Errata:

Four Plays

by Chris Braak

[a brief note on format:  An ellipsis at the end of a line indicates that the line trails off, as opposed to being cut off by the next line.  A cut-off is indicated by a dash.  A slash in the middle of a line indicates the location where the following line begins, and the two lines should overlap.]

Setting:

All four plays take place in functionally the same location:  a room that contains a sofa, an armchair, a table, and four plain, armless chairs.  This location in “June Thirteenth” is a living room and a police interrogation room; in “The Locked Eye,” all pieces of furniture except for one of the chairs are covered with dustcloths, and the room is a kind of limbo; in “Glossolalia,” the set is a combination of living room and dining room.  In “12.25,” the table and armless chairs are packed away, leaving only the living room.

Characters:

June Thirteenth

Dr. Cross: a police psychologist.

George Lydecker: a man, haunted.

The Mary Lydeckers (played by the same actress, but with subtle and distinct costume changes to indicate that they are not actually the same person)


Mary 1


Mary 2


Mary 3

The Weekday Men (played by the same actor who will appear identical for each role, but behave in a slightly different fashion)


Mr. Tuesday


Mr. Wednesday


Mr. Thursday


Mr. Friday

The Locked Eye

David Speed, a young blind man.

Glossolalia 

Dr. Cross:  a police psychologist.

Emma:  his wife

Warren:  her brother 

Phoebe: his wife

12.25

Husband: a man of thirty, or thereabouts

Wife:  a woman of thirty, or thereabouts

June Thirteenth

The set consists of two distinct but traversable playing spaces.  The first is George & Mary’s living room, consisting of a couch, a chair, an upstage window, and an upstage left door.  There is an easel and a kind of artist’s studio between the window and the upstage door; George paints, but is not an artist, that’s why he keeps his materials in the living room.  At the beginning of the play, MARY 1 is seated on the couch, in the dark, not moving.

The second playing space is down right.  It consists of a table and two chairs at opposite sides.  These are meant to represent an interrogation room, the sort of room where a psychiatrist might come to evaluate the sanity of someone who is about to go to trial.  GEORGE is seated at the table.

The WEEKDAY MEN are all played by the same person, who adopts different characteristics depending on the day of the week.  At the beginning of the play, MR. FRIDAY, a pale man in a dark suit (maybe with a fedora), stands upstage of the interrogation table.

DR. CROSS enters.  He has a briefcase in one hand, and a manila folder in his other hand.  This folder is his “file.”  It has both biographic information about GEORGE, and the police report.  DR. CROSS takes out a small tape recorder, and sets it on the table between himself and GEORGE.


DR. CROSS  

For legal purposes, I’ll need to record this interview.  

He speaks into the tape recorder.

Friday, June twentieth, two-thousand six.  Mental competency examination for George Lydecker.  Doctor Henry Cross conducting.

Mr. Lydecker.  My name is Dr. Cross.  How are you?

GEORGE says nothing.  CROSS sits.

Do you know why I’m here George?  Is it all right if I call you George?

long pause; GEORGE has a shellshocked look about him, and it’s not clear that he has even heard DR. CROSS’s question.


GEORGE:  

No.


DR. CROSS:  

No.  All right, Mr. Lydecker.  Do you know why I’m here?

(pause; GEORGE says nothing)

I am here to evaluate your mental competence, to see if you’re fit to stand trial.


GEORGE:  

To find out if I’m crazy.


DR. CROSS:  

Well…essentially, yes.


GEORGE:  

I think I probably am.


DR. CROSS:  

That’s certainly what your lawyer as suggested.

(GEORGE shrugs.)

(CROSS chuckles softly)  Of course, how would he know, right?  So, what I’m going to do is, I’m going to ask you a few questions.  These are…these are formality questions, you understand?


GEORGE:  

You mean, you have to ask them, but they aren’t really important?


DR. CROSS:  

Essentially.  I’ll ask them, but answering the questions positively—I mean, with a “yes”—doesn’t necessarily mean that you’re mentally unfit.  Nor does answering these questions negatively mean that you are.


GEORGE:  

Because I could be lying.


DR. CROSS:  

Certainly you could be, and you wouldn’t be the first person to lie during a mental-competency interview.  But also because the issue of mental competence is a little more complex a thing than can be easily ascertained with a series of yes or know questions.  Do you understand?


GEORGE:  

Not really.


DR. CROSS:  

All right.  Well, why don’t I ask you some of these questions.


GEORGE:  

Okay.


DR. CROSS:  

Do you ever experience sudden or violent mood swings?


GEORGE:  

No.


DR. CROSS:  

No.  You’ve never been, say, happy one minute, and then sad or depressed the next?  You’ve never found yourself suddenly, inexpressibly angry at something?


GEORGE:  

Yes.


DR. CROSS:  

Yes you have, or yes you haven’t?

(pause)


GEORGE:  

I don’t know.  I don’t think so.


DR. CROSS:  

Have you ever had an episode in which you’ve had difficulty distinguishing between what’s real and what’s not?

(pause; GEORGE considers this question)


GEORGE:  

If I couldn’t tell the difference between what was real and what wasn’t, how would I know?


DR. CROSS:  

I mean, have you ever found yourself seeing things that aren’t really there?


GEORGE:  

But how would I know if it wasn’t really there if I could see it?


DR. CROSS:  

Well, if you saw it, and then it disappeared, for instance.


GEORGE:  

You mean like, a hallucination.


DR. CROSS:  

Yes.


GEORGE:  

What I mean is, how could I tell the difference?  If I saw…I don’t…I don’t know.  

He indicates upstage, where MR. FRIDAY is standing.  Lights come up when GEORGE indicates him.  DR. CROSS does not see MR. FRIDAY.

If I looked over there and I saw a man in a suit.  


DR CROSS 

(without looking)  Do you see a man in a suit?


GEORGE 

(puzzled, as though not sure whether or not he sees a man)  N-no.  No.  But if I did, and then I looked back and he was gone.

Lights go down over MR. FRIDAY

How would I know that the man was a hallucination, and not that he’d just disappeared?


DR. CROSS:  

People don’t just disappear.


GEORGE:  

You’re only saying that because you’ve never seen it happen.  Except, if you had seen it happen, you’d have to think that you were crazy. 

(pause.  DR. CROSS ostentatiously makes a note in his file.  He speaks now, his voice a mixture of exasperation and disappointment.)


DR. CROSS:  

Okay.  Let’s talk about what happened on June the thirteenth.


GEORGE:  

What—oh.  I don’t remember.


DR. CROSS:  

That’s what you told the police.  According to your statement, you have no memory of the events that occurred that night.  Why don’t you start by telling me what you do remember.

Lights come up on the living room where MARY 1 is sitting.  GEORGE leaves the interrogation table and enters the living room.  MARY 1 remains motionless until the scene actually begins; she doesn’t respond while GEORGE “sets the scene.”


GEORGE:  

I remember…after Mary got home.  It was…eight o’clock?  I’d eaten by myself.  I made spaghetti and I put some tuna fish in the sauce.  She came back from work late.  She was watching me…

GEORGE sees the easel.

…paint.  She was watching me paint.  She does that sometimes.


DR. CROSS: 

 What were you painting?

GEORGE looks at the painting.  It is stylized piece with a face in front of a night sky in which half of the stars have gone out.


GEORGE:  

A face.  In front of a dark sky.  I hadn’t finished the stars.


DR. CROSS:  

Had you been fighting?


GEORGE:  

Fighting?


DR. CROSS:  

Arguing.  With your wife?


GEORGE:  

Arguing?

GEORGE looks at MARY 1, who looks back at him.

Yes.  Arguing.  About something stupid, I think.  Something like…like…


MARY 1:  

My mother.


GEORGE:  

our mother?


MARY 1:  

Sister.  My sister invited us for Thanksgiving.  I think we should go.


GEORGE 

(begins working on his painting; he is “in the scene” now)  My mother invited us for Thanksgiving.

The lights go down on DR. CROSS, who becomes immobile.


MARY 1:  

I know she did.  She invites us every year, and every year we blow off my sister to see your mother.


GEORGE:  

You don’t have an obligation to—


MARY 1:  

Oh my god, yes I do.


GEORGE:  

But she’s my mother.  Mothers outrank sisters.


MARY 1:  

Not when you don’t have a mother—


GEORGE: 

Yes, it—


MARY 1:  

No.  No!  My sister is my only family—


GEORGE:  

Your sister has her own husband, and her own kid.


MARY 1:  

But she’s my only family.


GEORGE: 

You’re supposed…aren’t…what, does my family not count?


MARY 1:  

What?


GEORGE:  

Does my family not count as yours?  You married me—


MARY 1:  

I didn’t marry your god-damn mother!


GEORGE:  

I can’t…I’m not…


MARY 1:  

Not what?  What?  For once could you just finish a sentence?


GEORGE:  

Oh, fuck you.

(pause)


MARY 1: 

I’m going to bed.


GEORGE:  

Wait, Mary…


MARY 1: 

What?


GEORGE:  

Are you mad?


MARY 1:  

No.


GEORGE:  

Yes, you are.


MARY 1:  

I’m not mad.


GEORGE:  

You are…


MARY 1:  

I’m not!  Look…let’s just…we’ll talk about this tomorrow.

MARY 1 exits through the door upstage left.

Lights begin to go out in the living room.


GEORGE:  

And that’s…that’s all I remember.

The lights are almost out.


GEORGE:  

No.  Wait.

The lights begin to come back up.


GEORGE:  

I was here, painting.  A sky with no stars and I heard…something…I heard…

GEORGE goes back to the painting and begins to work on it.  

Suddenly, a gunshot is heard.  GEORGE is startled.  He is still fully “in the scene.”  MR. TUESDAY enters from the upstage left door.  He has a large, black, automatic pistol in his hand.


MR.  TUESDAY:  

Hello, George, my name is Mr. Tuesday.  You do remember me, don’t you?


GEORGE:  

What?


MR.  TUESDAY:  

We’d better hurry.  Mr. Friday will be here soon.

TUESDAY raises the gun.

The lights go out fully on the living room.  Another gunshot is heard.

GEORGE returns to his seat at the interrogation table in the dark; MARY 1 exits, MARY 2 enters in the dark and sits on the chair opposite the couch.  She remains immobile.  The lights come up on GEORGE and DR. CROSS; DR. CROSS continues as though the transition has been seamless, but GEORGE starts as though waking from a dream.


DR. CROSS:  

Okay.  Let’s talk about what happened on June the thirteenth.


GEORGE:  

What—oh.  I don’t remember.


DR. CROSS:  

That’s not what you told the police.  According to your statement, there was an assailant.  A man in a dark suit, with a pale face.


GEORGE:  

A man?


DR. CROSS:  

In a suit.


