC. What?
RANDY. I don’t have a computer, the only channel I get is the Home and
Garden Network, I’m not looking at porn.
ERIC. I’m sorry.
RANDY. Don’t be sorry, just stop reading that.
ERIC. I’m sorry.
RANDY. I’ve got three weeks left to exist, you want to waste them?
ERIC. I’m sorry.

(Silence.)
ERIC. So, you want to watch This Old House?

(RANDY looks at him.)
RANDY. You want to know what I’m going to do with my last three weeks of

life? I’m going to call everyone I know. Everyone. Family, friends. Enemies.
Apathetic acquaintances. Tell them they don’t need to have a funeral for
me, they don’t need to do anything, they don’t need to make me cookies or
bring me anything while I’m still here. Just take all that money, take all of
my money too, and go to the store or get on eBay and buy some telescopes.
They don’t need to be expensive, but as many as they can afford, the nicest.
Call up everyone they know, ask them if they have any telescopes, if they
know anyone who does. Send out chain e-mails. Tell everyone. And they’ll
amass this huge collection of telescopes in my honor, hundreds, thousands,
and then they’ll take them all to NASA or wherever, some super-telescope,
the biggest one in the world, the one that sees the farthest, and they’ll line
them all up, eyepiece to eyepiece, and look through. And hopefully it’ll be
enough, hopefully they’ll have enough and they’ll be able to see far enough,
that they’ll be able to see the end of everything. The blackness. The nonblackness, the anti-blackness, whatever it is. The end of the universe, of
creation. And then they’ll know. They’ll know what I know. They’ll see the
elephant and they won’t be able to pretend they didn’t.
(Silence.)
ERIC. Let’s watch This Old House.
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RANDY. Did you hear what I just said? I’m talking about nothingness! I’m
talking about the meaning of everything, I’m talking about the
meaninglessness of everything and you want to watch This Old House!
ERIC. Hey, it’s better than the alternative—white plaster, impending death!
RANDY. Are you listening to me? You come here with your scriptures and
your talk about God but are you really listening to what I’m saying? Do
you really care about me and what I’m going through or am I just an
obligation, a statistic? “Well I’m sure glad that cancer guy is gone, one
less person to visit next month! Check that off my list!”
ERIC. Of course I care about you, we’ve known each other, what, how
many years? Of course I care about you, I just don’t know what to say to
make things any better.
RANDY. Say you’re sorry.
ERIC. I said I was sorry, you told me not to.
RANDY. I take it back. Say you’re sorry. Say you’re sorry I’m dying and
you’re not. Tell me it isn’t fair. Tell me nothing is fair.
ERIC. I’m sorry you’re dying . . .
RANDY. Tell me nothing’s fair. Tell me there’s no forgiveness. God doesn’t
forgive. I gave up drinking a decade ago and today I’m dying.
ERIC. I’m sorry . . . I know God loves you—
RANDY. No you don’t.
ERIC (Taken aback). I do.
RANDY. No you don’t. You can’t. You can’t know that, because God
doesn’t exist.
ERIC. I know that God exists—
RANDY. Well I know that he doesn’t. There. What now, Mormon boy?

(Neither of them speaks for a long time. Then, a knock at the door.)
RANDY. Come in.

(NANCY enters with a plate of cookies.)
NANCY. Hey guys . . . um, everything okay? I brought cookies. Pumpkin
chocolate chip?
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ERIC. Thanks, sweetie, you can just . . .
RANDY. You can just set them down on the table here.

(She does, then stays, strokes RANDY’s hair once with her hand,
kisses ERIC on the cheek, returns to her post by the door, and
stands there waiting, not sure what to do.)
ERIC. You can wait for me in the car if you like, I’ll be down in a minute.
NANCY. Okay. See you, Randy. We’ll stop by again on Tuesday.
RANDY. See you, Nancy. Thanks for the cookies.
NANCY. You’re welcome.

(She leaves. ERIC and RANDY sit. ERIC stares at the floor.
RANDY stares at ERIC. Then—slowly, deliberately, with great
effort, without taking his eyes off ERIC and without blinking—he
reaches over, takes a cookie, bites it, chews it, and swallows.)
RANDY. Sorry.
ERIC. For what?
RANDY. For destroying your faith.
ERIC. No. You didn’t really do that.
RANDY. Well I should have. I tried.
ERIC. You didn’t.

(They’re quiet.)
ERIC. Well, Nancy will be waiting, maybe I should just go.

(He stands and walks to the door. RANDY is startled.)
RANDY. Wait.

(ERIC turns around.)
ERIC. What?

(RANDY waits to respond.)
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RANDY. You’re leaving?
ERIC. I don’t know. I guess.
RANDY.

You’re my home teacher, you can’t just leave. You didn’t even read
the whole porn article.

ERIC. Do you want me to?
RANDY. No.
ERIC. Okay.

(Beat.)
ERIC. Look. I’ll stay if you want me to stay. It just seemed like things
weren’t going very well for either of us.
RANDY. I just don’t want this to be the last time I ever see you.
ERIC. We’re coming to visit on Tuesday.
RANDY. I know.
ERIC. Yeah . . . I don’t want it to be the last time either.

(Pause.)
RANDY. Hey.
ERIC. What?
RANDY. Are you . . .
ERIC. What?
RANDY. I . . . could you give me a blessing?

(ERIC looks at him, long. RANDY avoids his gaze.)
(Finally, ERIC pulls a cell phone out of his pocket and dials a
number. He holds the phone to his ear.)
ERIC. I need to call Nancy and tell her I’ll be a few minutes.

(Lights fade out.)

BASED ON TRUISH STORIES
Katherine Gee

(There is a plain bench Center Stage and a suitcase Downstage
Right. MARIA is kneeling beside the suitcase, trying to stuff in
some cumbersome things that won’t fit. She rearranges it a few
times, pushes down, gets frustrated, etc. Occasionally, she glances
at the doorway, as if waiting for something. Finally, she gives up
on whatever she’s trying to fit, and takes it out of the suitcase. She
faces the audience.)
MARIA. It really is incredible how often things do fit together. I suppose
it’s easier since they’ve standardized everything, like boxes or the sizes
of nails or the width of refrigerators. Still, it’s just so satisfying when
things pack up nicely! Usually, if you shove, or push, or squish . . .
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things fit! (Glances at door.) Jarom is picking me up in . . . (She looks at
her watch.) . . . about ten minutes, and this, (Indicates suitcase.) this was
supposed to work.
(She sits, staring at the box, biting her nails.)
MARIA.

If you think about it, we kind of have the same mentality about
our lives, don’t we? We pack up all our stuff and expect it to fit. We
push . . . we shove . . . we squish . . . wanting to standardize who we are
or what we do so we can fit nicely into a bag that will fit nicely into a
box that is then shipped off to wherever we want to go . . . or think we
should be going. All that packing . . . (Sighs.) . . . leaves one with a whole
lot of baggage.
(Beat; she gestures to the luggage.)
MARIA. I’m eloping. With Jarom. (Looks at watch.) In six minutes!

(Goes back to the luggage and tosses things in.)
Come on. Fit! (She rearranges things as she talks.) Jarom’s
Mormon, and I am Catholic, so . . . his parents want me to change, and
my grandmother, who has been my guardian for life, wants him to
change. It’s kind of frustrating really. We’re just not like that, Jarom and I,
so . . . we’re . . . (Realizing.) . . . we’re eloping. Gosh, I hope he’s late.

MARIA.

(Looking through things in the suitcase to throw out.)
MARIA. This is my whole life in here!

(She pulls out a blue handkerchief and smiles. It triggers a
memory, which is signified by lighting, and the entrance of the
NARRATOR and GIRLS 1-3.)
MARIA. Grandmother gave this to me. Oh, that woman has always had her

voice stuck inside my head.
NARRATOR. A sleepover. Playing Interrogation. Maria is twelve years old
and it’s her turn.
GIRL 1. Did you ever like Christopher?
MARIA. Ew . . . gross.
GIRL 2. If you could have anything in the world, what would it be?

BASED ON TRUISH STORIES

131

MARIA (Thinking). Um . . . My own house.
GIRL 3. Have you kissed a boy?
MARIA. Uh . . .
GIRL 3. French kissed a boy!?

(Giggles start.)
GIRL 3. Have you ever had se . . . ?

(She’s cut off by laughter and gasps.)
ALL. OOOOH!!!
GIRL 1. Shh! Maria doesn’t know what that is yet.

(Laughter.)
GIRL 2 (Loudly, over the laughter). How did your parents die?

(Sudden Silence.)
MARIA (Uncomfortably). I don’t know. It happened when I was little.
GIRL 2. Do you believe in God?

(GRANDMOTHER appears behind Maria.)
MARIA. I . . . Well . . . Do you believe in God, Grandmother?
GRANDMOTHER. Course I do, Maria. Everyone believes in God.
MARIA. Everyone?
GRANDMOTHER. Everyone who’s a child of God does.
MARIA. What if you don’t believe in God?
GRANDMOTHER

(Matter-of-factly). You’re a child of the devil, and you go to

Hell.
MARIA. Did my parents go to Hell?
GRANDMOTHER. Of course not. They went to Heaven.
MARIA (To GIRLS). Of course I believe in God . . . don’t you?
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(GRANDMOTHER and GIRLS 1-3 exit while MARIA looks at her
handkerchief pensively. She starts with another recollection of a
memory. LUKE enters.)

NARRATOR.

Piccadilly Circus, London. The time is 15:41. Maria is twenty

years old.
LUKE (Grinning). But I am not good at religion.
NARRATOR. Luke. He is Luke because his Arabic name is too hard to
pronounce. Shiite Muslim.
MARIA. Why?
LUKE. We are not supposed to drink . . . and I drink. We are supposed to
pray every day, and I forget to pray. Do you pray?
MARIA. I do.
LUKE.

That’s good. My friends here don’t pray. God isn’t in life anymore,

yes?
MARIA. Well, it’s hard when there are so many different . . .
LUKE & MARIA. Stories.
LUKE. Yes.
MARIA. Yes.

(RUTH enters.)
LUKE. And they may just be stories, but they are someone’s stories. A
story must be respected, yes?
MARIA. Yes.
LUKE. A story must be respected.

(Lights out on LUKE.)
NARRATOR. Bus number 44. Maria is fourteen years old.
RUTH. I believe that the whole world will eventually fix itself.
NARRATOR. Ruth. Fifteen years old. Jewish.
RUTH. We’ll keep getting better and better, and then . . .
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(EVA enters.)
NARRATOR. Bus number 12. Maria is sixteen years old.
EVA. The word “glory” bothers me . . .
NARRATOR. Eva. Fifteen years old. Catholic.
EVA. Heaven . . . in order for it to be paradise, “bliss,” we have to be in a
frozen state. Happiness, like sorrow, never lasts long enough to be
sustained . . . not while we’re moving. We have to be frozen.
MARIA.

Honestly, Eva. That sounds miserable. Can’t we move towards
something?

RUTH.

Eventually, humanity will just work itself out. It will get better and

better.
(A laugh). Ruth, do you really think the world is getting better?
Watch the news . . . it’s rotten!

MARIA

(RUTH is hurt and exits. EVA sets her chin. CHLOE enters.)
EVA. Nope. We have to be frozen.
MARIA. Eva . . . it’s wrong. (To herself.) It’s got to be. If we were taught—
CHLOE. I was taught like this.
NARRATOR.

A road trip to San Antonio, Texas. Maria is seventeen years

old.
MARIA. How?
NARRATOR. Chloe. Seventeen. A non-denominational Christian.
CHLOE.

My mom went to a small church in a small town in the smallminded state of Texas and she was taught in this church that the only
people that were going to Heaven were the people that were sitting in
that little church right then. Everyone else . . . in the whole world . . . was
going to Hell. Obviously, she hated this. So when my father died when I
was five, and I started asking questions like, “Where do we go when we
die?” “Who’s God?” “What’s Heaven?” and all that stuff, she handed me
the Bible and said, “Here, do what you want with it.” And that’s my
religion. You know what I think about atheists? I think . . . when you’re
going to choose whether there’s a God who cares or there’s nothing . . .
why not pick the happier scenario? Who cares if it’s wrong? Just pick the
one that makes you happy.
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(CHLOE and EVA exit. MARIA turns back to her suitcase. We’re
in the present again. She addresses the audience.)

MARIA. I was walking down Buchanan Street in Glasgow, Scotland. A man

asked me if I could spare him just a minute of my time. I was in no rush
and I was curious, so I stopped. He asked me if I would donate money to
his cause. “What cause?” I asked. “Preaching,” he said. He was a Scottish
Buddhist monk, and after I gave him some pence he gave me a free book.
The Journey of Self-Discovery. He said to me, “It doesn’t matter what
people do . . . it doesn’t matter if they’re not happy.”
(This triggers another memory and RUTH enters. MARIA and
RUTH start to give each other gifts.)
NARRATOR. Exchanging gifts for Hanukah and Christmas. Maria and Ruth
are fifteen and sixteen, respectively.
RUTH.

You told me that story about your sister in Miami, about how at
Christmas she baked cookies and wanted to go caroling, but there was no
one to go to because everyone in her neighborhood was Jewish. She was
lonely, you said . . . now you know what it’s like to be Jewish in Texas.
(RUTH exits. Lights up on LUKE. MARIA sits next to him.)

MARIA. Why? Why would they kill two hundred Yazidis?
LUKE. They worship Melek Taus.
MARIA. Who’s that?
LUKE. You know him as the Devil. This is the story that I remember . . .
(He smiles.) . . . and my English is yet very good. Once upon a time, Allah
created Fire, and out of this fire, he created Angels. Then out of the earth,
he created humans, Adam and Eve. You know of this story?
MARIA. I do.

(JAROM, ELIZABETH, and EVA enter, passing behind Maria. A
memory in a memory.)
EVA (To JAROM). Sorry, friend. That’s the way it is.
NARRATOR. Lunchtime with friends. Maria is seventeen years old.
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JAROM. But . . . but . . . what about that poor man in China who never
even heard about Jesus. Is he doomed to Hell, just because he never
“accepted Christ” in this life?
MARIA. Yes.
ELIZABETH. Why would God do that?
MARIA (Shrugging apathetically). That’s life.
EVA. Life sucks . . .
JAROM, MARIA & EVA. . . . and then you die!

(ELIZABETH frowns as the rest laugh. JAROM, ELIZABETH,
and EVA exit.)
LUKE. God then commanded all of his angels to kneel to the humans, for
they were wiser and greater, because they had minds. Two angels refused
to kneel to Adam and Eve. These Angels were, you call him Gabriel, yes?
Yes and Melek Taus. Eventually Gabriel knelt, but Melek Taus did not,
and for this, he was cast out of Paradise, or Heaven . . . they are one and
the same. So one day, the Devil snuck into Heaven, or Paradise, as a
snake, and went to Adam and told him to feed Hoya, his wife, the
forbidden apple. He said, “Eat. Eat.” And Hoya said no, but finally she
succumbed. And they both ate the apple. Because of this they were taken
out of Heaven, and sent to Iraq. Every prophet must pass through Iraq.

(Another memory. JAROM and EVA are sitting together. EVA is
reading The Da Vinci Code. CHLOE and RUTH enter.)
CHLOE. Is that the one with Mary Magdalene?
RUTH. Who’s she?
EVA. She was a prostitute who—

(Laughing, but contradictory). No she wasn’t! She wasn’t a
prostitute at all! That’s just some dumb propaganda that—

MARIA

JAROM (Stern).

Whoa. You can believe what you want, but don’t just judge
someone’s beliefs like that. It’s just a story, but if it’s what she believes . . .
it’s what she believes. You can’t just say, “That’s wrong.” That’s wrong.
Go on, Eva.
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(There is a long pause and MARIA turns away ashamed. All but
Maria and Luke exit.)

MARIA (Repeating; exploring the meaning of the phrase). That’s wrong.

(She turns back to LUKE.)
MARIA. You were saying, Luke?
LUKE. I know you believe Jesus is the Son of God, yes? But we believe he
was a great prophet. When the men of Mary’s village asked, “Where is the
father of your child?” the baby Jesus’ mouth was opened and he said, “I
am a great prophet of God.” It’s just a story perhaps . . . but you must
respect the story.

(LUKE stands up to shake MARIA’s hand.)
MARIA. We’ll never see each other again, will we?

(LUKE frowns.)
MARIA. I guess there’s a chance?
LUKE. There’s . . . hope?
MARIA. Yeah.

(LUKE exits as SKYLER enters.)
SKYLER. Can I ask you a question?
NARRATOR. Driving. Somewhere in New Mexico. Three a.m. Maria is
nineteen years old.
SKYLER. Okay. It’s more like permission for a diatribe.
NARRATOR. Skyler. Nineteen. Mormon.
MARIA. Go ahead.
SKYLER.

They’re always saying that Fear and Faith can’t exist together, but
I think. I think. That maybe they’re exactly the same. People talk about
repentance as if they’re afraid of something. Fear of punishment, fear of
doing what’s wrong, fear of final judgment. What is God going to do to
you, you know? Fear of the consequences. That isn’t faith.
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(CHLOE, EVA, JAROM, ELIZABETH, and SCOTT clump in the
background with notebooks as if they’re in a class, staring ahead
in awe at the professor.)
NARRATOR. Geography class. Utah.
SCOTT. You mean . . . we’re overdue for an explosion?
CHLOE (Correcting him). Earthquake.
SCOTT.

Still . . . there’s this hot spot . . . that created Yellowstone . . . and
it’s under us?

ELIZABETH. And it can go off at any minute?
JAROM. Ka-boom!
EVA. Not funny.
SCOTT (Terrified). We’re all gonna die . . . we are all going to die.
MARIA (To SKYLER). We live each moment in faith that we’ll be alive in
the next moment, and the next, and the next. And maybe that’s a fear of
death . . . but it’s still a faith in life.

(All exit but SKYLER and MARIA. RUTH enters. MARIA turns to
RUTH in a new memory.)
(To RUTH). And we stood in front of the Torah that they had on
display, do you remember? It was your page. The page you memorized
for your Bat Mitzvah.

MARIA

RUTH (Not looking at MARIA). I remember the museum. The horrors of
the Holocaust displayed in such a way that—
NARRATOR. Ruth. Twenty years old. Now an existentialist.
RUTH. The Torah? It’s just full of stories. Good stories, but I mean, Noah’s

Ark? (Laughs.) I wrote my own book of religion. I’m just Jewish culturally
now. Then again, who knows, it might change tomorrow.

MARIA. But all those people, all that death, and all for—

What? Religion? (She frowns.) Yeah . . . our existence is more
important than our non-existence.

RUTH.

NARRATOR. Skyler. Twenty years old. Now agnostic.
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SKYLER.

You know what it is, don’t you? We’re all just so damn scared . . .
of what’s going to happen, you know? What if I get pregnant? What if I
die? What if . . . God doesn’t give a—
(Nonchalantly, to MARIA). Your parents died, Maria. What do you
know . . . (Brief pause.) . . . excuse me, believe?

RUTH

(Maria looks at SKYLER, then RUTH.)
MARIA. What do I believe?

(SKYLER shrugs and exits.)
MARIA. Too much baggage.

