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An Enacted Meditation on the Theatre and Other Mediums of
Storytelling OR PLAY

By

Maggie Sulc

My experiences researching and writing the following
creative portfolio of plays, screenplays, everything

script-like and in between.

May 2013©



Cast of Characters

Maggie: The scriptwriter. Otherwise
known as "Maggie Sulc" or
"Margaret Ann Sulc."

Scene

A theatre.

Time

Now, the end of the 2012-2013 academic year.



ACT I?

An empty stage in an auditorium. Spotlight center
stage. MAGGIE, the playwright, enters from the
audience. Stands just upstage of the spotlight’s
center.

MAGGIE
There’s a reason I started out there.

(Motions to the audience.)
I like your seats better. They are definitely more
comfortable.

(Steps center stage.)
I need a push into center stage. Not that I mind, but
I’d prefer actors proxy my words. But not today.

(Beat.)
What is the theatre?

(Beat. Listens to the silence.)
To me, it is the voice I finally discovered. I have
been writing ever since I can remember, the first short
stories were two sentence fables I wrote in first
grade--

Buzzer sounds. MAGGIE is startled.

MAGGIE
Really?

(Pause. Cautiously begins again.)
But then I discovered scriptwriting in high school at
summer camp--

Buzzer.

MAGGIE
No? Well, I also discovered screenwriting there,
although I didn’t realize I could really do either
until I found the Rice Players at Rice Uni--

Buzzer.

MAGGIE
Really? I think it’s important everyone knows--

Buzzer.

MAGGIE
But! It’s important, the difference between live
performance and film narrative!

Pause. No buzzer.
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MAGGIE
What did I say?

(Turns to the wings.)
What was different about that?

Pause. MAGGIE listens.

MAGGIE
Ah. My process.

(Turns back to the audience.)
Like my hesitation for the spotlight, I have a wee
tendency to fixate on the mechanics.

Buzzer. A cane also starts to hover in the wings,
ready to hook MAGGIE off-stage.

MAGGIE
Okay, okay, back off!

Cane slowly backs off. One short buzzer as a
warning.

MAGGIE
So it’s not a small tendency. It’s an essential part of
my process. Kind of the beginning of every draft . .
. But, it is what it is. And that’s what I’ve learned
over the past year: what to save from my first drafts,
what should become theatre productions, and what should
be left to another medium. Or left out altogether.

In other words, not everything is meant for the stage.

Pause. MAGGIE waits. No response from the wings or
the audience.

MAGGIE
(Grinning.)

I’m right.
(Beat.)

The theatre is a magical space to me, partially because
of the way I found it--

Short buzzer.

MAGGIE
I’m just mentioning it.

(Beat.)
I’m saying it’s a magical because the stage shows you
what works and what doesn’t. Not everything is
dramatic. Not every representation of human interaction
can fit in this space. Or fill it. Or connect with the
presence of the audience.
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A whoop and some polite clapping.

MAGGIE
I know you are out there.

(Beat.)
It starts with the structure of the play . . .

Behind her, backstage hands work to create a large
tower. They stack set pieces until they’ve created
a large edifice. They are loud and MAGGIE
impatiently taps her feet as she waits. It does
take a while, a few minutes of silence and
construction noises at least. The stage hands
finally finish and shuffle off into the wings.

MAGGIE
We didn’t need to see all that. We don’t--

(Turns back to the structure.)
--seriously?

MAGGIE begins taking down some of the pieces at
the bottom, ripping bits of the structure out. It
becomes less cluttered and more stream-lined.
MAGGIE looks at her handiwork, then turns back to
the audience.

MAGGIE
The playwrights I’ve studied knew that you didn’t need
to show this. None of this--

(Crumpled drafting papers fall down from
the top of the structure.)

--should end up here.
(Turns back to the structure. Waves to
the wings. Stage hands appear. MAGGIE
gestures for them to clean up the
crumpled pages. They do, then one brings
MAGGIE a book. Stage hand exits.)

None of this was included in Harold Pinter’s finished
plays. For one example. He knew well enough in Old
Times to skip the dinner party and head straight for
the post-dinner adultery and love triangle. To delete
the polite conversation that goes nowhere but the next
scene. Why not jump ahead?

(MAGGIE steps forward. The edifice upstage
disappears.)

MAGGIE
(Flips through the book. Grins and stops
on a page.)

Then there’s my favorite part: dialogue. The
conversation, the back and forth. The banter between
the characters, the normal pleasantries. I thought I
was good and then I heard this--
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(CHARLES from Noel Coward’s Blithe Spirit enters,
followed by his wife RUTH. The following exchange
is from that text.)

CHARLES
Life without faith is an arid business.

RUTH
How beautifully you put things, dear.

CHARLES
I aim to please.

RUTH
If I died, I wonder how long it would be before you
married again?

CHARLES
You won’t die. You’re not the dying sort.

RUTH
Neither was Elvira.

(MAGGIE steps forward for the next line to
interject.)

MAGGIE
(Harried stage whisper.)

His ex-wife. Died of pneumonia.

(CHARLES and RUTH look back, annoyed.)

MAGGIE
Sorry. It’s not like I wanted to interrupt.

(MAGGIE scoots away from the scene. CHARLES and
RUTH turn back to each other. Return to Coward’s
text.)

CHARLES
Oh yes, she was, now that I look back on it. She had a
certain ethereal, not-quite-of-this-world quality.
Nobody could call you, even remotely, ethereal.

(From Coward’s text: "RUTH crosses below the sofa
to the fire. CHARLES moves to the armchair."

Here, they simply switch positions, without the
specific furniture for elaborate staging.)

RUTH
Nonsense! She was of the earth, earthy.
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CHARLES
Well, she is now, anyhow.

RUTH
You know that’s the kind of observation that shocks
people.

CHARLES
It’s discouraging to think how many people are shocked
by honesty and how few by deceit.

RUTH
Write that down; you might forget it.

(MAGGIE steps forward to interrupt and end the
scene. Dismisses the characters, who unlock
themselves from the argument and sweep away in
opposite directions to the wings.)

MAGGIE
I entered the theatre with a production of The
Importance of Being Earnest and I love wit--

(Hook wavers from the corners of the stage. MAGGIE
shakes her head, wags her finger back at it. It’s
clear she’s in control now and the hook slips back
into the darkness.)

MAGGIE
--but there’s something special about Noel Coward’s
dialogue. Everyone speaks so prettily, but each evasion
threads back into the larger themes of marriage and the
power struggle in relationships. This type of speech is
real, in the sense that it could follow in a day-to-day
conversation. And yet, the poetry that has worked so
well on the stage since the Renaissance is still there,
too. Not everything has to be in blank verse, but if
it’s going to be spoken on the stage, it should live up
to the high ceilings, the bright lights, and the
expectant audiences hanging onto every syllable. Here
more than anywhere else, each word is a clue, a small
and essential piece of the larger story.

Which means not every story is meant to be performed
here. It must fill the space, yet keep from pushing too
far out of the theatre’s bounds.

(NOAH, character from somewhere never
travelled--one of MAGGIE’s plays--enters clutching
an envelope. Stands to the side of the stage and
hesitantly reaches out to MAGGIE.)
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NOAH
Um, excuse me?

MAGGIE
Yes?

NOAH
Could I read this letter I just received?

MAGGIE
Ah, well--you can try it.

NOAH
If you’re sure.

(Beat. Walks to the center of the stage.
Unfolds the letter. He reads the
following letter slowly, haltingly,
hesitantly. It sounds as if he hasn’t
read it before. In other words, it’s not
a staged reading of the letter but
rather a cold reading of a personal
letter in front of a large audience by a
normal man, one without the projection
or bravado necessary for this.)

Here goes.

"Dear Noah,
When you broke it off, you were partially right. I
didn’t want to hear it at the time, but I wasn’t being
true to my art, to the core of my being. I was making
too many sacrifices which, as you predicted, would’ve
ultimately made me unhappy. Coming to this realization
has not been a painless process; I’m still frustrated
and distraught that I cannot find a way to change this.
But, that frustration and sadness has inspired some
great new paintings--"

(LUCY, the author of the letter, breaks onto the
stage. Brushes past MAGGIE and goes straight for
NOAH.)

LUCY
How dare you read that without me here? Those are my
words, why would you--

(MAGGIE steps forward and breaks the two of them
up.)

MAGGIE
Calm down. That was an early draft anyways.

(Turns to NOAH.)
I’m sorry. There’s no reason to continue. It doesn’t
cut it. It’s boring.
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(NOAH puts down the letter.)

NOAH
Oh.

LUCY
(Taking the letter from Noah’s hands.)

Thank you.

MAGGIE
(Taking the letter from Lucy. Hands it
back to NOAH.)

It gets better in the final draft.

LUCY
Hey!

MAGGIE
It’s not your fault; it’s mine. Some conventions just
don’t work. Like reading a private letter . . . They
don’t make full use of the audience sitting in front of
the characters or they don’t force those characters to
face their issues. Or they allow an exit or entrance to
deflect from the main action.

(Turns to LUCY.)
Like your entrance just did for Noah.

(MAGGIE and LUCY stare each other down for a
moment. Long pause. NOAH backs away. LUCY looks
back into the wings, then breaks the silence.)

LUCY
How do these fit in?

MAGGIE
What?

(LUCY gestures back to the wings. Two cars drive
onto the stage, a town car and a limousine. NOAH
and MAGGIE have to rush forward to avoid getting
run over. Cars stop before hitting each other.
Screech on the brakes as they stop. The doors pop
open. Two DRIVERS exit and meet in the middle of
the stage yelling at each other--arguing over who
was supposed to have the stage.)

MAGGIE
(Stepping forward into the fray.)

Excuse me? Who called you?

DRIVER 1
I got a message.
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DRIVER 2
I got a message.

(Starting toward his car.)
And I had to pick up these ridiculous passengers.

DRIVER 1
Yeah, me too.

(DRIVERS stalk off to the car doors. Open them and
four balloons, two from each vehicle, float out
into the middle of the stage. They remain floating
there above the cars, not moving or speaking.)

MAGGIE
Yeah . . . wrong venue. This isn’t going to work on the
stage either.

LUCY
But they have a helicopter in Miss Saigon!

MAGGIE
(Shrugs.)

It works for them; it doesn’t for me.

(MAGGIE goes to both of the DRIVERS. Talks with
them privately and shakes their hands. They
understand they are dismissed. DRIVERS return to
the cars, back them off the stage. MAGGIE looks up
at the balloons. Stares at them for a moment and
then nods. They slowly float up and out of sight.)

NOAH
(Staring at the letter in his hands.)

I’m still trying to figure this out. What are the
rules?

MAGGIE
(Looking down at the book in her hands.)

There aren’t any real, set ones.

(LUCY rolls her eyes, audibly and visibly annoyed,
and pulls NOAH back off into the wings.)

MAGGIE
(Flips to another section.)

Sometimes, a text comes along and then it’s almost
impossible to define what’s right and what’s wrong. The
words to describe the theatre are erased by the act
itself.
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(MAGGIE steps back out of the spotlight. Calls out
to the edges of the stage. STAGE HANDS enter
again. They form a line, then spread out across
the stage, disrupting and corrupting the line as
they spread into clumps and solitary places to
fill the space.)

MAGGIE
For me, it always ends with Sarah Kane.

(Pause.)
Scene up!

(One by one the STAGE HANDS step slightly forward
to speak the following lines from Sarah Kane’s
4.48 Psychosis. There could be three of them,
there could be 15, there could be any number in
between.)

STAGE HANDS
(Not in chorus, but one by one they
speak these lines.)

to belong

to be accepted

to draw close and enjoyably reciprocate with another

to converse in a friendly manner, to tell stories,
exchange sentiments, ideas, secrets

to communicate, to converse

to laugh and make jokes

to win affection of desired Others

to adhere and remain loyal to Other

to enjoy sensuous experiences with cathected Other

to feed, help, protect, comfort, console, support,
nurse or heal

to be fed, helped, protected, comforted, consoled,
supported, nursed or healed

to form mutually enjoyable, enduring, cooperating and
reciprocating relationship with Other, with an equal

to be forgiven

to be loved

(MORE)
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STAGE HANDS (cont’d)
to be free

(Pause. STAGE HANDS group together in the center,
then exit. MAGGIE steps forward into the spotlight
again.)

MAGGIE
Could you see it? When it’s truly performed, when you
in the audience are truly here, it does become
something greater. Greater than a list, than spoken
poetry, than a stream of consciousness blurted at a
mirror or an empty chair.

Though if I gave you Kane’s complete text, it wouldn’t
look anything like a comprehensible script. Some
passages include random numbers jotted on the page.
There are no characters or staging directions. It
simply begins and ends. This space tells us that it’s
all theatre. In its most naked, bare form.

That, in the end, is why I cannot tell you what I have
learned over the course of this year. I have to show
you in these tidbits. Perform my process--

Buzzer.

MAGGIE
--because it’s not something that looks right on paper.
It’s not something that can be defined, or else I would
have defined Sarah Kane’s texts as distinctly
non-theatrical. As it is, they are theatre at its most
basic foundations. But without performing them, it’s
hard to pinpoint why. Ineffable. Somehow beyond words.

(DING from off-stage. MAGGIE turns to look at it.
Grins. Shuts the book.)

MAGGIE
I guess that’s my next cue. I could go on all day about
the plays that have shaped me, both the ones I’ve
written and the ones I have read or performed. And the
productions which have connected me to the theatre like
an addict, coming back again and again for the next
creative fix of narrative and performance.

Instead of telling you, I’ll let the rest speak and act
for itself.

(Goes to the downstage left corner.
Gestures to the rest of the thesis
packet in the pages following this one.)

When my first play premiered two years ago, my mom
commented that she loved it because it was me. So much

(MORE)
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MAGGIE (cont’d)
a demonstration of my thoughts and personality. That
play is still here, but now it shows something more
mature. Not only my opinions, but what works in the
wider world of the stage, screen, and whatever is
created in the space in between.

If not, I’m still playing with these writings.
Playwright. Get it?

Hook reappears from the wings.

MAGGIE
This is still my space.

Slow fade of spotlight as MAGGIE exits.

MAGGIE
(Off-stage.)

Ah. Much better. From the top. Whenever you’re ready.

END OF INTRODUCTION. PROCEED TO THE FIRST SCRIPT.
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Cast of Characters

Noah: Introverted computer
scientist. Mid 20’s.

Lucy: Photographer, artist, woman
in the park. Early 20’s.

Scene

The city. The park. A bench.

Time

Present.



ACT I

Scene 1

Park bench. Exactly 2 minutes to 2:00 P.M. on
Monday afternoon. NOAH enters. He carries a
textbook, his body huddled behind it, almost as if
it’s a shield. Slowly moving forward, he
hesitantly explores the space. When he chances on
the bench, NOAH quickly stakes out his spot. He
sits on the end and buries himself in his
textbook.

LUCY enters quickly, a camera swinging from her
neck. She walks quickly behind the bench, until
she notices NOAH. She stops, clutching her camera.
Observes him, watches as NOAH mechanically scans a
page and flips to the next.

LUCY approaches. Snaps a picture. NOAH startles
and drops his book.

LUCY
Oh, sorry!

(NOAH retrieves his book. He returns to reading.
LUCY snaps another picture. NOAH stops reading
when he hears the flash.)

LUCY
Am I making you uncomfortable?

NOAH
Are you--taking pictures of me?

LUCY
Do you mind?

NOAH
I’m trying to read.

LUCY
Okay.

(Puts her camera down. Cranes to read
the title of the book as NOAH reads
again.)

Are you reading a textbook?

NOAH
Pardon?

(CONTINUED)
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LUCY
Ha! I’ve never heard anyone say that in real life
before.

(Sits down on the bench.)
Maybe in the movies, but . . .

(LUCY notices NOAH is reading again, hunched away
from her. She takes out her camera, but NOAH still
jumps and loses his place.)

LUCY
I’m so sorry.

NOAH
Just--please don’t.

LUCY
You don’t have to pose. I like candid better--

NOAH
I’m trying to concentrate.

LUCY
In the park?

NOAH
Yes.

LUCY
Interesting.

(Beat.)
Computer science? That sounds boring.

NOAH
Not to me.

LUCY
Why?

NOAH
I’m on a schedule. Please.

LUCY
Okay.

(Beat.)
I have a friend who worked for IBM. Briefly. He said
that all the people in the building were like robots.
In cubicles all day.

(Beat.)
I don’t get how anyone could be out here, in the most
beautiful active part of the city, reading a textbook
about math.

(Beat.)
(MORE)

(CONTINUED)
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LUCY (cont’d)
I’d say that person would be The Robot.

(NOAH continues reading, hunched away from LUCY.)

LUCY
What do you think?

NOAH
I don’t know. Please, just--I have a schedule to keep.

LUCY
Interesting.

(LUCY reaches over and grabs the book out of his
lap.)

NOAH
Hey!

LUCY
Drastic situations call for drastic measures.

NOAH
Are you--just give it back! Please!

(NOAH reaches for the book, but LUCY darts easily
out of his reach.)

LUCY
You can’t sit here alone reading a textbook. It’s too
robotic.

NOAH
I’m not a robot.

LUCY
Prove it.

NOAH
What?

LUCY
Prove it.

NOAH
Please--my book.

(LUCY sits back on the bench, placing the book
firmly beneath her. NOAH stands waiting.)

(CONTINUED)
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NOAH
Please, Miss--

LUCY
Oh! How rude. My name is Lucy.

(Extends her hand.)
And you are?

NOAH
Noah--

LUCY
Nice to meet you, Noah.

(When NOAH doesn’t take her hand, LUCY gestures
for him to join her on the bench. He hesitates,
then sits on the edge furthest from her.)

LUCY
So. You work in computers?

NOAH
In the industry.

LUCY
Do you work at IBM?

NOAH
No.

LUCY
That’s good. Wait--in another building?

NOAH
No. I work from home. Developing office software--

LUCY
Oh! That’s fun. So you can come work in the park
whenever you want?

NOAH
No. I have a schedule.

LUCY
(Shakes her head.)

Robotic.

NOAH
It’s not. It’s organized.

LUCY
Sure.

(CONTINUED)
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NOAH
I can’t have any distractions.

LUCY
Or you jump out of your skin.

NOAH
I have a high startle reflex.

LUCY
No kidding.

(Beat.)
I’m an artist. In case you were wondering. That’s why I
have the camera. I do work in the park, in a way.

(Beat.)
So, what exactly do you do?

NOAH
Pardon?

LUCY
(Giggles.)

Sorry. So interesting. I mean, with computers, what do
you do?

NOAH
I don’t know.

LUCY
Yes you do. Come on.

NOAH
You wouldn’t understand.

LUCY
Try me.

NOAH
Fine. Mostly, I just type equations and instructions
for the computer so it can learn how to perform basic
or complex tasks and complete the objectives the
company sets me.

LUCY
Equations. Ew. Like math?

(NOAH nods.)
I don’t like math.

NOAH
No. You like causing trouble.

(CONTINUED)
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LUCY
Who said math doesn’t cause trouble?

NOAH
I do. It doesn’t. It solves problems. Could I have my
book back?

LUCY
If you don’t want to meet people, why are you in the
park?

NOAH
It’s ideal for reading.

LUCY
So’s the library. And no one is allowed to talk in
there.

NOAH
If you’ll give me my book back, maybe I’ll relocate.

LUCY
Don’t do that.

(Pause.)
So you like math?

NOAH
It’s my job.

LUCY
That doesn’t mean you have to like it.

NOAH
It does for me.

LUCY
Interesting.

NOAH
Why do you keep saying that?

LUCY
What?

NOAH
(Mimicking her.)

"Interesting."

LUCY
I guess it’s my word.

(Mimicking him.)
Like you say, "Pardon?"

(CONTINUED)
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NOAH
I don’t sound like that.

LUCY
You do. But it’s okay. I like it.

NOAH
Okay. Thank you.

LUCY
Why do you like math?

NOAH
I don’t like all math.

LUCY
What do you like?

NOAH
The math I use is practical. It creates things. The
equations aren’t like in algebra where the teacher asks
you to solve for some non-important figure.