GEORGE:  

N-no.  No.  There wasn’t any man.



DR. CROSS:  

You told the police that there was.  A man in a dark suit, with a gun.  The police couldn’t find any evidence of intrusion…


GEORGE:  

No.  That’s not…I told them I couldn’t remember.  I can’t remember.


DR. CROSS:  

Why don’t we start with what you can remember?

GEORGE looks at him, as though confused.


GEORGE:  

What?


DR. CROSS:  

Why don’t you tell me what you can remember about that night.  June thirteenth.

GEORGE considers, then, again, gets up and moves to the living room.  The lights come up there, and dim on the interrogation table.  On GEORGE’S painting, there is now a blood-red smear across the canvas, like a meteor.


GEORGE:  

I was…I was painting.  Mary had come home late.  I’d already eaten.  Eaten…I don’t remember.  Pasta, probably.  Or rice.  She…Mary was watching me paint.


DR. CROSS:  

Were you fighting?


GEORGE:  

Fighting?


DR. CROSS:  

In your statement you said you’d been having an argument with your wife.


GEORGE:  

An argument?  No.  No, that’s not…we weren’t arguing.  She was telling me about a dream that she had.  About…about…


MARY 2:  

About the stars going out.


GEORGE:  

The stars?

Lights go out completely over the interrogation table.  Both GEORGE and MARY 2 are completely “in the scene.”


MARY 2:  

The stars.  In my dream.  I’m sitting here, I think.  Only I’m facing out the window, somehow, so I can see everything.  I can see all the stars.


GEORGE:  

You can’t see the stars from here.  The city lights.


MARY 2:  

I know.  But in my dream, I can.  There’s a billion stars out there.  I can’t, I don’t know how to describe it.  There’s so many, I can’t see them all.  I can’t look at them enough, there are  so many that I’m overwhelmed.  They don’t glitter, they just shine stark and bright, white and blue and red and yellow.

And then they…they go out.  One at a time they start to…to blink out.  Someone hits a light switch and out goes a star.  Betelgeuse.  Arcturus.  Polaris.  One at a time.  Slowly.  At first, no one notices.  That’s how slowly it happens.  Over nights and nights and weeks.  Months go by, and people start to notice.  Every night I’m out there, looking up at the sky, watching as the stars go out.  I want to tell someone, but…I’m scared to.  I don’t know why, but I can’t tell anyone.  All I can do is stare.

And then, people do start to notice.  There are great black patches, now, pits that stretch forever in the dark.  Everyone looks up, and they start to think about just what it means that space goes on into infinity, and it’s a huge thought, and it scares them.  And the night sky just gets blacker and blacker.  People cry out for help.  For someone to do something.

But the light from the farthest stars takes a million, million years to get to us.  Whatever happened to them happened long ago; we just couldn’t see it.  We’ve been floating out here, alone in the dark, for a million years, looking up at the ghost-lights.  We didn’t even know.

Everyone gets afraid at night, because it’s so dark.  Even the city people, who couldn’t see the stars anyway, it doesn’t matter.  They know they’re gone now, they’ve always been gone.  The dark, which once was close and comfortable, now is claustrophobic and terrifying.

People keep their lights on all night.  No one wants to be reminded of the dark.  They burn up all the oil in the world to keep the lights on, so they start to build fires.  They cut down all the trees and throw our chairs and sofas onto the fires, anything that will burn they burn.

The sky is obscured with clouds of ash, and the sun and moon glare sullenly through those clouds, the dull, disinterested eyes of God.  

Until the last night, when the light from the moon fades away.  Somewhere, on the other side of the world, a man has looked up at the sky and watched his own sun go out.

A great panic falls on the world.  Simultaneously, answering some silent herald, mankind goes mad.  People are on the streets in numbers, shooting, stabbing, beating, strangling each other.  Knowing that they are all lost, they spend the last hours of their lives in a frenzy of sadism.  I think that they are afraid, but they don’t know what to be afraid of, so they just start breaking everything they touch.

In the crowds, I see two men, with white faces and long black coats.  They have guns, and they are methodically, slowly murdering their way through the mass of frightened men and women and children.  They look up from the crowds, and they see me.  Even though I’m not there, they see me.  Not in my dream.  They see me, sleeping in my bed.  They know me.

Those two strange, ghost-faced men look at me, and they recognize me.  And they start to walk towards me.

Somehow, I know that they don’t really have guns in their hands, and they aren’t really men at all, and that makes me even more afraid.


GEORGE:  

Is that it?



MARY 2:  

Yeah.  It’s creepy, though.  When the men see me.  You know how it is, how you get creeped out when someone comes towards you too quickly?


GEORGE:  

Like an alarm.  When someone, it looks like they’re not just coming towards you, but at you, and that alarm in your head just goes off.


MARY 2:  

Yeah, it’s like that.


GEORGE:  

Do you have the dream a lot?


MARY 2:  

I’ve had it a couple times.  The weirdest part is, in the dream, I always remember that I’ve had the dream before, and so I know it’s a dream.  Until I get to the part with the men, and then suddenly I think, “Oh my god.  This time it’s real.  This time they’ve seen me for real.”

GEORGE says nothing for a while.


GEORGE: 

Hm.


MARY 2:  

What?


GEORGE:  

I don’t remember using red for this picture.

(pause)


MARY 2 

(mildly irritated)  I’m going to bed.


GEORGE:  

Okay.  Good night.

MARY 2 exits.  Moments pass.  A gunshot is heard. GEORGE is startled, and drops his paintbrushes.  MR. WEDNESDAY enters from the upstage left door.  Like MR. TUESDAY, he carries a large automatic pistol.


MR. WEDNESDAY:  

Hello, George!  Happy to see me again?


GEORGE:  

Who…what…


MR. WEDNESDAY:  

It’s me, George, it’s Mr. Wednesday.


GEORGE:  

Do…do I know you?  Mary…oh, god, you…you…


MR. WEDNESDAY:  

Killed her?  Yes.  It was fun.


GEORGE:  

Why?

MR. WEDNESDAY checks his watch.


MR. WEDNESDAY:  

We’ve a few minutes before Mr. Friday gets here, I suppose I can spare an explanation.


GEORGE:  

Who the fuck are you?


MR. WEDNESDAY:  

I told you, George, my name is Mr. Wednesday.  We met the last time today happened.  I’m here to kill everyone.

GEORGE has sunk into a kind of shock.

Here, George.  You see out the window?

A dull, red glare has begun to illuminate the upstage window.

That’s fire, George.  A wall of fire, burning, purifying, cleaning this filthy mess of shit you call your world.


GEORGE:  

I don’t…I don’t understand…

MR. WEDNESDAY checks his watch again.


MR. WEDNESDAY:  

Too bad.  Time’s up.

The lights go out.  A gunshot is heard in the darkness.  The lights come up on the interrogation table.  Again, DR. CROSS continues without noticing any change.  GEORGE is even more startled this time, and goes so far as to examine his chest for a gunshot wound.


DR. CROSS:  

Okay.  Let’s talk about what happened on June the thirteenth.


GEORGE:  

What—oh.  I don’t remember.


DR. CROSS:  

That’s not what you told the police.  According to your statement, there was an assailant.  A man in a dark suit, with a pale face.


GEORGE:  

Didn’t…didn’t you just ask me about that?


DR. CROSS:  

No, I don’t think so.


GEORGE:  

Yes…yes you did. You just asked me that, and I told you.  I told you what happened about the…about the man with the gun.  About what he said to me.


DR. CROSS 

(looking at the police statement)  You didn’t mention anything about the man speaking to you in your statement to the police.


GEORGE:  

No, I just told you.  Right now, I just…I just got finished telling you what happened.


DR. CROSS:  

No…

GEORGE snatches up the tape recorder from the desk, he stands up from the table, turns away, and rewinds it.


GEORGE:  

I did, I fucking did!  I just told you…

He plays the tape recorder.  The recording of the last few minutes of conversation are replayed, they go like this:

GEORGE (recording):  

But if I did, and then I looked back and he was gone.  How would I know that the man was a hallucination, and not that he’d just disappeared?


DR. CROSS (recording):  

People don’t just disappear.


GEORGE (recording):  

You’re only saying that because you’ve never seen it happen.  Except, if you had seen it happen, you’d have to think that you were crazy. 

(pause.)


DR. CROSS (recording):  

Okay.  Let’s talk about what happened on June the thirteenth.


GEORGE (recording):  

What—oh.  I don’t remember.


DR. CROSS (recording):  

That’s not what you told the police.  According to your statement, there was an assailant.  A man in a dark suit, with a pale face.


GEORGE (recording):  

Didn’t…didn’t you just ask me about that?

GEORGE stops the tape recorder.  There is a look of confusion, bordering on panic on his face.


DR. CROSS:  

May I have my tape recorder back, please?

Like a sleepwalker, GEORGE returns to his seat and hands DR. CROSS the tape recorder.  DR. CROSS turns it on, and sets it down.


GEORGE:  

I…I’m sorry.  I don’t really know what’s going on.


DR. CROSS:  

I think I might have an idea.  Do you know what a confabulation is, Mr. Lydecker?


GEORGE:  

No.



DR. CROSS:  

Hm.  Sometimes, when something very bad, or very frightening, or very upsetting happens to a man, his mind blocks it out.


GEORGE:  

Like amnesia?


DR. CROSS:  

Exactly.  It’s called post-traumatic amnesia.  But the mind…we talk about the mind as though it were a single, unified machine, with all of its pieces working in concert.  That’s not really true.  What the mind is, what consciousness is, is a hundred different pieces of our minds, all fighting it out with each other inside our heads.  So, a part of your mind has taken the trauma of June thirteenth and buried it.

But another part of your mind is trying to find it, and wants to know what it is.  The human mind likes having answers.  It is built for answers.  And when it can’t find them, it invents them.

Since your memory has been repressed, every time you try to access it, another part of your mind invents a story to fill in the gaps.


GEORGE:  

So there was no man?


DR. CROSS:  

I don’t think so.  Let me tell you what I think happened.

The lights come up on the living room.  MARY 3 is seated on the chair opposite the couch.  GEORGE moves to his position at the easel.  This time, DR. CROSS follows him into the scene.  DR. CROSS comments on it, but is at no time a part of it.  The action that takes place on the scene is real to GEORGE and MARY 3 and MR. THURSDAY, but not at all real to DR. CROSS.


DR. CROSS:  

Your wife came home late that night.  You and she were having an argument.


GEORGE:  

About what?


MARY 3: 

 About our baby.


DR. CROSS:  

The autopsy reports showed that your wife had recently had an abortion.  Did you know about that, Mr. Lydecker?


GEORGE:  

No.  No!  That’s not…I didn’t know…


MARY 3:  

I didn’t want to tell you.  I couldn’t tell you.  Fuck, George, I didn’t know what to do.