(EVA, CHLOE, JAROM, and SCOTT enter. GRANDMOTHER
enters later. A sporadic kaleidoscope of memories.)
EVA. Heaven is a place of frozen paradise.
RUTH. I used to think that when we died, we would all appear before these

gates, and we would walk up to the man, or woman, there and say, “I was
Jewish. I was Mormon. I was Catholic. I was Muslim.” And he, or she,
would send us into our own heavens . . . the ones for each of our
religions. Now, I just hope there’s food, I mean, if there’s anything at all.
JAROM. I’m sure everyone will be happy.
NARRATOR. Scott. Eighteen years old. Atheist.
SCOTT. Nothing. Nothing happens after you die. Carpe Diem Baby!

(Again, matter-of-factly). When you die, those that were
better will get to lie around all day, and be served by those that weren’t so
good. They’ll do the cleaning, and the cooking, and we’ll just lie around.

GRANDMOTHER

MARIA. Do you really think that, Grandma?
GRANDMOTHER. I know that, Maria.
MARIA.

I would like it if I could do anything I wanted in Heaven. As if
there were a room for everything, and I could spend as long as I wanted
in each room. Spend as long as we want with people . . . people that
maybe we didn’t get so much time with on earth.

JAROM. It’s all going to be fine, I’m sure.
RUTH. I would love it if there were food.
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SCOTT.

As Jack Handey wisely said, “When you die, if you get a choice
between going to regular heaven or pie heaven, choose pie heaven. It
might be a trick, but if it’s not, mmmmmmm, boy.”
(All exit but EVA and MARIA, who again returns to the present,
and starts to repack her suitcase.)

MARIA. It’s so necessary to squish it all into one place. Cram it all into
your head or your heart. I wish there was room in the liver for religion
and room in our knees for heavenly thoughts. Then it wouldn’t get so
crowded.

(Another memory. Lights come up on CHLOE, who enters, and
EVA.)
NARRATOR. Conversations . . . when they were all too old to go back.
EVA. October 30, 2005. I was there you know. When he got electrocuted. I
went with friends to the University Baptist Church and we were sitting in
the chapel. He was in the water, and the woman getting baptized was in
the water, and he reached for the microphone and . . .
CHLOE.

I gave him my ring, my ring you know, my promise ring that I
would wait till I got married before I . . . and then he drove away . . . I
slept alone that night. (Looks up.) I had to go somewhere after that. Had
to leave. So I went to Rome.
They tried for forty minutes to revive him . . . (Shrugs.) I don’t go to
church anymore. Not that I don’t believe anything . . . it’s just . . . it’s not
for me . . . not now.

EVA.

CHLOE.

I love America, I do . . . but, Rome is home to me. Did you know I
found God again? I was blessed by the Pope! And after seeing all those
cathedrals, just being in Rome, all those cathedrals! I think, well, maybe,
I’m going to become Catholic.
(ELIZABETH enters. As she speaks, EVA and CHLOE exit.)

ELIZABETH. I was sitting in Algebra II class—
NARRATOR. Elizabeth. Twenty years old. No specified religion.
ELIZABETH. —and I was looking down at my piece of notebook paper,
with my pencil like this . . . (She indicates simply holding her pencil over
her paper.) . . . when this light, from the window to my left . . . (Indicates
window to left.) . . . a beam of sunlight, landed on my hand, and my paper.
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(She stares at her hand and paper.) It was a simple moment, but it was
profound. I looked up, out the window, the scratching of pencils and
sniffles of students echoed around me, and I saw the sun piercing
through a cloud. And I knew. I just knew. Something . . . no, someone,
loved me. I was loved. God, no, father, loved me. (She shrugs.) I was
sixteen. (Laughs.) It was just a beam of light in Algebra. (Firmly.) But I
knew.
(MARIA watches as ELIZABETH exits. VOICES should be split
between offstage actors and actresses and be heard from opposite
ends of the stage.)
MARIA.

I remember when I went to Westminster Abbey to hear the sung
Eucharist. They repeated this phrase over and over again.

VOICES 1. Great is the mystery of faith.
VOICES 2. Thanks be to God.
MARIA (To no one in particular). A mystery we can figure out, right?
VOICES 1. Great is the mystery of faith.
VOICES 2. Thanks be to God.

(There is silence for a long time. SCOTT, MARIA, CHLOE, and
EVA enter one by one and start to pick up “rocks” and “toss” them
out to sea. MARIA joins them.)
NARRATOR. December 21st with friends. Tossing rocks on the coast.
Maria is twenty years old.
SCOTT.

Did you know that the Mayans’ calendar ends on December 21st,
2012. Supposedly that’s the end of the world. That’s just two days after
your birthday, Maria.

MARIA (Realizing). The world is going to end on somebody’s birthday!
EVA. It won’t matter if you’re a Jehovah’s Witness.
CHLOE.

Here’s the deal. You ask how did the Egyptians build the
pyramids? Aliens.

EVA. Then how do you explain dinosaurs?
CHLOE.

the sky.

Gravity. The earth lost gravity, and all the dinosaurs floated into
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And the end of the world is going to be when they fall back down

again.
EVA. And aliens built the pyramids.
CHLOE. Let’s start our own religion.
MARIA. I’m a believer.
CHLOE (To SCOTT). Soooo, Scott. You’re Mormon now.

(SCOTT nods and throws a rock, wincing when it doesn’t skip.)
CHLOE.

Yeah, I figured out what you Mormons do in those temples of
yours. You’re building spaceships. And you’re communicating with
aliens.

MARIA. The ones that built the pyramids.
CHLOE. And so when the world ends.
SCOTT. On December 21st, 2012.
CHLOE.

All the Mormons will live, like, three months longer than
everybody else . . . because of your food storage. (To SCOTT.) Can I hang
out with you and your food storage when the world ends?

SCOTT. Or better yet, you can start getting your own.
CHLOE. Nah. I’ll just use yours.

(They are quiet for a little while, as they toss rocks. MARIA turns
to SCOTT awkwardly.)
MARIA. Why the sudden life-changing decision, Scott?
SCOTT. It wasn’t that sudden.
MARIA. Still . . . why . . .

(She goes silent. They both shift uncomfortably. Then SCOTT
grins and shrugs.)
SCOTT. God found me, I guess.

(MARIA stares at SCOTT in wonder. He picks up a rock and hands
it to her. She looks carefully at the rock, as everyone else exits.
During this monologue, RAY enters, searching for something.)
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MARIA.

When I first met Ray, it was outside of my brother’s house. We
were all having dinner together. And he told me of the time he spent his
teenage years on the streets of L.A., dealing drugs. His days in jail when
he snuck hundreds of loaves of banana bread to the inmates, was kicked
out of the bakery, and into the laundry, where he started pleating
everyone’s clothes and adding designs on their collars. Of how, after years
of schizophrenia and drug addictions and homelessness and being treated
like he was nothing better than dirt on his neighbor’s shoe, he wandered
into the deserts of Utah . . . and found God in the rocks. Hidden underneath that sandstone, limestone, and shale lay gems: amber, sapphires,
turquoise. Ask him about his rocks, and he will show you treasures
hidden beneath the coarsest stone. And he’ll say to you . . .

RAY. Ah man, you can get so messed up in this world, so messed up . . .
you’ve got to just get out, out, out sometimes, you know? Find some
amazing rocks, not rocks, real treasures, real discoveries, the real stuff,
man, out there in the desert. That’s God’s country, out there, a real place,
you know, without all the stuff we’ve got here. Just earth, and you look
hard enough, you’ve got an eye for it, and you’ll find some real good
pieces of stone, and stuff. Real good pieces.

(RAY gets to MARIA, and takes the rock from her. He pauses
when he sees the ring on her finger. He takes her hand and looks
at the ring carefully. Then he winks and grins. RAY exits. MARIA
stares at the ring on her finger.)
MARIA (Confused). Maybe I should—
NARRATOR (To MARIA, interrupting). Great is the mystery of Faith.

(She looks at him in surprise. NARRATOR exits. We are back in
the present. MARIA turns back to her suitcase.)
MARIA.

They say God is Love. Love shouldn’t be a problem then . . .
shouldn’t be a problem with God, not if they’re the same. Ugh, the pieces
don’t fit.
(There is a knock.)

JAROM (Offstage). Maria?
MARIA. Come in.

(JAROM enters.)
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JAROM. Maria! You ready?

(He wraps his arms around her, but she responds coldly.)
JAROM. What is it?
MARIA (A revelation, not a decision). I can’t go, Jarom.
JAROM. Why?
MARIA (Thoughtfully). I think there are more things in heaven and earth
. . . than are dreamt of in our philosophies.
JAROM. What?

(Gesturing towards the suitcase wearily). All my things don’t fit
together.

MARIA

JAROM. Well, we can fix that.

(JAROM gets on his knees and tries to pack her things up. Maria
shakes her head.)
MARIA.

We humans aren’t born to fit each other like puzzle pieces. And
love doesn’t melt differences, Jarom. We have to carve them out of
ourselves. We sand ourselves down here and there, making squares into
circles, and circles into spirals. We splinter ourselves all over in hopes of
finally fitting. Sometimes I think we sand too deep, cutting ourselves,
wounding a bit of what we were to begin with. Sometimes we just don’t
nick off enough, so we’re always bumping against the piece we’re trying
to fit . . .

JAROM. Why are you quoting Shakespeare and spinning metaphors,
Maria? It worries me.
MARIA. I’ve sanded off too much for you, I think.
JAROM. Is this about your grandmother, or my parents, because—

(MARIA shakes her head, and gently grabs JAROM’s face, placing
her hand on his cheek.)
MARIA. Goodbye, Jarom.
JAROM. Is this about us? Or our religions. (Silence.) Religion. Maria! We
talked about this! We decided what was important to us. Us!
MARIA. You’re in my house, so I have to ask you to leave.
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Look at me, Maria. (He takes her face in his hands.) You and I are
what’s tangible and real. Us. Here. Now. This. All that other stuff . . . well,
it’s just a bunch of stories. Don’t tell me you’re going to ignore what’s real
for speculation, Maria. You’re smarter than—

JAROM.

MARIA. Tell me, Jarom. Would you throw away all those stories for this?
JAROM. Yes!

(He goes in to kiss her. She stops him, pushing him away slightly
to look at his face. She stares at him with a mixture of horror and
disbelief for a moment.)
(With unfamiliar clarity). Then we just don’t fit, Jarom. We just
don’t fit.

MARIA

(JAROM now stares at her in disbelief, and then drops his arms to
his side. They stand there for a while, looking at each other.
JAROM implores with his eyes, and MARIA stares back in
refusal. Finally, JAROM sighs and looks down. He glances at the
suitcase, and starts to exit, but then stops. He turns back,
awkwardly.)
JAROM. This is just about . . . (He swallows.) . . . eloping, right? I mean.

(MARIA reaches for the ring on her hand, and JAROM rolls his
eyes angrily and then sighs in frustration and grief as MARIA
hands him the ring. After another painful look at MARIA, he
exits. MARIA turns to the suitcase with the intent to unpack, and
throws the top open, staring at its contents, frustrated. Suddenly,
she sees something she hasn’t seen before, and she bends down
eagerly, and shifts a few things in the suitcase. Suddenly
everything fits. As she zips up the suitcase, a bit of light catches
her hands, as if the sun just came through her window. She looks
towards the source of it, blinking. She grins broadly.)
MARIA (Simply). Oh, there you are.

(Blackout.)

GAIA
Eric Samuelsen

(LUCIFER stares down at a lagoon. GAIA enters, looks around,
sees him.)
GAIA. Lucifer. We need to talk.
LUCIFER. Gaia. Look.
GAIA. Now.
LUCIFER. Right there!
GAIA.

Lucifer, I finally found you. We have serious matters to discuss. I
don’t have time—

LUCIFER. Quickly!
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GAIA. Lucifer . . . (Looks.) It’s a lagoon, a coral reef.
LUCIFER. Yes! Life and light and mindless slaughter. Now, right . . . there.
GAIA. We don’t have time to . . . fine. That fish?
LUCIFER. Yes, but what kind of fish?
GAIA. Taxonomy is Michael’s department.
LUCIFER. I’m not talking to Michael. It’s called a tang, a blue tang.
GAIA. She’s hiding. Fine, that’s what she does.
LUCIFER. That’s all she can do. All night, all day, she looks for cover, a
hiding place, some tiny hole or crack in a reef crawling with predators.
She can’t outswim anything, can’t defend herself. She can hide. That’s her
only evolutionary advantage.
GAIA.

Well, she also lays thousands of eggs. And her hatchlings are good
at hiding too, and good at laying more eggs. I really don’t see what—

LUCIFER. Okay, now, next exhibit. Right there.
GAIA. I know the argument you’re—
LUCIFER. Sharks, big and stupid: lagoon fish, smaller but smarter. So
which would you rather be?
GAIA. They get the same mortality.
LUCIFER. The same mortality, yes! They’re intelligences, like we are. They
need bodies, like we do! So how is this fair—how does one get to be a
predator and the other one prey?
GAIA. So the reports we’ve heard are true.
LUCIFER. Engage with me! Talk to me; hear my arguments. Make arguments of your own.
GAIA. I am. (Intensely.) There’s a plan; we’ve all agreed to it.
LUCIFER. So we can’t change our minds? Look at that fish. An intelligence.
GAIA. A limited one. “I’m hungry.” “I’m scared.”
LUCIFER. Capable of growth, like me, like you.
GAIA. You’re growing? Or just changing your mind?
LUCIFER (Taken aback at this). All I do is talk to people. All I do, all day long.

GAIA
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GAIA. Preaching against the plan.
LUCIFER. Not really. All the ways the plan doesn’t work.
GAIA. It’s beautiful.
LUCIFER. That’s sick.
GAIA. To me, it is. My earth, it’s beautiful.
LUCIFER. Yours? You helped, that’s all.
GAIA.

Helped, you’re right. I was lead engineer; I have come to think of it
as mine, as most of us have. I do love it so.

LUCIFER. I remember you down there, stirring the soup.
GAIA.

I spent millennia gathering the elements, methane, ammonia,
hydrogen.

LUCIFER. You wasted millennia.
GAIA.

Look what we did, though. Amino acids to proteins to life. We
filled a world with life!

LUCIFER. Disgusting, most of it. Mites and bacteria and slime molds.
GAIA. And fish. And sharks.
LUCIFER. Yes! Hail, Gaia, Earth’s mother! Creator of violence and death.
GAIA. Author of necessity.
LUCIFER. Well, I see your world. I see a shark and a fish. That’s what it
comes down to. Sharks and fish, predators and victims. Violent and
bloody and so unfair.
GAIA.

You don’t really care about that fish. You care about how her life
affects you.

LUCIFER. You didn’t know her until I pointed her out.
GAIA. I know that she wanted a body. She wanted a chance to learn.
LUCIFER. And there. She’s dead. She just died. That bigger fish just ate her.
GAIA. And the shark will eat the bigger fish. That’s how it works.
LUCIFER. So which would you rather be?
GAIA. They’re equal, Lucifer. Equally blessed, equally cherished.
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LUCIFER. Cherished!
GAIA. You know that’s true. HE loves them all.
LUCIFER. So HE sent them down to this horror show. Where we’re going,
right? Pain and sickness and violence and death.
GAIA. You’re such a coward.
LUCIFER. Okay, if that’s what you’re reduced to—
GAIA.

You’re a crybaby, Lucifer. Whine whine. “Oh, I’m so scared. Oh, it’s
going to hurt! Oh, I’m going to get an owie on my pinkie!”

LUCIFER. You don’t know what pain is.
GAIA.

Nor do you! We’re just these shapes, incorporeal. We can’t actually
feel much of anything.

LUCIFER. I like my shape.
GAIA.

So why does every single intelligence, when they’ve died, when they
get back here, why does every single one miss it? Because they do.

LUCIFER. They’re stupid.
GAIA.

Your shark friend will be back here soon enough. Say that to him;
tell him how dumb he is. Let me know when; I wanna watch.

LUCIFER. He can’t really hurt me. (But he looks around uneasily.)
GAIA. Wanna bet?
LUCIFER. You think I’m just afraid. Of pain and difficulty. I’m not. I just
see what I see.
GAIA.

We all can see the same world. We just don’t dwell on the worst
bits of it.
(Pause.)

LUCIFER. When are you going?
GAIA. None of us know.
LUCIFER.

Don’t give me that. You’re in the inner circle. No way you don’t

know.
GAIA. I’ve heard . . . soon.
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LUCIFER. With Michael. Gaia and Michael, the first two. I knew that. I still
know things, too.
GAIA. Fine, you know things. Good for you.
LUCIFER. It’s almost ready, isn’t it? After all these years. All that death and
preparation. It’s about time.
GAIA. Men. And women.
LUCIFER. Us. And it’ll be comfortable at first. You and Michael in that
garden. And then you’ll get to choose, won’t you? You’ll leave your
garden, and you’ll suffer, and you’ll think it was your idea.
GAIA. It will be.
LUCIFER (Shouts it). Sure! As long as HE gets to keep HIS hands clean!
GAIA. We agreed! We said we wanted this!
LUCIFER. We didn’t know!
GAIA. We knew enough!
LUCIFER. Not me!

(Pause.)
GAIA.

It could have been you in the garden. It was between you and
Michael.

LUCIFER. Not Yahweh?
GAIA.

You know his role. You’ve become this great baby, so afraid of pain,
and look at him. Look at what he’ll suffer.

LUCIFER. More pain, the key to the plan.
GAIA.

He agreed to it, and I honor him; I even think about him, and I wish
I could weep, and you—

LUCIFER. I’m important too! Don’t talk about him, I’m just as important as
he is! I’m in the inner circle!
GAIA. Yes. You are.
LUCIFER. I don’t know what I’m going to be doing yet, but it’s got to be
important. People listen to me!
GAIA. Which is why it’d be nice if you talked sense.
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LUCIFER. Maybe I’ll even be with you, there, in that garden.
GAIA. It’ll just be us two. To begin with.
LUCIFER. Three’s a crowd. I’d be intruding. An unwelcome guest.
GAIA. Something like that.
LUCIFER. Sounds good. Sounds like fun.
GAIA. I’m not going to argue anymore.

(She starts to go.)
LUCIFER. Do you remember the meteor?
GAIA. Of course I do.
LUCIFER. Those poor dying creatures. Huge, lumbering; all that’s left of
them now is my shark.
GAIA. Lobsters. Alligators.
LUCIFER.

They weren’t all stupid; there were higher intelligences with some
self-awareness, some sense of family and protecting the young and . . .

GAIA. Lucifer, I remember.
LUCIFER. Do you remember how that felt, watching? Everywhere,
creatures choking to death. They couldn’t breathe; they could hardly
move, and no idea why. There they were, feeding and propagating.
Suddenly, smash. The air turning lethal. And they fell, by the millions,
billions.
GAIA. Gabriel protected those he could.
LUCIFER. Gabriel. Mr. Cataclysm.
GAIA.

That’s his role. Once the dominant species reaches an evolutionary
dead end . . .

LUCIFER. I’ve heard the lecture—
GAIA. Other species with greater potential—
LUCIFER. Those mammals, sure.
GAIA. They come under Gabriel’s protection, and we, well, we . . .
LUCIFER. Allow something through.
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GAIA.