LUCY
Imaginary numbers? Like Pi?

NOAH
Pi is not an imaginary number.

LUCY
Whatever.

NOAH
But it isn’t.

LUCY
What I mean is, I guess, I did like that part of math.
I practiced making all the Greek symbols. They made all
my notes look so . . . cryptic. Like something in an
ancient Egyptian tomb. Or Greek tomb, since they are
Greek symbols, right?

NOAH
Yeah. I guess.

(Pause.)

LUCY
Keep going. Please.

(As she listens, LUCY starts to scoot closer to
NOAH. Slowly begins to uncover the book.)

(CONTINUED)
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NOAH
Well, like I said, the math for Computer Science isn’t
like that . . . it’s like, languages actually. Java,
C++, Python.

LUCY
Cool.

NOAH
I guess there are. Yeah.

(Pause.)

NOAH
That’s why math isn’t all trouble. It solves problems.

LUCY
Okay.

NOAH
And that’s why I’m not a robot.

(LUCY begins playing with her camera again. Lifts
it up to take another picture of NOAH.)

NOAH
Could you not?

LUCY
It’s my job.

NOAH
You’re a photographer?

LUCY
I don’t like labels.

NOAH
Okay . . . ?

LUCY
I’m still experimenting with the different mediums.

NOAH
Then maybe you shouldn’t label other people robots.

LUCY
Touche. But you can see why I’d say that now.

(Beat.)
I mean, it’s the textbook and constantly checking your
watch and sitting alone on a park bench in the middle
of a sunny day without looking up at the rest of the
world. It’s like you were programmed for one task and
one task only.

(CONTINUED)
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NOAH
Maybe I am.

LUCY
Maybe not.

(Pause. She picks up the book again.)
Are those languages in this book?

NOAH
Yeah, some of them. Wanna see?

LUCY
Sure.

(LUCY observes NOAH as she returns the book. NOAH
flips through the pages to show her the right
section. They read together.

NOAH’s watch alarm rings. He mechanically shuts
the book.)

LUCY
Hey!

NOAH
Oh. Habit.

LUCY
Interesting.

NOAH
This does not make me a robot.

LUCY
Sure.

NOAH
It doesn’t.

LUCY
We’ll see.

(LUCY places the book on her lap. NOAH hesitates.
LUCY takes a pen out of her back pocket and opens
the book. She scribbles on the inside.)

NOAH
You can’t--

LUCY
If you want to see the prints of the photos I took,
here’s my number.

(Offers him the book.)
(MORE)

(CONTINUED)
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LUCY (cont’d)
I think they’re going to turn out great, high startle
reflex and all. But if you want to have a final
say--it’s up to you.

(NOAH takes the book. Stands to go. Turns back to
the bench.)

NOAH
It was . . . nice to meet you, Lucy.

(LUCY stands. Instead of shaking his hand, she
snaps a picture.)

NOAH
(Clutching the textbook.)

What was that?

LUCY
Proof.

NOAH
Of what?

LUCY
That you’re human.

(NOAH hesitates. Nods. Turns and exits. LUCY
watches him leave, then scoots to his side of the
bench.

LUCY runs through the pictures on her camera,
stroking the edge of the bench with her other
hand.

LUCY places the camera next to her and brings out
a tape recorder.)

LUCY
(Into tape recorder.)

April 2nd, 2:00 P.M. Noah.

Scene 2

Park bench. 1:50 p.m, the following day. LUCY sits
on the end of the bench.

NOAH enters. He grips a laptop bag. Stops when he
notices LUCY on the end of his bench.

LUCY
(Stands.)

I was hoping you’d be back.

(CONTINUED)
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NOAH
Hi.

LUCY
Hi.

(LUCY extends her hand to shake. NOAH hesitates,
then comes forward. A little awkwardly they shake
hands. It’s the first time they’ve touched. NOAH
sits on the other end of the bench. LUCY also sits
back down.)

NOAH
Why are you here?

LUCY
What?

NOAH
Why are you back?

LUCY
(Shrugs, but keeps her eyes on him.)

I wanted to.

NOAH
Why? My pictures were--

LUCY
Interesting.

(Pauses to note his reaction.)
I saw something. Plus, I’m very interested in the man
behind the textbook.

NOAH
Oh. That’s--

LUCY
A compliment.

NOAH
Um.

LUCY
Does it surprise you?

NOAH
What?

LUCY
That a stranger would compliment you on your physique.
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NOAH
My . . my physique?

LUCY
Yes. Why not?

NOAH
But my pictures. They weren’t model quality.

LUCY
I disagree. You’d be a perfect model.

(NOAH doesn’t respond. Opens his computer.)

LUCY
Your pictures had their . . . silences.

NOAH
What?

LUCY
Nothing. I need to hear more about your computer
science beliefs.

NOAH
You need . . . what? It doesn’t work like that--

LUCY
I want to learn more about you.

NOAH
What was yesterday?

LUCY
Preliminary notes.

NOAH
How did you know that I’d be back?

LUCY
Lucky guess. Robot.

NOAH
Stop--

LUCY
I’m sorry. But that’s why I’m here. I agree; I don’t
think it’s that simple to label you a robot. Your
background is fascinating. There’s so much more behind
it--
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NOAH
Than robotics?

LUCY
Exactly.

NOAH
It is different from your art.

LUCY
(Leaning forward, ready with a
notebook.)

How so?

(NOAH pauses. Fiddles with his computer bag.)

NOAH
I don’t know what you do.

LUCY
In my work, there are none of those brain-numbing
mathematical equations.

NOAH
Hey.

LUCY
To each their own.

(Pause. Waits for response.)
For me, it’s more about weeding through all the things
I see and hear every day to find what’s worth using as
a spring board for creation.

NOAH
What could those be?

LUCY
Haven’t you ever had an . . arresting thought
about--brushing your teeth, for instance--that just
spun around in your mind all day?

NOAH
Not a whole day.

LUCY
Okay, but maybe the morning. So that when you open your
refrigerator to grab the milk, you stop yourself and
find that you’re still considering what your teeth feel
about being polished twice a day.

NOAH
I’ve never thought about my teeth like that.
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LUCY
Yeah, but you get the idea.

NOAH
I do.

LUCY
So that could be art.

NOAH
No it’s not.

LUCY
It doesn’t have to be, but if I decided to . . . paint
a gallery’s worth of pieces inspired by my poor teeth
and the villainous toothbrush, or write a poem about
the noises the brushes make against the enamel of each
tooth, or shoot close-ups of the process--

NOAH
But why?

LUCY
Why make art?

NOAH
Why about teeth? It’s a useless thought.

LUCY
It’s not useless.

NOAH
Not every thought is worth pursuing. Some thoughts--the
ones not focused on the task at hand--are meant to get
lost. There’s just too much data.

LUCY
I’m not saying that everything is art. It’s that
everything is a possibility.

NOAH
That’s . . . Hmmm.

LUCY
What?

NOAH
That’s overwhelming.

LUCY
I don’t transform everything.
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NOAH
Then how do you pick? I don’t understand the
parameters. What are the terms for--?

LUCY
You know, I don’t really know what they are either. I
suppose, for me, I choose the ideas that have the most
emotional resonance.

(LUCY has moved closer to NOAH. She stares at him
pointedly.)

NOAH
Emotional resonance?

LUCY
The ones closest to my heart.

(Gesturing to the computer bag.)
It doesn’t work like that for you?

NOAH
No. It’s all about solving set problems. My boss sends
me the issue, then I work to code around the problem
and create the solution.

LUCY
Still creating though . . .

(Beat.)
And after that?

NOAH
There’s always another feature, another bug or test to
run.

LUCY
That’s so funny.

NOAH
What?

LUCY
It all comes from the outside, in to you.

NOAH
My projects? I guess I don’t really pick them out on my
own.

LUCY
But you see them.

NOAH
I do. I work closely with the data.
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LUCY
I see. What do you do with those problems, the ones you
find before your boss?

NOAH
I fix them.

LUCY
And you don’t tell anyone else, do you?

NOAH
No. But that’s not wrong.

LUCY
It isn’t. Why do you like solving other peoples’
computer problems?

NOAH
I’ve never thought about the why that much. I’m good at
it.

LUCY
Interesting.

(Pause. NOAH watches LUCY, but when she gets lost
in thought, he sets up his laptop. Begins typing,
then pauses. He looks up.)

NOAH
You’re going to call me a robot again, aren’t you?

LUCY
No.

NOAH
Oh.

LUCY
(Softly.)

"i have closed myself as fingers . . ."

NOAH
What?

LUCY
Nothing.

(Softly.)
Just the next line. Opens.

(LUCY plays with opening and closing her fingers.
NOAH stops to watch her. LUCY stops and turns
toward him.)
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LUCY
I want to use you in my next project.

NOAH
Me? No you don’t.

LUCY
I do.

NOAH
But with my startle--They’ll all be blurry.

LUCY
Some, not all. I want to add to the images I have.

(NOAH begins to argue, but LUCY cuts him
off.)

I promise I won’t call you a robot anymore.

NOAH
Is that why you came back?

LUCY
I need to know my muse.

NOAH
Muse?

LUCY
Greek mythology. The muses are the heavenly patrons of
literature, the arts, and the sciences. There were nine
in total. But that’s not what it means now. It’s any
significant source of inspiration. A fountain of new
material and knowledge.

NOAH
So you want me to be your . . . muse?

(LUCY nods.)

NOAH
Muse of what?

LUCY
A new language. A digital, computer language. I want to
be able to speak it, too.

NOAH
What would that mean?

LUCY
(Offering him a business card.)

Being my muse? Tonight it only means meeting me at this
bar at 10:00 P.M.
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NOAH
I don’t really go out at night.

LUCY
But I would meet you.

NOAH
(Musing. He shuts his computer.)

I don’t think I’m--
(His phone rings.)

I think I need to go.

LUCY
But you came back. You could have gone to any other
bench.

NOAH
(Looking at his phone.)

This is work.

LUCY
(Places a hand, and the business card,
on top of his phone.)

Don’t look. Just--trust me.

(NOAH slowly draws his gaze away from the buzzing
phone clasped in their hands.)

NOAH
You don’t know what this would mean. I don’t know how--

LUCY
You teach me. And in return, I’ll help you.

(NOAH slips the phone out of her grasp and back
into his pocket, but also takes the business
card.)

LUCY
Would it put you off schedule?

NOAH
Yes.

LUCY
Please.

NOAH
You want to make me into art?

LUCY
Possibly.
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NOAH
I can’t be a model . . .

LUCY
That’s why I asked you to be my muse.

(Stands. Draws camera up to capture his
expression.)

You do startle so easily.
(Noah doesn’t respond.)

Please? Just one night.

NOAH
I’ll consider it.

LUCY
Then I will see you again.

(LUCY seems to exit.

NOAH considers the card. Pause. Shifts the
computer off his lap onto the bench.)

NOAH
(Reading the card.)

"Lucy Avaul. Artist."
(Flips the card. Reads the number.)

Yup. That’s . . . everything.

(Pause.)

NOAH
I don’t understand anything out here. It doesn’t . . .
compute.

(Beat.)
Robot?

(A beat. NOAH stands. Paces for a moment, then
takes his phone out of his pocket and dials.)

NOAH
(Into phone.)

Hello? Dr. Brennan’s office. Yes. This is Noah Daniels.
I had a question--No, it’s not about . . . I received
my lab results last week, this isn’t about them.

(Nods. Impatient.)
Yes, I heard. No. I have a question about--Hold on.

(Returns to the bench. Struggles to pull
a pill bottle out of the computer bag’s
pocket. Turns to look at the label.)

Okay, it’s this prescription.
(Listens.)

Not that one. The other one, the 20 mg--The
anti-anxiety one.
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(Beat. Paces. Stops to listen. Nods.)
Yes, that one. Could you ask him why I need it? I mean,
if I’m outside, if I’ve been out then--do I need to
take it?

(Beat. Stops pacing.)
You don’t need to ask him in person. That’s good
enough. Yeah. I understand. I’ll be back to check-in in
two weeks. I’ll be fine until then. I’ll be great.

(NOAH hangs up the phone. He tosses the pill
bottle back on the laptop bag. Walks around the
bench, exploring the park. Listens to the sound of
children playing nearby, rollerbladers rushing
down the paths, dogs playfully barking, and other
joyful park noises. Pauses. Looks back down at the
card.)

NOAH
Her muse.

(Packs his computer bag, slings it over
his shoulder. Walks forward. Stops.)

I’m emotionally resonant. Am I emotionally resonant?

(As NOAH exits, he pulls his cellphone from his
pocket. LUCY enters with her camera. Kneels by the
bench and pulls a tape recorder off its bottom.
Replays the last bit. Strokes the bench as she
listens. Stows the recorder in her pocket. Stands.

As she moves toward the exit, her phone rings. She
digs about in her purse and looks at the number.)

LUCY
Noah.

(Lights down.)

Scene 3

Sidewalk outside the hip nightlife area of the
city, on the path back toward the park. In
between. LUCY enters, NOAH following her lead. He
doesn’t look drunk, but something is different,
looser, in his posture. LUCY stops and turns back
to him.

NOAH
What?

LUCY
That did not go like I planned. Why did he do that?
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NOAH
Do what? Who?

LUCY
Harry. He got--jealous, I guess. Asking all those
stupid questions.

NOAH
He is your friend, right?

LUCY
Yes. But he doesn’t know anything about the process. My
artistic process. He can’t judge me. He doesn’t have
the right to judge me or judge--

NOAH
Me?

LUCY
Yes. You.

(Beat.)
Harry works at a bar. He can’t just read a poem and
grasp what it means. At least not on a deeper level.

NOAH
I can’t do that either.

LUCY
Yes.

(Stops. Pauses. Looks back at NOAH.)
"touching skillfully,mysteriously) her first rose"

(Walks to NOAH.)
I’m sorry.

NOAH
For what?

LUCY
This isn’t about me. You. You came tonight.

NOAH
I-I am here. Still.

LUCY
You look different, too.

NOAH
I do?

LUCY
(Nods.)

In a good way. You lost some of the tension in your
shoulders.
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NOAH
I did?

(Beat.)
I guess I did. Maybe it’s--

LUCY
Stop! Don’t qualify it!

NOAH
But--

LUCY
(Rushing to pull out her camera.)

No. You’ll lose it, all this progress.
(Pushes him into position, holds a hand
up while she backs away and lifts the
camera.)

Don’t think. We have to start now.

NOAH
Starting what?

LUCY
The process.

(Holds a hand up.)
Shhhh.

NOAH
You’re inspired right now?

LUCY
(Getting annoyed. Drops the camera.)

Yes. Just pause. I don’t want to lose it--
(Brings the camera back up.)

The light is just perfect.

(NOAH looks up at the light, the darkened twilight
of the streets. Confused, he wrinkles his brow as
he searches. LUCY snaps pictures. The flash draws
him back to her and he begins to tense up.)

LUCY
Don’t worry.

(Snaps another picture.)
Breathe, Noah.

(NOAH breathes heavily. Looks away from the
camera.)

LUCY (CONT’D)
Great! Now look back at me, quickly.
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(NOAH turns back, but hesitantly. A grimace, not a
photogenic normal expression, spreads across his
face. LUCY puts down the camera.)

NOAH
I’m sorry. This just isn’t me. I don’t know what you
want.

LUCY
What do you want?

(Pause.)

NOAH
I don’t know . . . I want to know what you mean when
you say things like "touching your first rose" . . . I
don’t understand . . . what?

LUCY
You will understand. I’m trying to show you.

(Beat.)
Just--keep talking to me. Tell me what you’re thinking.
Your story.

NOAH
(Squirms and hesitates.)

I guess . . .

LUCY
(Snaps a picture.)

Come on. You were telling me today. About your job.

NOAH
Yeah, but that’s robotic. You said--

LUCY
Maybe it was.

(Slowly brings the camera back up.)
Just try it.

(LUCY snaps a picture. Looks up. Breathes. NOAH
tries to copy her, but he tenses again as she
begins to focus again. She snaps another picture.
Lowers the camera.)

LUCY
No.

NOAH
I told you I’m not good for this.
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LUCY
That’s not it.

NOAH
Why do you think I can? Everyone in the bar laughed at
me. Back there. When I choked.

LUCY
But you took the shot.

NOAH
Because they were shouting! That’s the danger of peer
pressure, you know?

LUCY
Noah.

(Pause. LUCY stares NOAH down.)

NOAH
Yeah. I did drink it.

LUCY
Just . . . Look up.

NOAH
(Looking skyward.)

At what?

LUCY
It’s a starry night, isn’t it?

NOAH
It’s the city. You can’t really see--

LUCY
But you can see a few. And imagine the rest.

NOAH
(Searching the skies.)

I can.

LUCY
Isn’t that related to math?

NOAH
(Winces, but keeps looking up.)

Are you kidding?

LUCY
No. I’ve always heard the stars have some sort of
science to them--
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NOAH
Astrophysics. Astrologist quacks with the zoological
signs. If you were born under this one, you are brave.
If you were born under this little cluster of nothing
here, you’re forever marked as a rational person?--No,
the stars aren’t another language. At least not one
that makes sense.

(As NOAH speaks, LUCY retrieves her camera. Snaps
pictures as he finishes.)

NOAH
Hey.

LUCY
It worked.

NOAH
No, it--

(LUCY flips the camera around and shows him the
pictures.)

NOAH
Oh. That’s not bad.

LUCY
I told you. I would show you.

NOAH
It feels . . .

LUCY
What?

NOAH
Nothing.

(LUCY quickly snaps another picture of him.)

NOAH
I just feel okay.

LUCY
Okay?

NOAH
Safe. I didn’t think I could. You know, off in the
middle of the city with a flashing camera pointed at
me.

(Looks back up at the stars.)
It’s . . .
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(LUCY takes a few more pictures of him, then
circles back to face NOAH.)

LUCY
I didn’t realize it would be so hard for you.

NOAH
Yeah. Or it’s just the alcohol talking.

LUCY
Let it.

(Beat.)
I have one more idea for tonight. Okay?

(NOAH nods. LUCY sets down her bag and carefully
rummages through it. Retrieves a rose and offers
it to NOAH.)

NOAH
A rose? Like in that poem?

LUCY
You noticed.

NOAH
(Taking the rose.)

I listen.
(Winces.)

Ow!

LUCY
(Races over to help.)

Oh I forgot one thorn. Are you okay?

NOAH
Yeah. I’m fine.

(LUCY takes his hand anyways. Strokes the spot.)

LUCY
Are you sure? You look different again.

NOAH
I’m great.

(LUCY continues to stroke his hand. Looks up into
his eyes.)

LUCY
We have to keep things transparent. So I can interpret
your every look. Your every touch.
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(LUCY also takes the rose so they are holding it
together. NOAH looks down. LUCY grins and watches
him. He doesn’t move his hand away.)

NOAH
Yes.

LUCY
Your world is opening.

NOAH
And yours?

(LUCY grins and nods. She moves her hand to press
the rose toward NOAH’s chest. With her other hand
she lifts her camera and takes another picture.
The flash freezes them in its blast. Black out.)

Scene 4

Lights up and NOAH is alone, still gripping the
rose. He walks forward.

NOAH
And this is how it begins. This is how I embrace the
world. How I open, as she would say. Lucy and I fall
into a routine where I replace my hour of
reading--"solitary" time--with her. I find myself
dropping the textbook less, forgetting it at home more
often until I leave it behind. I let myself see the
park, not the latest code shortcut.

(Drops the rose. Retrieves book out of
the darkness. Collection of e.e.
cummings poetry. NOAH sits. Reads, the
sounds of the park, cars rushing, jazz
trumpets blasting behind him but he
doesn’t respond. Slowly reads,
considers, the flips each page until he
flips to page with a bookmark. It’s an
envelope. NOAH opens it and reads the
enclosed letter.)

A clean bill of health. With the clear data to back it
up.

(Shows off the page then carefully folds
it back into the envelope.)

I healed at an accelerated pace. Two weeks ahead of
schedule. Doctor Brennan requested a follow-up and
insists that this is a mistake. But I can feel it. It’s
not a blip in the system. This is transparency. The
benefits of a life shared--

(Stops as he looks back down at the open
page of the book.)