GEORGE: 

You…you’re pregnant?  You were pregnant?


MARY 3:  

You have to know, you know we can’t afford a…a baby right now.  You know that.


GEORGE:  

You didn’t even tell me…


MARY 3:  

When I found out, god, all I could think of was…was “I’m not ready.  We’re not ready.  Shit.”


GEORGE:  

So you just…just what?  Just got rid of it?  Just threw it out?  Without talking to me?  Without even fucking telling me about it?


MARY 3:  

It was my decision.  It was…


GEORGE:  

No it fucking wasn’t!  Not just your decision!  That was my baby, too!


MARY 3:  

You can’t even fucking understand…


GEORGE:  

Fuck you!  Fuck, “I can’t understand.”  You had no right to do this!


MARY 3:  

I can’t even talk to you right now.

She exits towards the bedroom.


GEORGE: 

Don’t…where the fuck are you going?  You can’t fucking leave!  You can’t just say that and fucking leave!

MARY 3 goes through the door.  GEORGE suddenly realizes the danger that she’s in.


GEORGE:  

Mary, wait!  Wait, don’t go in there!


DR. CROSS:  

You fought.  You were very upset, and very angry.


GEORGE: 

 I…I had a right to be angry, didn’t I?  Anybody would be angry…

A gunshot is heard from the bedroom.


DR. CROSS:  

You shot her, Mr. Lydecker.  You shot her, and your own grief and guilt blocked the memory out.


GEORGE:  

No.  No that’s not right.  I didn’t…


DR. CROSS: 

 There was no man, was there, Mr. Lydecker.  Just you.


GEORGE:  

No.  No, there was!

MR. THURSDAY enters from the upstage left door.

It was him!


MR. THURSDAY:  

Hello, George.  Remember me?


DR. CROSS:  

There was no man, Mr. Lydecker.


MR. THURSDAY:  

I’m Mr. Thursday.


GEORGE:  

You!  You fucking murdered my wife!


MR. THURSDAY:  

Of course I did.  I murder everyone’s wives.  That’s what I’m for.


DR. CROSS:  

The man in the dark suit is a fiction that your brain invents to replace the memory that you’ve blocked out.


MR. THURSDAY:  

Look out the window, George.

A dull, blue light shines in the upstage window.


GEORGE:  

What is that?


MR. THURSDAY:  

It’s a wall of ice.


DR. CROSS:  

I’m sorry to be the one to tell you this, Mr. Lydecker.


MR. THURSDAY:  

I use it to cover my tracks, every time I murder the world.


DR. CROSS:  

But stress-induced amnesia does not constitute mental incompetence.


GEORGE:  

Not ice.  It’s fire.  It’s supposed to be fire.


MR. THURSDAY:  

That’s when I was yesterday.  This is today.  I like to mix it up.


GEORGE:  

Some say the world will end in fire.


DR. CROSS:  

Others say in ice.


MR. THURSDAY:  

That’s it.  Now you get the idea.


GEORGE:  

What?



DR. CROSS:  

It’s a poem.  By Robert Frost.  Some say the world will end in fire, others say in ice…



GEORGE:  

From what I’ve tasted of desire, I hold with those who favor fire.



MR. THURSDAY:  

But if it had to perish twice, I think I know enough of hate…



GEORGE:  

To say that for destruction ice is also great, and would suffice.



DR. CROSS:  

Unless you have anything to add, Mr. Lydecker…


MR. THURSDAY:  

He’s lying to you, you know.


GEORGE:  

What?


DR. CROSS:  

I said, unless you have anything to add to this interview…


MR. THURSDAY:  

If he really knew the answers, he’d be able to tell you where you got the gun.


GEORGE:  

Where did I get the gun?


DR. CROSS:  

What gun?


GEORGE:  

The gun.  The gun that the man used to murder my wife.  If I killed her, where did I get the gun?  Where did I hide it?


MR. THURSDAY:  

“Where did I hide it?”  Oh, very good, George.


DR. CROSS:  

There are a lot of people with guns, or with access to them…


MR. THURSDAY:  

It’s not really a gun, of course.  It only looks like one to you, George.


GEORGE:  

I don’t.  I don’t have a gun.  I’ve never had a gun.


DR. CROSS:  

This is something that will be resolved in trial.  There are any number of reasonable explanations…


GEORGE:  

You don’t know!  You don’t have any answers!  You’re just…you’re just making things up!


MR. THURSDAY:  

The truth is, I really did kill your wife.


GEORGE:  

There was a man.  I saw him.  He had a gun.


MR. THURSDAY:  

It’s not really a gun, and I’m not really a man, but I did kill your wife.  I kill your wife every night.


DR. CROSS:  

Be that as it may, Mr. Lydecker, I see no evidence to suggest that you are unfit to stand trial.


MR. THURSDAY:  

I kill everyone every night.

DR. CROSS returns to the interrogation table, GEORGE follows him.


DR. CROSS:  

Now, I think this interview is over.


MR. THURSDAY:  

I’m going to kill both of you, right now.


GEORGE 

(to THURSDAY) What?


MR. THURSDAY 

(indicates his watch)  I’m on a schedule, George.  Mr. Friday is almost here.  Time’s up.

MR. THURSDAY raises his gun and strides across the stage to the interrogation table.  When he does this, DR. CROSS  suddenly notices him.


DR. CROSS:  

Who the hell are you?

Lights out.  Two gunshots are heard.  When the lights come back up, DR. CROSS is slumped in his chair, his shirt bloody.  GEORGE is holding MR. THURSDAY’S gun.


GEORGE:  

This isn’t my gun.  This isn’t a gun.  I didn’t do this.  If…he killed Mary.  The man killed me wife.  He killed me.  He killed you.  So…so who am I?  I can’t be myself.  I’m dead…

MR. FRIDAY enters from upstage of the interrogation table (NOT the upstage left door).


MR. FRIDAY:  

Hello, George.  My name is Mr. Friday.


GEORGE 

(points the gun at MR. FRIDAY) Stay the fuck away from me.  You stay the fuck away!


MR. FRIDAY:  

Calm down, George.  You can’t hurt me with that.


GEORGE: 

I can.  I have a gun.


MR. FRIDAY:  

It’s not a gun, George.  It’s not even really there.


GEORGE:  

It is!  I can see it!  I have it right here in my fucking hand!


MR. FRIDAY:  

Suit yourself.


GEORGE:  

I want answers.  I want you to tell me what the fuck is going on!


MR. FRIDAY:  

So?


GEORGE:  

So…tell me…please…what is going on?


MR. FRIDAY:  

Echoes, George.


GEORGE: 

I don’t know what that means.


MR. FRIDAY:  

Every night, the world ends.  Every night my… associates… murder every man, woman, and child in the world.  And then, when they’re done, I put it back together again.


GEORGE:  

But…but why is my wife still dead?


MR. FRIDAY:  

Destruction is enthusiastic by nature.  Reconstruction, by its nature, grows weary.  Sometimes, there are…leftovers.  Echoes.  Someone died the last time today happened, they stay dead the next time it happens.


GEORGE:  

The last time today happened?


MR. FRIDAY:  

Today happens as often as is needful.  You remember time, but you only have the memories I give you.  History…your life, is a fiction that I present to you every time my associates kill you.

(pause)


GEORGE:  

I don’t understand.


MR. FRIDAY 

(shrugs) Reality is under no obligation to conform to your understanding.

(pause)


GEORGE:  

If…if it’s your job to bring everyone back to life after the world ends…can…can you bring Mary back?


MR. FRIDAY:  

No.

(pause)

If it’s any consolation, no one is quite the same after I’ve brought them back.  The woman that you married…she died years ago, George.  She died every day since.


GEORGE:  

That’s not much of a consolation.


MR. FRIDAY:  

It doesn’t matter.


GEORGE:  

Why not?


MR. FRIDAY:  

Didn’t you feel it?  The world just ended again.  I’ve got to take your memory away.


GEORGE:  

No...wait…


MR. FRIDAY:  

I’m sorry, George.  That’s the way it works.  I take your memory away, and give you a new story to tell yourself at night.


GEORGE:  

I don’t want to.


MR. FRIDAY:  

So?


GEORGE:  

Wait!  When does it stop?  The…men.  When do they stop killing people?


MR. FRIDAY:  

They will never stop.  They are the entropic force of history.  This…all this stops when I get tired of putting it back.

MR. FRIDAY approaches GEORGE, and touches the side of his face.  The lights go out.  When they come back, the gun is gone.  GEORGE and DR. CROSS are sitting at the table, as though nothing has happened.  DR. CROSS is still bloody, but neither he nor GEORGE notice it.


DR. CROSS:  

Okay.  Let’s talk about what happened on June the thirteenth.


GEORGE:  

What—oh.  I don’t remember.


DR. CROSS:  

That’s what you told the police.  According to your statement, you have no memory of the events that occurred that night.  Why don’t you start by telling me what you do remember.

Blackout.

End.

The Locked Eye

The stage is set with a chair in the center.  To the sides and behind it are what looks like furniture that has been covered in dustcloths.  The whole stage has the feel of a house that has been packed up and is about to be moved or closed.  The furniture and dustcloths are used to conceal who or what will make the sound effects, which should accompany any of the unusual sounds in the piece, and should come from onstage as much as possible.

Lights up, and David Speed enters.  He is a neatly-dressed young man.  He is blind, and has large black sunglasses and a white blind-man’s cane.  It waves precisely back and forth before him as he walks onto the stage and finds his chair.  He sits.  As the piece progresses, the lights gradually dim, ideally shrinking to a small circle around David, leaving most of the rest of the stage in semi-darkness.

This piece is a monologue, delivered solely by David Speed.

My name is David Speed.  I was born blind.  It’s a congenital birth defect.  It’s tough, sometimes, but there are people that have it worse.  I think it’d be worse to have been born with sight and lose it.  But I make out okay, mostly.  There are some things that are confusing for me.  I don’t really understand mirrors.  Or what candles do.

I mean, I know what a mirror does.  You use it to see yourself, right?  But that doesn’t mean anything to me.  I have no frame of reference.  To me, a mirror’s just flat and smooth and quiet.  

I kind of understand what candles do.  I mean, I know what candles do.  They make light, and then you can see in the dark.  I can say that, people have told me that, but it doesn’t mean anything.  The closest I can get is, like, it’s hard to understand what people are saying if it’s really noisy out.  But if you could make everything else quiet, it’d be easier to pick out a person’s voice.  A candle is like a…a little beacon of quiet for sighted people.

When I was little, before…before I came to the home, I lived in a house with my parents.  There were fish tanks everywhere.  Aquariums.  I don’t remember exactly why.  Maybe my mother or my father made aquariums?  Maybe they were marine biologists?  They had a lot of fish though.