We allow something through. And in time, Gabriel’s role will form
the heart of a beautiful myth. A poet will celebrate it: a boat, a flood, a
family. A true enough reflection of his function in Earth history.

LUCIFER. And what of the brutality that poetry conceals, living souls
choking out their lives in flood and firestorm?
GAIA. I trust HIM. HE’s been right every time.
LUCIFER. The plan. Always the plan.
GAIA. It’s beautiful.
LUCIFER. Yes, of course you think that, anything HE wants—
GAIA.

The plan has a kind of tragic beauty, yes. Somber and quiet and
reverent.

LUCIFER. Words that shouldn’t be spoken so glibly.
GAIA. We have all seen death. We don’t all lose our perspective.
LUCIFER. Ah, yes, perspective, I certainly have that.

(Pause. She scrutinizes him.)
GAIA. They say you won’t go.
LUCIFER. Is that what they say?
GAIA. They say you’re telling people that none of us should go.
LUCIFER. You have good sources.
GAIA. Lucifer, you’re too bright for this. You’ve always been favored.
LUCIFER. Kill and be killed; eat and be eaten. Savage struggles for survival,
enemies everywhere. That’s what we face, right? Except it’s different for
us.
GAIA. For humans, more is expected.
LUCIFER. That’s the heart of it; there’s the rub. Every other species, every
single one, essentially without exception, lives by instinct, survival and
propagation. And then they die, and they get back here, right? Every
single lesser intelligence. And what do they get? Pat on the back, good
and faithful servant, you fulfilled the measure of your creation.
GAIA. Because they did.
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And then it’s our turn. Michael first. And you. And the rest of

us.
GAIA. Yes.
LUCIFER. And the rules will suddenly change! We’ll still get instincts: we’ll
still want to protect ourselves, we’ll still want to procreate. But we get an
added twist, won’t we?
GAIA. More will be expected of us.
LUCIFER. We’ll have to think things through. We’ll have to make
decisions. We’ll have to live by rules, rules that don’t apply to any other
intelligence. And we’re going to be judged! Someone up here’s going to be
keeping tally on us!
GAIA. That’s right. That’s our test.
LUCIFER. And because we’ll have bodies, we won’t want to get hurt. We’ve
seen it, how creatures stay away from danger. Except us, avoiding pain
won’t be enough for us. Sometimes, we’ll be judged if we don’t choose
pain. We could even be expected to make choices that increase pain.
How is that fair?
GAIA. If this test isn’t difficult—
LUCIFER. You’re as smart as I am. Why can’t you think this through?
We’re being set up to fail!
GAIA.

Think it through. So we’re to think for ourselves here, but not
down there? We’re to make decisions, and live by consequences here, but
only here? Not down there.

LUCIFER. We can do it here too.
GAIA. We can do it there, too.
LUCIFER. No, and here’s why—
GAIA.

You’ve seen it a billion times! Having a body doesn’t change the
essential—

LUCIFER.

Here, no one’s trying to kill us. Here, we’re not suffering, or in

danger.
GAIA.

Well, pain is an experience we can’t have right now. That’s one of
the reasons we need bodies.

LUCIFER. And to make choices.
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GAIA.

Some of us won’t really have to face many choices. How many will
die as children? And how about me?

LUCIFER. What about you?
GAIA.

I’m a woman. Everything we’ve heard, our opportunities are going
to be pretty limited, most of us, most of the time.

LUCIFER. You’re not horrified by that thought?
GAIA. Horrified at being a woman?
LUCIFER. The unfairness of it.
GAIA.

I’ll still be free to choose. Maybe I won’t be free to choose the
contexts for those choices, but there will always be choices I can make.

LUCIFER. You think.
GAIA. I know.
LUCIFER. Well, fine. If the point is to have bodies, let’s go down. We’ll
have a miserable few years, and soon enough we’ll get eaten. Fine, if that’s
completely necessary.
GAIA. HE says it is.
LUCIFER. Well, HE should know. But I wanna be a shark.
GAIA. You would be so bored as a shark . . .
LUCIFER. Hey, it’s a body. But it’s a pretty awesome, scary body. Big,
strong, lives longer, suffers less! Look at that body you’re stuck with.
GAIA. I’ve seen them, early hominids are still evolving, but—
LUCIFER. Hairless, clawless, almost toothless. Weak, sickly, scrawny, and
you, you’re a woman, once a month you’re going to have to—
GAIA.

I’ve seen what our bodies are going to be. Shaped like my shape,
more or less.

LUCIFER. Well, not for me! Screw that!
GAIA. Don’t say things like—
LUCIFER. Just let us be like the other animals. Live by instinct, kill or be
killed, eat and be eaten. Don’t make us choose things. Don’t make us
responsible.
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GAIA. And you’d be satisfied with that?
LUCIFER. Hey, I think I’d do fine. Kill when I have to, and hide the rest of
the time. Sounds good to me.
GAIA. And what would you learn?

(Pause.)
LUCIFER. Are you going to tell me to stop talking to people?
GAIA. I’ll be talking to them afterwards.
LUCIFER.

Then do me a favor. Tell

HIM

something for me. Tell

HIM

I

know.
GAIA. What do you know?
LUCIFER. What HIS was like. HIS probation. I’ve seen it.
GAIA. That’s not possible.
LUCIFER. Hey, you said I was bright.
GAIA. Show me.
LUCIFER. You sure?
GAIA. Show me!
LUCIFER. HE was nothing special. I figured, you know, HE was probably a
king, or an artist, or someone really important. But no. See for yourself.

(LUCIFER steps back. GAIA looks.)
LUCIFER. HE’s

twenty, MOTHER was sixteen. They have two children. They
sleep on some straw on a dirt floor. They eat with wooden forks. They’re
no one. They have nothing.

GAIA. That’s FATHER.
LUCIFER. There HE is. This is as old as HE ever got. HE married at
seventeen, normal in that day. These guys came by. They had some
dispute with HIS master and they took it out on his slaves. There.

(GAIA recoils from the view in utter horror.)
LUCIFER. HE fought back as best
pretty quickly.

HE

could. But you can see. It was over
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GAIA. Why would you show me this?
LUCIFER. To show you how hypocritical this all is! Look at
nothing! HE was nobody! Someone to be slaughtered.

HIM. HE

did

GAIA. HE loved HER. Look how HE fought for HER.
LUCIFER. Yes, HE loved! But look at HIM. Worked half to death, with
nothing to show for it. How could HE make any choices at all? How was
HE judged? HE’s sending us down as a test? To think, to grow, to learn?
Well, what did HE ever learn? How was HE really human?
GAIA. And you don’t see that?
LUCIFER. I see a peasant being bludgeoned to death.
GAIA. No! A man, in love. A man who cared for his family! Powerless and
weak, perhaps, but look at the choices HE made nonetheless.
LUCIFER. I see an animal slaughtered. And I don’t think it’s fair for me to
have to live up to some higher standard than that.
GAIA. Is that all you can see? How unfair things are to you?
LUCIFER. Fair’s fair, and HE’s not being fair. And I’m telling everyone, and
some already believe me.
GAIA. So it’s true. What Yahweh told me—
LUCIFER. Yahweh, what did HE say about me?
GAIA. HE said there was a role in the plan for you. An important role, a
necessary role. But a terrible one. And you had to choose it, and you
could decide not to, but . . . (She stops.)
LUCIFER. What? I could decide not to, but what?
GAIA. But that you probably wouldn’t.
LUCIFER. Well. Now I am intrigued. What great role is this?
GAIA. The tempter. The destroyer. The opposition.
LUCIFER. That’s what they’ve ordained for me?
GAIA.

It’s not ordained! It’s not something HE can ordain! But they see the
way you’re heading, and it makes . . . some sense.

LUCIFER. So it looks like I’ll be in the garden with you after all.
GAIA. You don’t have to! This is still something you can decide not to do!
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LUCIFER. Hey, this is great. For once, they’re taking me seriously.
GAIA.

Lucifer, you’ve seen FATHER’s mortality! When you look at that life,
that short, painful, loving life, you feel no compassion?

LUCIFER.

I feel nothing but contempt. And you still think HE’s great, don’t

you?
GAIA. More than ever.
LUCIFER. What a sentimental weakling you are.
GAIA. And I had no idea you’d fallen so far.
LUCIFER. Fallen? You just said it, I’m essential! I’m needed!
GAIA. I’m so sorry, Lucifer.
LUCIFER. Hey, you tell ’em from me. I’ll still go! If they want me to, I’ll go.
But on my terms!
GAIA. Goodbye.
LUCIFER. I want to be a shark! If I have to go, I’ll go as a shark, big and
strong and a predator! But no choices! None of this testing ground for
me! No sir, I go as a shark, pure instinct, or I don’t go at all! You tell them!
That’s my last offer!

(She exits.)
LUCIFER. So unfair. So not right.

(Blackout.)

PRODIGAL SON
James Goldberg

(In the darkness.)
SON. Scene One. First encounters.

(Lights up.)
SON.

I first heard of the Church when I was a kid. We went to visit my
grandparents in Salt Lake and they took us to visit what I initially
assumed was just a really big, stony church. Or maybe a castle?
The next encounter I had with the Church was substantially more aesthetically pleasing. In one of the most courageous acts of my life to that
point, I had actually found a moment alone with Christy and asked her if
she wanted to go out with me that Sunday. And she just looked at me, I
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mean really just—wow. I probably could have picked up a car at the time
if she’d asked me to, there was so much adrenaline pumping through my
veins. But she didn’t. All she said was:
(Lights up on her.)
CHRISTY. I can’t.

(Beat. He’s crushed.)
CHRISTY. I mean, not Sunday. It’s just . . . I’m Mormon, and so Sundays I
can’t . . . What are you doing tomorrow?
SON. What was I doing—? Like it mattered what else I had planned. (Back
to her.) Tomorrow is good. (To audience.) Saturday, as it turned out, went
miraculously well, enough to turn into some other days, and before too
long it was . . . (Crosses to her, covers her eyes.) What’re you doing tonight?
CHRISTY (Smiling). I can’t. It’s Monday.
SON. Are you Jewish, too, or something?
CHRISTY. No . . . that’s Friday nights. Mondays I’m definitely Mormon.
There’s this thing we do called family home evening, so . . .
SON. Right.
CHRISTY. Do you want to just come?

Umm . . . (To audience.) Put yourself in my position. Christy or no
Christy . . . two Sabbaths? This was sounding more and more like the
kind of cult you’re trained to expect. (To CHRISTY.) I don’t think—

SON.

CHRISTY. C’mon, it’ll be fun.
SON.

And then she smiled, so I was pretty much doomed. Ended up
talking to her dad afterwards till like 11:50 about everything remotely
gospelesque. Looking back, I misunderstood ninety percent of the things
he said, but I came home with a Book of Mormon and a Bible hidden in
my backpack. You’ve got to understand, Christy’s dad is as notoriously
thorough as her family is notoriously late.
My dad never gave me a curfew or anything, but midnight’s not exactly
typical for me to be wandering in on a Monday night . . . he was still up
when I came in, though I doubt he ever would have admitted to waiting.

DAD. Hey.
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SON. Hey.
DAD. How was school?
SON. Good, good.
DAD. Get a lot of studying done?
SON. I was out with Christy.
DAD.

Ah. Okay, that makes sense. You gonna bring her over sometime, or
is it not that—

SON. We’ll see. I’ll try.
DAD. Whatever. No pressure.
SON. Thanks.

(He heads up to his room.)
DAD. Daniel?
SON. Yeah?
DAD. Just . . . remember rule number two, okay? I know you’re a good kid,
just . . . remember.

(Lights change.)
SON.

Okay. Stop there. This probably isn’t making sense. You need to
know that we have two rules in my family. That’s important.
The first is “Take care of your feet.” And I do.
The second goes: “Don’t do anything stupid.” Sometimes my dad finishes
the quote and says, “Like getting yourself killed,” but usually he just sticks
to the “Don’t do anything stupid” part. I don’t know exactly what he was
referring to when he brought it up that night, maybe reminding me not to
get anyone pregnant, but I almost wondered if he knew.
Knew that thanks to Christy Chang, I was about to start investigating the
religion he’d left in his youth. And that, thanks to Christy Chang’s father,
I felt distinctly like I was smuggling contraband into the house.
(Lights out.)

DAD. Scene Two. Bad news.
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(Lights up.)

CHRISTY. Hey. Does your dad know they’re coming?
SON. Yeah.
CHRISTY. And he’s okay with that?
SON. He respects me.
CHRISTY. Where is he?
SON.

He’s not staying. He told me to call when we’re through and he’ll
come home.

CHRISTY.

If he feels that way—we could have had the discussion at my

house.
SON. What, you were hoping he’d stay and listen?
CHRISTY. Well, yeah . . . I mean your dad’s a great guy. And how cool
would it be if—
SON.

Christy. You don’t know my dad. (Beat.) This is the last required
discussion, right? I mean, I’m ready after this?
(Lights out. Spot up on SON elsewhere.)
(To audience). When I told my dad I wanted to get baptized . . . it
was like something went out in his eyes. I’d already told him I was
investigating, so I’d seen him angry. And he’d found out that Christy was
a member and I’d been hiding that from him, so I’d seen him
disappointed. But I’d never seen him—

SON

We’d fought about it, a lot. By the time I got baptized I knew more about
the dark side of Church history than most people learn in their lives, like—
DAD.

Some of those things he talks about as background to the first vision
didn’t happen until 1822 or ’23. Think, Daniel, why would he lie about
the year it happened unless he was making stuff up?

SON. Or—
DAD.

It’s very convenient of Mr. Chang to say that racism is only in the
church’s past, but it’s also right in their scriptures . . . unless they’ve
edited even more out since the last time I read them.

SON. Or—
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DAD.

She honestly told you she thought polygamy started with Brigham
Young? If anything he toned it down! Let me tell you about Joseph—

SON. And every time he’d ask—
DAD.

You’re a smart boy, Daniel. I didn’t raise you to— Why are you still
doing this?

SON.

All I could say was: They told me I would feel some kind of gentle,
comfortable feeling or a still small voice or something. But when I started
reading and praying and stuff, it was more like— Like there was
something standing right in the room. I wasn’t expecting that, you know,
so I don’t see how I could have been making it up. And then came this
feeling like fire, Dad, not like soft, happy feelings but like Elijah-calling-itdown-from-heaven kind of fire. Like our-God-is-a-consuming-fire kind
of fire. How can I not believe it when I’ve felt that? It’s not about Christy,
it’s not something I can just think through, it’s—

DAD.

Yeah. Yeah, I get it. The fire of the Spirit. Look, I don’t know what
that really is, but I’ve felt it, too. I’ve felt it and guess what? In the end it
just leaves you feeling burned out.
(To audience). I couldn’t tell it to him, then, but . . . all my life. I’d
been waiting for something, you know? And I never knew what. But I’d
have these feelings sometimes like when I went to my friend’s Bar
Mitzvah, and it was like God was driving by on a train but there weren’t
any scheduled stops to pick me up. And maybe I could have run, maybe I
could have jumped up there in front of everybody and said, “Hey, can it
be my turn now? I know I’m not Jewish, but . . . Bar Mitzvah me, too!”

SON

But, you know, obviously I didn’t. And the train went on by. Until I felt
fire from heaven reading the Book of Mormon. And even though my dad
talked me through it till I knew in my mind it couldn’t be historically
true, even though he told me all the ways the institutional church was
going to use and twist me if I joined—I figured, if God’s a train, and fate
didn’t leave me any stops . . . maybe I’ve gotta stand on the tracks. I can’t
get on smoothly like everybody else, but if I take that step out onto those
tracks then God’ll have to hit me. And I’ll know then whatever it is the
prophets and saints used to know.
(Pause.)
SON.

So on November 9th, 2005, I told him. The light went out in his
eyes, his face fell just a little, and then he said:
(Lights change.)
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DAD. You’re eighteen.
SON. So the answer’s yes?
DAD. The answer is you’re eighteen. I don’t get a say in it.
SON. Dad, I don’t want to hurt you.
DAD.

And I don’t want you to get hurt, but you haven’t exactly been open
to that message, so . . .

SON. So?
DAD. So you’re eighteen.

(Pause. DAD turns to exit.)
SON. That’s it?
DAD. That’s it.

(Pause.)
SON. Are you gonna come?
DAD. No.
SON. I don’t want . . . I mean, it’d be nice to have family there, you know?
DAD.

If your mom were alive, she could probably handle it. I can’t, okay?
(Exiting.) You do whatever the hell you want but just leave me alone.
(Dark.)

SON. Scene Three. Distance.

(Lights up on DAD.)
DAD.

We’re far too casual, I think, in the way we talk about losing. “I’ve
lost my keys,” for example, really means you’ve mislaid them. We say
we’re “lost” when we’re just disoriented. And we “lose” our tempers all
the time, only to find them again a few minutes later—
I wish we wouldn’t dilute the best word we have for when things are truly
and permanently gone. “Lost cause” is a good phrase. It’s a cold, hard
dose of reality. No one goes out to find a lost cause. It’s just lost. That
phrase understands the power of the word’s finality.
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It’s a finality we need. When you lose a game . . . after the clock has ticked
away all 48 minutes of sweat and adrenaline, when that last-second threeball bounces off the rim: Victory isn’t just missing somewhere, waiting to
be rediscovered between the couch cushions. It’s over. An opportunity is
gone and there’s a certain comfort to the clinical finality of the word
“lost.” The word helps you accept a thing which you have no possible
ability to change.
So when I tell you that a long time ago I lost my faith, I don’t want you to
imagine that I’ve misplaced it or that I could be capable of finding it
again. Lost faith is like a lost limb . . . if it’s broken and bleeding, if you try
to patch it up and it ends up inflamed and infected . . . at some point you
have to cut it off. And after you’ve lost it the only thing left is the
occasional flash of phantom pain.
I lost my faith. Twenty years later I lost my wife. And now maybe I’m
losing my son.
Don’t take away from me the only word I have to cope with all that.
(Lights slowly shift.)
SON.

Being just the two of us—I mean, since Mom died—we were close,
my dad and I. You know, a lot of people felt sorry for me, not having a
mom, and yeah I missed her, but how many sons get to hang out with
their dads so much? We’d do something almost every weekend. But now,
Sunday afternoons go:

DAD. Hey.
SON. Hey.

(Long pause. Directly to audience.)
SON.

You know, it used to be I felt alone a lot. Hated malls, the way all the
people wander past like zombies, so you can hardly tell where the people
end and where their reflections in the storefronts start. There were days I
felt like I was stuck in some weird sci-fi movie where I’m the last man on
earth, but it’s a thousand times worse because there are all these empty
bodies still wandering through the mall. And the only thing on earth I
have to identify with is a print I see in a storefront of that famous
painting with the scream.
But then I found out that we’re all children of God. And suddenly it was
like everywhere I go I’m surrounded by shimmering hidden pools of light.
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When God is everywhere, and his children are everywhere, how could I
ever feel alone? (Pause.) Except at home.
It’s like my life is an inverted photograph. Everything that used to be hard
is easy and everything that used to be easy is hard.
Knowing I have a Father in Heaven, I feel for the first time like I could be
just fine going anywhere in the world. But it can be so lonely Sunday
afternoons.
(Lights out.)
SON. Scene Four.
CHRISTY. Decisions.