"somewhere i have never travelled,gladly beyond." This
is what she keeps saying . . .
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(NOAH reads.)
"your slightest look will easily unclose me."

(NOAH finishes reading the poem silently to
himself. Pause. Considers, then rips the page out
of the book. He drops the book down on the ground
and flips over the page. He takes a pen out and
writes on the back of it.

Lights come up fully to reveal NOAH sits on the
park bench. LUCY enters upstage and slowly
approaches him.)

NOAH
It’s not nonsense. It sort of, it does have a logic to
it. I can hear it.

(Listens to the sounds of the park.
Folds the paper up.)

You can’t limit that to the possible or the probable,
Dr. Brennan. That’s what I’m learning.

(Beat.)
You have to learn to trust in the intangible.

(LUCY reaches the back of the bench. Gently places
her hand on NOAH’s back. He jumps, but just
slightly. As LUCY joins him on the bench, NOAH
slips the paper back into the book.)

NOAH
Sorry.

LUCY
I tried to be as gentle as possible.

NOAH
I know.

LUCY
It’s not as bad as it used to be.

NOAH
No. It isn’t.

(Beat. He waits.)
So what’s the plan for today?

(LUCY shrugs.)

NOAH
You don’t have a new location?

(LUCY shakes her head.)
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NOAH
A new prop or two? I mean, as long as your done with
the thorns.

LUCY
No, no roses today.

NOAH
Oh.

LUCY
I’m still here. But I don’t have a plan for today.

NOAH
But you usually have a plan.

LUCY
Not really. I just wait until I feel the next step.

NOAH
Feel it . . . okay . . .

LUCY
Yeah. Why don’t you tell me what you’re feeling for
today?

NOAH
I don’t--

LUCY
Come on. What were you working on before I got here?

(LUCY reaches for the folded piece of paper. NOAH
moves it out of her grasp.)

LUCY
Just show me.

NOAH
I’m working on it.

(NOAH gets LUCY to calm down, back off to her
space on the bench.)

NOAH
Give me a minute.

(Deep breath.)
How long have we been doing this?

LUCY
Today? I’ve only been here for like five minutes--
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NOAH
No. Not today. How long has it been since we met?

LUCY
A couple of weeks I think.

NOAH
That short, huh?

(LUCY shrugs. Plays with her camera, bringing it
up to snap a picture of NOAH.)

NOAH
How many pictures do you think you have?

LUCY
I don’t know.

NOAH
Are any of them good enough?

LUCY
Plenty. But why would I stop just because I have a few
good images? It wouldn’t be fair if I missed the
essence of you.

NOAH
Okay.

LUCY
(Holds the camera up as if to take a
picture, but just stares at him through
the lens.)

"because they are too near"

NOAH
What?

LUCY
Just the poem.

NOAH
The E. E. Cummings one?

LUCY
You remind me of the images there.

NOAH
I-Interesting.

LUCY
Hey. That’s my line.
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(Pause.)

NOAH
Was this the plan?

LUCY
What plan? I already told you--

NOAH
No I meant, me becoming your muse. Did you find the
right person?

LUCY
I wasn’t looking for a muse. I was searching for
something and serendipity led me here. I found you, but
I wasn’t looking for you specifically.

NOAH
And after you found me, why did you want to get to know
me?

LUCY
I was compelled to. You were so resistant. It was like
a challenge.

NOAH
Did you win?

LUCY
You’re here, aren’t you?

NOAH
I am. With you.

(Pause.)

LUCY
We’re still playing.

(Beat.)
There’s no right way. I’m following you toward the next
piece of the puzzle. And I trust that I will get the
whole picture. If you keep working with me.

NOAH
Transparency. Right.

LUCY
Is there something else you want to say?

NOAH
Maybe.

(Pause. NOAH looks up to meet LUCY’s gaze. Hands
her the paper. LUCY unfolds it and reads.)
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LUCY
You’re becoming a poet, too.

NOAH
I’ve been trying.

LUCY
Yes. I see.

(Pause. NOAH reaches out and takes LUCY’s hand.
She lets him hold it.)

NOAH
Can we blur the lines?

LUCY
What lines?

NOAH
Between muse and more than muse . . . I don’t know.
I-I’ve been thinking because you said there’s no plan--

LUCY
No. This isn’t an algorithm or anything. No plan, I
promise. There’s nothing to solve.

(NOAH takes a deep breath. Attempts to start
again.)

NOAH
Right. Then--

(Beat.)
"only something in me understands"

(LUCY grins and pulls him toward her in a kiss.
NOAH is startled but does not fully break away.
Kisses her back until LUCY leans away.

They continue to stare at each other. LUCY lifts
NOAH’s hand. She searches until she finds the mark
on his hand. The spot where the thorn pricked him.
She kisses it softly.

NOAH’s watch alarm goes off. LUCY looks up at
NOAH, but he does not move to leave.)

LUCY
To travelling.

NOAH
To travelling.

END OF ACT
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ACT II

Scene 1

The park. The bench. A few weeks later. 3:00 p.m.
NOAH sits on the edge, as at the play’s opening,
but now he draws a guitar from behind the bench
and places it awkwardly in his lap. Stiffly, he
prepares himself.

LUCY enters, camera focused and at the ready. NOAH
responds well to the snaps and flashes as long as
possible, but as she gets closer the noise and the
bustle eventually distract him. He turns to face
her instead of ignoring the camera. She takes one
more picture before he loses the pose entirely.

NOAH
I’m sorry. I couldn’t just sit there any longer. It’s
hard to ignore you.

LUCY
Oh, I know. You lasted longer than I expected.

NOAH
Another test?

LUCY
I don’t like tests. Or grades.

(LUCY sits down on the bench next to him. NOAH
takes the opportunity to replace the guitar behind
him.)

LUCY
Aw.

NOAH
You wanted more?

LUCY
Just a few.

(NOAH sighs and retrieves the guitar. Poses
again.)

LUCY
Breathe, Noah.

(NOAH tries to relax, but nothing much changes.
LUCY grins and leans in to kiss him. It startles
him, but LUCY puts a hand on the guitar before it
can fall. They break apart.)
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LUCY
Better now?

NOAH
I’m--

(LUCY snaps a picture with her camera before he
can finish.)

NOAH
Was that necessary?

(LUCY leans over to show him the view from the
camera’s screen.)

NOAH
I can’t--

LUCY
It’s perfect. Your eyes in this one . . .

NOAH
You’re going to use it?

LUCY
Of course.

NOAH
For what?

LUCY
My next show.

NOAH
No one would want--

LUCY
Trust me.

(NOAH nods and nervously plays with the guitar.
LUCY reaches over, takes the guitar and places it
on the ground. She watches NOAH, brings a hand up
and runs it through his hair.)

LUCY
What are you thinking now?

NOAH
I don’t know.

LUCY
Sure you do.
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NOAH
This feels nice.

LUCY
It should.

(Brings her other hand up.)
"nobody, not even the rain, has such small hands"

NOAH
Yes, but you don’t have small--

LUCY
It means that you’ll be fine. No one will question you
as art.

(NOAH starts to argue, but LUCY plucks a few
strands of hair from his head. He yelps in pain,
brushing her away.)

NOAH
What was that?

LUCY
Nothing.

NOAH
Nothing?

LUCY
I was just proving I don’t literally have rain hands,
as you say.

NOAH
Don’t make fun of me.

LUCY
I’m not.

NOAH
(Rubs his head.)

That hurt. You know I’m trying to understand. You can’t
quote it back to me--

LUCY
I know.

(LUCY leans in to kiss him again, but NOAH’s watch
alarm blares. He sits back and prepares to leave.)

LUCY
Not yet!
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NOAH
I have to.

LUCY
To just pull away--

NOAH
It’s not robotic. Let’s not go back--

LUCY
I know, but I still need you.

NOAH
I have work.

LUCY
We had time for our work but not for us yet.

NOAH
I stayed with you all day Sunday. Right now I can’t. I
have deadlines . . .

(Grabs bag and gets up to go.)
What do I do with this?

(NOAH gestures to the guitar.)

LUCY
Bring it here.

(As NOAH brings it closer, LUCY draws the guitar
toward her, grabs one of NOAH’s hands, and strums.
The emanating chord is not pretty. Discordant.)

NOAH
Lucy--

LUCY
Please.

(Beat.)
Take me with you.

NOAH
Not today.

LUCY
When?

NOAH
The timing is not right.

LUCY
Why can’t you share this with me? Your space, your
apartment. If it was so important to you--
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NOAH
I’m letting you take my picture. Outside. I’m outside
with you and one day my image will be up in a gallery.
Exposed.

LUCY
I know. You and I have come so far.

NOAH
My apartment was where I hid. If I take you back--

LUCY
Let me share your past. I can help open the doors even
wider.

(LUCY threads her hands through NOAH’s. He lets
her guide him back onto the bench.)

NOAH
I have shown you everything.

(Beat.)
Why don’t I just stay here?

LUCY
Noah.

(NOAH opens laptop. Zones out as he gets sucked
quickly into his work.

LUCY leans in to watch the screen as he navigates
around the computer, then settles in to type code.
She tries to read the code at first, mouthing the
characters and numbers, but this very quickly
drops off.)

LUCY
It’s like poetry.

NOAH
(Still typing.)

What?

LUCY
This. It’s just like the poetry I recite.

NOAH
(Still typing.)

Not really.

LUCY
No, like the erasure poems. The acrostics. So
fragmented.
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NOAH
Whatever you say.

(As he works, LUCY moves in closer and closer.
Slowly she maneuvers her hands over his on the
keyboard and places them on top of his. It
startles NOAH, but only enough to cause him to
stop and move away.)

NOAH
You can’t do that.

LUCY
I wanted to be a part of it.

(NOAH turns, but he has no words. Returns to his
work, hoping that she’ll move away. She continues
to watch, but lifts her hand around his shoulder.
Still enclosed around him.)

Scene 2

LUCY sits alone on the bench. She stands and
explores the surrounding area, on the look out for
NOAH. Hears noises of runners, birds flapping as
they fly across the park. LUCY crosses quickly to
look out for NOAH. Re-enters alone.

LUCY
(Taking her phone out of her bag.)

Come on Noah.
(Checks the phone.)

Damn it.

(LUCY sits on the bench. Taps her foot and waits
impatiently. Kneels down and checks the tape
recorder underneath.)

LUCY
We are so close, Noah. Just listen, please.

(LUCY sits back down. Pause. Draws the folded
sheet of paper from her bag. Opens and reads.)

LUCY
"somewhere i have never travelled,gladly beyond/ any
experience,your eyes have their silence/in your most
frail gesture--

(NOAH enters, swiftly crossing past the bench.
LUCY stops reading and slips the paper back into
her bag. Stands up just as he arrives at the
bench. NOAH startled when he looks up to find her
there.)
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NOAH
Lucy. What are you--are you waiting for me?

LUCY
Yes. I have been checking our normal spots. I’ve been
everywhere I know--where have you been?

NOAH
I was out at--

LUCY
And you didn’t take your phone?

NOAH
I--

(Searches through his bag. Retrieves his
phone.)

You called a few times.

LUCY
You weren’t picking up.

NOAH
I know. But I have a good reason. Look.

(NOAH takes a yoga mat out of his bag, unwraps it
and lays it on the ground. He takes a deep breath
and assumes a yoga pose. It’s a simple one and he
isn’t very flexible, but he carefully and
earnestly tries to stretch his body into the
correct posture.)

LUCY
You went to yoga?

NOAH
(Dropping the pose.)

Yeah, I saw the sign for the class when we were at that
cafe in midtown last week. I thought it would help with
the posing. You know, loosen me up.

LUCY
I see.

NOAH
So?

LUCY
Try it again.

(NOAH diligently gets into the pose again. LUCY
circles, sits down on the bench.)
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LUCY
Drop the pose.

(LUCY brings her camera up, ready. NOAH drops the
pose. LUCY does not take a picture.)

NOAH
Well?

LUCY
No.

NOAH
It’s not even a little bit interesting?

LUCY
It’s not you. It’s too rigid. And then, well, there’s
nothing there.

(NOAH stands and rolls up the yoga mat.)

NOAH
I thought it made me more graceful.

LUCY
It’s just not right.

(NOAH nods and finishes clearing away the yoga
mat.)

LUCY
It was a nice idea. It just doesn’t work for the
project. The overall aesthetic--

(NOAH drops the bag down by the bench, but does
not join LUCY.)

LUCY
What’s wrong?

NOAH
I really liked the class. I felt relaxed, like my body
was . . . melting past the mat into the earth. It was
quiet. I didn’t know I could breathe like that.

(Demonstrates by breathing in and out
through his nose. Ocean breath.)

See? It’s just--

LUCY
I can show you meditation techniques. That’s what you
like about it.
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NOAH
Maybe.

LUCY
I can show you how to find that same calm place, just
you and me. You don’t need the rest of the classes for
that. It’s a waste.

(Beat.)
Don’t you want to listen to your messages?

NOAH
Why? I’m here now.

LUCY
Listen to it.

NOAH
Why?

LUCY
Please. Just listen to it.

(NOAH retrieves his phone.)

LUCY
(Over voicemail’s speaker.)

Noah, it’s Lucy. I just got out of a meeting and I have
fantastic news. Can you meet me?

(Beat.)
No, you should hear it from this moment. Pure joy,
right now. Get ready. This is what we’ve been working
for, the complete transformation. It’s official: the
New Gallery is going to put together a showcase of my
photos! Eeeek!

(Giggling.)
Well, our photos. That’s what they want: the photo
project with you. Of you. Oh, I couldn’t have done this
without you. Call me when you get this, please.

(Beat. Still the sound of Lucy on the
other end of the phone.)

I love you.

(Message cuts off. NOAH turns the phone off.
Pause.)

NOAH
The pictures of me?

(LUCY nods. Takes his hand, also placing her hand
over the phone.)
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NOAH
Not your other art?

LUCY
Why would they want anything else once they looked at
you? The intense fragility of each look as you gaze
back at the camera. As you look back at me.

NOAH
But--

LUCY
It’s the most graceful, natural thing in the world.

NOAH
It can’t be me.

LUCY
But it is. Like I knew it would be. I just didn’t want
to jinx it before the final meeting.

(Beat.)
Noah, did you hear what I said?

NOAH
Yes.

LUCY
And?

(Beat.)
You don’t have to--

NOAH
I think . . . no, I do love you, Lucy.

LUCY
You do?

NOAH
Yes.

(LUCY leans in to kiss NOAH, while slipping the
phone away from him. A scream from another part of
the park. Echoes and fades. NOAH becomes truly
startled and backs away, but LUCY watches his fear
calmly, palming the phone.)

NOAH
What was that?

LUCY
Someone was robbed. Or a baby fell off the swingset and
her mother is wailing. For a good reason. For no
reason.
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NOAH
You don’t know.

LUCY
No I don’t. It’s okay not to know. Just be quiet. Let
your breath calm you down.

(Pause as NOAH tries to calm down. LUCY watches
him, locks eyes with him. Kisses him.)

LUCY
See? I can teach you.

(LUCY snuggles up to him. She drops the phone
unnoticed into her bag. NOAH remains stiff from
the fear of the moment.)

Scene 3

The hallway in front of LUCY’s studio. The rest of
the stage behind her front door in black, hidden.

NOAH enters carrying a large picture frame. It’s
heavy and cumberson. He struggles to get it to the
door, dropping it carefully to the floor. Knocks
on the door. No response. Pause. Knocks again.
Beat.

NOAH
Lucy? Come on, Lucy.

(Checks his watch.)
Oh come on . . .

(Picks up old phone from his pocket.
Dials.)

Come on. Lucy, please. Pick up pick up pick--Lucy Hi!

(Light up on LUCY. On phone in other location.)

LUCY
Noah?

NOAH
Yeah, it’s me. Listen, where are you?--

LUCY
I didn’t recognize this number.

NOAH
It’s my emergency phone. Mine is missing.

LUCY
Really? I’m sorry, can I help you look for it?

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 44.

NOAH
Later. Listen, where are you? I’m here at the studio.

(Beat.)
With the frame you wanted?

LUCY
Great!

NOAH
So can you open the door?

LUCY
I’m not there.

NOAH
What?

LUCY
I had to meet with the gallery designers. Last minute.
If you can just wait a few--

NOAH
I can’t wait.

LUCY
I’m on my way back now. We got caught up discussing
possible show titles. What do you think of "the color
of your countries?"

NOAH
I don’t know. I can’t talk poetry right now.

LUCY
But it’s your show, too. You have to be involved.

NOAH
Yes, but focus right now. I am working on the show. I
got the frame, somehow it got delivered to my place and
I’m trying to drop it back off so you can work with it,
like we agreed. So I can get back to my work.

LUCY
I hear you. I’m traveling back there as fast as I can.

NOAH
I have a client deadline . . . and I was going to go
back and look for my phone in the park--

LUCY
I can help you find it. I can swing by there on my way
back--
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NOAH
I can’t just leave the frame here?

LUCY
No.

NOAH
There isn’t a place--some neighbor--who could watch
over it?

LUCY
No, Noah. I’m sorry. You can’t leave yet.

(Beat.)
Just take a deep breath and trust me. I’ll be back at
just the right time.

NOAH
Right.

LUCY
Talk to you soon.

NOAH
Bye.

(NOAH hangs up. LUCY disappears. Pause.)

NOAH
Please hurry. I need to get out of here.

(Phone rings.)
Hello this is Noah.

(Beat.)
Thanks for calling me back. Yeah, I know I had it when
I visited the studio.

(Beat.)
You checked? No. Well thanks anyway.

(Beat.)
I did like the class. Even for a new beginner. Sure I
will . . . try to make it back soon. If you could just
keep an eye out. I really appreciate it.

(Beat.)
Uh-namaste to you, too.

(NOAH hangs up the phone. Toys with the emergency
phone. Paces. Waits. On a whim, dials the phone
again.

Ringing. Startled, NOAH begins looking around for
it. The phone call ends.)

NOAH
(Dialing the number again.)

No. It couldn’t be--
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(NOAH calls the same number again. Ringing begins,
but this time NOAH realizes it’s coming from
within the studio.

Frantic, NOAH throws himself against the door,
tries to shoulder it open. No change. Kicks the
bottom, but it doesn’t budge. Tries the handle.
Pulls a credit card out of his back pocket and
jiggles it in the door. With a push, the door
opens.

Light up in the apartment as he enters. His phone
sits on the main table, in plain view. NOAH rushes
to it, but finds nothing out of order when he
looks through it. He sits down at the table,
staring at the phone.)

NOAH
Why would she have this? How did she . . . ?

(NOAH shakes his head and stands to leave. As he
puts the phone back in his pocket, he notices
something about the table. Taps it in the middle,
then ducks down underneath. After a moment and
some tugging, NOAH re-emerges with a tape
recorder.

He turns on the tape recorder.)

NOAH
(On the tape recording.)

I’m not a robot.

That’s overwhelming. I can’t have distractions.

And that’s why I’m not a robot.

Emotional resonance? I am emotionally resonant. Am I
emotionally resonant?

I’ve never thought about the why that much.

I don’t understand anything out here.

You want to make me into art?

I do love you, Lucy.

Can we blur the lines?

LUCY
(On the tape recording. Overlapping
after he says "I do love you, Lucy.")

(MORE)
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LUCY (cont’d)
"somewhere i have never travelled,gladly beyond
any experience,your eyes have their silence:
in your most frail gesture are things which enclose me,
or which i cannot touch because they are too near

your slightest look will easily unclose me
though i have closed myself as fingers,
you open always petal by petal myself as Spring opens
(touching skilfuly,mysteriously)her first rose . . ."

To travelling.

NOAH
(On the tape recording.)

To travelling.

LUCY
(On the tape recording.)

Noah, this is only the beginning.

(The tape turns off.

NOAH waits a moment, then rushes back out the door
and pulls in the frame. Drops it next to the
table.)

NOAH
This is the beginning! The beginning of what? What!?
None of this is--None of it makes--nonsense! What are
you doing to me, Lucy?