When I was little, I didn’t really understand about fish, either.  My parents wouldn’t let me put my hands in the water, so I could only touch the outside of the tanks.  They felt like mirrors.  Hard and flat and smooth.  The only way I knew there were fish in there was that if you put your fingers against the tank, the fish would bump up against the wall, and you could feel it.

Until I was sixteen, I thought that’s what fish were.  Little pulses under your fingers when you touched a mirror.

My parents died when I was ten.  I didn’t know about it, right away.  I thought they were sleeping.  Because I was blind, they never let me out of the house.  I didn’t go to school.  I woke up one morning, and I called out to my mom and dad, and they didn’t answer.  I thought they were asleep, so I just waited for them to wake up.  To make breakfast.  They didn’t.  I waited all day.

I finally went into their room.  I tired to wake them up.  I called out to them, but they didn’t answer.  I went over to the bed, to shake my father awake.  He always slept on the left side.  Left hand is the opposite of the cane hand.  I put my left hand down on the bed.  I touched something wet and sticky.  I didn’t know what it was.  I’m still not sure.

I’d never been outside the house, so I wouldn’t have known where to go if I’d left.  To be honest, I’m not sure at ten that I even understood that there was an outside of the house.  I knew how to call 911, though.  My parents taught me that much.  I called 911.  The police came, an ambulance came.  Social Services came, and I was moved to a special care home for the blind.

No one ever told me what happened to my mom and dad.  I remember asking, and I remember trying not to think about it.  I remember not understanding.

I still try not to think about it.

The first home I went to was in Brooklyn.  It’s called the Industrial Home for the Blind, and it’s on Schermerhorn street.  The man in charge there was a man we called Mr. Joe.  He had a deep, soothing voice, which I guess is why they put him in charge of a home for the blind.  

“David,” he said.  “I hope you’ll feel at home here.”

He took me to the room with my bed.  He helped me count the steps to the common room first, and then the steps to the bathroom.  He helped me find all the doors from the main hall, and had me feel the doorknobs.  Each doorknob in the home was different.  Some were round, some were square.  Some were ribbed.  The doorknob for the common room was a sphere made out of brass.  The door to my bedroom was a handle that was carved out of wood.  They did this on purpose, if I got lost, I could always find the right room by checking the doorknob.

Mr. Joe took me to one door at the end of the hall.  Sixty-one steps from the door to the common room.  It had a cold doorknob.  It was round, but not spherical like the door to the bathroom.  Mr. Joe told me about that door.

“I have to show it to you, David, because I don’t want you to go in by accident.  This is the door that leads to the basement.  You must promise me that you’ll never go down there by yourself.  Promise me that you won’t even open this door unless there’s someone with you.”

I put my hand against the door.  I could feel a faint thrumming through the wood.  If I listened closely, I could hear the sound of machines, thumping and clattering and whirling very far away.  Once you’d heard them once, you could hear the machines no matter where in the home you went.  They ran all the time.  No one ever said what they were for.

Machine sound effects can be heard, if faintly.

“I promise,” I told Mr. Joe.

Being in a new place is scary.  For grown ups, for kids, it doesn’t matter.  Everyone’s a little scared when they go somewhere new.  I missed my parents.  Sometimes a lot.  Sometimes so much that I couldn’t….sometimes I missed them a lot. 

But I was young.  I was scared, but I adapted.  I made friends.  Kevin was a few years older than me.  He had…a kind of a neurological disorder, I think.  Something like Down’s Syndrome.  He was…he had a hard time understanding things, sometimes.  And he had trouble focusing.  He couldn’t really hear you if he wasn’t touching you, so when he talked, he always put his hand on your shoulder.

I met an old man named Mr. Arkady.  He was diabetic.  He’d lost three of his toes and four of his fingers, so his hand felt weirdly skinny when you shook it.  Mr. Arkady didn’t like to do the test to check his insulin, and sometimes his blood sugar dropped.  You’d talk to him, and suddenly his words would get slow and sluggish, and he’d just stop responding.  You had to call Mr. Joe, or one of the nurses if there was one on duty.  They gave him orange juice.

I met Kelly, too.  She was my age.  She had a sweet voice, like a little bell, and she told the stupidest jokes you ever heard.

“Two ham sandwiches walked into a bar.  ‘I’m sorry,’ the bartender says.  ‘We don’t serve food here.’

Two ions were walking down the street.  ‘Why are you so sad,’ one asked the other.  ‘I think I lost an electron.’  ‘Are you sure?’  “I’m positive.””

Laughs.

“What’s an electron?”  I asked her.  She didn’t know.  It was still funny.  And listening to her tell jokes was better than listening to the television.  Mr. Arkady usually controlled the television, and he only ever wanted to listen to old John Wayne war movies.  

Sometimes Mrs. Fondacaro would have the television.  She was an old Italian woman who I think didn’t have any teeth.  She liked to listen to All My Children.

One day, Kelly said to me, “Let’s go into the basement.”

We’d both promised Mr. Joe we’d never go down there.  But Kelly was determined.

“I want to know what it’s like,” she said.  “Come on.  We’ll be back before anyone knows.”

We sat and listened in the common room.  Jenny was the nurse on duty.   I could tell it was her because of the sound of her shoes.  She wore tall heels and they went clock clock clock when she walked down the hall.  We listened and waited until we were sure she’d left the room.  Then we snuck out, and found the door to the basement.

The stairs down the basement were very narrow, and there was no railing.  When I took my cane and reached out to the side, it never touched a wall.  It’s hard to get a sense of space if you can’t touch anything.  It felt like there was nothing out there, off to our sides.  Just black nothing, stretching out forever.

As we descended, the machines got louder and louder.

Machine sounds escalate.

Clattering clanking thrumming humming machines.  We got to the bottom of the stairs.  The floor was solid like stone.  The machines…I was afraid to try and touch them.  I didn’t know what they did, what would happen to my hand if I touched one.

“What do you think they do?”  I asked Kelly.

She didn’t say anything.

The machines got louder.  They started banging, so that I could hardly hear anything.

“I think we should go back now.  

“Kelly.  I think we should go back.  Kelly!

“Kelly?”

She didn’t say anything.  I reached out to try and touch her back, but I couldn’t find her.  I reached out with my cane.  I felt it tap against metal, I could feel the machines thrumming through it.  But no Kelly.

(Screaming.)   “Kelly!  Kelly!”

That’s how they found me, in the basement, screaming and screaming.

After that, Mr. Joe told me he’d keep the door to the basement locked.  He told me I could have gotten hurt down there.  He wouldn’t tell me what happened to Kelly.  He said that he didn’t know who I was talking about.  That there was no Kelly.  I’d made her up.  He kept saying it over and over, until I told him I believed him.  I told him I thought he was right, that I’d made her up.

But I didn’t believe him.  Not really.

I asked him about the machines.

He told me, “David.  In order for us to take care of you and everyone here at the home, we have to do certain things.  It’s very complicated, David, and I’m not sure you’d understand it.”

“Is it a big secret?”

“Yes, David.  It’s a secret.”

I never forgot about Kelly, even though I pretended to.  I did other things, because Mr. Joe wanted me to, but I never forgot about Kelly.  During the day, I learned Braille.  I learned how to play the piano.

Hold his hands in front of him, as though playing an invisible piano.  Mozart’s ‘Moonlight Sonata.’

At night, I told Kelly’s jokes to myself.

“A three-legged dog walks into a bar.  He says ‘I’m looking for the man that shot my paw.’”

Then, things started happening.

One night, I woke up, but I couldn’t move.  It’s like my mind was awake, but my body wasn’t.  And I was sure, sure that there was someone in the room with me.  A presence.  There was something in my room.

And then, I heard it breathing.  Not softly, like a person usually breathes.  But slow, sharp, angry breaths.

He breathes a few times, to demonstrate.  When he stops, the breathing continues from the darkness.

I lay there for…I don’t know how long.  Minutes?  Hours?  When my body could move again, I sat straight up in bead.

“Who is it?  Who’s there?”

No one answered.

I didn’t want to go back to sleep.  I sat huddled up in the bed, with my back against the wall.  I must have dozed off, though.  When I woke up, I thought I’d had a bad dream.  I went to lessons the next day.  Braille.  The piano.  I talked to Mr. Vassily, and sat with Mrs. Fondacaro while she listened to All My Children.

It happened again that night.  I woke up, and couldn’t move.

Sighted people sometimes say how they’re afraid of the dark.  I’ve never been sure, but I think I know what that’s like.  It’s not dark, for me.  I’m afraid of quiet.  Sound is how I know who’s there, how I know where things are.  When it’s quiet…

I woke up, and couldn’t move, and the machines had stopped.  It was quiet.  And then the breathing started again.

Breathing.

And then.  I heard...I heard it move.

There is a sound accompanying the breathing, of slow, scuffling footsteps.

It was moving towards me.  I couldn’t scream, or cry, or anything.  I couldn’t do anything.  I just lay there, like I was dead.  All the while, the breathing came closer to me.  And closer.

And suddenly, I could move.  I sat straight up.  I was ready to shout.  But…I was scared.  What if it heard me?

(Calling out softly.)  “Help.  Someone, help.  Please.”  No one could hear me, but I was afraid to shout any louder.  I waited for the breathing to come closer.  

Breathing fades out, machines fade in.  

But it had stopped.  If I listened hard, I could just make out the sounds of the machines.  And then…

The piano can be heard.  Moonlight Sonata.

Someone was playing the piano.  I wanted…I needed to be near someone.  I found my cane.  I got out of bed and practically ran into the common room.  I thought it must be Mr. Joe at the piano.  But when I called out to him, he didn’t answer.  I put my hand on the piano.  I could hear the music in my ears, but I couldn’t feel it vibrating in the piano.  I should have been able to feel it.

And the piano was wet and sticky.  Like someone had spilled something on it. 

He screams.  The piano stops.

Mr. Joe found me.  He hugged me and told me everything would be all right.  But I couldn’t stop screaming.  (laughs a little sheepishly).  The next morning, I asked Kevin if he’d heard the piano if he’d heard the piano last night.  Kevin had to be touching you in order to hear you.

Emulating Kevin’s voice, and what it’s like to speak to him.  He constantly touches his right shoulder with his left hand.

“I don’t know.  I don’t know.  Every time, every time I touch the walls.  It’s all…it’s sticky.”

“What do you mean?”

“It’s sticky.  And it smells.  Like the time I bit my tongue.  It smells like that.  It’s sticky.”

Kevin couldn’t tell me anything more.  That day was…strange.  I was…I think we were all used to keeping track of who came and went in the room, of how many people there were.  We could tell them by their footsteps, by the way they opened the door.  I heard Ms. Jenny come and go half a dozen times.  I heard Mr. Joe’s confident leather-soled shoes tap tap tap on the linoleum floor.  