(Lights up.)
CHRISTY. You’re not even gonna apply?
SON. No. (Beat.) Is that a problem?
CHRISTY.

No, no, it’s cool . . . it’s just I always kind of assumed I’d end up
going to BYU.

SON. So go.

(No response.)
SON. What?

(She doesn’t answer.)
SON. You wanted to go to school the same place?
CHRISTY. I know it’s probably stupid to be worrying about, but . . . yeah.
(Beat.) Yes. I did. Do . . .
SON.

There are phones. And we both have Gmail accounts, which is
practically like living together.

CHRISTY (Holding him). That is so not the same.
SON.

I don’t know . . . I keep waiting for the bishop to ask if I’ve been
cohabiting with anyone on chat. My palms get so sweaty, at the end of the
interview I have to make up excuses to avoid shaking hands—
(She kisses him. Beat.)
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SON. You’re right. It’s not the same.
CHRISTY. See.

(Pause.)
SON. Christy?
CHRISTY. Hm?
SON. I want to go on a mission.

(She smiles.)
SON.

Maybe you were already taking that for granted, but—I didn’t grow
up with it, so I really had to think it out.
I’m gonna put in my papers early enough to leave next summer.
That’s why I don’t want to risk a BYU acceptance letter showing up in the
mail. I’m probably gonna stay home and go to OSU. (Beat.) I can’t stand
to make my dad think I’m leaving him twice.
(Lights change.)

DAD.

OSU’s a good school. Well, it’s a big school, and statistically
speaking any school that’s big enough ends up accidentally good at
something. (Beat.) You sure that’s what you want?

SON. Yeah.
DAD.

I saw the acceptance letter from Northwestern. Don’t tell me that
was your safety school.

SON. Well, I’d have to go somewhere if Ohio State didn’t let me in.

(Beat.)
DAD.

This doesn’t have anything to do with Christy, does it? You’re not
staying for her?

SON. She’s not staying. She’ll be going to BYU.
DAD. Ah. Yes, of course.

(To audience). Looking back, I probably should have told him then. But
“I want to stay at home with you” just didn’t seem like it would go over well
with “because next year I’m leaving on a mission” tacked on to the end of it.

SON
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So I told him a half-truth instead. (Back to DAD.) It’s simple economics,
Dad. Northwestern may be a better school, but does the increased
marginal utility justify the costs? Not only is OSU cheaper, I’ve got
scholarship, I can live at home—
(Laughing). Well, I’m glad you’ve learned something in AP Econ. But
you’ve got to take into account that education isn’t just an expense. It’s an
investment. (Brief pause.) Why do you think your mom and I decided to
match every dollar you put in your savings account with five? That
money’s for your education. You might as well use it.
DAD

(To audience). I probably should have told him. I probably should
have told him then. But: (Back.) Dad, (To audience.) I said, and this was
the truth, (Back.) Where else am I gonna buy the quality of tutoring I can
get right here for free?
SON

(Sighs). Just remember that flattery is not going to win you every
argument in your life . . . even if it’s winning you this one, okay?

DAD

SON. Okay.

(Fade out.)
CHRISTY. Scene Five.
ALL. Goodbyes.

(Lights up.)
SON.

Sunscreen? Did you remember that? I’ve heard that out West the
sun does actually shine in the fall. That might just be some kind of urban
legend—

CHRISTY. I’ve got sunscreen. I’ve got everything.
SON. Okay.
CHRISTY. Okay.
SON. Just watch out for all the hot Mormon guys out there, all right?
CHRISTY.

There really aren’t that many unless you convert them. (Beat.)

Dan?
SON. Yeah?
CHRISTY. I want to give something to your dad, before I go. But I thought
I’d better ask you first.
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SON. What? (Pause.) What is it?
CHRISTY. I wrote my testimony in a Book of Mormon. I know you think
it’s a long shot, but I want to give it to him. Even if it doesn’t make a
difference. Even if he never reads—
SON. He’s read it, Christy.
CHRISTY. Yeah, I know. So have I, but it’s always different if you read it
again. And he’s a really bright guy. Maybe this time he’ll see—
SON. I don’t want to talk about it. Do what you think is right.
CHRISTY. It can’t really be wrong, can it?

(Beat.)
SON.

I don’t think you realize how much the Book of Mormon is God’s
middle finger to anyone that proud of his intellect.
(Lights change.)

SON.

She gave it to him. Last thing she did before her dad drove her to the
airport. He just took it and nodded. After she was gone . . . he waited until
the car was all the way out of sight before he turned to me:

DAD.

She’s a nice girl, Daniel. And I’m not going to hold this against her.
But if you end up married to a Latter-day Saint, (Beat.) just make sure she
understands I have boundaries. All right?

SON. I nod, and I try not to let my jaw set in an inherited stubbornness.
There’s a knot in my stomach now. I’ve developed a whole tangle of them
over the past year.

(Lights shift.)
DAD.

I try to always be the kind of person who logically thinks things
through. I think there’d be a lot less pain in the world if more people
would just do that. I try to be objective about things; I try to be honest
with myself.
But I still held out that elusive glimmer of hope that maybe the whole
thing would be over after she left. That their relationship would fizzle out
and maybe his new religion with it.
He’s not in it for her, though. Too bad, but it’s true. And I’m not about to
start now, pretending things are different than they are, just because that’s
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the way I want them. (Beat.) Things get better, though, with Daniel in
college. He’s taking a helluva course load, doing things I never would have
dared as a freshman, and we’ll work through tough material together,
sometimes stuff I haven’t thought about in years, sometimes theories that
are as new and intriguing to me as they are to him. I haven’t felt this way
since Danny was a little kid and I was teaching him the constellations . . .
we’d be out camping, memorizing the night sky, and he started asking
questions about why you can see different stars in different seasons, and
how stars burn, and pretty soon I’m talking this nine-year-old kid through
the raw power of hydrogen fusion and—I never thought I’d feel that way
again.
But he’s young again and his mind is so hungry and even though I still
can’t get over the way he leaves every Sunday morning, we wind up
staying up way too late talking about life, the universe and everything
Sunday nights.
I feel so exhausted one Monday morning I end up being late to work for
the first time in a long time. And that night—
I’m always a little annoyed Monday nights because instead of studying
like he should be he insists on going to a student FHE. If he wants to
spend his weekends at church, fine. Institute Thursday nights . . .
whatever, you know? At least he’s not at the bar drinking.
But c’mon, a bunch of college students getting together to hold a fake
family home evening? Doesn’t that seem just a little wrong to you? How
many hours of social pressure and indoctrination do you need before it’s
enough? I’ve got no problem with family time, but those kids aren’t a—
I’m sorry. I’m just making excuses for myself. What is done is done. What
happened that night happened. I can’t change it, but at least I can accept
responsibility.
(Lights add to reveal SON entering.)
SON (Like a child). Dad?
DAD. That tone probably isn’t accurate, but in my memory he sounds like
a kid again. Like he’s getting up from bed to ask for a drink of water.
SON (Regular tone). Dad, we need to talk.
DAD. Or like he’s waking up from a very bad dream.
SON (Like a kid). Dad!
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DAD. What? What is it?
SON (Back to normal). Nothing much, it’s just . . . (Beat.) Let me start over
again, okay?
DAD. Is something wrong?

No, no. (Beat. Deep breath.) I just thought I should tell you—
Yesterday I put in my papers. To go on a mission.

SON.

(Beat.)
(Beat.)
(Beat.)
(Long pause.)
DAD. You did what?
SON. I’m going on a mission, Dad.

(Beat.)
DAD. How you gonna pay for that?
SON.

I’ve got plenty of money in the bank. I’ve been on a full-ride
scholarship, even my textbooks have been covered.

DAD. That money was for your education.
SON. The way I see it, that’s part of what a mission is.
DAD.

No. No, not in my eyes. I can’t believe you turned down Northwestern to go on a—

SON. I stayed home because I wanted time with you.
DAD.

Oh? That’s supposed to make me feel better, is it? ’Cause right
about now I’m feeling pretty damn great.

SON. Dad.
DAD. That is not the way you’re going to use that money.
SON.

It’s my bank account. You guys helped, but it’s based on my savings
from my jobs; it’s in my name—
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DAD.

You think you’re gonna remember all the things you’ve been
studying after two years of not being allowed to touch a textbook?

SON. Missionaries get blessed, the Lord will help—
DAD.

Half of them don’t even remember how to speak English when they
get home! How are you possibly going to retain all your Organic
Chemistry?

SON. There are more important things in life than O-Chem.

(Pause.)
DAD.

Everything I have given you, you’ve turned your back on . . . do you
realize that? I taught you to value your intellect, I taught you to work
toward your potential . . . I taught you to have some pride and I never
once told you that’s a sin! Sometimes pride is the only thing you’ve got.
That was my gift to you. That was your inheritance! And now you want to
throw it all away: your intellect, your independence, everything.

SON. Dad, I—
DAD. I will be damned if you also throw away your mother’s money.
SON.

She’s dead! And since you don’t believe in a life after death, I don’t
see how you can claim to know how she would want me to use it.

DAD. Shut up! Just . . . shut up and go to your room.

(Beat.)
SON. I’m not five years old.

(Beat.)
SON.

Wow . . . this— I honestly don’t think you’ve told me to go to my
room since I was five. I’m an adult, Dad, you can’t tell me to go to my
room just because you don’t agree with a decision I’ve made.

DAD.

You’re right. I can’t. If you don’t want to go to your room, then you
can get the hell out of my house and go be an adult on your own.
(Lights out.)

SON. Scene Six. Isolation.

(Lights up on SON.)
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SON.

I’ll never know if he really meant that, because I didn’t stay to find
out. My friend Pratap lived in the dorms, and he’d already been through
three roommates. The first dropped out three weeks into classes and
went home. Pratap had the room to himself for the rest of the first
quarter. His second-quarter roommate turned out to be dealing a fairly
impressive volume of cocaine out of the closet . . . after a midnight FBI
raid he dropped out, too . . . and went to jail. No one really knows what
happened to Pratap’s third roommate. He just kind of disappeared, didn’t
even take his stuff with him. We used to joke that Pratap had gotten so
used to having a single he’d wired a powerful electrode to the bottom of
the other bed and disposed of the body quietly one night. It was hard to
imagine Pratap killing someone, of course, but had he decided to, he was
certainly discreet enough to have gotten away with it.
It was that combination of factors—the free bed and knowing that I
wouldn’t be asked questions—that made me decide to take two bags and
walk all the way down to Pratap’s that night. I didn’t want to talk to
anyone for awhile. Anyone but God, at least.
(Lights out. A phone rings. Lights come half up on a separate
area.)

DAD (Into phone). Hello?
CHRISTY (Somewhat distressed). Hi, Mr. Pratt, sorry to be calling so late,
but I really need to talk to Daniel and he’s not answering his phone.
DAD. Okay . . . I’ll go get him.
CHRISTY. I’m really sorry.
DAD. No, it’s fine. I understand.

(DAD exits. A moment passes. DAD re-enters.)
DAD. Christy?
CHRISTY. Yeah?
DAD. I’m afraid he isn’t here right now.

(Lights go down. Up again, different.)
SON. I called the next day while he was at work and left a message.

Hey Dad, it’s me . . . I’m sorry for how things went last night. Just wanted
to let you know I’m fine, now, staying with a friend, still going to classes
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and everything, so there’s nothing to worry about. Okay. Umm . . . bye. I’ll
talk to you later.
He called back a couple times but didn’t leave a message. I finally
answered two days later and he said:
DAD. Hey.
SON. Hey.
DAD. How are classes?
SON. Good. Good.
DAD.

That’s really good. I . . . You know, I’m still here. If you need help
studying or anything.

SON. That’s good to know.
DAD. Good.
SON.

I didn’t really like to talk to Christy about my dad. At least, it always
came out wrong when I tried to talk about my dad and religion and I
wasn’t up to that the week I left, so I hadn’t talked to her since Sunday;
hadn’t even listened to her messages.
I called her back on Friday.

CHRISTY. Hi . . .
SON. Hi.

(Pause.)
SON.

You left some messages and I haven’t listened to them yet, but I
thought I should call you back.

CHRISTY. Are you okay?
SON.

I’m fine. I mean, obviously not completely fine, but . . . what were
you calling about?

CHRISTY. I was just having a really hard time this week, but it’s not really
important.
SON. What’s wrong? Sorry I—
CHRISTY.

dad?

I’m fine. (Beat.) Did something happen between you and your
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SON. It’s not a big deal, it’s just—

(Lights shift.)
SON.

And then I sobbed. For what felt like hours. Not like while telling
her anything, I just sobbed. Every so often I’d start taking deep breaths
instead, and I’d get control of it and I’d say about three words in as
detached and analytical a way as possible, but then I’d just start sobbing
again. I lay down on Pratap’s extra bed without a thought as to what all
that water might do if it seeped down to the hidden fatal electrode he’d
been kind enough not to activate, and I sobbed until I fell asleep.
Maybe someday I’ll ask her how long she stayed on the line after I settled
down into measured, unconscious breaths. Maybe at some point I started
to snore and she realized that her role that night as a comforter had
ended.
Maybe crying does make things a little better after all. We didn’t talk
about it after that night . . . not me and Christy, not me and my dad . . .
but I started to call home more and then spend time there and even
though I was still sleeping at Pratap’s for the rest of the school year, home
was once again almost my home.
Which I should be thankful for, really, but when you’ve had the honestto-goodness feeling of home, “almost” gets difficult to settle for.
(Lights shift.)

CHRISTY. When I got home that summer, he was already gone. He’d
landed an internship with NASA down in Florida, which is really
prestigious, right? And more importantly, seems like the kind of thing he
would really enjoy . . . but I couldn’t help feeling like he was just running
from something.

(Lights up on SON in another area. She talks to him.)
CHRISTY. So . . . everything you’d dreamed of?
SON.

I don’t know . . . I’m way too tired to dream lately. Nights it’s like . . .
eyes close, alarm rings, eyes open.

CHRISTY. They work you pretty hard, huh?
SON. Yeah.

(Pause.)
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CHRISTY. I saw your dad the other day at the store—
SON (Seeing a co-worker). Hey, I’ve gotta go. I’ll call you back later.

(Lights shift back.)
CHRISTY. Look, I know I don’t understand what’s going on between them
and I know that maybe I can’t. But it’s hard to feel so shut out of such an
important part of his life. I’m used to knowing him, used to being allowed
to feel out who he is and where he stands. But somewhere there’s a tall
wall and all I ever get out of it are stubborn looks, cryptic statements, and
that one time a flood of tears.

But there’s no gate and I’m not a battering-ram kind of girl, so I have to
just wait. Or else find a way around, like maybe figure out the father
enough to understand the son.
(Lights up on DAD in separate area. He is sorting through mail.)
CHRISTY. Hi, Mr. Pratt.
DAD. Oh. Hello, Ms. Chang. What can I do for you?
CHRISTY. I took a folklore class last semester and liked it a lot, so I
volunteered to do some collection work over the summer from the
professor. She’s interested in gathering stories from people who were
raised in the West and moved East. You’re from out West, right?
DAD. That’s correct.
CHRISTY. So could I interview you?
DAD. Sure. Not a problem. I’m free—

(Gets to a certain envelope and stops. Pause.)
CHRISTY. Mr. Pratt?
DAD. Sorry, Christy. You were saying?
CHRISTY. Oh . . . my schedule’s totally flexible. When would be a good time—
DAD.

Could I call you back later about that, actually? Something came up
and I can’t think of my schedule right now.

CHRISTY. Okay.
DAD. Thanks.
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(Lights fade out on CHRISTY. DAD writes a forwarding address
on the envelope and takes a deep breath. Lights fade out on DAD,
in on SON.)
SON.

I tried to make sure they sent my call to my Florida address, but they
screwed up and sent it home. My dad forwarded it to me unopened. It
took awhile to tell him where I was going because he never asked.
(Dark.)

CHRISTY. Scene Seven—
DAD. Gone.

(Lights up.)
DAD.

He came home for about a week from his internship and then he
was on a plane to the MTC. Two months later he was in Thailand, but he
might as well have been up there in space along with the probe he’d spent
the summer working on.
I’d stare at the stars some nights and wonder what happened to him.
What it was in his genetics or environment that let things turn out this
way. I tried to remember how you think when you’re out there in the
distant universe of faith. Sometimes I wondered if I’d done something
wrong that set him up to start thinking like that.
After all, if you don’t raise your kids with a religion, our language treats
that like a zero. If he’d been Catholic, people would acknowledge that,
they’d say he converted from Catholicism, but the way it is they’ll just
think of him “joining the Church.” They’ll ask what he “was before” and
he’ll say “Nothing.” I was nothing. (Beat.) People think that if you don’t
have faith in God you don’t believe in anything, but that isn’t true. Reality
is the doctrine I raised him on. Truth trumps hope in my religion, but I’m
capable of staring the universe in the face instead of having to squint at it
until it fits my expectations.
My doctrine is what’s real and my only commandment is the Hippocratic
oath: “Do no harm.” (Beat.) I read his letters, and as I start to write back,
weighing the truth against his feelings, I realize my religion’s as
impossible to keep as any.
(Lights out. Lights shift.)

CHRISTY. What’s a mission like?
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SON.

. . . Christy asks me in a letter. We broke up before I left—my idea. I
told her I wanted to focus on the mission and I didn’t want her to feel like
she had to wait—but we do still write.

I resist the temptation to tell her it’s like beating your head against a wall
until one or the other gives out.
I’m really just frustrated with Thai, actually. The grammar is so simple
and the spelling is completely phonetic but—they don’t put any spaces
between words.
No one told me anything that could have prepared me for dealing with
that. I’m used to being smart enough to deal with most things, but what
do you do when your scriptures become a long stream of uninterrupted
letters staring up to you and refusing to surrender their meaning to the
uninitiated. My companion tells me that reading gets pretty easy once
you have a decent Thai vocabulary. The words start just jumping out to
you and it all makes sense again. “Great,” I think. And until then reading
scriptures is mostly just an out-of-order review of the Thai alphabet.
I find myself longing for a Urim and Thummim.
And then one night I’m so tired I can barely keep my eyes open, and all
the characters seem particularly foreign and blurred, but I crack open my
Thai Book of Mormon to the title page anyway. It’s even more hopeless
than usual, and I realize that the only thing on the whole page that makes
any sense is “Jesus Christ, the Son of God.” (Long pause.) In the
beginning, there was the Word, you know?
But if you don’t accept the part of your mind or soul that can recognize
words on tired nights, all you’ve got is the rational emptiness of an
endless string of uninterrupted Thai letters.
In the week leading up to Christmas, I work up the nerve to try and explain
what I think about Thai letters and the Spirit to my dad. But when I call,
the phone just rings and rings. I try twelve times but he never picks up.
(Blackout.)
SON. Scene Eight. Space.

(Lights up.)
DAD. I know what you’re thinking I’m too harsh, or that I don’t love him, or
maybe that I’m being manipulative. But don’t blame me for not answering
the phone.
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I told you that my doctrine is what’s real. How could I stand, after not having
heard his voice for five months, to make chit-chat and be fake with him?
The only thing more agonizing than not communicating is pretending
that you are.
(Lights shift.)
SON.