(NOAH picks up the tape recorder to throw it
aside, but he notices something else taped to the
back. He peels it away to find another copy of the
poem. He scans it and then reads a stanza aloud.)

NOAH
"or if your wish be to close me, i and
my life will shut beautifully ,suddenly, . . ."

(Skips further down the page.)
"nothing which we are to perceive in this world equals
the power of your intense fragility:whose texture
compels me with the color of its countries . . ."

(Pause.)
"rendering death and forever with each breathing"

(Beat.)
This is what you want to title it? Our project? Our
project?

(NOAH hurriedly places everything back on the
table. Doesn’t have time to cover his tracks in
the rush.
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He exits and shuts the door behind him. His phone
rings.)

NOAH
(Answering.)

Hello? Lucy!

LUCY
(Off-stage, just her voice.)

Noah. Did I catch you in time?

NOAH
I-I’m still here.

LUCY
Good. There’s an emergency key over the door--

(NOAH locates the key.)

NOAH
I’ve got it--

LUCY
Just open it up and go inside. I forgot that I had that
spare key--

NOAH
Okay, I can do that. I-I have to get to this meeting,
Lucy.

LUCY
I understand. Thanks for waiting, Noah. I-

NOAH
You’re welcome. Bye.

(NOAH hurriedly hangs up and exits. LUCY waits a
beat, then enters the hallway and unlocks her
apartment. She opens the door and finds the tape
recorder on the table. Black-out.)

Scene 4

The park. NOAH enters. He is slightly more dressed
up than usual, something is more formal about him.
He slowly wanders to the bench. Stares at it.
Waits.

After a beat, he kneels down next the bench and
checks the underside. He finds another tape
recorder. Noah holds it in his hands for a moment,
almost breaks down emotionally from their weight.
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From elsewhere in the park, the sound of giggling
lovers. The rustle of bushes. Footsteps. NOAH is
startled for a moment. Then he decides to reattach
the recorder to the bottom of the bench.

NOAH stands. Sits down on the bench. LUCY enters,
carrying a large package.

LUCY
You’re already here.

NOAH
Yeah.

LUCY
I didn’t expect to--

NOAH
I wanted to be here, in the park. I wanted to be ready.

(NOAH gestures to the wrapped frame.)

LUCY
(Setting it down on the bench.)

You knew?

NOAH
I had a feeling.

LUCY
You’re beginning to figure this out, aren’t you?

(NOAH nods. LUCY starts to open the frame, then
stops.)

LUCY
You should open it.

(NOAH stands and goes to the corner of the
package. Carefully, he tears away the packaging to
reveal a framed picture of himself.)

LUCY
What do you think? It’s called "Silent Music from Still
Hands."

NOAH
That’s what it is.

LUCY
It’s the first piece that will go in the gallery. A
focal point for the project.
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(Pause.)

LUCY
So what do you think? Is it weird to see yourself in
print?

NOAH
You tried to warn me.

LUCY
I have trained you well.

(Kisses him. Then fusses with the collar
of his shirt.)

The official opening should be next week. You’ll have
to wear a suit.

(Pause. LUCY tries to engage with NOAH but he
continues staring at the picture.)

LUCY
Is there something wrong?

(Beat.)
Were you surprised? It’s only natural for the first
time, but I thought you’d be happy. It’s finally--

NOAH
No. I don’t mind the picture. It--it doesn’t even look
like me.

LUCY
Yes it does.

NOAH
I don’t know.

LUCY
It’s still you. I’m capturing your essence, not
changing it.

NOAH
You did say that was your goal.

(Pause.)
I don’t think I’m helping you meet it.

LUCY
Of course you are.

NOAH
No. It’s not . . . an exchange. I’m taking away all
your time and energy. From your art.
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LUCY
You are my art--

NOAH
I’m not. I’m stiff. I’m based on math and
problem-solving.

LUCY
Art can be that, too.

NOAH
No it can’t.

LUCY
I can be part of your problem-solving, math-filled
world, too. Just open your mind.

NOAH
You’re bending every definition to fit me. I’m just in
your world and it’s wrong. It’s wrong for me to keep
you stuck with me . . . I have to go.

LUCY
You can’t go.

NOAH
I have loved traveling with you, but . . . it’s like
the poem. "i and/ my life will shut very beautifully ,
suddenly/ as when the heart of this flower imagines/
the snow--"

LUCY
You still don’t understand, Noah. That’s not what it’s
saying.

NOAH
But that’s what I hear. In the third stanza. It’s right
there. You have the poem--

LUCY
We can find a new poem.

NOAH
No. This-this is better for you in the long-run.

LUCY
No it’s not. I lose my inspiration, my muse. My lover.

(Tries to get closer to him, but NOAH
backs away.)

Where does this leave you? Back at your apartment?

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 52.

NOAH
I--no. If we go together I won’t be able to leave. I
want to keep travelling but, . . . I need to leave.

LUCY
You’ll just end up trapped there. What are you going to
do, go on the anxiety medicine?

(NOAH stops.)

LUCY
You’ll regress. You’ll lose this wider perspective on
life.

NOAH
Maybe not.

LUCY
Yes you will. You can’t do this alone; that’s why I’m
here.

NOAH
I’ll find something else.

LUCY
You’re never going to be able to trust anyone else.
Please. Don’t let this all go to waste.

(LUCY takes NOAH’s hand and leads him back to the
portrait.)

LUCY
I love you. Just tell me that you don’t feel the same.

NOAH
I don’t know.

LUCY
"(i do not know what it is about you that closes/and
opens;only something in me understands--

NOAH
No!

(Breaks away from LUCY and kneels down
in front of the bench. Rips the tape
recorder out from the bottom.)

Trust me? Goodbye Lucy.

(NOAH turns away. He drops the tape recorder on
the bench and exits. LUCY watches him leave,
walking a few paces in his direction to keep him
in sight for longer.
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Beat.

LUCY turns, wipes away her tears quickly. She
picks up the tape recorder. Hits play. It repeats
NOAH’s last line. LUCY sits on the bench, looks up
at the picture.)

LUCY
This isn’t--

(Turns to look at the picture.)
I have a better image in mind.

(LUCY picks up the frame and exits.)

Scene 5

Noah’s apartment. A simple kitchen table/desk near
the door, stage right. A bed. A pill bottle sits
on the kitchen table, the anti-anxiety pills he
rejected. When he is awake, their presence haunts
NOAH.

NOAH sleeps, twisted in the sheets. Startles
awake, sitting straight up in the bed. Searches
first with his eyes, then gets up out of the bed.
Runs his hand underneath it. NOAH finds nothing
and sits down again, breathing deeply.

NOAH
I return. I have no contact with the outside world. I
had to give it all up.

This place, miraculously--horribly. Ironically, it’s
still safe. She was never here. It cannot remind me of
her. At least, that’s what I tell myself. If she was
never here, she can’t haunt me when I’m inside . . .
and yet.

(Goes to remake his bed. Tries not to
look at the pills.)

I wake up in the middle of the night, startled by
something. A tickle? More like a rhythm following my
own breathing in and out. It’s something that shouldn’t
wake me. Maybe it’s just my startle reflex coming back.

(Sits at desk. Looks at the pill bottle.
Scoots it away from himself. Places a
computer science textbook on the table.
Flips through the pages.)

I have my work. Always I can return here. I speed
through projects.

(Flips to the last page, the one Lucy
signed. Shuts the book.)

And I find my own ways to cope.
(Lifts the pill bottle.)

(MORE)
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NOAH (cont’d)
When I work and when I sleep. And then all the time.

(Places the bottle back on the table.
Takes out earplugs. Puts them in both
ears.)

The silence . . . it’s a buffer. My own buffer against
"your eyes have their silence."

(NOAH closes his eyes. Pause. The sound of
breathing begins, gets louder. He startles back
into full awareness, pulling out the ear plugs.

NOAH looks about as before, first taking stock of
his apartment from his seat and then standing to
search. When he turns to the door, he notices a
letter slid underneath. He opens it.)

NOAH
(Reading.)

Dear Noah,

Your interpretation of the poem was partially right--

(LUCY takes over the reading. Either a voice
emanating from everywhere, or a presence in the
shadows of the apartment.)

LUCY
(Reading.)

I should have taken a second look at Mr. Cummings’
words. I don’t know it all. You have so much to show
me. I forgot for a while, but I’m remembering. Over
these past few weeks I have been trying to remember.

(NOAH begins visibly shaking.)

LUCY
(Reading.)

I see that now. You were the only one making sacrifices
for us. And it needs to be an exchange. I’ll do
whatever you need. If you really want, I can give you
more space. But I can’t bear to think that you would
isolate yourself, close the trap and retreat back into
your box. Your robot routine--

NOAH
(Throwing down the letter.)

Stop. Please stop.

LUCY
But, I love you.

(A rose is revealed on his pillow.)
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NOAH
Don’t.

LUCY
"the voice of your eyes is deeper than all roses"

(NOAH picks up the rose, careful not to touch the
thorns.)

NOAH
Your wish for me.

LUCY
To travel. Together.

(NOAH shakes his head. LUCY appears to him.)

LUCY
I could back away for longer. But you still need me.

NOAH
You’re too close!

(NOAH drops the rose. LUCY lunges to catch it, but
she also catches the thorns. As she is distracted
in pain, NOAH turns and swiftly travels to the
door.)

NOAH
Your wish. I’ll travel. You can have this. My box.

(NOAH turns away to stare out the door. Longing
for the final exit, trying to turn away from
everything pulling him back inside.)

LUCY
Noah! You can’t ignore our chemistry. "i do not know--"

NOAH
"i do not know what it is about you that closes/ and
opens;only something in me understands" It understands
that I’m not supposed to be with you.

(Beat.)
I’m supposed to leave. It’s what you’ve really been
pulling me to do all along. And it will be . . .
better. Please, be content with that. Goodbye Lucy.

(NOAH exits, closing the door behind him.

LUCY considers the room. She sets the rose and the
discarded letter carefully on the table.
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NOAH re-enters. LUCY stands. He stops, pauses,
then brushes past her to the bed. He pulls out a
volume of E.E. Cummings’ complete poems. NOAH
turns to leave. Pauses when he meets LUCY.)

LUCY
Please stay.

NOAH
No. Last line. "nobody,not even the rain,has such small
hands."

(LUCY lifts a hand, but NOAH won’t take it.)

NOAH
I have the next poem.

(NOAH moves around LUCY. Places bottle of pills on
the table again. Carrying the Cummings collection,
he exits. He leaves the door open behind him.

LUCY looks after him. Retrieves the rest of the
artifacts from the shrine in her studio. Places
them around and on on the table. Next to the
textbook, they almost form a small gallery. Or,
more like a museum of artifacts.

LUCY readjusts the rose so it’s in the middle. She
crawls into his bed, pulling the covers in around
her. Pause. Maybe she sleeps, haunted with the
patterned breath from before. Pause. Sits up
straight and stares at the open, empty door. The
lights fade, leaving the door lit until the final
moments.)

END OF PLAY
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ACT I

A stage. One curtain cuts across the back of the
stage. It opens. ALEXA, a 20 year old singer,
faces the imaginary audience upstage.

ALEXA
Hello, I’m Alexa and I’ll be singing "Amazing Grace."

(ALEXA waits a moment, takes a deep breath, and
begins. If her voice weren’t horribly off-key and
strained, her sexy rendition of the song kills her
performance.

As she sings, DAVID SAUNTER, a reporter in his
mid-20’s, sneaks backstage. DAVID watches her at
first with a grimace, then pulls out a notebook.
He drifts forward until he’s hidden at the edge of
the curtains.

ALEXA finishes singing.)

JUDGE
Um, thank you.

(Silence. ALEXA bows.)

JUDGE (CONT.)
We’ll be breaking for lunch. Tim!

(The lights go down and the curtains pull shut.
The darkness interrupts DAVID’s note-taking. He
looks for the house lights.)

ALEXA
Wait, what does that mean? Hello? Do I need to stay
here?

(ALEXA waits a moment, then stumbles backstage
through the curtains.)

ALEXA
Is anybody back here?

(DAVID switches on the lights.)

DAVID
That’s better, right?

ALEXA
Yes, are you one of the producers?
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DAVID
No, I’m from the Chronicle. David Saunter.

(DAVID extends his hand. ALEXA shakes it.)

ALEXA
Yes, nice to meet you. Do you have any idea where I’m
supposed to go next?

DAVID
No. I’m just part of the press. It is ridiculous how
they ended.

ALEXA
Yes! Thank you. I’ve been to poorly run auditions, but
I’ve never had them shut off the lights like this. You
would think that here of all places they would know how
to run things smoothly.

DAVID
That’s show business, right?

ALEXA
Right, right. At least I finished my song.

DAVID
Do you usually get cut off?

ALEXA
It’s happened a few times. They can’t let everyone sing
through, otherwise it would never end.

DAVID
(Taking notes.)

Yeah, yeah.

ALEXA
These people seem to have no problem wasting our time.
Do you know where any of the crew is?

DAVID
No. Listen, since you’re not in a hurry, would you mind
giving me a statement about your experience today?

ALEXA
Oh you’re writing about this?

DAVID
That’s why I’m here.

(Shows ALEXA his press credentials.)
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ALEXA
Wow. And you want to speak with me? I would love to
give an interview.

DAVID
Great! Could I get your name for the record?

ALEXA
Alexa.

(Pause.)

DAVID
That’s all?

ALEXA
It’s my stage name. It’s more memorable than my whole
name, believe me.

DAVID
(Suppressing a chuckle.)

Yes. You’re definitely memorable. Uh, how do you think
the audition went?

ALEXA
Besides this horrible waiting? The venue is amazing.
Just to sing here is a great opportunity to hear my
voice. The acoustics couldn’t be better.

DAVID
Uh-huh.

ALEXA
I’ve been to auditions in basement studios and the
amphitheater in the park. Nothing sounds like this.

DAVID
Yes, your voice did . . . fill the space.

ALEXA
Thank you! I just wish the judges wouldn’t have waited
until after the break to tell me what happens next. I’m
going a little crazy waiting.

DAVID
I’m sure they’ll turn up soon. That’s part of how these
operations work, right? Lots of waiting around until
you get to sing.

ALEXA
I guess you’re right. It’s better than waiting in the
green room before. That’s when I get really nervous.
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DAVID
I can imagine. But in the meantime, I can keep you
distracted.

ALEXA
I guess this article is good for more than extra press.

DAVID
Exactly. So, how long have you been singing?

ALEXA
Since I was a little girl. I used to sing to my parents
before they put me to bed instead of the other way
around.

DAVID
Started young. And you’ve been singing since then?

ALEXA
Yes.

DAVID
Professionally?

ALEXA
I’ve been training. My mother enrolled me at the River
Valley Music School when I was five. Have you heard of
it?

DAVID
(Makes a note.)

No.

ALEXA
Well it’s the best music school in the area. Their
choir has toured all over the United States.

DAVID
And you’re in this choir?

ALEXA
Of course. Mrs. Patterson wouldn’t leave her most
loyal, most dedicated student off the roster.

DAVID
Great. Choir experience. Now, how about your solo
career?

ALEXA
I’ve been working with Mrs. Patterson to find the right
solos for my voice. I don’t know if you could tell, but
I have a very unique tone--

(Breaks to demonstrate a note or two.)
(MORE)
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ALEXA (cont’d)
It just doesn’t work with any song. But when it does .
. . well, you heard.

DAVID
Yes. It was fate that I walked in right as you started.
How did you settle upon that particular interpretation?

ALEXA
It seemed obvious to me. Grace, the girl in the song,
is so breathtaking and beautiful, in fact so amazing,
that her voice transforms all who hear it.

DAVID
"How sweet the sound?"

ALEXA
Exactly! That’s what I want my voice to do. It should
change everyone who hears it.

(ALEXA blasts into a few runs of her voice.)

DAVID
(Suppressing full-fledged laughter.)

Oh wow. That performance has- has changed me today. I
don’t think I have words to describe it.

(DAVID attempts to bury his laughter in his
notes.)

ALEXA
It has? Thank you that’s a great compliment! I wish the
judges had heard that. You don’t think they’re still
out there, do you?

(Peeks through the curtains.)
It seems so unprofessional that no one stays behind.

DAVID
I’m sure they’ll all be back after the lunch break. Do
you know if you’ll be moving through?

ALEXA
They didn’t say so directly, but I think I will.

DAVID
How did they--

(ALEXA’s cellphone rings.)

ALEXA
Excuse me. I have to take this.

(DAVID nods. ALEXA answers the phone. DAVID steps
away to compose himself.)
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ALEXA
(On phone.)

Hi Mom. Yes, I finally got to sing. It went well. Yes,
I did the breathing exercises. Miss Patterson and I
went over them last time. I haven’t heard. Yes. I’m
trying not to look at it as a bad sign . . . I can’t
ask. They’re on a lunch break.

(Now calm, DAVID slips out his notebook and
eavesdrops on the conversation.)

ALEXA (CONT)
I’ll say something when someone comes back, okay?

(Pause to listen.)
You’re probably right. I did give them a lot to
consider. No, I feel better now. No. I can run the
exercises on my own. If they ask me to sing again.

(Notices David taking notes.)
I have to go. No they aren’t back but . . .

(Tries to cover the phone.)
I’m talking to someone right now. No, he’s not from the
audition but he’s from the Chronicle. Yeah and I’ll
call back when I hear more. Bye. Yeah, I love you, too.

(Hangs up.)
Sorry. My mom.

DAVID
Oh, that’s fine.

ALEXA
She’s very involved in my career; she’s my manager.

DAVID
I see.

ALEXA
She competed in pageants when she was my age. Singing
was her talent, too. Plus she now has a lot of style
advice for how to present myself on stage--and in
interviews.

DAVID
(Moves in closer to ALEXA.)

I could tell you felt more comfortable than most
interviewees.

ALEXA
Thank you. Actually, beauty pageants are how she found
Miss Patterson. Her husband, Mr. Patterson, used to be
her voice coach.
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DAVID
What happened to him?

ALEXA
He died. They were both in their 80s.

DAVID
(To himself.)

Wow. I’m surprised Mrs. Patterson can still hear.

ALEXA
She has a great ear. She could listen to me all day she
says.

DAVID
(To himself.)

That explains a lot.
(To ALEXA.)

It sounds like your mother has set you up for a great
career.

ALEXA
She has.

DAVID
What about the rest of your family? What do they think
about your singing?

ALEXA
There’s not much else to tell. I don’t have any
siblings. It’s just me and mom. Listen, do you think we
could take a break? I’m starving.

DAVID
We could go out to a cafe and continue our
conversation.

ALEXA
Really? Just the two of us? Yeah, but we probably
shouldn’t leave until after the judges return.

DAVID
Right. Well this might help.

(DAVID draws two chairs over from the wings.)

ALEXA
Much better.

DAVID
Great. And actually--

(Pulls a granola bar out of his jacket.)
This should tide you over.
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ALEXA
Thanks! Aren’t you hungry?

DAVID
I have more supplies in my bag.

(Gestures back to the wings.)
Don’t worry about it.

ALEXA
Wow. You’re really prepared.

DAVID
I don’t take on a story unless I think it’s worth the
effort.

ALEXA
And this one is?

DAVID
Absolutely. I wouldn’t be here if it weren’t. Now, do
you mind me asking your age?

ALEXA
Oh well, you can ask. I’m old enough to safely meet the
minimum age requirement for the show and old enough to
serve alcohol at the restaurant where I work.

DAVID
To serve alcohol?

ALEXA
Yes.

DAVID
I see. You’re also a bartender?

ALEXA
Waitress, part-time. Unfortunately, voice lessons and
sheet music . . .

(Makes money gesture.)
But it’s all temporary, until I land my first record
deal.

DAVID
Sounds like a plan.

ALEXA
It’s not always easy. I’ve sacrificed to make time for
singing.

(Singing, horribly as always.)
"You can’t always get what you want! You can’t always
get what you want! But if you try sometimes, you get
what you need!"
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(Spoken.)
This is what drives me. And it’s always worth it.

DAVID
I can see that. You’re very focused.

(DAVID focuses his own gaze on her breasts.)