A slow mélange of footsteps can be faintly heard.  A faint murmuring of voices.

I knew exactly how many people were in the room.  Except sometimes…sometimes I felt like there was someone else.  Someone with us.

I talked to Mr. Arkady about it.

Mr. Arkady has an Eastern European accent.

“Feh, is nothing.”

“You feel it?”

“Sometimes, sure.  Always.  Monday, Tuesday, Wednesday.  Is nothing.”

“Oh.”

Pause.  David, as Mr. Arkady:

“People…when they come here, sometimes are sick.  Like me, I am sick.  Not everyone is healthy as you.  Sick people, sometime they are dying.  Is not bad but…is nature.  Is God.  I think…”

Here Mr. Arkady leaned in close, as though to tell me a desperate secret.

“I think this:  when he dies, all the good parts of him go to Heaven.  But always, the bad parts, they are left behind.  Sometimes, they are left behind with us.”

“Do you think that’s what happened to Kelly?”

Pause.

“Who is Kelly?”

That night, I woke up to the quiet again.  And that awful breathing.

Breathing.  The shuffling sounds as it approaches.

And it…it spoke to me.  I couldn’t hear it…I can’t…I can’t remember what it said…

A voice can be heard, a murmuring just beneath the threshold of intelligible, but not a whisper.  The sounds are interrupted by a scream.

“What…what’s happening?  Someone…can anyone hear me?”

I heard the door to my room open.  Someone was stumbling in, making these strange sounds.  
David makes the sounds of a man choking on something large. 

It was Kevin.  He…died on the floor of my room.  I found out later he’d…somehow he’d taken a washcloth and pushed it…

He’d choked on it.  Ten feet away from me, and I didn’t even…I didn’t even realize it was him.

Mr. Joe came to me, my last night at the Industrial Home for the Blind.  The next day, Social Services would come again, and take me to a hospice in Trappe county.  But that night…

“David.  Are you awake?  I need you to help me with something.”  Mr. Joe held my hand as we left my room and walked down the hall.  He opened a door, sixty-one steps from the common room.  The door to the basement.

Mr. Joe held me hand as we descended.  The machines had stopped.  It was so quiet.  The quiet was heavy on my ears and shoulders, like I was carrying it.  It got worse the farther down we went.

The lights dim to absolute darkness.

“The machines have to run, David.  We have to keep them running.”

I heard the sound of a match and smelled sulfur.  

David strikes a match and lights a candle.  He holds it before his face as he speaks.  

Mr. Joe had lit a candle, and he gave it to me to hold.  I heard the sound of a small bell, and the rustling of pages in a book.

Salient sounds  accompany the words.  The sound of the Breathing returns, louder now. 

“Mr. Joe, what’s happening?”

“David, you have to be quiet, now.”

Mr. Joe said a prayer, a kind of prayer I’d never heard.  

The sound of the murmuring voice returns; it grows louder as David speaks

 Our Father, who art in darkness, hallowed be thy name.  Thy kingdom come, thy will be done, in light as it is in shadow…

Long pause.

I promised Mr. Joe I’d never tell anyone what happened after that.

David blows out the candle.  All the sounds stop.  Lights return, David is gone from his chair.

End.

Glossolalia

The set looks like this:  it is a living room, with a couch and an end-table.  There is a window, through which the street can be seen.  Stage left is a door, leading to the kitchen.  Stage right is a door, leading to the outside of the house.  Upstage is the dining room, which consists primarily of a dining room table.  There is a fancy tablecloth on the table, and there are THREE places set, as though someone was expecting to have a dinner party.  Probably, no one will notice how many places there are; the blank place should be as far upstage from the audience and as obscured as possible.

DR. CROSS enters.  He is wearing a suit and carrying a briefcase.  He sets his briefcase down by the door, hangs up his coat, and comes into the house.

He begins to take off his jacket, takes of his tie, undoes the buttons of his shirt.

EMMA enters from the kitchen.


EMMA:  

What are you doing?


CROSS:  

What?


EMMA:  

What are you doing?  Why did you take your tie off?


CROSS:  

I always take my tie off…


EMMA 

(proceeding to set things on the dining room table?  Bustling about, certainly)  My brother is coming over tonight.  You promised we’d all dress up nice, like it was a dinner party.


CROSS:  

What?  No.  Tonight?


EMMA 

(exits back into the kitchen, shouts her lines from off-stage)  You forgot.  I told you about it a month ago!


CROSS:  

Well, that’s why.  Who makes plans a month in advance?  You have to tell me today.


EMMA:  

I left a note.


CROSS:  

You didn’t.  Where?


EMMA:  

On the door.


CROSS 

(checking the front door where there is, indeed, a note)  No…oh.


EMMA 

(coming out of the kitchen again)  Didn’t you see it?


CROSS 

(snatches the note off the door, stuffs it in his pocket):  Uh.  No.  It must have fallen, or something.


EMMA:  

Well, it doesn’t matter, now.  Warren will be here soon, you could at least put your jacket on.


CROSS:  

Mleh.


EMMA:  

Henry, you promised…


CROSS:  

I know, I know.  Just let me change my shirt.  This one’s sweaty and gross.


EMMA: 

 I’m sure it is.  From the rigorous hours you spend sitting in a chair, listening to people complain.


CROSS:  

Ha-ha.


EMMA:  

Writing notes on a note-pad.  Buzzing your secretary.  It must be exhausting.

CROSS begins to exit towards stage left, where there is presumably a bedroom


CROSS:  

Oh, stop.  You’re killing me.  My lungs will explode.

CROSS exits


EMMA 

(looks out the window) (for clarity’s sake, all of the “glossolalia” speeches will be indicated by the word “gloss.”  The conceit of these speeches is that no one—at first—is aware of them; the speakers especially.  When characters become aware of the “glossolalia,” it will be indicated.) 

(gloss.)  I dreamed that my eyes were glass marbles, and I saw a thing so fierce they shattered.  Shards of glass and I couldn’t close my eyes, or sharp edges would shred the skin.  I could not turn away from that fiercely leering face in its eyeless misery, weeping with the strain of persistence and I could not weep as well, because eyeless eyes don’t weep, and glass does not shed tears.

CROSS returns, with a new shirt and a different tie, during the tail end of the words, but does not comment on them


EMMA:  

What are they doing out there?


CROSS:  

I don’t know.  Whatever it was, it was a pain in the ass.  How’s this?


EMMA:  

That’s fine.  I like the red one.



CROSS 

(putting on the tie):  It took me twenty minutes to walk here from the train station.  Everyone was just standing around.



EMMA:  

Why?



CROSS:  

I don’t know.  I shoved my way to the middle of the crowd—I mean, I was trying not to be rude, but there was no way to walk around them.  They were all over the sidewalk, in the middle of the street.



EMMA:  

They were in the street?



CROSS:  

Yes.  I thought that someone was shooting a movie or something, maybe, and they’d shut the block down.  But there weren’t any signs.  Just people, standing around, staring.



EMMA:  

What were they staring at?



CROSS:  

Oh, I don’t know.  By the time I got to the middle, it was gone.  Or over, I guess.  



EMMA:  

Hm.  I remember, my sisters and I used to do that, when we were kids.  We’d stand around on a street corner, and all look up.  Not at anything in particular.  Just all at the same spot.  Then, we’d wait to see how many people would stop and try to see what we were seeing.



CROSS:  

That sounds like a wildly entertaining childhood.

(pause)


EMMA:  

I wish they’d go home.  (gloss)  My skin does not but sometimes desire sharp edges to traverse its width and length, slicing streams and threads of thin silk flesh away and washed clean with blood…



CROSS 

(gloss, at roughly the same time as EMMA’s):  A peculiar phenomenon occurs sometimes in surgery; when a patient has his viscera exposed by well-placed incisions, it is often the case that a surgeon will find a steel crucifix embedded in the small intestine…

There is a knock at the door


EMMA:  

Oh.  Put your jacket on.

CROSS does so.


CROSS:  

All right.  But I’m entertaining here under protest.  And if he starts going on about religion and public schools again, I’m leaving…


EMMA:  

Hush.

EMMA opens the door

WARREN and PHOEBE enter.  WARREN is in his thirties, with a cynical, pseudo-intellectual air.  PHOEBE, his wife, is younger, thin, pale, drawn.  She has a shell-shocked quality to her appearance.  Both are dressed nicely, as though going to a dinner party held by WARREN’s sister (which they are).  An important note here:  Only Dr. Cross acknowledges Phoebe, and always quietly.  There scene must walk a fine line between making Phoebe invisible to WARREN and EMMA, and making this invisibility subtle.


EMMA:  

Hi!


WARREN:  

Hi, darling.  Sorry it took so long…traffic was murder…

The exchange greetings, EMMA kisses her brother on the cheek.


WARREN: 

What’s that cooking?  It smells like fish.


EMMA:  

It’s frutti di mare.  Pasta.


WARREN:  

That’s fish right? Fruit of the sea?  Fish and spaghetti, right?


EMMA: 

 It’s frutti di mare--


WARREN 

(gloss.):  …a ragged raw and burning lust, that tears through the tangled tracks of heart and lungs, bleeding passion breeding passion from my passion, open skin and unfolding petals…


EMMA 

(simultaneously):  Do you want to help me in the kitchen?


WARREN:  

Help you?  Do what?  Boil some fish?

EMMA lightly smacks him.


EMMA:  

Stupid.  Come on, I’ll get you a beer.

As they leave, they mutter together in glossolalia.  Neither they, nor CROSS  notice the muttering, but PHOEBE does, and she is frightened by it.


EMMA:  

(gloss.)..when thin sharp strips of steel were cast binding limb to limb and drawing blood from every inch, every second of me waited frozen outside of time, cold and bleeding and burned and bound, as I starved for anguish and the sound of broken bones…


WARREN:  

(gloss.):  …trousers torn and pinned down, she’s shorn and shackled, I can thrust myself upon her, and the spreading petals of foreign flowers are soft and silent while her suitors lie in wait for her, lurking at the bottom of the stairs, chains and leashes at the ready.  Are they waiting for her, is she waiting?...

WARREN and EMMA exit to the kitchen  CROSS looks at PHOEBE..


CROSS 

(gloss):  …with surgical precision, a man’s secret thoughts, lusts and fears and fearful agony all are laid bare, a virgin naked on her wedding night, ripe for penetration…


PHOEBE:  

Stop it.


CROSS:  

Sorry, what?

PHOEBE says nothing.


CROSS:  

So.  Traffic is still bad out there?  PHOEBE says nothing.  I’m really curious about what they were doing.  I thought it was a parade or a marathon or something this afternoon, but it’s dark now…damn silly time to have a parade.


PHOEBE:  

They’ve lost their minds.