How do you deal with that? You tell me: How do you deal with a
father who isn’t even willing to talk to you?
I know that it’s true. I know that the gospel is true. If I could change that,
if I could make the world into the world he believes in, maybe I would.
Maybe I would, even though it’s a worse world, just to have him back
again. But I can’t! Doesn’t he realize that? There’s no way to change what
I know, what I’ve felt, what has happened to me, what I am to make
things fine again. Doesn’t he—
“Forget yourself and go to work.” Christy’s dad gave that to me on a
bookmark. And in the rural part of the country where I’m serving, where
even the air is Buddhist, it is so easy to do just that. To forget all your
individual drives and attachments and become no more or less than a
breathing act of devotion for awhile. For months, I just work. Very hard,
my mission president tells me later, but it isn’t hard to do. For five
months, my life is like that scripture backward: knowing no joy because
I’m tired of feeling pain, dangling somewhere between sense and
insensibility. In May I call home because that’s what I’ve been told to do. I
am only going through the motions, but—

DAD. Hello?
SON. Hi.
DAD. Oh—it’s . . . What’s wrong? You’re not hurt, are you?
SON. No.
DAD. You didn’t do something wrong, did you?
SON. No.
DAD. They’re not sending you home?
SON. No.

(Beat.)
DAD. Well then why are you—
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SON. It’s Mother’s Day, Dad.

(DAD laughs.)
SON.

And he laughs. Which puzzled me until I realize that the real reason
I’m supposed to be calling is to say something nice to my mother.

DAD.

Wow! You’ve gotta love unbending institutional adherence to
meaningless bureaucratic—
It’s still good to hear from you. (Pause. Shift in tone.) She always loved
this time of year, your mom. I don’t know if you remember that.

SON. No, not really.
DAD. You were too young to really notice, I guess. Winters were hard on
her, but as soon as she’d catch the scent of spring, she was a whole
different person. And when all the flowers I’d planted in the garden really
started coming in . . . I think it was in May, actually, that we first agreed on
the idea of having you. But you’ve probably already done that math . . .

(To audience). My companion called his family before I did. He’s got
seven siblings, plus his grandparents were there, so he got to talk to each
person for like five minutes. We have an hour to ourselves. After fiftyeight minutes, we are still going strong—

SON

DAD. What’s Thai weather like?
SON.

Hot and soggy. Depends on the time of year . . . the wet season is
soggy; the “cool” season is hot; and the hot season is hot and soggy. It’s
hot and soggy now, but pretty soon we’ll be back to three or four months
of unbelievably soggy again.

DAD. Hmm . . . take care of your feet, okay?

(To audience). I decide after minute fifty-nine that I deserve an extra
hour to make up for Christmas.

SON

DAD.

She always complained about how the greeting card industry had
invented eighty percent of American holidays, but I think she accepted
Mother’s Day that last year, after the picture you gave her.

SON. I don’t remember—
DAD.

Yeah, your teacher had you guys draw pictures for Mother’s Day.
And your mom liked it so much she kept it up for . . . I guess it was the
rest of her life, now that I think about it.
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SON. What’d I draw?
DAD.

Fossils, mostly. I think that’s what impressed her about you. You
had your six-year-old scrawling of “Dear Mom, I love you” with the “you”
landed right next to a fairly well-rendered archaeopteryx skeleton. The
end of her youth, she told me. Her son had not wasted any time in seeing
her as a fossil.

SON. Wow.
DAD.

She’d known that day was coming, she just hadn’t realized you
would love fossils like us so much . . .

(To audience). We get to the two-hour mark . . . but I don’t hang up.
I am meticulously, almost obnoxiously obedient, even as missionaries go,
but I stay on the line. Pretty soon I find myself asking things like— (Back
to DAD.) How’d you know you wanted to marry her?

SON

DAD. Because I was lucky.
SON. What does that mean?
DAD. I could talk to her. I mean really talk, about almost anything.
SON. And that was it?
DAD.

Well, there was also the intense physical attraction thing, but you
probably aren’t as interested in that.

SON. I mean, you could talk to her, so you just knew?
DAD.

You don’t know how we talked. It’s a miracle to be able to talk like
that. (Beat.) And since I don’t usually believe in miracles, I wasn’t
prepared to let mine go.

SON. You still miss her?
DAD. Yes. Always.

(Silence.)
(After a moment, to audience). I wish I could keep talking for days,
but we are on almost exactly opposite sides of the world, so our clocks are
eleven hours apart. I called him early in his morning, but it is getting late
into my night, so a few minutes later I tell him I’d better go. And he says:

SON

DAD. Okay. Thanks for calling. Happy Mother’s Day.
SON. Yeah, Happy Mother’s Day.
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DAD. Umm . . . Daniel?

Maybe I never will be—and I hope you can accept that—but if she were
alive I think she’d have been proud of you. For going. Even if she didn’t
understand. Even if she didn’t agree with what you’re doing. I think she
would have been proud of you just for doing it. That’s the kind of person
she was. (Long, long pause.) All right. I’d better let you get to sleep. I do
read your letters, sorry I’m not very good at responding to them.
SON. It’s okay.
DAD. ’Kay.

Take care. I’ll talk to you in another seven months.
Bye. (To audience.) On P-day, I find myself wanting to tell Christy
what happened. I don’t know how, though, so I take my pen and paper
and I tell her instead all about the mangosteen, the queen of fruits, with
its thick bitter purple skin which you peel back for a tender white fruit
that tastes like it comes straight out of Lehi’s dream. (More directly to
audience.) I wish I could give you one, let you live a few moments in the
sheer sensation of it, but they don’t ship well. The only way to find out
what it’s like is to go there, preferably in May when Thai towns have their
fruit festivals. Find a tree to take it straight off.

SON.

And you will know the moments of paradise that lie on the path of the
hardest journeys.
(Black.)
CHRISTY. Scene Nine. Here.

(Lights up.)
CHRISTY. Dear Daniel—I mean “Elder Pratt”—,

At the time I am writing this, you’ll be home in twenty days, and yes, I’ve
been counting. I know you didn’t want me to do anything like that, but I
figured as long as I didn’t write anything distracting for you, I’d let myself
count. Work hard, be good, do what’s right . . . (Beat.) I just transferred to
OSU, so I’ll see you when you get back.
—Christy
P.S. Your dad says hi.
SON. Christy,
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Depending on how fast the mail goes, I might be back before this letter.
I was pretty good at not missing you too much all through my mission . . .
but I’m starting to now. I want you to know that you shouldn’t have
transferred just for me, but since you did, I plan to take full advantage of
that. See you soon. And since you’re apparently hanging out with my dad,
tell him hi for me.
(Dark. Sounds of a plane landing.)
(Lights up. SON walks into the light where father is waiting.)
DAD. Hey.
SON. Hey.

(Pause.)
DAD. How are you?
SON. Good.

(DAD looks him over.)
DAD. I think you’ve grown.

(Lights shift.)
SON. Some missionaries come back to banners, big signs, balloons maybe?

I don’t know; I’ve never actually seen it. I imagine it could be that way,
though.
My dad is in an old plaid shirt and jeans. His expression is steady and
neutral, though his face is ever so slightly more worn. As we drive home,
he asks me about Thailand, and we talk for awhile about plants and rocks.
He seems pleased at how many details I noticed and remembered. I don’t
talk about the mission part yet because I’m still not ready to feel out how
much he wants to know.
When we get home, dinner is leftover Spanish rice and microwave
burritos. There’s no need to slaughter a fatted calf, because he knows I’m
never really coming home in the fullest sense, never returning to the way
he raised me. But the day-old rice is comforting and familiar and the
microwave burritos are nostalgically warm.
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He passes me a second helping of sour cream and salsa, and it’s quiet for
a few moments.
I am content just to sit here, and remember the feeling of this house,
content to know that he will always be my father, and that, for this life, at
least, I am his Prodigal Son.
(Lights out. End of play.)
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In memory of Hollie Beard, who, I like to think,
would enjoy being in this play.
Also for Courtney—because she’s a rock star.

(Lights on CLAIRE.)
CLAIRE. If I were to tell you where it began . . . I don’t think I could,
actually. I don’t think I could put a mark on it as easy as that. Maybe I
could . . . Sorry, I can be a little indecisive at times. If I were to put a mark
on it, if I were to declare to the world, “This is the point, this is the
genesis, the beginning of everything,” you know, pointing with one of
those foam finger things you get at football games in states where football
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matters more than life itself, then I would say it was the day Bren moved
into Sky House. We hadn’t seen each other in almost two years, since I
went on my mission and she went on hers, and we had plotted to live
together when we both came back to school. Who knew that seeing her
again—seeing her so tan and healthy after eighteen months in the
Australian sunshine—would hit me the way it did. It literally took my
breath away. That’s a phrase people use all the time, and you wonder
where it comes from, what it means, until it happens to you. Until it
happens, and just like that your lungs have sharp edges and it hurts to
inhale or exhale, and your throat constricts like you’re choking but
there’s nothing to choke on. It all happens in a split second, when you
shudder a little in your step and take a moment to blink back to reality.
Nope, you’re still alive, your heart didn’t really burst just now.
BRENNAN. Omigosh, Claire?
CLAIRE. Bren! Wow—This is like—
BRENNAN. It’s been ages.
CLAIRE. Literally.
BRENNAN. How was Hamburg?
CLAIRE. Hahm-burg. Long “a.” Pretend there’s an “h” in there, too. It was
great, Germany was great.
BRENNAN. I suppose I know that, I mean, from your letters, of course.
Your letters were so great. I haven’t been the best about that.
CLAIRE. Just made me thrill a little more when a letter did come. I’ve
missed you.

Freeze frame. Right there, this is it. This is it. Brennan, standing on the
stoop, our stoop, holding A&E’s Pride and Prejudice five-volume set, with
a box on the walkway next to her containing the complete works of Colin
Firth. This is the moment—God, why does it hurt like this? Nothing
should hurt like this, like open heart surgery, but you shouldn’t know
what that feels like, to get your ribcage cracked open, because you’re
under, unconscious on a metal slab. This, this moment should be good,
glorious, but I feel like my chest is going to explode when she says—
BRENNAN. I’ve missed you, too.
CLAIRE. You look really good.
BRENNAN. Stop it.
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CLAIRE. No, really, amazing.
BRENNAN. I love it in Perth, it’s gorgeous. I’m saving up to go back.
CLAIRE. You just got home.
BRENNAN. What can I say, I fell in love. You’ll have to come visit.
CLAIRE. You’re moving to Australia.
BRENNAN. It was a joke, Claire. I didn’t mean it.
CLAIRE. . . . Right, sorry, a joke, my bad.
BRENNAN. I just had the best eighteen months of my life, is all.
CLAIRE. Really? The best?
BRENNAN. Wasn’t it for you?
CLAIRE. I don’t know, I guess.
BRENNAN. The house is in better shape than I expected.
CLAIRE. Yeah, Heidi and company took good care of it.
BRENNAN. Where is Heidi?
CLAIRE. Graduating. Elementary education. Plus she’s getting married in
November.
BRENNAN. November? Who wants to get married in November? Happy
Thanksgiving, and welcome to our receiving line? No time at all for a
honeymoon.
CLAIRE. She’s done with school, but he’s got something like three years
left. They’re going to do the honeymoon thing at Christmas.
BRENNAN. That sucks. Why not put off the wedding till Christmas, so that
you can do it right? You’re just going to run out of time over Thanksgiving.
CLAIRE. I don’t know.
BRENNAN. They just want to do it. It’s ridiculous. I swear, people get
married for all the wrong reasons.
CLAIRE. Not all people.
BRENNAN. Well, fine, but most of them. Don’t you remember—What’s
her name? Our Ukrainian roommate sophomore year.
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CLAIRE. Sonya.
BRENNAN. Is that right?
CLAIRE (Overlapping). Yeah, yeah, it is—
BRENNAN (Overlapping). Uh, no. No, that’s not right. Are you sure?
CLAIRE. Yes. She was a convert and her name was Sonya—
BRENNAN. Okay, fine, it was Sonya. The point is, do you remember that
weekend that she and her fiancé drove up to Wendover, got married, did
it, and then got the marriage annulled?
CLAIRE. They did not.
BRENNAN. I’m telling you, it’s true. And they didn’t even stay together
after that. She ended up marrying someone else. I mean, that’s a lot of
trouble for an orgasm, don’t you think?
CLAIRE. Bren is always good at talking about things you just shouldn’t talk
about. Not good in the sense of tact; she’ll just talk about it anyway.
BRENNAN. Are you ever tempted to do that?
CLAIRE. What?
BRENNAN. Have a flash wedding. Just to do it.
CLAIRE. No.
BRENNAN. Stop being so good. Of course you’ve thought about it.
CLAIRE. I’m not good. There are plenty of things that I—think about.
BRENNAN. Like?
CLAIRE. I look at her for a minute. I could tell her now. I could tell her
why my mission had seemed eternal, why I felt a tremendous guilt
teaching when my mind was elsewhere. My heart—
BRENNAN. I kind of want the room in the back, but I’ll let you pick.
CLAIRE. I should follow, I should cover, I should try to make it look like
nothing’s wrong. But I sit on the step and let a wave wash over me. Relief?
Regret? Why am I being so melodramatic?

Let me tell you something about Mormons. Latter-day Saints if you prefer.
I prefer. We are tremendously good at looking like we’re keeping secrets.
Keeping things on the lowdown. We’re so good at it that when the secret
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comes out, it’s almost like a sin’s been committed, like something dreadful
has happened, even if the secret is innocent. That’s what we do, that’s why
people think we’re weird. “Peculiar” as Brigham Young said. People assume
we have something to hide, they always have. Sure, there are the sacred
things, the things that get spat upon by those who don’t care enough to
understand. But there’s a difference between sacred and secret.
What secrets there are, we keep them from each other. How we’re doing,
what we’re doing. It’s like if something happens, you don’t want the ward to
find out. But then you have friends and neighbors and roommates, and
everyone whispers to everyone else, and everyone guesses. That’s the worst,
when everyone guesses, because then everything gets blown out of proportion, and sometimes you have to spill the beans just to stop people talking.
But no one stops talking. They can’t, because everyone knows there’s a secret. They treat it with care, sure, though that doesn’t stop them from telling
each other: “They broke up,” and “He came home from his mission early,”
and “She’s bulimic.” You don’t want everyone in the ward to know the ins
and outs of your life, so you try to keep them to yourself. It’s not like
everyone’s completely gossip crazy. It’s more of a concern thing, you know?
The ward, the congregation, it’s like your extended family. Especially when
you’re away at school. So naturally, everyone worries about everyone else.
Though sometimes you can’t help wishing that people would keep their
worrying to themselves. Maybe we actually suck at keeping secrets.
BRENNAN. You won’t believe what happened today.
CLAIRE. What?
BRENNAN.

I was going to my College Democrats meeting in the Kimball

Tower.
CLAIRE. FYI: there are exactly six card-carrying members of the Brigham
Young University chapter of the College Democrats of America. And two
of those cards belong to Bren, because she lost her first one.

What do you people do at those meetings, anyway, other than judge
Republicans?
BRENNAN. We’re on season four, okay? When Sam runs for Congress.
CLAIRE. You are truly a model for a better tomorrow.
BRENNAN. You’re hilarious. Why can’t a person go anywhere in this state
and proudly declare themselves a Democrat?
CLAIRE. Because people would glare at you like you’re a fallen woman, all
the while praying for your lost soul.
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BRENNAN. The Church isn’t Republican. The leadership, the General
Authorities, they’re politically neutral.
CLAIRE. As they should be.
BRENNAN That doesn’t mean I can’t be a Democrat.
CLAIRE. Then be a Democrat.
BRENNAN. This is the U.S. of A., right? I can voice my opinions, I can say
what’s on my mind.
CLAIRE. Here we go.
BRENNAN. Things are wrong around here, with all these conservatives
running loose—
CLAIRE. Conservatives don’t run; they drive.
BRENNAN. SUVs the size of Texas with terrible gas mileage that cost more
to maintain than a third-world country.
CLAIRE. And expensive cars are an exclusively Republican transgression.
BRENNAN. Around here just about anything is an exclusively Republican
transgression.
CLAIRE. You don’t have any solid political logic backing this, do you?
You’re a liberal because it’s the minority. You just want to be the only
one. Once you graduate and leave you’ll switch parties like that.
BRENNAN. Will not.
CLAIRE. Then why, dare I ask, are you a liberal?
BRENNAN. It looks better on paper. The word.
CLAIRE. The word—?
BRENNAN. Yeah. “Liberal.” Shorter, rounder sounds. Love that it starts
and ends with an “l.”
CLAIRE. That’s completely inane.
BRENNAN. It is not.
CLAIRE. That’s the most ridiculous reason for political staunchness I’ve
ever heard. And here I am thinking you’re a Democrat because Rob Lowe
is hot.
BRENNAN. So I like

The West Wing. It’s idealist, so what?
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BRENNAN. What are you talking about?
CLAIRE. The TV show, Brothers & Sisters. Rob Lowe is a Republican with a
gay brother.
BRENNAN. Whatever. What I’m saying is, I don’t want to get lumped in
with the spoiled little rich kids whose parents let them take new BMWs
to school freshman year. Have you seen the parking lot outside of
Heritage Halls? BMW, Lexus—
CLAIRE. You mean “Lexi.” Isn’t that the proper plural?
BRENNAN. You’re the English major, you tell me.
CLAIRE. Are you going to lecture me on abortion now?
BRENNAN. I was hoping we would start somewhere smaller, like homeland
security or illegal immigration.
CLAIRE. Right, yes, smaller. Excellent. What happened?
BRENNAN. Sorry?

You were on your way to watch West Wing season four with the
other heathen Democrats when—

CLAIRE.

BRENNAN. I missed the meeting.
CLAIRE. . . . I think the earth just stopped moving. Oh, wait— There, it’s
going again.
BRENNAN. I met someone.
CLAIRE. Okay, so this is one of those key moments when things that could
go so well just kind of—don’t. I mean, we were only three weeks into fall
semester, but we had fallen into old patterns. We had lunch together
almost every day; we had a goal to meet at home and make something, to
save money, which worked for a while. Sunday was quiet: church and
meetings and drives up the canyon with the windows rolled down.
Tuesday was fifty-cent night at the dollar movie and Wednesday we went
grocery shopping and watched bad TV. Friday nights were set aside to
show appreciation for Ben and Jerry and movies we had already seen way
too many times, because who was actually going to ask us out?
BRENNAN. His name is Carter.
CLAIRE. Correction: Who was actually going to ask me out?
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BRENNAN. We just stood there in the Quad, talking. I mean, he literally
ran into me, how cliché is that?
CARTER. Whoa, hey, sorry. Are you—?
BRENNAN. It’s all right—
CARTER. I wasn’t really paying attention. I mean—
BRENNAN. Don’t worry about it.
CARTER. Brennan, right?
BRENNAN. . . . Yeah. How did you—
CARTER. It was a long time ago, but do you remember Tracey—
BRENNAN. Tracey Bird. Yes. You were at that—
CARTER. Yeah.
BRENNAN. Oh, wow. That was a while ago. Good memory.
CLAIRE. I can see them, standing together at the southwest corner of the
Quad, near the old library and the JKB, with the fall sun setting and a
slight breeze. They’re smiling at each other like something out of a Nora
Ephron movie—regular Tom Hanks/Meg Ryan moment—and I think I
might throw up. I don’t know what they talked about; I wasn’t there, of
course. But I can imagine.
CARTER. You’ve never been? Ooh, you totally need to go. The salsa is
amazing.
BRENNAN. I’m not so good with the Mexican.
CARTER. You’ll love it. We could— Why don’t I take you?
BRENNAN. . . . Sure, that’d be great.
CLAIRE. Sometimes I wish my imagination was a little less—active.
BRENNAN. So we’re going to dinner.
CLAIRE. Oh, hell. At least, that’s what I thought; I didn’t say it out loud.