ALEXA
Yeah. You must be very driven to be a reporter if
you’ve been sitting here all day listening to everyone
sing.

DAVID
It’s been a long process, but I’ve loved it. It’s my
job. Well for me it’s more than a job.

ALEXA
You’ve always wanted to be a reporter?

DAVID
Since I saw my name under that first headline in the
high school paper. There’s nothing like your by-line in
the first edition. I’ve staked my life on writing ever
since.

ALEXA
Have you ever written about a young musical talent like
me?

DAVID
No, I don’t believe I’ve ever heard anybody sing like
you.

ALEXA
I do have a great story. I keep picturing the montage
clips they show when contestants get to the later
rounds.

DAVID
That’s true.

ALEXA
It should help me in the audition, too. They like
picking contestants who have overcome obstacles.

DAVID
They do tend to play up the sob stories.

ALEXA
Not that that’s the reason I want to sing.

(Pageant answer.)

(MORE)
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ALEXA (cont’d)
I want to be up on stage so I can inspire my family and
be a role model for other young girls that might not
think they can make it.

(Spoken.)
But I’m not just faking it for the fame, you know?

DAVID
Yeah, faking it shouldn’t be a problem. I don’t think
you can help but be genuine.

ALEXA
That’s right. This is me.

(Short singing run.)

DAVID
(Cutting ALEXA off.)

That’s exactly why I’m focusing on you.. . You
mentioned your family again there. Would that mean your
mother?

ALEXA
Why are you so interested in her?

DAVID
I want to paint a clear picture of where you came
from--

ALEXA
Oh.

DAVID
--and where you’re going. Think of it as part of your
"Journey to the stage."

ALEXA
I guess that sounds a little better . . .

DAVID
So your mother?

ALEXA
I mean, she helps me with my career; she is my manager
after all. But I’m the one putting all the work in. She
just sets up my rehearsal schedule and my auditions.

DAVID
She did sing when she worked the pageants, right? She
must have some music advice for you there.

ALEXA
Not really. Her career ended a long time ago.
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DAVID
You’re probably a chip off the old block though--

ALEXA
Block? What do you mean block?

DAVID
I was just--

ALEXA
Old block is right. She’s the old talent.

DAVID
Yes but she must have had picked up some voice tips in
the pageants.

ALEXA
She did teach me her favorite Broadway standards.

(Singing the titles.)
Like "Don’t Rain on my Parade" and "What I Did For
Love?"

DAVID
I like that last one.

ALEXA
You do? I think they’re--still dated. I prefer more
recent hits. Like Katy Perry and Rihanna.

DAVID
(To himself.)

Auto-tuning might actually help in this case.

ALEXA
What?

DAVID
Nothing. Just--your mother didn’t get any farther in
her career?

ALEXA
No.

DAVID
Exactly. Okay. Well, have you considered any other
schooling?

ALEXA
Schooling for what?

DAVID
For your singing. Like going to college.
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ALEXA
Why would I need that?

DAVID
To train in a music department with a professor. Or
maybe after your career you could go back and--

ALEXA
After my career? There isn’t going to be anything
after. This is my life, what I need to do. I will
continue giving concerts for as long as possible. There
will be no time for college with all of the benefits
and charities I’ll be performing at, to continue
serving as a role model for the next generation.

DAVID
Okay, but couldn’t college help you move forward in
your career now?

ALEXA
No it would be a waste of my time. I’m already older
than some of the biggest stars. Justin Bieber has built
a huge fan base for himself, and he’s only two years
younger than me.

DAVID
(To himself.)

That’s your competition? Really?

ALEXA (CONT)
Besides, college isn’t for everybody. It’s all over the
news these days about how success is different for
different people and you don’t need it printed on a
piece of paper and hung on your wall to find your own
success. I work just as hard as my friends who went
away to school and it’s worth more to my career. The
only way I’m going to get better is if I can continue
practicing up to perfection. It’s that simple, but it
takes a lot of focus.

DAVID
I see.

ALEXA
College would only be a distraction.

DAVID
And this. This here isn’t a distraction?

ALEXA
Well, I’m still waiting on the judges. Besides, the
press coverage will help.
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DAVID
Very true.

ALEXA
I probably should make sure and rest my voice for a few
minutes before they return.

DAVID
Is that part of how you prepare and rehearse?

ALEXA
Yes. I have a very strict schedule and specific rituals
before and after each performance.

DAVID
Great. This would work well in the article. What does
that include?

ALEXA
To start, I begin every day with a deep breath--

(Demonstrates.)
I let it out and repeat my mantra:

(Singing.)
If you can see it, you can achieve it!

DAVID
Ah, the power of positive thinking.

ALEXA
Yes! It works, I promise. I have it written on my
mirror and on top of all my sheet music. It comes from
these visualization techniques I’ve learned. Before
each performance I close my eyes and picture myself on
stage before the bright lights. I forget all about the
backstage bustle and whatever else is going on in my
head. With that image in mind, I go out and perform
exactly as I have practiced. That’s the other key to
success: not letting the nerves corrupt your true
talent. It’s easy to let them get in the way, but I
have worked to make sure nothing affects me while I’m
on stage.

(Throughout ALEXA’S speech, as she has
demonstrated the techniques and begun to model her
rehearsal rituals, ALEXA has moved on the ground
in front of DAVID.)

DAVID
I see. You are full of . . . experience.

(SUSAN, Alexa’s mother, enters. Dressed to
impress, but trying a little too obviously to look
younger, she carries her purse and a large picnic
hamper.)
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SUSAN
Alexa! Have you been backstage this entire time?

ALEXA
Mom. What are you doing here?

(To David.)
I didn’t know she was coming.

SUSAN
I was worried you’d be famished after waiting through
this lunch break. If they asked you to sing on an empty
stomach, I don’t know what would happen.

(Turns to David.)
Hello, I don’t believe we’ve met. I’m Susan Caputo,
Alexa’s manager, and mother.

DAVID
Ah, nice to meet you Miss Caputo. I’m David Saunter--

SUSAN
From the Chronicle? Oh yes, I love your writing.

DAVID
Why thank you--

SUSAN
And you can call me Susan. We don’t need to be so
formal.

ALEXA
Mom.

SUSAN
What? I’m sure Mr. Saunter--or may I call you
David?--David is probably used to all this. I’m sure he
wouldn’t mind a bite either. I brought way too much I’m
sure, but when Alexa’s working hard like this I can’t
help but spoil her.

(ALEXA takes the hamper and begins pulling
sandwiches and other dishes out of it.)

ALEXA
Geez Mom. What did you do, pack the pantry?

SUSAN
So David. What has Alexa told you?

DAVID
She told me how she started singing and why she’s still
auditioning today.
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SUSAN
But I’m sure she’s held back a few important details. A
star never reveals all her secrets, right sweetie?

ALEXA
Mom, I can handle this.

SUSAN
I taught her everything she knows about interacting
with the press. Did she tell you I used to compete,
too?

DAVID
She did mention you were well-known on the pageant
circuit.

SUSAN
Yes I was. My last year I was almost a qualifier for
Miss USA. My talent was also singing.

(Launches into her rendition of "The
Impossible Dream." SUSAN is just as out
of tune as ALEXA, but has a more
soprano, ear-splitting tone.)

But, then I met Alexa’s father and . . . well, we all
make mistakes.

ALEXA
Mom! Please! Mr. Saunter, I’m sure I can fill you in on
the rest of the details.

DAVID
(To Alexa.)

You can call me David, too, you know.
(To Susan.)

And actually it would be useful to get your
perspective, Miss Caputo--

SUSAN
Susan.

DAVID
(Sultry.)

Susan. Alexa sketched out her early life and career,
but I’d love to hear your perspective. You know, as her
mentor and coach.

SUSAN
I would love to.

(Sits down in Alexa’s chair.)
She has been singing ever since she was a baby.
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ALEXA
Mom, I already told him this part.

DAVID
She told me she started young but I never realized she
was that advanced.

SUSAN
I guess she didn’t remember that much!

(DAVID chuckles politely. SUSAN giggles at her own
joke. ALEXA begins to stretch, bending over right
next to DAVID. He struggles to pay attention to
SUSAN.)

SUSAN (CONT)
She was my little prodigy. Always babbling in a lovely
sing-song way. I knew she would have a musical future.

DAVID
You did?

(As SUSAN speaks, she begins to re-rehearse her
pageant poses.)

SUSAN
I recognized her potential immediately. I knew from my
pageant days what true, natural-born talent was when I
saw it.

DAVID
Once you knew, what was the next step?

SUSAN
I called up my old voice coach, Tony Patterson--

DAVID
Mrs. Patterson’s husband?

SUSAN
Alexa told you? Yes, he was a highly regarded talent
back then.

DAVID
Did Mrs. Patterson see the talent you saw?

SUSAN
Of course! He suggested I sign her up for his wife’s
choir. After the first lesson Mrs. Patterson called me
up and said, "I have to have that girl in for private
lessons, not for the group choir." They knew she had a
special voice.
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DAVID
That is what it sounds like.

SUSAN
She’s been training for her big break ever since.

DAVID
This has been her whole life, hasn’t it?

ALEXA
It has.

SUSAN
Getting her first record deal has been our main goal
for a very long time.

DAVID
(To himself.)

It really has.

SUSAN
We’ve worked hard to get her into the right auditions
and to keep up the voice lessons, no matter what. It’s
my job as her mother to make sure she doesn’t waste
this talent or keep it selfishly to herself.

DAVID
Well that’s a tall order--

SUSAN
(Like a pageant speech.)

Yes, but it’s especially important to me. I know what
it’s like to be up on stage, all eyes on you. It’s the
best feeling in the world and she deserves it more than
anyone else. She inspires me every day, with everything
she’s been through.

ALEXA
Mom.

DAVID
Yes, what have those obstacles been?

SUSAN
As I’m sure you heard, Alexa channels a lot of emotion
into her performances. She’s very sensitive--she gets
it from me so I understand how hard it can be. That’s
great for her voice, but it makes it easier for her to
be consumed with self-doubt. And I won’t have it.

ALEXA
(To SUSAN.)

We don’t need to share this with him.
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SUSAN
Nonsense. This is part of your story. To keep hold of a
big dream like becoming a platinum recording artist, or
beauty queen, means focusing on the goal--and cutting
out all forms of negative energy and distraction from
your life.

DAVID
Yes, I definitely heard plenty of . . . emotion in
Alexa’s song.

SUSAN (CONT)
I have to help shield her from all those who doubt her
future so she can focus on getting there.

ALEXA
Mom, you’re making it sound like I’m an egg. I’m not
that fragile.

SUSAN
Yes, you are much stronger now, sweetie. But only a
couple of years ago she was almost convinced she
wouldn’t make it as singer. I had to clear all of that
negative energy out of your aura.

DAVID
Was that around the time her peers went to college?

SUSAN
Yes, I do think that played a role in it.

DAVID
But no college for Alexa?

SUSAN
She was hardly able to focus at home. If she had left
for college, who knows if she would have be singing on
the same level she is today! There’s no way she could
have left.

DAVID
(To ALEXA.)

That must have been a difficult decision, to stay home.

SUSAN
That was entirely her choice. I did tell her that kind
of education wouldn’t help her. Practicing to
perfection is what it takes and that’s why I’m sure she
had a perfect performance today.

ALEXA
I don’t know about perfection. I must admit I’m getting
antsy to hear back from the judges.
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SUSAN
Oh don’t worry. You’ll make it to the next round, I can
feel it.

ALEXA
(To SUSAN.)

Um, speaking of the next round, don’t you think it’s
time you left?

SUSAN
I haven’t eaten yet.

ALEXA
You can go get something better . . . somewhere else.

(Aside.)
I don’t think it would look good to have my mom with me
when the judges get back.

SUSAN
You’re right. Good instincts. But make sure you get his
contact information. We might need to suggest a
follow-up interview.

ALEXA
Mom!

SUSAN
It was so nice to meet you, David. I’m so sorry, but
I’m going to have to take off.

DAVID
Yes. Thank you for helping me fill in some missing
pieces. It has been enlightening.

SUSAN
Fantastic! When exactly will this be published?

DAVID
Within the week. They’re going to put it at the front
of the arts and entertainment section.

SUSAN
The front page, fantastic! Are you sure you don’t need
anything else? More of my background on the stage, to
add some color?

ALEXA
Mom, the judges.

DAVID
No. That won’t be necessary.
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SUSAN
Have Alexa call me if you do.

(To ALEXA.)
And call me as soon as you hear!

ALEXA
I will.

(SUSAN exits.)

ALEXA
I’m sorry about her interrupting like that.

DAVID
No, I’m glad she stopped by.

ALEXA
Okay. I just didn’t want you to think I bring my mom to
all my auditions.

DAVID
No problem. Like she said, it’ll add some color.

ALEXA
Oh God. Please don’t put everything in.

DAVID
I’ll try.

ALEXA
Thank you.

(Handing DAVID a sandwich.)
At least now we have something to share besides that
granola bar.

DAVID
Yes.

(They eat.)

ALEXA
Does it taste okay?

DAVID
Not my favorite, but it’ll do.

ALEXA
You could go out to get something different. I mean you
don’t have to stay here.

DAVID
I need to hear exactly what the judges say.
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ALEXA
Right. You need my future as well as my past.

DAVID
That is a key point.

(They eat.)

ALEXA
I think maybe all this waiting is a good sign after
all.

DAVID
Mhm.

ALEXA
Yes. It means they are really considering me. Whatever
they say won’t be from a snap decision.

DAVID
Sure.

ALEXA
That’s been the problem with other auditions. They
haven’t taken enough time. I usually can’t get through
my entire pre-show ritual before it’s time to perform.
Today I was able to get through everything, even the
extra stretching.

(DAVID eats.)

ALEXA (CONT)
I know it’s silly and superstitious, but it helps calm
my nerves.

(DAVID eats and flips through his notes.)

ALEXA (CONT)
Would you like to see it?

DAVID
Not necessary. I think I saw enough earlier.

ALEXA
You don’t need it for the article?

DAVID
I just need to collect the rest of my thoughts.

(DAVID turns his chair away from her. Pores over
his notebook.)
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ALEXA
Mom sure complicated the picture.

(Pause.)

ALEXA
So, does your editor have to check it over?

DAVID
The article? Yes, it’ll have to go through editing and
some proofreading. Well, copyediting.

ALEXA
Copyediting? What’s that?

(Pause.)
Sorry. I don’t know much about the journalism.

DAVID
Yeah, my editor will look over it and then another
department will check the grammar and style. But they
know the quality of my work, so it shouldn’t take long
to get approved for print.

ALEXA
I was hoping you’d say that.

(No response.)

ALEXA
I can’t wait to see it at the front of the Sunday
edition. Your name under the byline and my name, out
there for the world to read.

DAVID
That’s the idea. It’s going to bump the top story from
the section, I’m sure of it.

ALEXA
I wonder what everyone at the restaurant will say. Then
maybe they’ll understand when I have to switch shifts
for the next audition.

(DAVID snorts.)

ALEXA
What?

DAVID
Nothing.

ALEXA
No, you definitely--laughed.
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DAVID
No I--

(PRODUCER enters.)

PRODUCER
Why are you still here?

ALEXA
I’m waiting for the judges. No one ever told me where
to go next.

PRODUCER
And you?

DAVID
(Showing credentials.)

I’m from the Chronicle. Remember?

PRODUCER
Oh right.

(To ALEXA.)
There’s no reason for you to hang around. You can
leave.

DAVID
Unbelievable.

ALEXA
But--what does that mean about my audition? Do I move
on? Will they call me in a few days to tell me?

PRODUCER
That’s not my area. I’m just here to shut down the
building.

(PRODUCER crosses to the light switches. DAVID
follows him. They talk aside from ALEXA.)

DAVID
Are they really not going to tell her?

PRODUCER
We were hoping turning off the lights would be enough.

DAVID
But the judges aren’t planning on telling her?

PRODUCER
You couldn’t pay them enough. We tried.
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DAVID
That’s crazy! No wonder there are people like her still
showing up to these auditions.

ALEXA
What’s going on? Are the judges coming back?

PRODUCER
I’m sorry M’am, but you’re going to have to leave.

ALEXA
I need to know what’s going to happen. What do they
think about my performance?

PRODUCER
I don’t know . . . that’s really not my job.

DAVID
Ridiculous! You’re all-- Alexa, I know what the judges
were going to say. I’ll tell you.

ALEXA
You do? How?

DAVID
I don’t know what they’d say word-for-word, but I am
sure I can still paint you the same picture.

PRODUCER
(Exiting.)

Good luck, man.

ALEXA
What did they say?

(DAVID puts down his notebook and readjusts the
chair, gesturing for ALEXA to take a seat. She
flounces into the chair, primps and adjusts into
her pageant pose to hear his feedback. DAVID
brings his chair so it’s across from her, sits,
and prepares himself.)

DAVID
You have no musical talent. They aren’t putting you
through to the next round because you do not have a
nice voice. At all. They are too spineless to tell you,
but I think it’s time somebody set the record straight.

ALEXA
You waited the entire interview to tell me I can’t
sing! Who are you?
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DAVID
I’m writing a piece for the Chronicle--

ALEXA
On what? Is this some twisted social experiment to see
how I would react?

DAVID
It’s no joke. I wanted to write about how these
auditions mislead poor young girls like you. They don’t
tell the truth; they just give you more excuses to keep
up the . . . delusion.

ALEXA
The truth? You don’t know that’s what they’d say.

DAVID
See, this is what I’m talking about. Why do you think
you’re not moving to the next round?

ALEXA
I am moving forward! You’re not a judge. You’re just a
sick, twisted man telling me lies for your own
enjoyment.

DAVID
I’m not doing this because I enjoy it, Alexa. This is
my job: to investigate and show people the truth. This
is why I write, for stories like this.

ALEXA
You don’t know what the judges would say. You’re
probably not even a reporter. Security! He’s not a real
reporter!

(ALEXA dashes off to look for PRODUCER but quickly
returns alone.)

DAVID
You’re not even really denying what I’m saying. You
know it deep down.

ALEXA
That’s not true. I am a great singer. I’ve been
practicing all my life.

DAVID
Well I’ve been breathing all my life. Doesn’t make me
the world record holder for free diving.

ALEXA
What the fuck? You have no clue what it takes to tap
into deep human emotions and turn them into music.
That’s the type of singer I am.
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DAVID
No, I don’t. But even if you were one of those your
song interpretation still would have killed your
audition. Have you ever even been in a church?

ALEXA
Mom doesn’t think we need someone else telling us what
to believe.

DAVID
Yes, I guess she wouldn’t want you around all those
truly talented Gospel singers. "Amazing Grace," for
future reference, is a hymn. It’s about the glory of
God, not a really sexy woman.

ALEXA
So I should have run my song choice by her. I won’t
make that mistake again.

DAVID
She still wouldn’t have told you the truth.

ALEXA
You have no idea what you’re talking about. She would
have helped me pick something else.

DAVID
Yeah but there’s no way she would have told you that
you’re completely tone-deaf and have no concept of
pitch. That’s still lying.

ALEXA
You’re the one who’s lying!

DAVID
I suppose it’s not entirely her fault; she can’t sing
worth a damn herself.

ALEXA
You’re just--more negative energy.

DAVID
Ah, that’s right. Blame it on my "distracting" nature.
Ignore me like you’ve been taught.

ALEXA
You have no idea what that’s like, what I’ve sacrificed
for this. My whole life--

DAVID
Yes, I do know. That’s what you’ve been telling me all
day. And that’s why it’s a pity no one has been able to
tell you before now.
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ALEXA
It’s not over yet. I’ll just--

(Takes out her phone and calls SUSAN.)
Mom! Can you come back with my old tapes? Yes, the
recordings. Pick anything, one of my solos. No, it’s
fine. I’m fine. There’s been a slight misunderstanding,
but I’m taking care of it. Bye.

(Hangs up phone.)
There. She’s bringing my recordings. I’ll play them for
the judges and it’ll fix everything.

DAVID
That’s not why they’re rejecting you.

ALEXA
Yes it is. Isn’t it time you left? Don’t you have
enough for your stupid story?