CROSS:  

Hah.  Well.  Haven’t we all?


PHOEBE: 

 I haven’t.


CROSS:  

Ah.  I see.  

Pause.  CROSS is about to speak.


PHOEBE:  

Don’t.


CROSS:  

Don’t what?


PHOEBE:  

Don’t say…what you were going to say.


CROSS:  

I didn’t…I mean…I was just going to ask if you wanted a drink, or something?


PHOEBE:  

Oh.  No.  Thank you.


CROSS:  

Do you want to sit down?


PHOEBE:  

Okay.

She sits at the very edge of the couch.  CROSS warily cross down to the couch, and courteously sits as far away from her as possible.


CROSS:  

So, Emma tells me that you and Warren are getting a house.  In Glendale.


PHOEBE:  

She did?  Emma said that?  About me?


CROSS:  

You and Warren, yes.


PHOEBE:  

But she said me, right?

CROSS:  Yes.  You and Warren.


PHOEBE:  

But did she…did she say, “Oh Warren and Phoebe are getting a new house?”  Or did she say, “Warren is getting a new house.”  And you just assumed she meant both of us.


CROSS:  

Uhm.  I’m not…really sure.  I don’t remember, to be honest.  Why?


PHOEBE:  

I don’t think she knows about me.

Pause.


CROSS:  
So.  Glendale, huh?  It’s pretty nice out there.  You know, Emma and I were thinking of investing in a second property.  Once we have this one paid off.  Which line is it, from Glendale into the city?

Pause.  

The train, I mean.  I know Warren takes the train.  Or were you going to get a car, once you move out there?

Pause. 

CROSS leans towards her with a quizzical look, as though he’s about to ask her something.

 (gloss.):  …that leaves a ragged scar closing off the humid depths, the sacred corridor that I have plumbed, with fumbling sacrilege, hot and sticky and late at night her knot is broken…


PHOEBE:  

Stop it.


CROSS (gloss.):  

and in the deep dark cave a bloody wound has formed, a lacerated thought a lust undone by lust and lost…


PHOEBE:  

STOP IT STOP IT STOP IT!

CROSS leans back, startled; unconscious of his glossolalia, he thought he’d just been asking PHOEBE an innocent question.


CROSS:  

Okay.  It’s all right if you don’t want to talk about it…

EMMA enters, carrying things to put on the table.  Utensils.  Silverware.


CROSS:  

Excuse me.

CROSS speaks with his wife; PHOEBE stares into space.


CROSS:  

Do you know…is there something wrong with her?


EMMA:  

Her who?


CROSS:  

Phoebe.


EMMA:  

Phoebe?


CROSS:  

Yes.  She’s just been acting a little…I don’t know…weird.  And when I asked her if she was all right she started screaming at me…


EMMA:  

Henry…(she starts, as though she’s heard a sound, or suddenly remembered something)…Oh.  The bread.  Hold on.


CROSS:  

Emma…


EMMA: 

Just hold that thought, Henry, I’ll be back in a sec.

She exits.  CROSS looks after her, puzzled.


PHOEBE:  

I told you, she doesn’t know about me.  Or she did, but she forgot.


CROSS:  

What are you talking about?


PHOEBE: 

I’m on the other side now.  With all the words.


CROSS:  

The words?


PHOEBE:  

The ones that no one hears.  Or maybe they hear them, but they don’t notice them?  Or they forget about them.


CROSS:  

I’m not sure I understand you.

Enter WARREN and EMMA.  EMMA they have beers.  WARREN looks out the window.


EMMA:  

Should ready in a few minutes…


WARREN:  

What are they doing out there?


EMMA:  

Henry said they were just milling around when he came home.


WARREN:  

Yeah.  That’s what they were doing before.  Just standing around, staring off at...  I thought that there’d been an accident that the police had cleaned up, and just nobody knew it.  Or, the people right next to the accident knew it, and had stopped looking, but the people behind them, they were still trying to see what the people in front were looking at.  And the people behind them.  What is that called?  Like when you’re on the highway, and someone slows down for a few seconds, and then someone slows down a little longer, and you’ve got a whole traffic jam over nothing.


EMMA:  

Fractals.


WARREN:  

Really?


EMMA:  

I don’t know.  I heard it once.


WARREN:  

Huh.  

Pause.  

Well, they’re getting all excited, now.  Something’s going on, all right.  What the hell is it?

Pause.


CROSS:  

Should we call someone?  The police, or the fire department or something.


EMMA:  

I’m sure the police already know about it.  We’d only tie up the switchboard, or whatever it is.


CROSS:  

Still, I think…

Pause.  

CROSS, EMMA, and WARREN prick up their ears like they’ve heard something, and glance around at each other.


CROSS:  

You heard that.


EMMA:  

I…I think so…


WARREN:  

No…


CROSS:  

It sounded like a scream.


WARREN:  

I didn’t hear…


EMMA:  

Not a scream.  Somebody laughing, maybe…


CROSS:  

Somebody screamed.  We should…we should call someone.


EMMA:  

There’s a hundred people outside, they’ve all got cellphones.  I’m sure someone’s calling right now.


WARREN:  
I didn’t hear anything.


CROSS:  

Don’t….don’t you think we should call the police?


EMMA:  

It wasn’t a scream, really.  And someone probably already did.  Someone else did it.  There’s nothing we can do.

Pause.


EMMA:  

I’m going to check on dinner.

EMMA exits.


WARREN

(still looking out the window):  They’re all talking to each other, now.  I wonder what they’re saying.  (looks at CROSS)  I didn’t hear a scream.

WARREN follows EMMA into the kitchen.


PHOEBE:  

Do you want to know what they’re doing?


CROSS:  

What?


PHOEBE:  

Outside.  Do you want to know what they’re doing outside?  We saw them, when we came in.  Warren doesn’t remember.  Or he didn’t see it, I’m not sure.  Because it happened on the side with the words.


CROSS:  

Phoebe, are you feeling all right?  You’ve been saying some pretty strange things tonight….listen.  If there’s something…wrong.  Something at home?  I can help you, Phoebe.  I’m a psychiatrist; if you wanted to…to tell me something that you were embarrassed about, or made you uncomfortable…there’s confidentiality.  You could trust me not to tell anyone.


PHOEBE:  

They raped a woman.


CROSS:  

Excuse me?


PHOEBE:  

After she was dead.  They raped her.  They killed her first.


CROSS:  

What are you talking about?  Who?


PHOEBE:  

The people outside.  We saw them when we came in.  I saw them.  Not Warren.  The people were all saying…strange things, in strange voices, and they kept moving like they didn’t know they were moving.  Like they were asleep.  There was a woman.  She was old, like someone’s grandmother.  I think maybe she had…five grandchildren.  Two boys and three girls, none of them more than fourteen years old.  They weren’t with her so I don’t know, but I like to think she had them.  She was old, and she had a green coat and…and an umbrella with a duck’s head on the handle.  I don’t think she could hear the people around her.  The people…they kept talking, but nothing they said made any sense.  It didn’t have anything to do with…with anything…


CROSS:  

Phoebe, did you really see someone get assaulted outside?  If you did, then we need to call the police.


PHOEBE:  

The police were there.  Two of them in blue.  One held the old lady down.  The other took his…club.  His nightstick.  And he hit the old woman all up and down her arms and legs, until he’d broken all the bones.  She screamed and screamed.


CROSS:  

Jesus Christ, Phoebe, you didn’t see that…


PHOEBE:  

A man came with a hammer and nails.  Big nails, heavy nails.  Nails like train spikes.  He set them against her shoulders and just started pounding them in.  Blood poured out.  Gloop gloop gloop.  She kept screaming.  He put a nail in her mouth.  She stopped moving after that.  I think she was dead.  That’s when they raped her.


CROSS:  

Who did?


PHOEBE:  

All of them.  Men and women.  One at a time.  The men were all hard.  Hard like they hadn’t fucked in a hundred years.  Like they were going to explode.  The women used the handle of the hammer.  One at a time, until the old women was just bloody meat.  They covered her with gasoline then.  Someone lit a match.

CROSS is staring at PHOEBE in horror.  He runs to the window.

CROSS:  Is that…is it…Jesus …

CROSS shakes his head and rubs his hands over his eyes.


CROSS:  

Ow…


PHOEBE: 

It hurts to see it, I know.  It hurt when I came over, too.

CROSS shakes his head again.


CROSS:  

No.  No, that doesn’t make any sense.  (to PHOEBE)  Phoebe, listen to me.  You’re not well.  You’re suffering what we call a psychotic break.  You’ve lost touch with reality.


PHOEBE:  

I don’t think that’s what it is…


CROSS:  

But you’ve started seeing things, haven’t you?  Things that no one else can see.  You’ve been hearing things that nobody else hears.  That’s why you keep yelling at me to stop.


PHOEBE:  

…yes…


CROSS:  

It’s not something to be ashamed of, Phoebe.  But we need to get you some help, okay?  I’m going to call a friend of mine at the hospital, and we’ll take you over there in a few minutes…

CROSS moves to the phone, picks it up.


PHOEBE:  

Don’t.


CROSS:  

I have to.  You need…you need help.


PHOEBE:  

You saw it, didn’t you.  Or you almost saw it.


CROSS:  

Saw what?


PHOEBE:  

The smoke.  Or the light from the fire.  Outside.  You saw what they were doing out there.


CROSS:  

They aren’t doing anything.  Everyone is just standing around.  Maybe they’re getting a little excited.  It’s nothing.


PHOEBE:  

It isn’t nothing.  And you could see it.  You’re coming over to my side now.  That’s impossible, right?  If I’m psychotic?  Crazy isn’t contagious.


CROSS:  

I didn’t see anything.


PHOEBE:  

You did, but it scared you, and so you pretend you can’t see it.  You’ll call your friend at the hospital and you’ll lock me up, because when I’m gone you can pretend all you want.


CROSS 

(into the phone):  Dan?  It’s me, Henry…Dan?


PHOEBE:  

Were their faces all twisted up with hate out there?  Was there smoke and fire?  Were some little children all covered with blood?


CROSS:  

Dan, what are you…what are you talking about?  Dan.  Dan!

Pause.  

CROSS slowly hangs up the phone.


PHOEBE:  

He couldn’t hear you.


CROSS:  

He was…talking.  About glass and blood.  It didn’t make any sense.


PHOEBE:  

You can hear it, now.  That’s what happened to me, only it took weeks.  I kept starting to hear, and then blocking it out again.  I think something’s changed, now.  I think people…everyone does it, all the time.  They talk like that.  Only we don’t hear it.  But something’s changed.  That’s why they’re like that. (Indicates the window)


CROSS:  

What?  What’s changed?