Dinner? When?
BRENNAN. Friday.
CLAIRE. And you said yes? Just like that.
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BRENNAN. Yeah. Isn’t it crazy?
CLAIRE. That’s one word for it. You don’t even know him.
BRENNAN. We’ve met before. And I’ll get to know him.
CLAIRE. Can’t you be a normal returned missionary? Can’t you think
awkward thoughts about the opposite sex while experiencing feelings of
inadequacy and invisibility?
BRENNAN. What are you, fourteen? I’m not going to marry him, it’s just
dinner. And it’s Mexican food, so who knows how it’s going to go.
CLAIRE. It went well. They did Italian two nights later, and Brazilian two
nights after that. And then Bren came home for lunch less and less and it
was like . . .
BRENNAN. Hi.
CLAIRE. . . . Hi.
BRENNAN. Something wrong?
CLAIRE. No, nothing. I just—I haven’t seen you in a really long time.
BRENNAN. It’s been like two days.
CLAIRE. Still.
BRENNAN. Sorry, I’ve been busy.
CLAIRE.

And she’s off to class. No other explanation except for “Sorry, I’ve
been busy.” I’m in school too, you know. Who isn’t busy? Nowadays fifth
graders are booked morning to night. I deserve a better explanation than
that: “I’ve been busy.” We have history, we have a rapport, we have—

BRENNAN. Can I borrow your black skirt?
CLAIRE. Sorry?
BRENNAN. You know, the shiny one that’s almost too short.
CLAIRE. Um . . .
BRENNAN.

Carter and I are going to see this show and I want to look really

good.
CLAIRE. You always look really good.
BRENNAN. Sorry, what?
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CLAIRE. . . . It’s in the closet, on the right.
BRENNAN. Thanks.
CLAIRE. I’m feeling gutsy, because I’m feeling pouty, and feeling pouty
strangely makes me feel gutsy— So I follow her into my room and watch
her go through my closet. And Gutsy Me speaks up before the tried-andtrue Thoughtful Me can get a word in.

So . . . Carter, huh? You’ve been seeing a lot of him lately.
BRENNAN. We’ve got a lot to talk about.
CLAIRE. Really.
BRENNAN. What’s that supposed to mean?
CLAIRE. I just wonder. I haven’t even met him. Besides, anyway, it’s like I
never see you because you’re always off with Carter.
BRENNAN. That’s not true.
CLAIRE. When was the last time you came home for lunch?
BRENNAN. I don’t know, a couple of days?
CLAIRE. Seventeen days.
BRENNAN. You’re kidding. Wait, you know that off the top of your head?
CLAIRE. We just—we haven’t—you and I—
BRENNAN. Sorry, this is Carter, I’ve been trying to reach him all afternoon.
CLAIRE. Whoever invented the cell phone should get drawn and
quartered. Truly. Instead of continuing what I wanted to be an intense
and important conversation, she takes Carter’s call, about whatever he
finds so very earth-shatteringly important.
CARTER. I’ve got two words that are going to put a smile on your face:
Cold Stone.
CLAIRE. And she’s gone. So I wait. The thing is, whenever he called,
whenever Carter called, Bren didn’t come back. It’s another three days
before . . .

Someone’s had a good day.
BRENNAN. Yeah, well . . .
CLAIRE. Carter?

LITTLE HAPPY SECRETS

193

BRENNAN. Maybe.
CLAIRE. Good grief.
BRENNAN. I’m happy, Claire. Be happy for me.
CLAIRE. I’m trying, I promise.

I promise, I promise. She’s holding my hand, Father. She’s holding my
hand, and there’s a current running from her palm into mine, tiny little
electrodes giving off tiny little waves of energy. Waves that continue to
ripple even after she lets go.
Heavenly Father, I . . . Sometimes I wonder why I need to say these things
out loud when thou hearest my thoughts before I think them. I know, I
know, this is the principle of prayer, there is a point to regular, sincere,
vocal communication with thee. I know that, but it feels like I’m doing
this wrong. It feels like I’m doing everything wrong. I just— I— Steel my
heart. Please. If I’m feeling what it is that I think I’m feeling, then
something is going to get broken, and I’d really rather it wasn’t.
BRENNAN. Carter’s coming over, and he’s bringing a friend.
CLAIRE. Oh, joy. I can’t pick up my cup, what with all the running over.
BRENNAN. His name is Truman.
CLAIRE. What is it with you and former presidents?
BRENNAN. You need to go out, you need to socialize. And Truman is
getting an M.A. in English. He’s going to be a poet.
CLAIRE. Yippee aye yay for him.
BRENNAN. Honestly, you could be an adult about this. You might already
know him.
CLAIRE. There are hundreds of people in the English department. It’s
massive. I don’t even know all the faculty, let alone any of the grad
students.
BRENNAN. I thought you wanted to meet Carter.
CLAIRE.

I do, of course I do. Just not on a double date. Maybe another

time?
She doesn’t roll her eyes at me, she just glares, that look she gets when
she doesn’t have the slightest clue what’s going on in my head and really
doesn’t have the desire to find out because she knows it will just annoy
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her. But she accepts the rain check, and the following week we go out to
lunch, the three of us. Former President Truman does not make an
appearance, and I’m all right with that.
CARTER. So, Claire. Brennan tells me you’re an English major.
CLAIRE. Is he trying to sound like my Uncle Mitch?

Yep. And you’re pre-law.
CARTER. Yep.
CLAIRE.

This is where we insert what some like to call a pregnant pause.
. . . I’m sitting across the table from Brennan and Carter in Burgers
Supreme, waiting for the people behind the counter to call out order 256.
He’s handsome enough, I guess. Carter. Extremely clean cut. Very
expensively dressed; everything on him down to his key chain has a toptier brand attached to it. It’s possible he shops the outlets, but I doubt it.
On this particular day he’s wearing a pink button-down oxford. It takes a
certain man to wear a pink shirt. Not everyone can pull it off, except
maybe Hugh Grant or Ralph Fiennes. Bren does have a liking for Colin
Firth. Carter doesn’t have the British thing going for him, but I have to
admit he looks good. Thing is, he doesn’t hold a candle to Bren. She
just—lights everything up. And, like those sad, little insects that fly into
flames only to burst and pop, I can’t turn away.

CARTER. 256, they said 256.
CLAIRE. Sorry?
CARTER. That’s you, isn’t it? 256?
CLAIRE. Oh, right. Sure.

It wasn’t his fault that I hated him from the moment I met him. I mean,
he seemed like a perfectly nice person who looked good in his starched
pink Van Heusen and happened to know my order number better than I
did.
CARTER. . . . So.
CLAIRE. So.

Napkins are fascinating things when conversation is at an all-time low.
BRENNAN. Carter has an appreciation for Jane Austen.
CLAIRE. Really.
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CARTER. Sure.
CLAIRE. Which is your favorite?
CARTER. Um, I kind of like the one with Keira Knightley, but the Gwyneth
Paltrow one is pretty funny. You know, “Try not to kill my dogs . . . ”
That’s pretty great.
CLAIRE. You’re kidding. Have you actually read any of her books?
BRENNAN. Claire.
CARTER. No-o, I guess it’s the movies I like. I had to read Pride and
Prejudice for a class but it got really dry, so I rented the—
CLAIRE. Dry? You found Pride and Prejudice to be dry?
CARTER. 257, that’s us. Be right back.
BRENNAN. What is wrong with you?
CLAIRE. An appreciation for Jane Austen is an appreciation for the wit and
the power of her language, not for two-bit film adaptations.
BRENNAN. You’re being such a snob. You love those movies.
CLAIRE. It’s because I’ve read the books, I know the books. You can’t see
the movies and declare a passion for Jane Austen.
BRENNAN. Why not?
CLAIRE. Because he doesn’t know you as well as I know you.

Okay, that was apparently completely the wrong thing to say. Of course I
felt bad about it, I had huge guilt. If I’m the Titanic, then guilt is my
iceberg. Yes, I’m overstating. Exaggerating. I do read a lot of novels, if you
couldn’t tell. And Carter— Though I was all too ready to compare him to
a rake like Willoughby or Wickham, the truth is I got used to Carter over
time. I grew a tolerance for him, like blisters from new shoes gradually
turn into calluses. Being around him all the time, it made me—tougher.
At first, listening to the two of them talk, being on the outside of some
invisible barrier, my throat would clench and my eyes brim. Not like that
feeling ever went away; I just got really good at hiding it. The funny part
was Carter. He seemed to enjoy the fact that he and I were in this weird
brother/sister/love/hate thing, like he sensed the competition between us
and dug in rather than give up. He started to call me about the most
random stuff.
CARTER. Hey, Claire, I just got Thundercats on DVD if you want to watch it.
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Thundercats? Really? My favorite show when I was six. . . . I’d
actually enjoy that.

CLAIRE.

CARTER. Does Brennan like Café Rio?
CLAIRE. Who doesn’t like Café Rio?
CARTER. I was wondering if you could help me with something.
CLAIRE. Um, okay.
CARTER. I have to write this paper for my Ethics class and I thought you
would be good at the proofreading thing. You know, read it over and tell
me if all my periods are in the right place.
CLAIRE. Places.
CARTER. Yeah, stuff like that.
CLAIRE. How bad could it be? The boy was pre-law, right? Yeah, whatever.
Carter has the grammar and usage of a tenth grader. His spelling is—
Ellgh, sorry, there’s bile in my mouth just now. I tore his paper to shreds,
made it bleed with red ink, with circles and lines and arrows, thinking it
would be the only time, that he’d freak at the possibility of asking me for
help because I was just going to be mean about it. But the toolbox kept
coming back.
CARTER. You’re a lifesaver, Claire. A genius. I got an eighty-eight on my
Ethics paper, and I know it’s thanks to you.
CLAIRE. He brought me ice cream as a thank you. And then he brought
his law-school application. After which he fixed the CD player in my car,
which was nice of him. Especially considering I wasn’t being particularly
nice to him. Suddenly it was like the three of us were dating. I didn’t
relish the idea of being the third wheel, but Bren and I somehow settled
back into our old patterns. The difference being that Carter was—there.
Here. All the time. Tuesday at the dollar movie . . .
CARTER. It’s the only way I’ll see anything with Keanu Reeves. They
should pay me fifty cents to sit through this crap.
CLAIRE. Wednesdays, grocery shopping and bad TV. Turns out Carter is a
closet gourmet.
CARTER. Tonight you ladies will enjoy American Idol alongside my
chicken pesto and linguine. I made the pesto myself.
CLAIRE. Someone give this boy a gold star for effort. Friday nights were
the best nights because Carter, tolerable as he had become, had to work,
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teaching French to new missionaries. So Fridays were still mine, and Bren
and I could be—us. At least us, the way we were pre-Carter. There was
one Friday when I almost told her. I remember it like—
We’re watching A Room with a View. The Merchant-Ivory one, of course.
I’ve just eaten way too much pizza—I think Bren’s had two slices to my
six—and I’m just sitting. I’m not really paying attention to much of
anything, I know the movie too well. For the first time in weeks, I take for
granted the fact that she is here, with me, and that Carter is somewhere
else. I’m content just to be sitting on the same ratty couch she is and talk
about nothing, like we have hundreds of times before.
BRENNAN. I can’t believe how young Helena Bonham Carter is in this. She
has to be what, eighteen?
CLAIRE. Seventeen, I think. She was sixteen in Lady Jane.
BRENNAN. Who else was in that one?
CLAIRE. Westley from The Princess Bride.
BRENNAN. Right. And Captain Picard.
CLAIRE. Then she does something. Something absolutely—

(BRENNAN lies down on the couch, her head in CLAIRE’S lap.)
CLAIRE.

It is—lovely, and familiar. And somehow Gutsy Me comes out of

hiding.
I’ve been thinking.
BRENNAN. If it’s about why E.E. Cummings is too good for capital letters,
let’s skip to the part where I don’t care.
CLAIRE. It’s about Carter.
BRENNAN. Hmm.
CLAIRE. I don’t know if I like him.
BRENNAN. I know you don’t.
CLAIRE. I mean, watching Daniel Day-Lewis bumbling through this
movie, he’s such a conceited twit, of course you want Helena to end up
with Julian. You just do. And I kind of think that Carter is—well—
BRENNAN. A conceited twit.
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CLAIRE. Yes.
BRENNAN. So are you, in your own way. Sure, Carter can be full of himself.
But he’s also incredibly good to me. He’s sweet, and he listens, and he
wants me to be happy. Are you jealous?
CLAIRE. . . . Rather.
BRENNAN. I’ll take that as a compliment.
CLAIRE. Then the second amazing thing happens.

(BRENNAN takes one of CLAIRE’S hands in her own.)
CLAIRE. We sit so in near silence—the movie has faded to the dull buzz
that can only come from an English comedy of manners too often
watched—and I just stare at her hand in mine. A thousand thoughts pass
behind my eyes and my throat is dry. Minutes go by, and she doesn’t let
go. I have to pee, but I don’t move, not an inch, not a muscle.

Bren, I . . . I don’t hate Carter. I don’t even really dislike him, not
anymore. He’s kind of grown on me, like mold, I don’t know. I mean, at
least there are different kinds of mold, it’s even pretty sometimes. Fuzzy,
you know? Look, what I hate is seeing him with you because I—let me get
this out, I have to get this out. Brennan, I love you. I’m—in love with you.
. . . Bren?
She looks so—and her weight on me is pleasantly warm and right. I can’t
wake her, not even to repeat what I said. Not that I could repeat it. Either
way, it’s a glorious two and a half minutes. At least, till her phone rings.
BRENNAN. . . . Hello? . . . Hey, hi . . . I’m fine, how are you? Sorry, I just—I
must have fallen asleep.
CLAIRE. Carter is off work. She leaves to go talk to him in the kitchen,
likely planning to meet up at Denny’s or IHOP or— Whatever.

When December rolled around, I was sick to death of Provo. Of the
valley, of the pollution, of stupid California drivers and the fact that you
can’t buy a Coke on campus that has caffeine in it. Don’t people realize
that there is actually a difference in taste between the red can and the
gold can? I was looking forward to going home like you wouldn’t believe,
just for the change of scenery. But aside from my four-month-old niece,
nothing at home felt different, other than the fact that I couldn’t see
Brennan on a daily basis. I was walking underwater; I could see everyone,
and they could see me, but reaching out to them was so hard, like there
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was something between us at every step, at every juncture. Somehow I
smiled and laughed with everyone else, but all the while I was thinking
about Bren. She and Carter were planning to visit both sets of parents
over the break, and that usually means a certain something is going to
happen. Just a matter of time, right?
My sister was never someone I confided in, not really. I mean, she’s three
years younger, and growing up our conversations involved ear-shattering
decibels and usually some kicking. But I figured if I told Natalie, the
freak-out level would be so much lower than with Mom or Dad. I mean,
since the one person in the world I would normally tell was the object of
my—um, obsession? Affection? Never mind.
One morning, around six-thirty, I go downstairs to the kitchen.
NATALIE. You’re up early.
CLAIRE. Force of habit. What about you?
NATALIE. Can’t say no to Grace.
CLAIRE. She’s lovely.
NATALIE. Isn’t she? Here, take her.
CLAIRE. Can I?
NATALIE.

Of course. Look out, she likes hair, playing with it and chewing
on it and pulling it out.

CLAIRE. . . . Hey, Nat, can I ask you something? It’s going to sound cheesy
and stupid—
NATALIE. What is it?
CLAIRE. How did you know, about Tom? That he was the one?
NATALIE. You’re right, that is cheesy.
CLAIRE. Was it something about him, or what?
NATALIE.

He snores. I never thought I could marry a man who snores.
Thing is, he sleeps so well. He’s got one hand kind of flopped over, and
his mouth is open just a little. Looks kinda like a puppy.

CLAIRE. What about before? Before you were married or engaged, even. I
mean, how did you know you wanted to date him?
NATALIE. Why? Is there someone? Someone you’re thinking about?
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CLAIRE. . . . You could say that.
NATALIE. That was a heavy sigh. Is he hot?
CLAIRE. Um, I don’t know.
NATALIE. You don’t know if he’s hot?
CLAIRE. Deep breath. This is a time for Gutsy Me. Be gutsy, screw the
thoughtful.

I think I’m in love with someone that I shouldn’t be.
NATALIE.

Really. Who? Cardinal rule: Never date your roommate’s ex.
Someone else’s boyfriend?

CLAIRE. She’s enjoying this. She’s actually—she tries to joke about it.
NATALIE. It’s not someone’s husband, is it?
CLAIRE. Natalie, no.
NATALIE. Then who? You’re either attracted to someone or you’re not. It’s

really not that complicated.
CLAIRE. I think—I don’t know.
NATALIE. How can you not know? Look, are you going to tell me or—
CLAIRE. It’s—it’s a her. It’s Brennan.

She just looks at me, and I look down to find Grace staring up at me.
Those little eyes . . .
NATALIE. You don’t know that. I mean, you’re not—
CLAIRE. I think I am—
NATALIE. Oh.
CLAIRE. Tell me what to do. I don’t know what to do.
NATALIE. Don’t you mean, what you shouldn’t do?
CLAIRE. Um, the baby is—
NATALIE. Is she—?
CLAIRE. I don’t know, she just started—
NATALIE. Here, give her to me.
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CLAIRE. Nat, I—
NATALIE. Have you said anything to Mom or Dad?
CLAIRE. No.
NATALIE. Good. Don’t. I mean— I have to—
CLAIRE. And she’s gone. We manage to avoid each other for almost two
days. Not that I’m trying too hard to be found, or that we were ever super
close in the first place. When she’s ready, Natalie finds me at the piano.

(CLAIRE picks out a few notes from “Angels We Have Heard on
High.”)
(NATALIE enters, waiting a bit on the edge of the light.
Eventually she moves to join CLAIRE, who slides over. They try to
play together, but the song quickly disintegrates into barely
recognizable chords. The sisters are able to laugh at this. After a
bit:)
NATALIE. When was the last time you went out? With a guy?
CLAIRE. Freshman year. I went dutch to dinner and a movie with McKay
Swim. We worked the same shift at the Bookstore.
NATALIE. So you were dating.
CLAIRE.

McKay? Um, no. He told me I wasn’t the kind of girl he would—

marry.
NATALIE. He said that, after one date?
CLAIRE. BYU can be a weird place.
NATALIE. Yeah, it can. And that was your freshman year.
CLAIRE. Five years ago.
NATALIE. That was your last date?
CLAIRE. Yes. So I’m a social reject. What’s your point?
NATALIE.