DAVID
No. I have to wait for the judges to return.

ALEXA
Fine. You can listen to the tapes. I’m sure they’ll
change your mind, too.

(ALEXA turns. Sits on the floor and begins to
conduct her meditation/breathing exercises.)

DAVID
What are you doing now?

(No response.)

DAVID (CONT)
Meditating to block me out?

ALEXA
You’re not here.

DAVID
You can’t ignore me. I’m not the words of some nameless
judge. And, believe it or not, I’m not doing this to
hurt you. I’m doing this to open your eyes and save you
from wasting more of your time on a dream that just
isn’t going to come true.

No response.

DAVID (CONT)
I still want you to be a role model, but for something
different. It’s not too late to find something else
that motivates you in the same way. You can inspire the
next generation to think bigger than singing and
acting.
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ALEXA
If I can see it, I can achieve it. I just have to keep
visualizing and block out the rest of the world--

DAVID
And what if the rest of the world is right?

ALEXA
(Breaking her meditation.)

If they are, then what does that mean for me? That I’ve
dreamt of singing on the stage my entire life and in
spite of everything I’ve done, it’ll never happen. It’s
all been a waste of time, energy, friendships, and
family? What am I supposed to do with that?

DAVID
Move on. Find something else.

ALEXA
What does that look like? How do you undo the entire
vision of your future in a snap? What would you do Mr.
Reporter?

DAVID
I’m not sure, but I know I’d rather hear the ugly truth
than live in your nightmare of a dream.

ALEXA
But what if you are? What if you can’t hide behind your
little notebook and take notes on how delusional the
rest of us are? What if they took that away?

DAVID
No one can do that. I have the job, they love my
writing. It’s not a dream anymore.

ALEXA
If I’m not exempt, neither are you.

(SUSAN enters.)

SUSAN
Alexa, where are the producers?

ALEXA
They’re not back yet.

SUSAN
David, you’re still here?

DAVID
This is my assignment. I can’t leave until I get the
whole story.
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ALEXA
Don’t talk to him Mom. Just give me the tapes.

(ALEXA takes her bag and digs through it. Sets up
the recording.)

SUSAN
Why? What happened?

DAVID
Don’t worry about it, Miss Caputo. She’s just annoyed
because I pointed out--

ALEXA
Quiet! I’ve got it set up.

(ALEXA hits play. The voice that plays in the solo
recording is just as abysmal as her original
performance.)

ALEXA
Oh no. Is this the right tape?

SUSAN
Yes. I grabbed every one from the past year. It sounds
great, as always.

ALEXA
This can’t be what they heard.

SUSAN
I’m sure the live performance was better than this.
It’s this cheap equipment, that’s why it sounds a
little different.

ALEXA
That’s all you hear?

SUSAN
Yes. I hear my beautiful daughter singing, lovely as
usual.

ALEXA
You do?

DAVID
Miss Caputo, would you mind going out to make a copy of
this? The judges are still deliberating and I heard
from the producer that this might give Alexa an edge.

SUSAN
So they’d remember her better? That’s why you needed
the tapes.
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(Gathers them together.)
I’ll be right back, honey. Rest your voice in case you
have to perform again, but call me if the judges get
back before I do.

(SUSAN exits.)

ALEXA
Why’d you do that?

DAVID
I told you she couldn’t tell you the truth.

ALEXA
Yeah.

DAVID
It worked out exactly as I predicted. It’s all here.

(Flips through his notebook.)
Finally.

(ALEXA sits silently, alternating between the last
remnants of anger and sheer shock. DAVID rifles
through his notebook.)

DAVID
They are going to take me off the city hall beat with
this one.

(No response from ALEXA.)

DAVID
Maybe even a raise.

(No response again.)

DAVID
You don’t know what this could mean for my career. For
the Chronicle . . .

(DAVID’S cellphone rings.)

DAVID
Hello? Feldman I was just about to call you! I’ve got
the story. It’s all here.

(Beat.)
No. I told you last week. I thought you signed off.
Yes--But I said that I needed to squeeze in this piece
first. I’ll get to it--

(Beat.)
I know it’s taken longer than I expected, but there
were some difficult performers. Singers, you know--
This will more than make up for missing . . . I’ll be

(MORE)
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DAVID (cont’d)
back in the office as soon as possible. I’ll get there
and send you those drafts right now.

(Pause.)
I’m not trying to make this harder. I’ve poured my soul
into this story and it’s worth it, I swear.

(Pause.)
I can’t even talk to Ed when I come in? No. That’s it?
There’s nothing else I can say?

(Short Pause.)
Then fuck. Fuck you all!

(DAVID hangs up the phone.)

ALEXA
What was that?

DAVID
The office.

ALEXA
Bad news?

DAVID
Yeah, no story on the audition.

ALEXA
What?

DAVID
That’s right. They-they fired me.

ALEXA
They . . . no they didn’t. You’re joking again.

DAVID
Yeah, it’s a joke. It’s all for your benefit. I’ve
spent my entire week listening to screeching banshees
like you and now I’m giving up my career for shits and
giggles, too!

ALEXA
It’s not like you’re the only one.

DAVID
Fuck.

ALEXA
I’m still reeling too. I skipped more than college for
this.
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DAVID
Fuck my life. What am I doing?

ALEXA
I don’t know! No one knows!

DAVID
At least it wasn’t your fault. I screwed it up by
sitting here all week. You had no chance to begin with.

ALEXA
Like that’s a better option.

DAVID
Yeah now you get to go home and have mommy fix it for
you.

ALEXA
That’s not what I’m going to do.

DAVID
There is nobody to fix it for me. I have to go back to
an empty apartment.

(Stutters for a moment.)
I still have bills to pay!

ALEXA
We’re not playing this game.

DAVID
What game? This is it.

ALEXA
We’re not going to argue over who’s life is worse.

DAVID
Then what are you going to do? Go meditate it out of
existence again? That doesn’t work in the real world.

ALEXA
I know.

DAVID
Shit. I can’t believe I screwed it up.

ALEXA
What did you do exactly?

DAVID
I followed a damn fine story.
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ALEXA
Then why did they fire you?

DAVID
Because it took me all week to land the interview. I
thought it would be a breeze and I’d be back on the
city hall beat in a day. But no--it wasn’t worth that
wait.

(Pause.)
You weren’t the first "perfect" candidate I heard. I’ve
been talking to contestants since Monday. I had the
plan: find the singer, catch them right after they
leave the judges, and test how delusional they were. I
tried to keep it cool, I tried not to laugh--but each
time it was so painfully obvious. I can’t believe I
find you--the one singer the judges won’t even talk
to--I keep my cool, and that’s when they finally call
to say it’s taken too fucking long.

(Tosses his notebook away.)
Eight years of carrying one of those around. I finally
find the right story and it’s over.

(ALEXA retrieves the notebook and flips through
it.)

ALEXA
You really did interview a lot of people.

DAVID
Attempted to interview. See the weird line ends? That’s
usually where I got slapped.

ALEXA
Ha! I should have thought of that.

(Throughout the following dialogue, ALEXA doodles
in the notebook with DAVID’s pen from time to
time.)

DAVID
You don’t think this is enough revenge?

ALEXA
There are so many of us.

DAVID
Yup. Hundreds of thousands strutting across that stage
every day.

ALEXA
Why did you care so much?
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DAVID
About writing this? I don’t know. It’s not worth
ruining my career over, that’s for sure.

ALEXA
There has to be a reason. You wouldn’t have lasted
through any of those auditions without some reason to
be there.

DAVID
It was my job!

ALEXA
Yeah right. And I would watch all the customers at the
restaurant stuff their faces and suck down drink after
drink even if I weren’t getting paid minimum wage.

DAVID
It’s just--you and the other crazy contestants had this
insane drive. The world laughed at you and pushed
cameras and celebrity judges in your faces, but none of
you would look away. Every time I listed a reason why
you were failing, you had an excuse ready.

ALEXA
Defensive instincts.

DAVID
I guess. It just never seemed that simple to me. My
parents have been watching these shows since they
started. They’d gather on the couch for the first few
weeks, when they showed all the first round auditions,
like your’s. My dad pointed and gestured with the
remote. He’d fast forward over the real judges’
comments so he could hand out more of his own. Even my
mom revealed her biting wit--I got that "screeching
banshee" line from her. Since then, I’ve wanted to know
what made those singers still walk out with the same
unshaken beliefs.

ALEXA
It sounds like a nice family tradition.

DAVID
It was. But that still doesn’t explain why I went this
far.

ALEXA
It’s sounds like you’re just as delusionally driven as
we are.
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DAVID
Hey.

ALEXA
It’s not a bad thing. How else are we supposed to get
there? Ignoring all the reasons why it might not work
out is a very effective strategy. It just needs to be .
. . focused carefully. And, again, you can still keep
your goal. Where am I supposed to go?

DAVID
You must be able to do something else.

ALEXA
You sound extremely confident about that.

DAVID
I don’t know you. At least not outside of this stage.

(Pause.)

DAVID (CONT)
I can’t believe this happened now.

ALEXA
It did. Stop complaining. You still have something to
do, you have the notes from my interview.

DAVID
I could. But what’s the point?

ALEXA
You could find another paper to publish it.

DAVID
I guess. But I’d have to start out at the bottom.

ALEXA
Oh my God, grow some balls.

DAVID
What?

ALEXA
You heard me. Grow some balls. Move on already; you’ll
have a job at a new paper in two weeks and will forget
all about this.

DAVID
No I won’t.
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ALEXA
Have you never failed before?

DAVID
I haven’t had every article published.

ALEXA
Poor baby.

DAVID
I’ve never had to start over like this.

ALEXA
That’s life. I have to rebuild not only my career, but
my entire future. Want to switch places?

DAVID
No.

ALEXA
A truly scary proposition: How am I supposed to tell my
mother I’m quitting singing?

DAVID
I’d blurt and run. She’s the craziest stage mom I’ve
ever met.

ALEXA
She has me booked at three other auditions this month.
I think she read that Tiger Mom crap after my dad left.
She thought she had to make my career happen all on her
own.

DAVID
Did you really believe you had the voice?

ALEXA
I dunno.

DAVID
I’m not going to print it.

ALEXA
I know. But I’m not sure. I think I heard my dad when
he said something about it in the divorce. Does it
really matter? I know now. I mean, it doesn’t help me
figure out where to go next.

(Pause.)

DAVID
You don’t have to give up either.
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ALEXA
I’m not getting back on stage.

DAVID
That’s not what I meant. You . . . there must be
something from school you liked?

ALEXA
Nope.

DAVID
What about from waitressing?

ALEXA
Hell no. That was something I had to do to be a singer.
But I could--

(ALEXA considers the pages of the
notebook where she has been doodling.)

DAVID
What?

ALEXA
Nothing. The only other thing I’ve done is make some
nice doodles of butterflies and hearts while you’ve
been moaning away.

DAVID
Sounds just like my mother’s shrink.

ALEXA
Ha ha. I am good at listening to my mother complain.

DAVID
I bet.

ALEXA
You know those visualization techniques I told you
about? She made them all up. She actually made her own
self-help tapes and booklets to go along with them.

DAVID
That’s hilarious. Are they still here?

ALEXA
It doesn’t look like it. I think she took them with her
when she left. I could probably make better ones.

DAVID
Don’t sing.
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ALEXA
Don’t moan so much.

DAVID
Deal.

ALEXA
Ha, that’s a funny idea.

DAVID
What?

ALEXA
To be a shrink. Or a "life coach."

DAVID
You’re not serious.

ALEXA
I’ve fucked up my own life. That must qualify me to
tell people how not to screw up their own lives.

DAVID
Now that could make a great story.

ALEXA
Maybe you should write it.

(PRODUCER enters.)

PRODUCER
What are you two doing here? Auditions are starting
again.

(To DAVID.)
You were supposed to get her out.

ALEXA
He tried his best.

(Hands PRODUCER the notebook.)
See for yourself.

DAVID
Sorry. Not my job anymore.

(Switches the notebook with his press
credentials.)

Maybe I should write next about the judges’
mistreatment of the contestants. Coward. She didn’t
even slap me.

ALEXA
Yet.

(SUSAN enters.)
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SUSAN
Alexa, I found the producer--Oh, he’s here.

PRODUCER
I’m sorry but we need the stage cleared. You’ll have to
leave.

SUSAN
Everyone but Alexa. My daughter had some technical
difficulties this morning and she needs a few more
minutes with the judges.

ALEXA
No I didn’t. It’s fine, Mom. Let’s just go; we have a
lot to talk about.

SUSAN
(Digs through her bag. Draws out tapes
and a business card.)

Sir, if you could please give these to the judges.

PRODUCER
I’m not a messenger and she already had her chance.

SUSAN
When are they going to tell her if she moves through?

ALEXA
They already did. I’m not moving through.

SUSAN
But my daughter--

PRODUCER
You’ll have to leave.

DAVID
Let’s discuss this
outside.

ALEXA
Your daughter has no concept of pitch, no future in the
music business, and a laughable interpretation of
"Amazing Grace."

SUSAN
Who told you that?

DAVID
Miss Caputo, if you’d just step outside--

SUSAN
Was it you? What were you writing in your little
report?
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ALEXA
This has nothing to do with him.

SUSAN
I trusted you to protect her. Your article was supposed
to launch her career!

DAVID
It’s my job to report the truth.

(SUSAN slaps David.)

SUSAN
Son of a bitch!

ALEXA
Damn. That was supposed to be me.

PRODUCER
That’s it, I’m calling security.

(PRODUCER exits.)

ALEXA
I’m sorry.

(To SUSAN.)
Come on, I’ll explain at home.

DAVID
I knew it had to happen at some point.

SUSAN
I’ll be sending a letter to your editor. You cannot get
away with treating the citizens of this city with such
unprofessionalism!

ALEXA
He’s not a reporter anymore.

SUSAN
What?

JUDGE
(From stage audience.)

Lights! Next contestant!

ALEXA
(To DAVID.)

Are you okay?

DAVID
I think so.
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(ALEXA subtly leads DAVID to center stage. ALEXA
dashes to the wings near the light switch, pulling
SUSAN along with her. ALEXA opens the curtains.

PRODUCER enters on opposite side of the stage.)

PRODUCER
(Harried stage whisper.)

What are you doing?

ALEXA
It’s his turn.

JUDGE
Whenever you’re ready.

DAVID
I’m not here for this.

(Looks to ALEXA in the wings.)
Okay. Well--

(DAVID launches into a rousing, loud version of
"Row, Row, Row Your Boat."

ALEXA applauds enthusiastically when DAVID
finishes.)

DAVID (CONT)
So, what do you think?

JUDGE
That’s not what we’re looking for. Thank you.

DAVID
Thank you!

(DAVID dashes back to wings. PRODUCER wildly
motions to ALEXA. She closes the curtains.)

ALEXA
How do you feel?

DAVID
Sort of sick and sort of--

ALEXA
Exhilarated, right?

DAVID
I guess.
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SUSAN
Alexa, you should be out on that stage next.

PRODUCER
Security is waiting outside. You all need to leave
before the next contestant--

ALEXA
Are you still hungry?

DAVID
Screw the granola bars and sandwiches. I’d love to
continue this interview.

(Together they head toward the exit. SUSAN
follows. ALEXA stops and raises the curtain just
as SUSAN hits center stage. SUSAN freezes when the
lights hit her.)

JUDGE
Next contestant, whenever you’re ready.

Black-out.

END PLAY.
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Cast of Characters

Paul: Man in early 20s. Lives
alone.

Movers: Brothers who work at a
moving/storage company.
Slightly burly from lots of
heavy lifting.

Ellen: Paul’s friend. Also in early
20s.

Scene

Paul’s new apartment.



1

Empty room. PAUL, mid-twenties, enters first.
Wears monotone clothing. He surveys the space
cursorily, then moves to the center of the room.
Takes a couple of steps back but keeping his eyes
fixed on the spot, dead center.

A knock on the door.

PAUL
Yes, this is the one!

(TWO MOVERS enter carrying a large armchair,
covered with a dust cloth.)

PAUL
Set it right in the middle.

(MOVERS crane to find the spot. PAUL points, tries
to help navigate to the exact spot. He tries to
speak, but nothing comes out into words. Only mute
but determined gesturing.

MOVERS set the chair down. PAUL nods.)

PAUL
Ah. Yes.

(MOVERS stare back at him.)

MOVER ONE
Is that all?

PAUL
(Comprehending.)

Right. Of course.

(PAUL pulls out his wallet and money. Hands it to
the MOVERS. They check it then nod.)

PAUL
Pleasure doing business with you.

(PAUL offers his hand. MOVERS hesitantly shake it
in turn then, glancing back, exit.

With door closed, PAUL rubs hands together
excitedly. He circles the chair. With a flourish,
he lifts off the coverings and tosses them to the
side.)

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 2.

PAUL
Finally.

(PAUL orients himself to the chair. He takes his
time circling it, playing with the space
surrounding it in the rest of the apartment. Maybe
he appraises it to make sure the MOVERS have
placed it directly in the center. He wants it to
be final. His exploration and orientation make it
so.

Time passes.)

2

(ELLEN enters. Unlike PAUL, she is dressed for the
outside world, carries a full bag/purse in the
crook of her elbow. He acknowledges her presence,
but does not help orient her to the space. ELLEN
must find her own place. Eventually settles on the
floor in front of the chair. She attempts to make
her bag into some sort of cushion.

Slowly, PAUL lifts one of his bare feet up to his
face.)

PAUL
Did you ever notice the bottom of your feet?

ELLEN
What?

PAUL
The bottoms of feet. They have all these wrinkles.

ELLEN
I can’t say that I have.

PAUL
Consider them.

(Pause.)

ELLEN
I really don’t want to take my shoes off.

PAUL
Why not? I don’t mind.

ELLEN
I know you don’t but--well, I just don’t want to.

(CONTINUED)
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PAUL
That’s fine.

(PAUL continues staring and studying the soles of
his feet.)

PAUL
Do they age faster because we always put them to work?

ELLEN
Maybe.

PAUL
Or maybe there are just more veins. But there aren’t
more nerve endings . . .

ELLEN
I don’t know.

PAUL
I don’t feel as much on my feet. Except when I tickle
them.

ELLEN
Maybe you should put them back on the floor.

(PAUL keeps studying his feet. Experiments with
tickling them. Giggles. Looks to ELLEN, but she
doesn’t move to tickle his feet or her own.)

ELLEN
Or maybe they’d feel more within your shoes.

PAUL
Would you?

ELLEN
What?

(PAUL gestures to his feet.)

ELLEN
I don’t know.

(ELLEN stands but then hesitates.)

PAUL
Please.

ELLEN
Okay.

(CONTINUED)
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(ELLEN grazes his feet. PAUL cripples up in
laughter, but doesn’t make a sound. She stops and
returns to her place on the floor.

Long pause.)

ELLEN
Well?

PAUL
That was . . .

ELLEN
Did it help?

PAUL
I guess.

ELLEN
Is there anything else?

PAUL
No. Unless . . .

ELLEN
I don’t want to take my shoes off.

PAUL
Okay. But what do you think?

ELLEN
I think--Is this really all you’re going to put in your
new place?

PAUL
Yes.

ELLEN
You need more.

PAUL
What do you think would happen if my feet got hit by
lightning?

ELLEN
Paul. Where are your shoes?

PAUL
(Making no motion to look.)

They must be hidden in the chair somewhere.

(CONTINUED)
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ELLEN
Then let’s get up and look.

(ELLEN stands to look, but with PAUL in the chair,
there is no way for her to begin.)

ELLEN
You just don’t want to. You don’t want to find them.

(PAUL doesn’t move.)

ELLEN
Paul. Focus. Why am I here?

PAUL
I am focusing.

ELLEN
No, on me. On finding out what you are doing with your
new place. I have questions, too.

PAUL
That is what I’m thinking.

(Pause. Back to his feet.)
Have you ever seen what happens to people hit by
lightning? The scars are so intricate.

ELLEN
No.

PAUL
They are like . . . designs. Not random like other
scars. They follow the patterns of the body’s
systems--the nervous system, the circulatory
system--but still, it’s almost like a mandala. From
within, yet designed with detail and care by an outside
source.