EMMA and WARREN enter.  Throughout the rest of the scene, a low cacophony of voices can be heard.  The voices are snippets of conversation, of glossolalia.  Some of it is in other languages.  It is very, very faint at first, but builds steadily until the very end of the play.


EMMA 

(gloss.):  …trapped beneath the thick black bridges over a river of cold semen, congealing grey and tepid I can wash away my witness in the eyes of faithless misery black and burnt and burning in the back of my throat because I’m so thirsty oh god I’m so thirsty…


CROSS:  

Emma.  Emma, stop it.


EMMA 

(gloss.):  …for that hot rain to burn droplets of desire into my shriveled skin…


CROSS:  

Shut up.  Shut up, SHUT UP!


EMMA 

(doesn’t understand):  Henry?  Are you all right?


WARREN 

(begins speaking in gloss.; the rest of the dialogue overlaps here):  Is the forced bondage of the slave the slave’s right, a badge of misuse to wear proudly on a broken back, a sufferer’s scar, like the scar she’ll wear between her legs?  The vicious rent rendered by relentless reaching, slashed and slathered by my own insatiable certain sacrilege.  I am lost by the strength of my lost, trapped and wandering in its long, hot, damp corridors, locked away in this longing for those things which are manifestly cruel.


CROSS:  

You’re…what did you just say?


EMMA:  

I asked you if you were alright.


PHOEBE:  

Make him stop.  Please, please make him stop.  I don’t want to hear it any more.  I don’t want to!


CROSS:  

Before that.


EMMA:  

I said it was time for dinner.


PHOEBE:  

Fuck, please!  Please make it stop!


CROSS:  

Phoebe…


EMMA:  

Henry, are you all right?

PHOEBE screams mindlessly and rushes into the kitchen.


CROSS:  

Phoebe!

CROSS follows her into the kitchen.  WARREN continues his glossolalia.  EMMA joins in.


EMMA:  

…pain is the mark of making, the birth of the order is the scream of the bleeding mother, that shattered wail of life and death, and birth comes only with screaming and screaming because if it doesn’t hurt it doesn’t mean anything and if he doesn’t hurt you it’s because he doesn’t love you…

CROSS backs out of the kitchen.  There is blood all over him.


CROSS 

(gloss.):  …a hundred silver crosses, slashing the inside of my veins, hemhoraging thought and faith, all the children of the world with black pits where their eyes should be and she…oh god she…

She took a knife…a big carving knife…and she cut.  She cut right across her throat.  She’s bleeding, Jesus fuck, she needs help…

PHOEBE, covered in blood, her hair obscuring her face, crawls part way out of the door, and stops.


EMMA:  

Who did?


CROSS:  

Phoebe.  She…she just…for fuck’s sake, you’re looking at her.  You can, tell me you can see her.  (to WARREN)  Tell me you can see her!


WARREN 

(gloss.):  …deep beneath the sea there is a door, and behind the door is a stair, and the stair goes down and down and down to a place as deep and black as any man has ever seen, and there are things down there, and they can see you…

CROSS shouts in pain and doubles over, pressing his hand to his head, as though a sharp stabbing pain has thrust its way into his temporal lobe.  The voices from outside the house have become fairly loud now.  CROSS stands back up.  He seems completely relaxed now.


EMMA:  

Henry, are you sure you’re all right?


CROSS:  

Yes, I’m fine.  I just had a bit of a headache, there.  Spaced out a little, I guess.


WARREN:  

You want a beer?


CROSS:  

Yes, thanks.

EMMA and CROSS sit down at the table.  WARREN goes into the kitchen, stepping over PHOEBE’s body without seeing her.  He returns with the beer in a few moments.


WARREN:  

Yeah, I had a friend that got migraines in college.  He complained about all kinds of weird visual effects.  Kept saying that the world looked like a filmstrip that had started to get off track…

The outside voices are very loud, now.  A sudden bang is heard against the door.


CROSS:  

I’ve heard that.  Severe migraine sufferers sometimes hallucinate, and a lot of times the same way. 

A second, insistent banging is heard.


CROSS:  

Sometimes they’ll see bits of castles or fortifications.  I think William James, or someone, thought that it was connected to profound spiritual experiences…could you pass the butter?

The pounding on the door becomes frenzied, ferocious.  The voices are exceptionally loud.  No one seems to notice.

Fade out.

End.

12.25
“Silent Night,” a slow, simple version is playing in the dark.

Lights up on the living room of a small apartment.  The set is abstract enough to suggest the location, but does not need to be deeply detailed.  It is the quality of the light that sets the scene—now, it is dark, bluish purple, the color of late at night, the color of “why aren’t you asleep?”  Even when lights are turned on, they represent only small islands of buttery yellow color oppressed by the gloomy blue-black night beyond.  At stage left is a door into the kitchen.

A woman, the WIFE, pregnant—showing, but not yet heavy with child—is lying on her back on a sofa.  She is young, and she is asleep.  At her head is an end table with a lamp on it.  Upstage left is a small, sickly-looking Christmas tree with a string of lights wrapped haphazardly around it.  Standing behind the couch is the HUSBAND.  He is clutching a pillow in one hand after the fashion that someone who is about to smother someone else with a pillow will clutch it.  He is looking at his wife with a face set in hard lines and grimly determined.  He is young like his wife, and the seriousness on his face is eerily out of place.


HUSBAND

She told me that sleeping on the couch made her back feel better.  I was glad.  When we shared the bed, I always had nightmares about…rolling over.  Onto her.  And hitting…accidentally hitting her…her stomach.  It doesn’t feel soft when I put my hand against it, but I always imagined it would rupture like rotten fruit, just collapse into a spongy mess…

(pause)

…I didn’t…I would never do that.  I know I wouldn’t.  But I kept thinking about it.  Every time we lay together and I looked over at her, in that split-second before I could turn away…there it was.  The thought.  “What if I just reached out and…”  It disgusted me.  It terrified me.  Why would I do that?  Why would I think that?  What’s wrong with me?

(pause)

He takes a deep breath, his lips compress to a thin line.  He reaches out with the pillow.  There is a sudden buzzing sound, and light pours in from the kitchen.  The WIFE jerks to wakefulness and leaps up, without noticing her husband, and rushes into the kitchen.


WIFE

Cookies!

The HUSBAND swallows nervously and puts the pillow back on the couch.  The WIFE re-enters from the kitchen with a cookie tray, onto which has been burned numerous black shapes.  She shows the cookies to her husband.


HUSBAND

You put them in too long.


WIFE

I know.  

(pause)

I was making them for the Wyndham’s Christmas Party next week.


HUSBAND

It’s not even December, yet.


WIFE

It’s never too early.  Or too late.  We have at least one Christmas party every week until New Year’s.

She goes back into the kitchen, emerges again, without the tray.


WIFE

When did you get home?


HUSBAND

Uhm.  A half hour ago.


WIFE

Why didn’t you wake me?

HUSBAND shrugs.

How come you were so late?


HUSBAND

Traffic.  It was raining on 91.

(pause)


WIFE

Just on 91?


HUSBAND

Yeah.  There was this long strip of black clouds, just over the highway…just curtains of rain coming down.  It was weird.


WIFE

Really?  That is weird.


HUSBAND

Yeah.  


WIFE

Did you put the news on?  Maybe they said something about it?


HUSBAND

I did.  They didn’t say anything.


WIFE

Oh.

(pause)

I’m going to make some more cookies.  You should get ready for the party.


HUSBAND

I don’t know.


WIFE

What?


HUSBAND

I just…I’m not really feeling well.


WIFE

You can’t not feel well.  I’m pregnant; I’m the one that gets to not feel well.


HUSBAND

But—


WIFE

If I can go to the party, you can go to the party.  Go change.

(pause)

You can wear your Christmas sweater.


HUSBAND

What Christmas sweater?


WIFE

That one my mom made you.


HUSBAND

I don’t have a…you mean that red one?


WIFE

It’s nice.


HUSBAND

(lighthearted) I’m not wearing the red one.


WIFE

It’s nice.  My mom made it for you…


HUSBAND

(as he exits to the bedroom) I’m not wearing the red one.

Lights fade; they come up with the bluish, night-colored light. The WIFE is sleeping on the couch.  There is a light from the kitchen door.  There is a sound from the kitchen, a rattling silverware sound.  The HUSBAND appears, silhouetted in the door, holding a butcher’s knife.  He stands there for a moment, then goes back into the kitchen.  The light goes off.

Lights fade out, then come up on the wife, standing in front of the couch, with a kind of “heightened” quality to the lights.


WIFE

I know he didn’t want this.  I don’t think he wants any of it.  He…he wanted to move slowly.  Kind of ease into a commitment, not just wake up one day and find out he’s tied to me for twenty years.  I know he loves me.  He says he loves me.  And he says he’ll stay with me.

I didn’t want this, either.  I’m terrified of it.  Terrified of what it’ll do to my body.  There are times… there are times when I can feel it growing inside me like…I don’t like to talk about it.  I joined this pre-natal group, and everyone talks about how much they’re looking forward to being mothers, and I want to feel that way.  I really do.  But sometimes it feels like I’ve got a disease.

Lights down.  They come up to late afternoon light.  The WIFE is sitting on the couch, knitting.

The HUSBAND enters, his tie loosened


WIFE

You’re late.


HUSBAND

Yeah.  Traffic.


WIFE

Was it raining on 91 again?


HUSBAND

Yes.

(pause)

Something else came down with the rain.  This kind of sticky yellow stuff.  It kept gumming up the windshield wipers.

(pause)

What are you doing?


WIFE

Knitting.  I decided to learn how to knit.  Mrs. Simpson, upstairs, gave me these.  There’s a whole channel just about knitting.


HUSBAND

Have you been here all day?


WIFE

I’m not supposed to go out anymore, remember?


HUSBAND

You’re not supposed to go out too much.  I think you could go for a walk or something, if you wanted.

(pause)

Just no more Christmas parties.

(pause)


WIFE

I don’t want to.

The HUSBAND begins to exit towards the bedroom.  His phone rings.  He takes it out of his pocket and switches it off without looking at it.


WIFE

Who was it?


HUSBAND

No one.

(pause)

What are you knitting?


WIFE

I wanted to knit some little socks, but those are hard.  So, it’s going to be a little blanket.  Except…

She begins to get broken up.

…I think I made it too narrow, so I guess it can be a scarf?

She cries.  After a moment, the HUSBAND stands awkwardly behind her, puts his hand on her shoulder.  He seems upset as well.

Lights fade out.  They come up again, in the “heightened” mode, on the HUSBAND, standing in front of the couch, where the WIFE is sleeping.


HUSBAND

I know I’m not supposed to feel resentful.  I know I’m not…it’s not her fault.  It’s not anybody’s fault.  And I should be happy.  