Why haven’t you asked guys out? You need to be assertive. Put
yourself out there and someone will—

CLAIRE. This is me, Nat. When have I ever put myself out anywhere? I
would much rather stay in, thank you very much.
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NATALIE. Look where it’s got you.
CLAIRE. I didn’t ask for this. I didn’t wake up one morning and pray,
“Father in Heaven, please make me gay.”
NATALIE. Is that supposed to be funny?
CLAIRE. Would you rather it were true?
NATALIE.

Maybe you just haven’t met the right guy. I mean, you and
Brennan have always been close. You’ve spent so much time together that
it’s not really a surprise that you’ve formed, um, an attachment.
CLAIRE. You sound like a page out of Jane Austen, minus the gentility.
NATALIE. What does that even mean?
CLAIRE. It doesn’t matter. The point is, I haven’t even thought about guys
in a long time. I haven’t thought of them as hot or cool or even—I just
haven’t.
NATALIE. There has to be something you’re doing wrong.
CLAIRE. What? Tell me, what? I’m not a bad person, am I? I study and I
pray, I try to go to the temple every week. I do my visiting teaching, I fast,
I pay my tithing. I served an honorable mission. I believe in everything
I’ve always believed in. I just—feel differently.
NATALIE. So, Brennan . . . Have you thought about—kissing her?
CLAIRE. Yes.
NATALIE. A lot?
CLAIRE. Thinking or kissing?
NATALIE. Never mind.
CLAIRE. This doesn’t make me— This isn’t a sin, all right? If I sleep with a
man, if I sleep with a woman— It doesn’t matter, if it’s outside of
marriage, there’s the sin. But to love someone . . .
NATALIE. You’ll find the right guy.
CLAIRE. Who is going to marry me?
NATALIE. Someone. You’re so smart, and talented. You’re beautiful—
CLAIRE. It’s not the same. You’re my sister. It’s different when you or
Mom or Dad says it. Or Bishop Gates, even. It’s never a guy, on a date or
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whatever, telling me because he likes me or, Heaven forbid, loves me.
NATALIE. Never?
CLAIRE. Never. I’ve never had a serious relationship with a guy, Nat. I’ve
gone out with a few, but only once or twice.
NATALIE.

. . . So because guys don’t ask you out, you think you’re a

lesbian.
CLAIRE. I hadn’t thought of it in exactly those terms, and suddenly it all
seemed foolish, and fake, that I was putting it on myself, like I was
changing coats despite the summer heat. Did I make it all up? Have I
simply spent so much time with Bren that I can’t imagine spending time
with anyone else? Maybe I just—like her so much that I always want to be
in the same room with her. Was I just jealous that she and Carter had
each other while I was destined for an eternity of third-wheel-ness?

Brennan called. On Christmas Eve, from her Mom’s house in Mesa.
Hearing her voice was really— Wow.
BRENNAN. Hi. How’s Washington?
CLAIRE. Fine. Arizona?
BRENNAN. Gorgeous. Seventy degrees and holding.
CLAIRE. Oh, don’t tell me that.
BRENNAN. Can I tell you something else instead?
CLAIRE. Deep breath, here it comes.
BRENNAN. Carter asked me to marry him.
CLAIRE. If you couldn’t tell, Christmas was kind of a disaster.
BRENNAN. It’s cliché, I know, but I so

want to get married in June.

CLAIRE. Was she in love with him? I hadn’t known what I was going to
major in after a year and a half. Could she know after four short months
that this was the man with whom she was meant to spend eternity?
BRENNAN.

Claire, you’re my best friend. Be my maid of honor. Please? . . .

Claire?
CLAIRE. . . . Sorry, I think my cell is— It’s snowing and— I’d love to. Of
course I will.

I’m a terrible person, I’m a liar, I lied, the last thing in the world I wanted

204

OUT OF THE MOUNT

was to be a bridesmaid. But it would thrill her to hear me say yes, so I said
yes.
Can I just say, watching someone else date is boring. Reality TV works
because some poor editor has to wade through hours of footage to piece
together forty-five minutes of high drama, “piece” being the key word.
Ninety-five percent of Survivor is just people sitting on an island. Boring.
At least watching reality TV you can change the channel when things get
slow or, well—awkward. When the drama is unfolding in your living
room, you don’t exactly enjoy that luxury.
BRENNAN. You are so not going to throw that out.
CARTER. What?
BRENNAN. It’s glass.
CARTER. It’s a jar. Peanut butter is gone, so I throw the jar away.
BRENNAN. No you don’t. You recycle it.
CARTER. What for?
BRENNAN. You can’t just throw it out.
CARTER. . . . So what, you want to keep pencils in it?
BRENNAN. No. I don’t want it.
CARTER. Then what’re you talking about?
BRENNAN. Killing the planet.
CARTER. It’s. A. Jar.
CLAIRE. Yeah, that was a good one. Or how about . . .
CARTER. Doesn’t taste like a burger.
BRENNAN. It’s tofu.
CARTER. Ellgh.
CLAIRE. Those were the tiny things, the tiny things that couples call “little
bumps in the road.” But there were the not-so-tiny things, the questions
that come up when two people attempt to combine their separate lives
into one. Especially when you haven’t been together that long in the first
place.
CARTER. What’s all this?
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BRENNAN. Grad school applications. I’ve always dreamed of going to
Columbia.
CARTER. Columbia, wow. That’s great.
BRENNAN. Isn’t it?
CARTER. But it’s in New York.
BRENNAN. So?
CARTER. Well . . . I’m applying to law schools on the West Coast.
BRENNAN. There are fantastic journalism programs in the West, sure.
U.C. Berkeley, maybe. And maybe you could apply to a couple places
back east too, just in case. You know, a fall-back plan?
CARTER. . . . Sure. I mean, okay.
CLAIRE. Golly, this is awkward, I’m just going to sit on the couch and read
my book and look like I’m not listening, how can I not be listening, but I
can’t look like I’m listening. The thing is, and I know it’s crazy talk, but it
was worse when they got along. I just—I couldn’t handle it. If I walked
into a room and they were cuddling on the couch, or paging through
bridal magazines, or dozing through the closing credits of The Count of
Monte Cristo, I would turn on my heel and go back the way I came.
Because it—them—it didn’t feel right. I split most of my free time that
semester between my very small room and the stale air of the Humanities
level of the library.

I quietly quit being the third wheel of the Brennan/Carter-mobile in
February. I said I was busy, that I had papers to write, books to read. I
read a lot, it’s what I do. They didn’t question, they didn’t really even
notice, they were so into each other, so that was okay. I tried not to think
about it. For the first time in my life I avoided something I loved. I walked
to school every morning to feel the pricking of the wind and enjoy the
numbness in my face. It was hard to think about other things when my
ears ached with the cold, and I knew walking up Seventh North toward
campus was why God had created winter, for this express reason. To let
the outside deflect a little of what was going on inside. It was like I was
back on my mission, and the only serious conversations I was having
were with God. Which is okay, really, he’s a very good listener, and he
appreciates my word choice. I like to think he does, anyway.
Heavenly Father, make me stronger. Help me endure. Show me that thou
lovest me, that I’m worth something to thee . . .
And he would. He still does. Tiny little miracles, just for me. My checking
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account staying out of the red, a surprise extension on an unfinished
paper, a sale on clementines at Albertson’s, the chance sighting of a
cardinal outside my window. And always, that constant warmth in the
center of my chest that told me I wasn’t alone, not really. Though in my
selfish, imperfect way, I couldn’t help thinking it wasn’t enough.
One day my phone rang. My phone actually rang. But it wasn’t Brennan,
it was Natalie. Something had happened and . . .
BRENNAN. Hi. You’re not answering your cell.
CLAIRE. Sorry. I’ve been on the other line.
BRENNAN. What’s going on?
CLAIRE. Can you take me to the airport? I don’t think I should drive.
BRENNAN. Sure. Of course.
CLAIRE. She comes a little closer and I don’t turn my head, I don’t let
myself look at her, because I can smell her. I can smell the Clinique
Happy, and it’s not right, it’s not right that I should want anything for
myself in this moment, in this moment when my sister is . . .
BRENNAN. What happened?
CLAIRE. Grace was dead in her crib this morning. Tom’s gone for work,
and he’s stuck, something about a really big storm. I’m going to stay with
Natalie; she shouldn’t be alone.
BRENNAN. I’m so sorry.
CLAIRE. She’s at my elbow, and I have to tell myself: Breathe. Breathe, like
little Gracie can’t.

She was just—she’s gone. I don’t understand.
BRENNAN. I don’t think we’re supposed to.

(Throughout the following, CLAIRE and BRENNAN are brought
close together—incredibly close, within inches—but never actually
touch.)
CLAIRE. Probably not. There are a lot of things I don’t understand.

I am—unprepared. All too soon her arms are around me, and Happy is in
my nostrils and coating the back of my throat, like she put too much on.
But it’s just that I haven’t been this close to her in weeks and it’s
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overwhelming, the sense of homecoming. I’m afraid something in me
might just break, but I can’t pull away. I turn my head just slightly, and
her face is there, inches from mine. Then centimeters. Millimeters. Our
cheeks touch for several seconds— Stolen time, starry nights, lilacs in
May, little happy secrets . . . I don’t realize I’m kissing her until she pulls
away.
BRENNAN. What are you—
CLAIRE. I’m sorry. I—I’m sorry.
BRENNAN. . . . What time is your flight?
CLAIRE. Seven.
BRENNAN. Then we’d better go. I’ll get my keys.
CLAIRE. It’s rush hour, and we get stuck on I-15 around Murray for what
feels like ages. Her hands can’t stop moving, fidgeting, adjusting the
radio, the air, the mirrors. Finally they stop, her knuckles white on the
wheel. I just sit and want to die.

At the curb of Terminal One I say, Thanks. And she—
BRENNAN. . . .
CLAIRE. She doesn’t even look at me. She just— So I get out of the car, I
walk away, and I get on a plane.

Nat? Natalie? The front door was open. Did you mean to leave it open? . . . I
locked it, anyway.
NATALIE. Don’t put your bag there. Put it in the spare room.
CLAIRE. Okay.
NATALIE. . . . Claire . . .
CLAIRE. Yeah.
NATALIE. Why— What are you doing here?
CLAIRE. You called, so I—
NATALIE. That’s not what I mean. I mean, thanks, but . . .
CLAIRE. What?
NATALIE.

We haven’t—since Christmas. We haven’t talked, and I know
it’s my fault. I just— You didn’t have to come.
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CLAIRE. Are you okay? I know that’s a stupid question, but—
NATALIE. You came anyway.
CLAIRE. Of course I came.

More silence, but this time a different kind. I lie with my sister in the
dark, I hold her while she cries. While we cry together.
I don’t understand, Father. I don’t— A baby, Grace is only a baby. Not old
enough to sin, to even talk. It doesn’t make sense, I can’t get my head
around it. Natalie is a good mother, she should be a mother. And I— I’m
trying so hard, Heavenly Father. I’m trying to be good. I think I am good.
Why this? Why this child? It’s so unfair, so—it’s just— Is it me? Is it some
strange eye-for-an-eye thing? I thought we were past the law of Moses, I
didn’t think my family would be punished for my— Is it even a sin? To
wonder, to care? To want? That’s where the sin comes in, doesn’t it. The
wanting. The fact that I want someone I’m not meant to have . . . Well,
I’m not the one that put her there for the wanting, you know what I’m
saying? . . . Forgive me, Father, for my selfishness. I don’t know how I
turned this to be about me, I didn’t mean for that to happen.
I stayed with Natalie till the day after the funeral. I thought about calling
Bren a whole mess of times, I even did the whole dial-all-but-the-lastnumber bit. Ridiculous.
When I get home, Bren is at the kitchen table, studying. Looking at her,
tasting Happy in the back of my throat—
BRENNAN. Hi.
CLAIRE. Hi.
BRENNAN. I’m sorry about your niece, about Grace.
CLAIRE. Thank you.
BRENNAN. We should probably— We should talk.
CLAIRE. Okay.

You know, for needing to talk, there’s a lot of talk that’s not happening
right now and I just wonder if—
BRENNAN. Claire, I . . .
CLAIRE. Yeah?
BRENNAN. I love Carter.
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CLAIRE. . . . Okay.
BRENNAN. He’s asked me to marry him and I’ve accepted. That’s not
going to change. But I need to know something. I just need to— Never
mind, I don’t want to know.

We— You and I— I don’t even know what to call it. It’s just— We can’t—
It can’t happen. You need to find someone who will make you happy.
CLAIRE. You think I don’t know that? It hurts me like you cannot believe,
to feel this way, to be this lonely. At the same time, I don’t know if I want
to kneel at the altar with anyone. Something is missing. On the one hand,
it’s the guy. On the other, it’s me.
BRENNAN. Nothing is wrong with you.
CLAIRE. Isn’t there?
BRENNAN. Of course not.
CLAIRE. I don’t think about sex. I don’t fantasize, I don’t wonder, I don’t
masturbate. I don’t think about men as physical counterparts, I just think
about them as—men. Guys. People in front of you in the check-out line who
beat you to the last cookie and steal your parking spot and don’t shower
nearly enough. That’s all. A husband is supposed to be your best friend,
someone to hold your hand in good or ill. Bren, you’re my best friend. You
always have been. You’re the only person I want to spend time with.
BRENNAN. . . . So you’ve thought about—sex. With me.
CLAIRE. No.
BRENNAN. I don’t understand.
CLAIRE. I’ve thought about kissing you. About holding you while you
sleep. I’ve thought—
BRENNAN. Stop. I can’t hear th— You’re my best friend, and I love you for
that. As a friend. But I don’t know if we can do that anymore.
CLAIRE. You joking? You don’t think I can be enough of an adult to
maintain our friendship?
BRENNAN. I’m moving out. I’ll find someone to take my spot in the house.
CLAIRE. The semester is half over, no one is looking for—
BRENNAN. Then I’ll stay at my cousin’s and pay the rent. I just— I don’t
think we should live together.
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You think I’m going to come into your room in the middle of the

night?
BRENNAN. What you’re suggesting, what you’re asking of me—
CLAIRE. Am I ever going to see you again after you’re married?
BRENNAN. And suddenly this has everything to do with what you want.
CLAIRE. . . . I— I have to—
BRENNAN. Are you okay?
CLAIRE. Little dizzy, no big deal.
BRENNAN. You’re all— You’re kind of ashen. Are you—
CLAIRE. I’m freaking out, and I’ve been fasting. Bad combination.
BRENNAN. Fasting? What for?
CLAIRE. What do you think?
BRENNAN. . . . Sorry. Of course. I just— How long? Your fast, how long
has it been going on?
CLAIRE. On and off this week.
BRENNAN. You’ve been fasting all week?
CLAIRE. On and off, I said. I’ve been eating dinner. Sometimes.
BRENNAN. Claire, that’s not healthy.
CLAIRE. I’m feeling a little short in the clarity department. I’m trying to
figure things out. Fasting is supposed to clear the mind and—I didn’t
know what else to do. I meant to tell you so much sooner. But then
Natalie’s baby, and Carter—
BRENNAN. Yes, Carter. You don’t like him.
CLAIRE. He’s a little self-involved.
BRENNAN. He’s used to being right.
CLAIRE. He drives a Lincoln Navigator.
BRENNAN. It was a present from his parents, when he got into law school.
CLAIRE. What will you and he discuss over dinner? Are you laying ground
rules, are you going to limit your conversation to “Please pass the liberty
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cabbage”? How does he feel about the GOP? Does he go deer hunting?
Collect guns?
BRENNAN. I had no idea you were this bitter.
CLAIRE. You don’t love him.
BRENNAN. You’re just saying that because—
CLAIRE. It’s nothing to do with me.
BRENNAN. You’re kidding, right?
CLAIRE. This all happened so fast, you and Carter— You think you’re in
love with him.
BRENNAN. This isn’t— I have to go. I’ll email you about the sublease.
CLAIRE. I should be the one to go. Nothing’s going to be the same, and it’s
my fault.
BRENNAN. Where will you go?
CLAIRE. Seattle. Natalie.
BRENNAN. You’re going to leave? School?
CLAIRE. For a while.
BRENNAN. You can’t just—
CLAIRE. Hon, I love you. I would do just about anything for you. But I
can’t stay and watch you marry him. I should, but I—I’m not strong
enough.

I didn’t stop, I didn’t let myself. Before I could change my mind, I
withdrew from the university. I filled my car with clothes, with books,
with movies, didn’t really look, just moved to keep moving. And I drove
to Seattle.
NATALIE.

I thought that was your car. What are you— I expected a visit,
but not so soon.

CLAIRE. Surprise. I was thinking about looking for a job. Any ideas?

Nat had worked at a Borders before having Grace, and she introduced me
to her old manager. I had a little miracle; he hired me on the spot. It
didn’t take long to settle into a routine. Natalie didn’t ask questions, she
just opened doors. Things were okay, they were—fine. Because I kept
moving. Except for the hole in me, the void that I kept trying to fill with
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work and writing and books—thirty percent is a dangerous discount—but
nothing stayed, nothing took root. The hole didn’t shrink, but it didn’t
exactly grow, either. It just—was. A hole in my being, a hole where
Brennan should have been. Except that I tried to cut her out, neatly, with
those sharp little shears Nat uses to cut out photos for her scrapbooks.
Though the photo is gone, I can still see Brennan. Right—there. Like—
Those months in Seattle, they kind of blur together when I think back on
them. They were empty. I went to work, I came home, and I read, like always.
NATALIE. What’re you reading?
CLAIRE. Persuasion.
NATALIE. Again?
CLAIRE. Uh huh.
NATALIE.

I don’t understand how you can do that, read things over and
over. I read something, maybe I like it, and that’s all. I don’t even like to
own books.

CLAIRE. Oh, I know.
NATALIE. It must be good, if you’re reading it for the zillionth time.
CLAIRE.

It’s one of the best. You can borrow it, if you want. You’d like it.
It’s a love story, classic.

NATALIE. Happy ending?
CLAIRE. Do you want to know?
NATALIE. I need one, I think, even if it’s fictional.
CLAIRE. Here. It’s a good ending, I promise.
NATALIE. Don’t you want to finish it first?
CLAIRE. I practically have it memorized. Take your time.
NATALIE. . . . I won’t need a dictionary, will I?
CLAIRE. You shouldn’t.
NATALIE. Thanks.
CLAIRE. No problem.

My sister and I have always been good at giving each other—space. She
did her thing, and I did mine. But now we had both endured a heartbreak,

LITTLE HAPPY SECRETS

213

and that changed the air between us. Leveled the playing field? I don’t
know. We had something in common, something we hadn’t before. We
each understood the other’s sorrow and then, suddenly, the incongruities
in taste, in personality, all seemed—superficial. After all, we both want
what everyone wants: that elusive happy ending. What I’ve realized,
though, is that a “happy ending,” that’s a bit of a tall order for every day. I
mean, ultimately, sure, you want to end happily. But at the same time,
who wants to end? Either you’re happy and ended, or you’re not quite
happy, but at least still living. It’s a literal take, I know, but that’s where I
have to find consolation, in the fact that I’m still living. Day to day, hour
to hour, breath to breath, just—living.
One day I come home for lunch. Nat, I’m home.
NATALIE. There’s mail for you, Mom sent it up.
CLAIRE. Not like there’s ever anything good. Credit card, credit card,
phone bill, student loan, junk junk junk— Oh. Um . . .
NATALIE. How’s work? Claire? What’s the matter?
CLAIRE. It’s a vellum envelope, addressed in calligraphy.