ELLEN
Fascinating.

PAUL
Exactly.

ELLEN
But Paul, you don’t have an outside source.

PAUL
Close, but not quite.

ELLEN
Yeah, until I leave.

(ELLEN retrieves her bag but she doesn’t
move to leave.)

(CONTINUED)
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Then it’s all internal.

PAUL
You could give in.

ELLEN
What am I doing here?

PAUL
You came to visit.

ELLEN
Yes.

(Pause.)

PAUL
Because I invited you.

ELLEN
And you’ve talked and I’ve sat on the floor. You don’t
have a place for me.

PAUL
That’s not true. The floor is your place right now.

ELLEN
I didn’t come over to sit at your feet like you’re my
“guru.”

PAUL
You seem to fit in well.

ELLEN
I don’t.

(Pause.)
I don’t know how you’re surviving this.

PAUL
It’s amazing. There’s all this space.

ELLEN
(Trying to focus only on PAUL.)

It’s horrible space. It’s empty.

PAUL
Most places are so filled.

ELLEN
That’s what’s so sad about this one. Empty.

(Pause.)
At least use it.

(CONTINUED)
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PAUL
I am using it.

ELLEN
There’s no--just buy another chair.

PAUL
I won’t do that.

ELLEN
Can I buy you a chair?

PAUL
No.

ELLEN
Let me bring over your things. Or even some of my old
things.

PAUL
Don’t want clutter.

ELLEN
What do you want?

PAUL
I wanted you to visit.

ELLEN
I’ve done that now.

PAUL
Yes. It’s wonderful.

(Pause. ELLEN edges closer to the door.)

PAUL
You don’t have to leave.

ELLEN
Why not? The alternative. Stay, sitting on your floor
listening to you converse longer? No thank you.

PAUL
Oh.

ELLEN
I’m going to leave now.

PAUL
You could take off your shoes, too.

(CONTINUED)
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ELLEN
They would disappear into the chair.

PAUL
(Shrugging, considering.)

Probably not?

ELLEN
I’ll talk to you later, Paul.

PAUL
You could stay.

ELLEN
Call me when you leave the chair.

(ELLEN exits.)

PAUL
I can’t see it. What’s wrong . . . what’s missing?

(PAUL sits in chair. Turns to face forward. The
space zooms in on his thoughts again.)
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Cast of Characters

Nick: A young man. Olivia’s guest
and lover. Possibly wise
beyond his years.

Olivia: A young woman. Nick’s
girlfriend. Concerned with
the dragging state of her
life.

Scene

Olivia’s place.

Time

10 minutes until 1:30 p.m.



ACT I

Scene 1

NICK and OLIVIA sit across from each other,
staring into each other’s eyes. It is an intense
gaze.

They continue sitting. Staring. Pause.

NICK
I love your eyes

OLIVIA
Thanks.

NICK
I really do.

OLIVIA
Yeah.

NICK
Uh-huh.

(OLIVIA considers, then throws her hands up over
her eyes.)

OLIVIA
What color are they?

NICK
Um . . . I don’t know.

OLIVIA
Guess!

NICK
I think they’re . . . hazel?

OLIVIA
Really?

NICK
I think so.

OLIVIA
(Shaking her head.)

That’s not a final answer. Anyone could have hazel
eyes.

(CONTINUED)
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NICK
Let me check.

(OLIVIA shakes her head again. NICK comes over
toward her. Kneels before her and slowly pries her
hands away, kissing each one before bringing them
down away from her eyes. NICK stares at her.)

NICK
I was right.

OLIVIA
Hazel?

NICK
Hazel.

(Pause.)

OLIVIA
No they are not.

NICK
That’s what they look like to me.

OLIVIA
They can’t be.

(Beat.)
I am a brown-eyed girl.

NICK
Sometimes. You’re all the colors at once. The best of
everything.

OLIVIA
That’s not the best. It’s a muddied mess.

NICK
It doesn’t have to be.

OLIVIA
That’s not me. I’m not that girl.

NICK
Okay.

OLIVIA
I’m my father’s brown-eyed girl. He sang that song in
my ear all the time when I was little. That’s who I am.

NICK
I’m sorry. I didn’t know this meant so much--

(CONTINUED)
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OLIVIA
I’m not Kelly Clarkson’s "Behind These Hazel Eyes"
wishy-washy sob story. I’m just--

NICK
I’m not saying you are Kelly Clarkson--

OLIVIA
(Continuing over NICK’s last
interjection.)

I won’t be reduced to that.

NICK
That’s not what I’m doing. I know--you know that your
identity is more than the words of a stupid pop song.

OLIVIA
Yes. I do.

NICK
You do?

OLIVIA
Yes.

(Pause. OLIVIA looks away. NICK tries to distract
himself to give her space, but finds himself drawn
to her face again. OLIVIA resists. After a moment
she checks her watch, then looks up to meet his
gaze.)

NICK
(Hesitating to scoot toward her again.)

Maybe I have a thing for hazel eyes?

OLIVIA
Can we drop this?

NICK
Sure.

OLIVIA
You probably have to go soon.

NICK
Why’d you have to bring that up?

OLIVIA
Because you do. Your flight--

NICK
I know when I need to leave. Let me take care of that.

(CONTINUED)
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OLIVIA
You’re not paying attention to the time.

NICK
I am.

OLIVIA
Where’s your watch?

NICK
Trust me. Please. I have it covered.

(Pause.)

OLIVIA
How much is left?

NICK
Just stop.

OLIVIA
You never told me when you were going to leave.

NICK
Please don’t ask.

OLIVIA
I have other things to do today . . .

NICK
I’m not going to miss my flight. My afternoon flight.

OLIVIA
Okay.

(Pause.)

NICK
Are you okay?

OLIVIA
With what?

NICK
In general. Are you okay?

OLIVIA
Fine.

(Beat.)
Yes. I am.

(CONTINUED)
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NICK
I didn’t mean to ruin your memory.

(Beat.)
You can also be my brown-eyed girl.

OLIVIA
It doesn’t matter.

(Pause.)

NICK
Whatever color they’re supposed to be, your eyes are
still very pretty.

OLIVIA
Supposed to be? I thought we decided--

NICK
Yes. Sorry.

OLIVIA
Thanks.

(NICK tires to get OLIVIA to connect with his gaze
again, but she continues to resist. OLIVIA looks
down to check her watch.)

NICK
Hey.

(Lifts OLIVIA’s chin.)
I told you I have that taken care of.

OLIVIA
You don’t--

NICK
I do. I have this under control.

(OLIVIA tries to look away, but she can only
manage to readjust and move her eyes. NICK keeps
his hand under her chin.)

NICK
What do you see when you look into my eyes?

(Pause. For as long as OLIVIA can stand.)

OLIVIA
Myself. Reflected. In your pupils.

NICK
That’s all.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 6.

(They gaze at each other. Slowly, NICK drops his
hand. They hold the stare even as he backs away.)

NICK
"An old soul lives in there."

OLIVIA
What is that supposed to mean?

NICK
That’s what my grandmother said. When she looked at me
for the first time.

OLIVIA
What--

NICK
I don’t know what it’s supposed to mean. I thought you
could tell me.

OLIVIA
How--

NICK
I don’t know. If you can only see yourself--

OLIVIA
What--?!

NICK
(Continuing over OLIVIA’s interjection.)

--and hear the ticking of the clock--

(OLIVIA snaps back to stare at NICK.)

OLIVIA
You’re cruel.

NICK
No. I’m watching. I’m watching you and taking you in
and trying to hold your gaze. To just, hold it.

(Hesitates to physically force her to
meet his gaze again.)

And you are waiting.

OLIVIA
We are waiting.

NICK
I’m not waiting.

(CONTINUED)
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OLIVIA
I have another life. I can’t sit on the floor all
afternoon so you can stare into my eyes.

NICK
Because I’m leaving.

OLIVIA
Yes. Because you never stay.

NICK
I cannot stay.

(Beat.)
You’re right. I should go.

(NICK stands to go, but doesn’t exit yet. Pause.
Exits and quickly returns with a small mirror.
Thrusts it at OLIVIA.)

NICK
This should suffice in my absence.

OLIVIA
You don’t have to be so dramatic.

(NICK thrusts the mirror at OLIVIA again. She
takes it. The alarm on his phone rings.)

NICK
I don’t have time to be sweet. I suppose it’s the soul
trapped in me. Too old, and too jaded to care.

(NICK straightens up again to leave. Crosses to
opposite side of OLIVIA.)

OLIVIA
You don’t know why I’m waiting. You don’t know me.

NICK
No. Maybe not.

(Beat. Turns to face OLIVIA.)
That’s how I know you have hazel eyes. They can’t help
but change.

(NICK should exit. He will exit. But the lights
fade on their gaze, sustained.)
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Cast of Characters

BALLOON 1: Older and stately navy blue
balloon. Made for graduation
season.

BALLOON 2: Young pink balloon. Made
specifically for Valentine’s
season.

BOB: "For He’s a Jolly Good
Fellow" singing Birthday
balloon. Pariah of the
greeting card aisle.

RED: Revolutionary balloon. Also
made for Valentine’s, but
more interested in adventure.

Scene

Grocery store. The atmosphere above the greeting card aisle.

Time

The week of Valentine’s Day.



Three BALLOONS float above the greeting cards
section of a grocery store. Grouped in a cluster,
BALLOON 1 and BALLOON 2 lean away from BOB, the
third balloon. BOB has a birthday cake and "Happy
Birthday!" printed on his stomach. BALLOON 1
floats a little above BALLOON 2.

BALLOON 1
Here we sway. Over the yards of concocted, commercial
sympathy. Yet another day.

BALLOON 2
I think it’s sweet.

BALLOON 1
You have only seen this one day.

BALLOON 2
Hey just because I was only filled yesterday--

BALLOON 1
I witnessed it with my own eyes, just like I observe
everything that occurs in this portion of Herbert E.
Butt’s establishment--

(BALLOON 2 snickers.)

BALLOON 1
(Continued.)

I will have you know that the Butt family is very
respectable. They donate to many charities and
nonprofit organizations--

(BALLOON 1 tries to remain still, in one place.
But he moves slightly and a small gasp of air
escapes. BALLOON 2 doesn’t yet notice.)

BALLOON 2
Yeah, but I thought you just said this part of their
great grocery store is stupid.

BALLOON 1
I do not use such foul, simplistic language. I am not
vulgar. Humans are prone to making mistakes. That is
why this aisle is here. Those cards down to the left,
they are all attempts at apologies. Like all the cards
beneath us, they believe these words written by
strangers will do something to make the world a mroe
pleasant place.

BALLOON 2
Sounds like a good idea to me.



2.

BALLOON 1
In theory. But, in practice, I’m afraid it does not
hold.

BALLOON 2
I think it will. These cards all say nice things.

BALLOON 1
You will see. In time.

BALLOON 2
(Muttering.)

I’m glad your air is running out.

BALLOON 1
Pardon me?

(Floats closer to BALLOON 2, but in the
process lets out another louder
fart/spurt of air.)

Oh! Excuse me. I’m terribly sorry . . .

(BALLOON 2 smirks. The smirk fades as BALLOON 1
tries to recompose himself.)

BALLOON 2
Should I go for the florist?

(BALLOON 2 begins to float off, toward BOB.)

BALLOON 1
Wait!

(Carefully moves to block BALLOON 2’s
path.)

You’ll disturb Bob.

BALLOON 2
(Stops.)

Yeah, and?

BALLOON 1
There’s a reason. Believe you me.

(Gestures for her to return her spot.)
There we are. No hurry. The day’s rituals will begin
soon enough.

(Pause. A bell dings far away to signal the
entrance of the first few customers.)

BALLOON 1
See?

(BALLOON 2 doesn’t react. Shuffles when BALLOON 1
lets out another fart of air.)
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(Footsteps nearby. The chatter, clink, and clamor
of the staff setting up for the day and greeting
the customers.)

BALLOON 1
I wonder if they will clean up the mess in the aisle.

BALLOON 2
What mess?

BALLOON 1
(Gesturing.)

Well, the cards are all in disarray but that water
puddle over there is a hazard--

BALLOON 2
I’m sure they’ll fix it.

BALLOON 1
It must be perfect this week.

(BALLOON 2 sways to get his attention, begin to
speak, but is interrupted.)

FLORIST
(Off.)

Maria!

(Footsteps.)

MARIA
(Off.)

I’m coming.

(BALLOON 1 and 2 grin as MARIA is heard passing
below them. BALLOONS, including BOB, sway slightly
to follow her apparent path up and down the
aisle.)

FLORIST
(Off.)

Maria!

MARIA
I’ve got it!

(Swish of a mop going into a bucket.)

BALLOON 2
See? The florist is taking care of it.

(Beat.)
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BALLOON 1
Ah no. She has missed a spot. As usual.

BALLOON 2
Why do you have to--

(BALLOON 1 farts air again. Sways a little away
from BALLOON 2.)

BALLOON 1
Apologies. Excuse me.

(Footsteps as MARIA stomps off with bucket back
toward FLORIST’s voice.)

BALLOON 2
What did she mean about this week?

BALLOON 1
(Recomposing himself.)

For young ones like you, this is the most exciting
season of the year. It is the reason you were created,
it is--

BALLOON 2
And not you?

(BALLOON 1 starts to answer, but is cut off by
renewed footsteps. RED floats up between them.)

(RED buzzes with the energy of new helium fresh
from a new canister.)

(BALLOON 1 farts out more air, but no one
notices.)

RED
Wow! I feel great!

(Begins to buzz and sway slightly from
side to side.)

What a morning! How are you guys feeling?
(Bumps backwards into BOB.)

Oh! Sorry man--

(BOB begins blaring "For He’s a Jolly Good
Fellow." It sounds very monotone/auto-tuned, and
does not vary in volume from "way too loud.")

BALLOON 2
Oh! I see--
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BALLOON 1
Calm down, everyone.

RED
I didn’t know.

(Pause. BOB still singing strong.)
This isn’t a bad jam.

(To BALLOON 2.)
Am I right?

(RED sways back and forth to the rhythm. BALLOON 2
watches eagerly, but hesitates to join in.)

BALLOON 1
Just--be still!

(RED stops. A short pause. BOB’s song ends.)

RED
Aw man. Why’d you stop it?

BALLOON 1
Excuse me, young one, what is your name?

RED
Red.

BALLOON 1
Yes. I can see that.

BALLOON 2
Nice to meet you, Red.

RED
Thanks.

BALLOON 1
Well then, Red. I can see that you’re new in this
aisle. So I will share the rules with you. For
starters, we do not disturb Bob because it disturbs the
customers. And all of the rest of us.

RED
What does he feel about the matter?

BALLOON 1
Pardon me?

RED
(Gesturing to BOB.)

What does he--
(Turning to BOB.)

What do you think Bob?
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BALLOON 1
He’s mute on any other subject, besides his proscribed
lyrics, I’m afraid.

BALLOON 2
That’s all he says?

BALLOON 1
Of course. That’s his lot. You two will find your place
in this sphere soon enough. We all do.

(Pause. Muzak plays in the background.)

RED
So we’re supposed to just sit here?

BALLOON 1
That’s not all we do. The customers will arrive
shortly.

RED
(To BALLOON 2.)

Have you seen any people yet?

BALLOON 2
I saw some yesterday.

RED
And what happens when they come by?

BALLOON 1
(Interjecting.)

We observe.

(RED looks over to BALLOON 2.)

BALLOON 2
Like he said.

RED
So we’re just supposed to look at the tops of their
heads?

(Footsteps.)

BALLOON 1
Hush. Here they come.

(BALLOONS 1 and 2 and RED pause. More footsteps
and light chatter from the customers. A hand
reaches up and tugs at the strings. BALLOON 1
farts out some air as he is tugged.)
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RED
Hey there! What’s his problem?

BALLOON 1
We do not address the customers.

RED
(To customers.)

You want me to come down there and bounce you up and
down that aisle, buddy!

BALLOON 2
(Almost to herself.)

It sort of tickles.

BALLOON 1
Be quiet. Or you two will--

(Hand reaches over to tug at BOB’s string. BOB
begins singing, but the hand quickly tugs it again
and he stops.)

BALLOON 1
Thank goodness that’s over. Now see over there?

BALLOON 2
What?

BALLOON 1
The man just beneath us. Just watch.

BALLOON 2
So? He chose another card.

BALLOON 1
But such frustration!

RED
So?

BALLOON 1
So! He will continue searching. For those four lines
that will perfectly sum up the words in his heart. For
the rhyming couplet that will take all the emotional
risk for him, and yet perfectly capture the essence of
his soul--

RED
Oh geez.

BALLOON 2
But he’ll find one eventually.
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BALLOON 1
No.

MAN
Damn! Stupid . . . cards.

BALLOON 1
No. He will settle, but he will not find what he’s
looking for. The card does not exist. What he cannot
see is that no words printed here will ever be complex
enough for that.

BALLOON 2
Complex?

RED
Lay off it, old-timer.

BALLOON 1
I may be old, but I have gathered much wisdom this way.

(Short fart, but he continues past it.)
These cards all hold simple words. Love, death, loss,
birthday. Happy. But what is behind those simple
syllables?

(BALLOON 2 bobs up and down.)

RED
I dunno, man--

BALLOON 1
Of course you do not know. But observe. Absorb.

BALLOON 2
I-I don’t think I get it either.

(BALLOON 1 starts to defend himself, but a spurt
of air slips out and distracts him.)

RED
Maybe you should absorb some more.

(Turns to BALLOON 2.)
The guy wants to tell his girl he likes her. ’Cause
that’s what you do on weeks like this, this gushy
Valentine’s Day.

BALLOON 2
How do you know?

RED
I heard all about it when I was being pumped up.
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BALLOON 1
(Recovering.)

I suppose Maria would speak about it. That is the heart
of it, I suppose. But you see!

(Floats toward the customer to gesture.)
Now he begins to become disheartened.

(RED snickers. BALLOON 1 ignores him.
BALLOON 2 listens.)

And he returns, head bowed to the first card. Hear the
shuffle in his step? That’s a desperate last decision.

RED
That’s all it is to you?

BALLOON 1
The tug on our strings to start, the cycle through
every love card on the aisle, the depressed shuffle
out. The selection down there only gets worse each
season. They can’t find anything to express their
emotions, to say the right thing--

BALLOON 2
Say something? Like Bob’s song?

BALLOON 1
Yes, and no. Making a purchase from this aisle, any
purchase, is a human’s way of expressing something to
another human. I’ve watched with my own eyes. They
discuss what each word could mean. And if it’s a box of
chocolates or another object, they’ll debate what
message that might send, too. Oftentimes I’ve also
heard it called "a gesture."

(To BALLOON 2.)
Like, for example in a case like your’s, a gesture of
genuine adoration.

RED
Yeah? And what about me?

BALLOON 1
Your’s is not as proper, but even still, I suppose you
would be a gesture of affection.

RED
You get all that from one depressed guy?

(To BALLOON 2.)
Where does he get off with saying this stuff?

BALLOON 1
As I said before, I have carefully observed the
activities of each visitor to our aisle. I have
cataloged their every choice. Through time and effort--

(Short spurt of air. Recovers quickly.)
(MORE)
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BALLOON 1 (cont’d)
--I have come to understand the spectrum of human
emotion and I’ve realized that as much as I’d like to
believe these folded card-stock creations and their
rhyming lines, it isn’t enough, no it cannot be enough
to express the breadth of humans’ feelings.

RED
And yet you put up with it every day--

BALLOON 1
That is our duty.

RED
(To BALLOON 2.)

His duty maybe.

BALLOON 2
Be nice. He’s much older--

RED
Oh I see. Getting a little loose at the knot. Hmm. He’s
just bitter that it’s not graduation season.

(To BALLOON 1.)
Look man, I know that you’re tired of sitting here. I
get that. But it doesn’t help anyone to just complain.

BALLOON 1
I see. Then what would you propose I do instead, Mr.
Red? You may be full of nice hot air, but at the end of
the day it’s all helium. The same as the rest of us.

(BALLOON 1 farts, tries to recover, but he has
lost a noticeable amount of his own helium.)