And some times…most of the time…usually, I am happy.  And sometimes I’m…angry.  There’s a little part of me that’s angry.  Angry that I didn’t get to choose anything.  I know that it’s wrong, but I can’t help it.  It’s still there, inside me, getting a little stronger every day.  It bubbles up sometimes, when I’m not ready for it.  At work…a client called me, told me he want to terminate his account.  I tried to get him to change his mind and I couldn’t.  And when he hung up the phone, I just…I was so angry I could feel it in my jaw, in my throat, my whole body was shivering.  I ripped the phone of the desk and I threw it across the room and I screamed, just screamed at it.

There’s something happening to me.  I don’t understand it.

Lights drop down.  They come up on the wife.  She is pacing, slowly, in front of the couch, on the phone.  The husband is off-stage.


WIFE

…I don’t know.  ... Yeah.  … No…no, ma, I’m okay.  I don’t need…

(beat)

Sometimes I think…I know I’m supposed to be happy, but sometimes I just think about…about how it’s growing inside me.  Like it’s a stranger, or something, like it’s not mine at all, and it’s just growing and growing…

No…no, I don’t mean…no.  It isn’t like that.  I just, sometimes I get…tastes for things, and I know it’s the baby that wants them, like it’s trying to eat through me…

I know.  I know that happens.  But not like this.  This isn’t normal.  It…no.  Look, ma, never mind.  I don’t know what I’m talking about.

No, just…just NEVERMIND!

(beat)

No, ma, I’m sorry.  I’m sorry, okay?  I didn’t mean to yell.  I’m…it’s…it’s really tense, is all.  Everything’s been really tense, lately. …  Yeah, I know. …  I … oh.  Do you have to?  

Oh.  Okay.  I love you, too, ma.  

She hangs up the phone, sits on the couch.  Pulls her feet up.  After a moment, the HUSBAND enters.


HUSBAND

I’m late, I know.  I’m sorry.

(pause)

Are you okay?

WIFE shrugs.

You’re not knitting anymore?


WIFE

I had to stop.


HUSBAND

Why?

(pause)

Why?


WIFE

I kept…never mind, it’s stupid.


HUSBAND

What is it?  What’s wrong?


WIFE

I kept having these thoughts…like I wanted…whenever I picked up the knitting needles, I kept…I kept imagining what it would be like to…to…

She breaks off, and shakes her head.

I don’t know.  I didn’t like it.

HUSBAND kneels down next to her, at the couch, puts his hand on hers.


HUSBAND

We need to do something.


WIFE

What?  What are we going to do?

The HUSBAND says nothing.  After a moment, his phone rings.  He takes it out of his pocket, looks at it, turns it off.


WIFE

Who was that?


HUSBAND

No one.


WIFE

No one’s been calling you a lot.

HUSBAND shrugs.

(long pause)


WIFE

For god’s sake, we’re going to have /a baby...


HUSBAND

Don’t say that.  God had nothing to do /with this.


WIFE

...and you’re fucking around with someone.  /Is that where you were?


HUSBAND

It’s not…would you just calm down?


WIFE

Don’t fucking tell me to calm down.

She storms offstage, into the bedroom.

Lights drop, then come back up in the heightened light for monologues.  The HUSBAND is sitting on the floor with his back against the couch.  The WIFE is standing by the bedroom door.


HUSBAND

I woke up last night and I couldn’t breathe.  There was a weight, pressing down on my chest, a hand clutching at my stomach, clamped on my throat…


WIFE

…there was a feeling, like a fishhook moving through me, ripping and tearing its way down my throat…


HUSBAND

…when I tried to move the weight got heavier, crushing me, grinding my joints, my ribs…


WIFE

…it moved under my skin, I reached up and tried to stop it, but it knew, it could feel me reaching for it…


HUSBAND

…it knew I was trying to get away, and so it just kept pressing harder…


WIFE

…it moved away, deep inside my chest, and tangled itself in my heart…


HUSBAND

…I wanted to scream, but I couldn’t draw a breath…

(long pause)


WIFE

It was a dream.  I think…I think I’m going to be all right.


HUSBAND

Something is very, very wrong.

Lights go out, come back.  The WIFE is in the living room, talking on the phone again.  She seems happy, and cheery, and chipper.


WIFE

I know!...Yeah, no, I’m feeling a little better.  I was…I don’t know.  Was just in a kind of a…a rut, I guess.  No.  No.  No, he doesn’t…

Mom, look, I don’t want to talk about that.  It’s not important.  Yes.  Don’t worry about it.  I’ll be fine.  

HUSBAND enters, crosses immediately to the kitchen.  The sound of running water is heard.

Okay, look mom, I’ve got to go.  Okay.  Okay, mom!  Okay.  Yes, I love you, too.  Okay.  Bye.

After a moment, the HUSBAND returns from the kitchen.  His sleeves are rolled up, his hands are wet, he’s rubbing them as though trying to wash something off.


HUSBAND

Sorry I’m late…


WIFE

I know, it was raining.


HUSBAND


(nods)

Something else was coming down with the water.  These wet, pulpy white things.  Like big maggots.  Traffic was backed up for miles.

(long pause)


WIFE

Is that really what happened?


HUSBAND

Yes.

(pause)


HUSBAND

I picked one up.  It felt like a water balloon that was stretched too full, you know?  I squeezed it, just a little, and it exploded.  I got this sticky, yellow…pus.  This…I don’t even know what it was.  Like bile.  All over my hands.  They still feel kind of sticky.

(pause)

What?


WIFE

Where were you?


HUSBAND

What?  I--


WIFE

Were you with her? 


HUSBAND

There was traffic.


WIFE

Is that where you fucked her?  In the car on the highway?  Waiting for the traffic to move again?

(long pause)


HUSBAND

No.


WIFE

We’re going to have a baby.

(long pause)


HUSBAND

We can’t.

(pause.  WIFE says nothing.)

You know we can’t…you can’t have this baby.


WIFE

I can’t talk to you right now.  I can’t even fucking look at you.

She begins to leave.


HUSBAND


(screaming)

No!  Don’t you fucking walk out of here!

WIFE stops, clearly a little frightened.


HUSBAND

Don’t you fucking walk out!  Six months!  For six months I’ve tried to talk to you about this.  Six months I’ve tried to tell you what I thought, what I wanted, and you’ve just shut me out, and now it’s almost too god-damn late for us to do anything, and you’re trying to walk out again.


WIFE

It’s not your decision…


HUSBAND

No, it’s our decision.  It’s our fucking decision.  I have responsibilities here, and that means I have rights too.  It isn’t just your choice!


WIFE

It is my choice!  It’s my body, and my baby, and my decision to have it or /not and fuck you!


HUSBAND

It isn’t…


WIFE

I’m the one that has to carry it, I’m going to be the one giving BIRTH, this is my life, and you don’t tell me how to live it.


HUSBAND


(quietly)

This isn’t just about you.  There’s more than just your life at stake here.  You have a responsibility…


WIFE

Christ, you sound like an after school special.


HUSBAND

You have a responsibility.  You can’t…we can’t have this baby.  You know that.  You know that.  You know what life will be like in three months.  Look what it’s doing now…


WIFE

The baby isn’t doing this.  You fucking around with your secretary is doing this.


HUSBAND

I’m not talking about us.

(long pause)  

WIFE appears to be wrestling with something that she knows is true but doesn’t want to admit.  It is painful for her.


WIFE


(quietly)

That’s not him.  That’s not because of my baby…


HUSBAND

It was raining maggots on the freeway.

(pause)

Fat, squirming, rotten maggots.  Each one was the size of my hand.


WIFE

It’s not my baby…


HUSBAND

Yesterday, the Tigris river turned to clotted blood…


WIFE

It’s not…


HUSBAND

Every last piece of grain in Egypt has been destroyed by fucking locusts.  Every calf born in the country for the last six months has been stillborn.  Kids in Thailand are being born with their heads turned around backwards, in Germany a mother gave birth to triplets with no fucking eyes.


WIFE


(almost a whisper)

It’s not my baby.


HUSBAND

When is he going to be born?

(silence)

Six weeks.  He’s born in six weeks.  What day is he going to be born?

(long pause)


WIFE

Christmas.


HUSBAND


(gently, now)

Christmas day.  You know what that means.  You know…you know you can’t go through with this.


WIFE

He’s…he’s my baby…


HUSBAND

I know it’s hard to hear /this, but…


WIFE

No!  No!  He’s my baby and I’m not…

She screams, and falls to her knees, doubled over in pain.  She speaks through gritted teeth.

There’s nothing wrong with him.  He’s not a monster…


HUSBAND


(with tears in his eyes)

Look at what he’s doing to you.


WIFE

It’s not him.  It was a shadow on the ultrasound.  /There’s nothing wrong with my baby!


HUSBAND

No it wasn’t!  He’s tearing you apart.

He gets on his knees next to his wife.

Do you really think you’re going to give birth to him?  Or is he going to just tear his way out?


WIFE

It was a shadow…


HUSBAND

You saw it.  It was a…hook.  A big, sharp, curved hook, and it’s clutching inside you right now.


WIFE


(crying)

No, no, no, no…


HUSBAND

He’s got a huge, sharp claw, and he’s just going to split you right fucking open.  


WIFE

He’s my baby…


HUSBAND

He is using you.  You don’t mean a damn thing to him.  He’s just going to suck as much life out of you as he can, and then rip his way into the world when he’s ready.

(pause.  The HUSBAND takes on a sympathetic tone)

God you know.  You can see it, can’t you?  You see all the same things that I see.  You know that you can’t have this baby.  You know what it will mean.  What it will do to the world.


WIFE

No, no, no…


HUSBAND

You know what it is.

Very long, painful pause.  

Eventually, WIFE nods.

You know we have to…you have to…end it.

A very, very long pause.  WIFE nods again.  They hold each other for a moment, teary.  HUSBAND appears sympathetic, but awkwardly awaiting the time that he’s going to have to ask an unpleasant question.

When…when did you want to…to…


WIFE


(softly)

Tomorrow.

(pause)  

They hold each other.  HUSBAND extricates himself and stands up.


HUSBAND

I’m…I’ll make some tea.

He goes into the kitchen.  His WIFE watches him leave.  As soon as he has left, she sits on the couch and puts on her sneakers.  She gets up and makes for the exit of the room upstage right (no door is necessary).  Before she can get very far, the HUSBAND returns.


HUSBAND

Where are you going?

WIFE says nothing.

Where are you going?


WIFE

You can’t make me kill my baby!

She tries to flee.  He grabs her by the arm.  She screams, he throws her to the ground.  Looking around quickly, his eyes light on the lamp.  He snatches it up, raises it above his head.


HUSBAND

God, please forgive me.

He strikes, the lights go out.  Ideally, the sound of a person being beaten with a blunt object should continue in the dark, as the ending music fades up.

“Silent Night.”

End.