(A light on BRENNAN.)
BRENNAN. To Ms. Claire Allen and Guest. Brennan Ashley Chandler and
Carter Dallas Weston have chosen to be sealed for time and all eternity in
the Mesa LDS Temple on Friday, the twenty-third of June. You are
cordially invited to attend a reception held in their honor.
CLAIRE. The invitation is an ivory card with a linen finish; timeless,
classic. When I pull it out, a photograph and a slip of paper fall to the
floor, fluttering like a lost soul. In the photo, Brennan and Carter grin
cheek to cheek, posed against Y Mountain in matte finished black and
white. On the slip of paper, written in a familiar hand, are three little
words.
BRENNAN. Stop me. Please.
CLAIRE. Keys, where are my keys? I just had them—
NATALIE. Hold on a second. What’s going on?
CLAIRE. Friday, the wedding is Friday morning.
NATALIE. Tomorrow. Claire, wait—
CLAIRE. I can’t, I have to go, I’ll call you from the road.
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NATALIE. Do you even know where you’re going?
NATALIE AND BRENNAN. Claire.
CLAIRE. When Nat called me, I heard Brennan’s voice. Was I going crazy?
Was I finally losing it? I just got in the car. I grabbed my wallet and a sixpack of Coke and I drove to Mesa. I don’t know what I expected to do. If
this was a scene out of a romantic comedy I might just burst into the
wedding and yell “Wait!” Do people actually ever do that? Real people, I
mean?

I drove all night. Sometime around four in the morning the car was
wavering, weaving a little in the lane; I hunched over the wheel, straining
my eyes to keep them open. It’s a miracle that I didn’t get pulled over
since I was pushing eighty-five and ninety most of the time. Good little
Honda kept on trucking. I only stopped to fill the tank, to pick up sugar
and caffeine. Getting to Mesa wasn’t a problem. But I had never been to
the Mesa Temple, so once I hit the sprawl of the suburbs—and Mesa is
basically one gigantic suburb—I had no idea where to go. I guess I
thought I would just find it. I mean, it’s a temple, how can you miss it,
right? But I wandered up and down streets for more than an hour,
frustrated to tears before I let myself ask for directions. When I find the
temple, there is a crowd out front. From a distance, I recognize Brennan’s
parents. There’re people everywhere, aunts and uncles and cousins, and a
photographer, but where—
Applause. Cheers as Mr. and Mrs. Carter Weston step out into the
Arizona sunshine.
It is incredibly hot. I sit sweating in my car in the parking lot, for I don’t
know how long. I don’t roll down the windows, I just sit in the heat, my
hair going stringy and my clothes damp. Breathing out of my mouth,
sucking in more heat than air. Watching from across the lot as the
wedding party poses on the grounds, as they split into groups and drive
away. For the luncheon and, eventually, the reception. I guess. I could go,
to say “hi” or whatever, but I know somehow that if I see her it will be
worse. For her, for me. It’ll just spoil the day, and so many people will—
talk. Secrets, right? Bren deserves better than that. I deserve better than
that. So I turn the key, get back on the 202, head north.
On the drive home, a gray film hangs over everything despite the sun. I
have a roaring headache, I’m starving, and a shower can only be a good
thing. I don’t think about driving, I just do it, totally on autopilot, the
speedometer holding steady at sixty-five. I sit back, both hands on the
wheel, elbows relaxed, eyes half closed. Eventually my right hand falls
away from the wheel. My foot is on the gas. Seventy, seventy-five. It’s a
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straight stretch of highway, heat shimmering, hovering just above the
pavement, blurring the horizon. Not a lot of traffic. I am alone in the
middle of the desert, how appropriate. Eighty. The fingers of my left hand
relax. Eighty-five. It’d be so easy to just—let go of everything. So I do. I
drop my hand from the wheel altogether. Ninety. The car starts to veer
into the left lane. Ninety-five. I look down the hood of the Honda
through the haze of heat, at the shallow ditch running between the two
sections of freeway and I—
I couldn’t go through with it. I took the wheel in both hands and turned it
to the right. Took my foot off the gas. I did make it home. How? I’ll say
divine intervention, and you’ll likely smile at that, but it’s what I know.
The hole is still there, ragged along the edges, and I look for something—
maybe someone?—to fill it. Eventually. But I do have a slip of paper that I
carry with me everywhere I go. A slip of paper blank except for three little
words. It’s funny, it’s like it’s enough that she asked. That she—
considered me enough to ask.
Stolen time, starry nights, lilacs in May, little happy secrets. You know
mine now. There are no more.
(Black. End of play.)

CONTRIBUTORS
Bianca Dillard — Bianca calls Idaho’s Boise Valley, where her
Mom and siblings still live, her home, though she’s now living in
Provo. Bianca started her professional study of theater with the
Idaho Shakespeare Festival in 2002. She spent a year at Boise State
University before transferring to BYU, where she still studies
(when she has the money and the sanity). Bianca is the “fifth” and
unofficial founder of New Play Project; she served as its Lead
Dramaturg from 2006-2009, and is currently the Artistic Director.
She has one husband and one dog.
Katherine Gee — Katherine Gee’s first play, about a dog that
wanted to pursue show business, was written in pencil at the age of

218

OUT OF THE MOUNT

seven. Sequestered from society for hours on end for this play, she
discovered the ruthless sorrows of hovel writing. So she turned to
collaboration, and has since helped direct, write, perform in, and create countless productions on the local and national scene. Through
her teaching and writing experience, Katherine has always been an
advocate for many voices, rather than one. An award-winning essayist and professional storyteller, Katherine enjoys exploring the collective world of myths, legends, folktales and personal stories in an effort
to broaden understanding and promote optimism for life.
James Goldberg — James was a co-founder of New Play Project, and served as its Artistic Director from 2006-2008. He is also
the author of three blogs: goldbergish.blogspot.com, mormonmidrashim.blogspot.com, and caucajewmexdian.blogpsot.com. His
primary claim to fame is having once written a letter of recommendation for award-winning Bollywood screenwriter Abhijat Joshi.
Matthew Greene — Matthew is a BYU graduate with a degree
in Theatre Arts Studies. In 2008, he worked with Plan B Theatre
and Theatre Arts Conservatory as a writer in their Student SLAM
event. His short play “Job Well Done” was selected as a national
finalist in the KCACTF Ten Minute Play festival. He wrote “Bread
of Affliction,” a play commissioned by the Society for the Study of
Jewish American and Holocaust Literature; the play was presented
at the JAHL symposium in September 2008. Matthew’s plays, including Racine’s Berenice, Man to Man, For Dear Life, and Single
and Looking, have been performed at New Play Project, Provo
Theatre, BYU, and The Theatre Arts Conservatory in Salt Lake
City. Matthew currently resides in California.
Eric Heaps — Eric “C” Heaps proved his dedication to theater
when he turned down a full scholarship (including room, board,
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and spending money) to study physics at Utah State in favor of
studying theater at Brigham Young University and being gloriously
poor for life. Eric was one of the original three incorporators of
New Play Project as a non-profit organization, serving as its first
Executive Director. He also served as Artistic and Executive Director for FACE Theatre Company in Provo, Utah. He is currently
pursuing a Ph.D. in Theatre and Drama at Indiana University.
Mary Emma Heaps — Mary believes that art, like life, cannot
be separated from the fundamental axioms guiding existence. Her
positive and negative life experiences have influenced her creative
work to reflect those things she values most: family, love and reliance on God. She is the mother of two fantastic boys, the wife of
an awesome man, and the friend of countless others. NPP has
given her the opportunity to act, direct, and write. For Mary, playwriting is the creative exfoliate, designed to reveal the artist she’s
sure is in there somewhere.
Melissa Leilani Larson — Originally from Hau`ula, Hawai`i,
Melissa Leilani Larson is presently based in Provo, Utah. She holds
an MFA from the Iowa Playwrights Workshop and a BA in English
from BYU. Produced plays include the 2009 Association for Mormon Letters Award drama winner Little Happy Secrets; IRAM Best
New Play winner Martyr’s Crossing; Mayhew Award winner
Standing Still Standing; Lewis National Playwriting Contest for
Women winner Lady in Waiting; A Flickering; The Church of St.
Pinky at Katy, Texas; Hope Falls; and her latest, Jane Austen’s Persuasion. Mel likes nice paper and nicer pens. Visit her at
web.me.com/mel_leilani.
Alexandra Mackenzie — Alex is from Jersey in the United
Kingdom, where she is currently teaching Performance Studies,

220

OUT OF THE MOUNT

after having completed an MA in Theatre Studies at Brigham
Young University.
Lyvia Martinez — Lyvia A. Martinez grew up in Arecibo,
Puerto Rico. From an early age, she loved creating stories and acting them out with costumes made out of cardboard boxes. Lyvia
produced and co-wrote the double-Emmy Award-winning short
“Inspector 42,” and has written several short plays performed by
New Play Project, two of which won audience choice awards.
Davey Morrison — Davey is New Play Project’s Workshop Director, and has had over half a dozen short plays produced and
performed through NPP over the past two years. His full-length
play Cycle was workshopped and received a staged reading
through BYU’s Writer Director Actor workshop, and won second
place in the Vera Hinckley Mayhew Playwriting competition. In
addition to playwriting, Davey is a published poet and journalist—
with works published in Sunstone, Mormon Artist, and The ProvoOrem Word—and an award-winning filmmaker, actor, screenwriter, and visual artist. Davey is also the author of an ongoing film
column for Examiner.com. He has roughly a million projects in the
works.
Steve Morrison — Steve Morrison was born in Illinois. He
graduated from BYU with a BFA in Illustration, and has created
illustrations for NPR, Highlights Magazine, National Storytelling
Magazine, and the Core Knowledge Foundation. He currently lives
in South Carolina.
Arisael Rivera — Arisael was born in Bayamon, Puerto Rico,
and raised in the Bronx, New York. An actor, playwright, and one
of the founding members of New Play Project, he studied theater
at Brigham Young University, where he received his Bachelor's in
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2007, and was able to perform in various BYU productions. He
produced his play, Really Cool and Smart and Better Than You, at
BYU, and received 2nd place in the Mayhew Playwriting contest
for Somos Sangre. He was also nominated for the Irene Ryan Acting Scholarship in 2006 and 2008. Arisael is currently working on
his MFA in Acting at the New School for Drama in New York City.
Eric Samuelsen — Eric Samuelsen is a playwright, director,
critic, translator, and theater historian. He’s been a member of the
BYU faculty since 1992, and has been the head of playwriting since
1999. Eric has had around twenty-five plays produced professionally, including Gadianton, Accommodations, Peculiarities, and
Amerigo. Eric is also known as a translator of Scandinavian drama,
particularly Ibsen. He is married, and has four children.
Julie Saunders — Julie was one of the founding members of
New Play Project, and, in addition to having several plays produced by NPP, she was also an actor and director.
C. Adam Stallard — In 2006, Adam Stallard unexpectedly
showed up at Bianca Dillard's house one evening for a New Play Project writer’s workshop. He flung himself wholeheartedly into NPP
ever since, moving up the ranks from cinderblock transporter to actor to director to Managing Director (a position he held until 2009).
Adam brought many plays to workshop from 2006 to 2009, and had
seven produced at NPP. He excels at writing intentionally bad plays,
having had four plays accepted (under different styles and pseudonyms) for the inaugural Bad Play Project festival in 2009. Outside of
NPP successes, his play, “Bear Heimlich,” was performed at the Arts
Institute of Austi, and adapted into a short film by New Film Project.
Deborah Yarchun — Deborah is a New Jersey-born, Air
Force-raised, and Austin-rooted playwright; her plays are just as
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geographically discombobulated. Her produced works include
Freezeframe (off-Broadway Young Playwrights Festival XXIV),
Next Year in Jerusalem, The Crossing, and No More Yielding But a
Dream. Her other plays include full-lengths Portmanteaux and
Kaddish, which have been workshopped and read through WorkBRIDGE, Rattlestick Playwrights Theatre, the Kennedy Center’s
American College Theatre Festival, the Philadelphia Dramatists
Center’s American College Theatre Festival, and Sanctuary Playwrights Theatre. Deborah is a two-time winner of the Young
Playwrights Festival National Playwriting competition and a past
recipient of the VSA Arts Playwright Discovery Award. In August
2010 she will attend the Iowa Playwrights Workshop where she
has been awarded the Iowa Arts Fellowship.

PRODUCTION HISTORY
“Adam and Eve,” by Davey Morrison, was first performed in July
2008.
Director: David Liddell Thorpe
Assistant Director: Danica Anderson
Eve: Maggie Laurencell
Adam: Eric Johnson
It was again performed in November 2009.
Director: Davey Morrison
Eve: Becca Ingram
Adam: Tyler Harris
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“Adam and Eve” has been previously published in Mormon Artist,
November 2009.
●

“The Exact Total Opposite,” by Eric Samuelsen, was first performed in January 2009.
Director: Adam Buchanan
Assistant Director: Davey Morrison
She: Heidi Smith
He: C. Adam Stallard
●

“No One’s Superman,” by Bianca Dillard, was first performed in
December 2007.
Director: C. Adam Stallard
Barometric Beauty: Danica Donaldson
Mr. Amazing: William McAllister
The Deterrent: Wyatt Felt
●

“On Being a Priest,” by Eric & Mary Emma Heaps, was first performed in April 2009.
Director: Dick Merkling
Assistant Director: Bethany Merkling
Catholic Priest: Randy McNair
Mormon Priest: Sam Nelson
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●

“Book of Mormon Story,” by James Goldberg, was first performed
in April 2007.
Director: Eric Heaps
Sister Griffith: Charlie Little
Sister Nielsen: Jana Lee Stubbs
Carter: C. Adam Stallard
Lindy: Nicole Quist
Tim: Jason Lewis
It was again performed in April 2008.
Director: Jana Lee Stubbs
Sister Griffith: Jane Barlow
Sister Nielsen: Christina Phillips
Carter: C. Adam Stallard
Lindy: Asenath Rallison
Tim: Wyatt Felt
●

“Foxgloves,” by Matthew Greene, was first performed in September 2008.
Director: Landon Taylor Wheeler
Assistant Director: Krystle Wahnschaffe
Myrtle: Gabrielle Cunningham
Annabelle: Paige Guthrie
●
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“Caution,” by Julie Saunders, was first performed in December
2006.
Director: Amanda R. Von Der Lohe & Allison Mackay
One: Allison Mackay / Julie Saunders
Two: Amanda R. Von Der Lohe
It was again performed in June 2007.
Director: James Goldberg
One: C. Adam Stallard
Two: Jana Lee Stubbs
●

“On Gonoga Falls,” by Deborah Yarchun, was first performed in
March 2007.
Director: James Goldberg
Genny: Lindsy Anderson
Dane: Matthew P. Davis
●

“Eleven O’ Clock News,” by Davey Morrison, was first performed
in December 2008.
Director: Kyle Allen
Assistant Director: Brian Randall
She: Jennifer Thomas
He: Micah Fry
●

PRODUCTION HISTORY

227

“Irrational Numbers,” by C. Adam Stallard, was first performed as
a staged reading in August 2007.
Director: C. Adam Stallard
Angie: Charlie Little
Mom: Mary Emma Heaps
Dad: Andy Stanton
Stage Directions: Eric Heaps
It was again performed in February 2008.
Director: James Goldberg
Angie: Lindsy Anderson
Mom: Teresa Gashler
Dad: Sam Nelson
●

“A Burning in the Bosom,” by Melissa Leilani Larson, was first performed in September 2008.
Director: Christina Phillips
Charity: Sarah Dyer / Carrie Davis
●

“Little Boy Mo,” by Alexandra Mackenzie, was first performed in
October 2006.
Director: Matthew P. Davis
God: James Goldberg
Little Boy Mo: Chris Burnham
●
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“The Illegal Alien,” by Lyvia Martinez, was originally performed in
November 2009.
Director: Kiely Smith
●

“The Look,” by Arisael Rivera, was originally performed in August
2007.
Director: Jennefer Franklin
Amanda: Cami Norman
Jeffrey: James Goldberg
●

“To Be Continued,” by Davey Morrison, was originally performed
in April 2009.
Director: Enoch Allred
Assistant Director: Davey Morrison
Eric: Micah Fry
Randy: David St. Julien
Nancy: Melissa McCarty
●
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“Based on Truish Stories,” by Katherine Gee, was originally performed in October 2007.
Director: C. Adam Stallard
Eva: Nicole Quist
Chloe: Rachel Anderson
Ruth: Bethany Talley
Grandmother / Skyler: April Harvey
Scott: Dave Dixon
Jarom: Jason Fullmer
Luke: James Goldberg
Ray: C. Adam Stallard
Elizabeth: Jana Lee Stubbs
It was again performed in September 2008.
Director: Matthew Greene
Assistant Director: Michael Van Orden
Maria: Heidi Smith
Chloe: Mariah Proctor
Eva: Brooke Nelson
Ruth: Libby Johnson
Grandmother: Alexis Wood
Jarom: Paul Vance
Luke: Arisael Rivera
Scott: Ryan Peek
Elizabeth: Carrie Davis
Skyler: Staley Carter
Ray: Boston Blake
●
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“Gaia,” by Eric Samuelsen, was originally performed in September
2008.
Director: C. Adam Stallard
Assistant Director: William McAllister
Lucifer: Matt Perrone
Gaia: Lisa Lundberg
“Gaia” has been previously published as the first scene of the fulllength play, The Plan, in Sunstone, July 2009.
●

“Prodigal Son,” by James Goldberg, was originally performed in
April 2008.
Director: Katherine Gee
Assistant Director: Ben Crowder
Son: Dave Dixon
Girlfriend: Katherine Way
Dad: James Goldberg
“Prodigal Son” has been previously published in The Best of Mormonism 2009.
●
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“Little Happy Secrets,” by Melissa Leilani Larson, was originally
performed in March 2009.
Director: Landon Taylor Wheeler
Claire: Laurel Sandberg-Armstrong
Brennan: Christie Clark
Carter: Jake Welch
Natalie: Maggie Laurencell
“Little Happy Secrets” was recorded in May 2008 and released as
an audio play in January 2009. It is available to hear free online at
http://itunes.apple.com/us/podcast/little-happysecrets/id303818084.
Director: James Goldberg
Editor: Owen Merkling
Engineer: Stephen Gashler
Claire: Laurel Sandberg-Armstrong
Brennan: Katherine Gee
Carter: Kevin Goertzen
Natalie: Lindsy Anderson
●

All rights to the plays presented in Out of the Mount: 19 From
New Play Project are maintained exclusively by the playwrights.
For permission to perform any of the plays contained herein,
please contact the playwrights personally, or send an email to
newplayproject@gmail.com.

The digital edition of
Out of the Mount: 19 from New Play Project
includes six bonus plays.
The digital book is available for sale at
b10mediaworx.com
amazon.com
and other digital book outlets.