RED
There has to gotta be more than just waiting for
someone to grasp at our strings.

BALLOON 2
Like what?

RED
Look up.

(BALLOON 2 peers upwards.)

RED
What do you see?

BALLOON 2
There’s something . . . blue. But not like him.

(Gestures to BALLOON 1.)
(MORE)
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BALLOON 2 (cont’d)
It’s lighter.

RED
Yeah it is! You bet. It’s the window. And beyond that,
the sky. That blue bit, you know?

BALLOON 1
If you can get past the window. There is also the
chance you’ll get stuck on the pane and remain there
for eternity.

RED
Life is too short anyways. You of all balloons should
get that.

(Short fart from BALLOON 1. Floats
slightly away. RED turns to others.)

Come on. Just wriggle out.

BALLOON 2
I’m not sure I’m ready.

RED
You’re sweet, pinkie, but don’t worry about leaving him
behind.

BALLOON 2
Yeah, but--

(BOB’s rendition of "For He’s a Jolly Good Fellow"
starts up again as he wriggles back and forth,
then floats up and away. The music slowly fades as
he rises and disappears.)

RED
Right on! See! It’s our time to fly.

BALLOON 2
(To BALLOON 1.)

You could come, too.

BALLOON 1
It’s not for me.

BALLOON 2
But--

BALLOON 1
Go if you must. But Red is young and . . . lusting for
something else. You don’t need that. Your duty is here.

(Short fart.)
I promise your time is coming.
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RED
Come on, pinkie!

BALLOON 2
But what about your duty? If this all means nothing?

BALLOON 1
I have watched here. And so here I will wither.

RED
What’s it gonna be?

(BALLOON 2 is about to answer when footsteps
approach the aisle. RED, BALLOON 2, and BALLOON 1
freeze.)

RED
Why are they staring at us?

BALLOON 1
I . . . am not sure.

BALLOON 2
You don’t?

(BALLOON 1 shushes them.)

(CUSTOMER 1 reaches up and tugs on the string of
BALLOON 1. Hesitates, hand still grasping the
string.)

CUSTOMER 1
You don’t think it’s too weird? Aren’t these usually
for--

CUSTOMER 2
Yeah it’s weird. That’s the point.

(Pause.)

BALLOON 2
(Almost whispered.)

Are they going to . . . buy you?

(BALLOON 1 does not answer.)

RED
Dude.

CUSTOMER 1
But does it say--you know? Will she get what I’m trying
to tell her?
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CUSTOMER 2
What else will? Some dumb ass greeting card?

(CUSTOMER 1 tugs down BALLOON 1. Short burst of
air as he is jerked down and pulled away.)

CUSTOMER 1
(Exiting.)

It might work.

(Pause.)

BALLOON 2
He was wrong.

RED
Yeah.

(Beat.)
So . . . coming with?

BALLOON 2
I think I should stay.

RED
For what?

BALLOON 2
I’m not sure. For the next gesture. I am a Valentine’s
balloon after all.

RED
Always optimistic. You pink balloons.

(Beginning to wriggle out of his
stakes.)

You’ll run out of air either way.

BALLOON 2
I’d rather stay true to my color.

RED
(Zooming upwards.)

Later!

(BALLOON 2 looks up to watch RED float up and
away, then turns back to readjust to her rather
lonely surroundings. Muzak. Footsteps. BALLOON 2
looks down. LITTLE GIRL stares up at her. Both
grin at each other and wait.)

END
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EXT. AIRPORT ARRIVALS AREA - NIGHT

Houston Bush International Airport. The driveway for private
car pick-up just outside the arrivals area. Deserted. It’s
after midnight, but not quite early morning.

Double glass doors SLIDE open. JAMES bursts out of them,
dragging a suitcase behind him. It RATTLES as it slides
across the pavement. He swings a briefcase in his other
hand.

He looks both ways, but finds no cars.

JAMES
Hello?

James runs down the drive to search. Then runs back toward
the other side. He still doesn’t find any cars.

JAMES (CONT’D)
(shouting)

Is anyone here?

Back in front of the glass doors, James drops his suitcase
and fumbles in the computer bag.

JAMES (CONT’D)
Damn!.

He pulls out his cellphone and dials.

JAMES (CONT’D)
(into phone)

Hello? Operator! I need a taxi. No
sorry I mean the number for a taxi
company. 713? Oh wait. Houston?
Yeah. That’s the area code--

The doors of the airport SLIDE open again. DRIVER 1 enters
first, carrying and pulling many heavy bags for ANGELA and
MADISON.

ANGELA follows directly behind him, a Fendi purse swinging
from the crook of her elbow. MADISON draws up the end of the
caravan. She’s dressed in business casual.

MADISON
(harried whisper)

Angela!

ANGELA
Thanks. We can wait right here
while you bring the car around.

(CONTINUED)
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James notices the new group and hangs up his cellphone. He
watches them closely.

Madison pulls Driver 1 aside, walks past James without
noting him.

MADISON
I’m so sorry about this. I’ll pay
you double the fare.

She glances back at Angela, who flicks through her phone,
bored.

MADISON (CONT’D)
Maybe a bonus once we get there.

She hands the Driver an envelope. He nods and goes to
retrieve the bags.

James approaches them.

JAMES
Excuse me.

ANGELA
(to Driver 1)

Be careful with that bag. There are
some fragile objects in there.

MADISON
(harried whisper)

Angela. This isn’t the first time--

James blocks the Driver 1’s path.

JAMES
Wait, excuse me. Sir, are you a
driver?

Driver 1 gestures with bags.

DRIVER 1
Yes.

Angela steps forward.

ANGELA
He’s engaged right now.

JAMES
(to Driver 1)

Please. I need to get to the
hospital right away. My father had

(MORE)

(CONTINUED)
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JAMES (cont’d)
a stroke. I can’t wait to get to
him!

MADISON
I’m so sorry.

Madison pulls out her cellphone.

MADISON (CONT’D)
Can we call you a car?

Madison turns to Driver 1.

MADISON (CONT’D)
What’s the number for your company?

Angela steps into the action. She attempts to block James
from Driver 1.

JAMES
No. I just can’t wait. I’m sorry,
but he’s never had health problems
before, you know? It’s so sudden
and the rest of family is there
already. And we don’t know if he’ll
make it--I took the first flight
out of New York. I can’t get stuck
now.

James pushes past Angela to Driver 1.

JAMES (CONT’D)
Could you take me? Just to
Methodist. I can’t get another
ride. I cannot wait. You have to
understand.

ANGELA
We are sorry, but--

Madison dials on her cellphone.

MADISON
I can have a taxi here in just a
few minutes.

JAMES
But he might not make it. Through
the night, through--

Driver 1 drops the bags and steps toward James.

(CONTINUED)
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DRIVER 1
I’ll take you.

ANGELA
What?

MADISON
Really, just a few minutes--

ANGELA
You have got to be kidding me. I
hired you--

Driver 1 turns back to Madison. He draws the envelope from
his jacket and hands it to her. She drops the phone from her
ear to take it. Angela’s temper tantrum takes off in the
background.

ANGELA
(still yelling in the
background)

--three days ago. You are
completely unprofessional. You
drivers have no sense of time, or
the planning that goes into
travel--You idiot!

James takes out his cellphone and makes a call, still
watching the interaction between Driver 1 and Madison.

Driver 1 gestures with the envelope, extending it toward
Madison. She takes it.

DRIVER 1
Sorry, Ma’am.

MADISON
I thought we had an agreement.

Driver 1 pulls a card from his pocket and hands it to her.

DRIVER 1
Call this number and they’ll send
another car along. I’ll come back,
if I can.

James talks into his cellphone, as quietly and
inconspicuously as he can manage.

JAMES
(quietly into the phone)

I’ve almost got the car. Just keep
him conscious for 15, maybe 30
minutes tops.

(CONTINUED)
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James notices Angela beginning to stir.

JAMES
(into phone)

See you soon. Bye.

James hangs up the phone. Readjusts to get ready to leave.

Driver 1 shrugs and turns away. James grabs the handle of
his suitcase. Angela tries to stand in the way, but Driver 1
easily maneuvers around her and retrieves James’s suitcase.
He exits, with James following quickly behind.

Madison watches as they disappear into the darkness at the
edge of the driveway.

MADISON
(calling after, softly)

Thanks.

ANGELA
Thanks?

Angela moves forward, until she’s in Madison’s face.

ANGELA (CONT’D)
He just left us stranded. Alone.
Past midnight!

Madison steps around Angela.

MADISON
I know.

ANGELA
This is why I hired the limo ahead
of time. Why I planned ahead.

MADISON
(getting more annoyed)

I know.

ANGELA
We’re going to be stuck here all
night. Does everyone have to be so
incompetent?

Madison rolls her eyes and pulls out the card and her
cellphone. She begins to dial the number.

Angela lunges for the phone and takes it from Madison’s
hands. Madison YELLS but Angela steps aside and holds a hand
up as she answers.

(CONTINUED)
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ANGELA
(into phone)

Hello? A+ Drivers? Yes I am one of
your clients and I just wanted to
say that I am appalled at your
drivers. I hired one three days ago
and he just left me stranded at the
Houston airport. Stranded! Past
midnight. He left two women all
alone. In the middle of the night!

MADISON
Angela! What are you doing--stop!

ANGELA
(into phone)

I demand another limo down here
immediately at Bush airport. And
after that I want to I speak
directly to the manager. I need to
make an official complaint.

Angela pauses. Madison tries to get her attention, but she
merely puts a hand over the phone.

ANGELA
(softly to Madison)

Just a minute. They’re transferring
me.

MADISON
Why did you talk to them like that?

ANGELA
It’s the only way to get these
people to--

Angela looks down at the phone. The screen clearly shows
that the call has been ended.

ANGELA (CONT’D)
She hung up on me!

MADISON
No wonder!

ANGELA
I didn’t do anything wrong.

Madison takes the phone back from Angela. Begins redialing
the number.

(CONTINUED)
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ANGELA (CONT’D)
That’s how you get these people to
understand. You don’t get it.

Madison shakes her head, but keeps her focus on reconnecting
with the car company.

MADISON
Hi, my party ordered a limousine to
pick us up from Bush this evening--

ANGELA
(attempting to interrupt)

I ordered the limo. I did.

Madison does her best to ignore Angela, turning away. Angela
looks around the deserted airport driveway. She collects the
bags and makes sure all the suitcases are huddled near the
two women as Madison continues to talk to the car company.
She pulls the card out of her pocket.

MADISON
(into phone)

Yes, my boss ordered the limo.
Driver number? 9734. It’s from his
card.

A+ PHONE OPERATOR (O.S)
(heard on the other side of
Madison’s phone call)

Just a moment. Let me track his
car.

INT. LIMOUSINE - BACK SEAT - SAME TIME

DRIVER 1 looks back in the rear view mirror at JAMES, his
passenger, settling into the backseat of the limousine.
Driver 1 looks back up at the dashboard.

JAMES
Could we get going?

DRIVER 1
Yes. Sir.

Driver 1 reaches forward and turns on the ignition.

CLOSE UP: LIMO DASHBOARD

Before putting the car into gear, DRIVER 1 reaches over and
flicks off the limousine’s tracker/GPS device. The light
goes off.
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EXT. AIRPORT GARAGE - LIMOUSINE

Limousine pulls out of the parking spot and zooms off toward
the exit of the parking garage.

EXT. AIRPORT ARRIVALS AREA - A MOMENT LATER

MADISON stands in the same spot, turned away from ANGELA
with the cellphone pressed to her ear.

MADISON (CONT’D)
(into phone)

He’s gone off route? No. I don’t
want to wait for the system to come
back up. Just, is there anyone else
available?

Madison waits for a beat. Angela inches closer to her,
hanging on her every word.

MADISON
(into phone)

I understand. Thank you for your
time.

Madison hangs up the phone.

ANGELA
Well?

MADISON
They don’t have anyone else
available for another hour or so.

Angela backs away, clutching her bag.

ANGELA
We are stranded! We’re going to be
here all night!

MADISON
No we are not. Calm down.

ANGELA
If you had just told them--

MADISON
I did! They listened and are doing
their best.

Madison digs her laptop bag from the pile, lays it down on
the ground, and unzips it. Angela approaches.

(CONTINUED)
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ANGELA
What are you doing?

MADISON
I’m just getting something.

Angela leans down close to Madison.

ANGELA
(harried whisper)

You’re making us targets.

MADISON
Of what?

ANGELA
Thieves, murderers.

Angela leans in closer. Her face gets way too close to
Madison’s.

ANGELA (CONT’D)
(whisper)

Rapists.

Madison stands up, pushing Angela back.

MADISON
No one else is here. Please, don’t
be paranoid.

Madison slips a folder out of the bag and shuffles through
it.

ANGELA
Hurry.

MADISON
(throwing her hands up,
shouting)

What are you scared of? The
boogeyman?

Angela leaps back to shush her.

ANGELA
You’ll draw attention to us.

Waving the papers in front of her, Madison backs away.

MADISON
Stop! We are not going to get
attacked. We are only here because

(MORE)

(CONTINUED)
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MADISON (cont’d)
you were being such a fr--eaking
princess about the driver. He was
only putting up with it in the
first place because I was paying
him double--

ANGELA
That’s not true!

MADISON
(talking through Angela’s
interruption)

--so quit the diva act and just . .
. deal with it!

Madison stalks off. Angela, toddling in heels, tries to go
after her.

ANGELA
Where are you going? You cannot
speak to me in that way.

MADISON
(calling back)

Just stay there. I’m fixing the
situation.

Madison looks up at the Houston skyline. RUMBLE of the cars,
SILENCE, then a SIGH from Madison.

Angela stands back, huddled by her suitcase, watching
Madison for her next move.

INT. LIMOUSINE - BACK SEAT - A FEW MINUTES EARLIER

Back of the DRIVER 1’s limo. JAMES sits, straining against
his seat belt to look out the front of the cab.

DRIVER 1 (O.S.)
We’ll be there soon.

JAMES
Thanks.

Jame’s phone RINGS. Shuffling through the bags at his feet,
James finds it and answers.

JAMES
(into phone)

Hello? Yes, I’m on my way. I forgot
to call when I got-- Yeah. I found

(MORE)

(CONTINUED)
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JAMES (cont’d)
a car now. Limousine, actually!
Coming to send off the old man in
style. Ha! What’s happening?

LIMOUSINE - FRONT

Driver 1 watches in the rear view mirror as James take the
call. All that can be seen are his eyes, and the passing
lights of the other cars on the highway.

LIMOUSINE - BACKSEAT

James watches the limo’s progress as he listens. Then he
takes the phone away from his ear for a moment.

JAMES
You know the medical district,
right?

Driver 1 nods, locks eyes with James briefly. James puts the
phone back to his ear.

JAMES
(into phone)

I’m getting there as fast as I can.
He just has to hold on for another
half an hour and then he can kick
off whenever--

LIMOUSINE - FRONT

Driver 1 watches James. Adjusts in his seat, looking down at
the dashboard.

CLOSE UP: DASHBOARD

Driver 1 stares at a picture of his family. A large group is
pictured, all the extended family gathered around a
limousine like the one he is currently driving. Driver 1 is
pictured in the center with a woman, his wife, who is
holding a small child in her arms. Driver 1 MURMURS
something to himself.

LIMOUSINE - FRONT

Driver 1 looks back up at the road ahead.

JAMES
(to Driver 1)

What? Are we still headed the right
way?

(CONTINUED)
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DRIVER 1
Of course. Short cut.

Driver looks up at James in the mirror.

DRIVER 1
(under his breath)

Sir.

LIMOUSINE - BACKSEAT

James puts the phone back to his ear.

JAMES
I’ll be there as soon as I can. I’m
trusting you’ll--

James smiles. Listens to the other end of the phone. Smile
fades.

JAMES (CONT’D)
Right. Make sure the contracts are
ready. Don’t worry. I can turn on
the charm when I get there. Then
he’ll sign. I can guarantee it.
Just keep him there. That’s your
only job. Okay? Bye.

He hangs up the phone. James sits back in his seat. Tries to
relax, but leans forward to watch their progress. The lights
of the highway flash across his face and fade into darkness
as the limousine drives on.

EXT. AIRPORT ARRIVALS AREA - NIGHT - 15 MINUTES LATER

ANGELA sits on a bench/concrete block by the sliding glass
doors with all the suitcases barricaded around her. Looks
over at MADISON still sitting further down the driveway.

ANGELA
(calling to Madison)

Hey!

Madison turns.

MADISON
What?

ANGELA
Is there another car coming?

(CONTINUED)
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MADISON
(groaning)

Yes. Okay?

Angela walks over to Madison.

ANGELA
You don’t have the whine about it.
This is what I pay you to take care
of. To make sure I do not end up in
these situations.

Madison doesn’t turn around.

MADISON
I know.

ANGELA
I wasn’t even supposed to be hiring
cars, but you’ve been acting so
aloof these past few weeks--

MADISON
Yes.

ANGELA
Listen when I’m talking to you.

Madison spins around to face Angela. Stares past her at the
suitcases lying alone by the glass doors. Angela moves in
closer.

MADISON
I am.

Beat.

MADISON (CONT’D)
Shouldn’t I go back and watch the
bags? We wouldn’t want your
valuable cargo getting stolen.

Angela grins.

ANGELA
Now that’s the right idea. Finally.

Angela turns and walks back to the suitcase pile. Madison
slowly pursues.

The sliding door SWISHES open as Angela kneels down next to
the laptop bag and begins to close it. Madison scoots in.

(CONTINUED)
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MADISON
No. I’ll get that.

As Angela stands up with the bag, a pile of papers spills
out.

CLOSE UP: CONTRACTS

The papers splayed on the sidewalk are a contract for a new
position at a consulting firm. They have Madison’s name
printed in block letters at the top. The heading also shows
that the job is located in Boston.

MEDIUM: ANGELA

Angela leans down and picks up the papers, crumpling the
edge as she clutches them in her hands.

MADISON
Angela--

ANGELA
No.

Angela finishes reading. She looks up, glaring at Madison.

ANGELA (CONT’D)
When were you going to tell me?

MADISON
After the competition. I have until
Monday to respond.

Angela flips the contract to the last page. Lifts it up and
pushes it in Madison’s face.

ANGELA
You’ve already signed it!

Angela drops the contract. Madison scrambles to pick it up.
Returning to the suitcase pile, Angela SCREECHES in
frustration.

MADISON
It was just--

ANGELA
You’re quitting and you didn’t have
the decency to tell me? Five years
you have been my assistant, and
this is how you choose to repay me?

(CONTINUED)
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MADISON
I was supposed to stay for one
year, maybe two. That was it.

ANGELA
No. You have no reason to leave. I
have given so much to you, and you
know it.

MADISON
(sarcastically)

Sure.

ANGELA
I made the extra effort to get you
the top benefits and you get to
travel with me--

MADISON
Like this? I can travel in better
style with the firm. Business
class.

Madison goes to sit next to the luggage.

MADISON (CONT’D)
And without lugging a mountain of
equipment each week either. With
you, I’m just a pack mule. And you
know it.

Angela turns away from Madison.

ANGELA
You wouldn’t have anything if it
hadn’t been for me. Ungrateful . .
. if you think I’m giving you a
good recommendation--

Lights flash across Angela and Madison. WHOOSH and SCREECH
of tires as the headlights pass across them.

CLOSE UP: BOTTOM OF TOWNCAR

New town car pulls up to the curb. Its tires grind to a
halt. The driver side door opens and DRIVER 2’s feet hit the
ground.

MEDIUM: DRIVER 2

Driver 2 approaches Angela and Madison. A shorter, heavier
man. He has the same uniform as the first driver, but it
doesn’t fit as well on him. He smiles and imposes enthusiasm
and friendliness.

(CONTINUED)
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DRIVER 2
Angela Rivers? Plus one?

ANGELA
Yes, that’s us. Finally!

DRIVER 2
We’re all set then. Terribly sorry
for the wait. Busy night, huh?

Angela nods, grinning back at him. Madison leans over to
begin gathering the bags. Driver 2 steps forward to stop
her.

DRIVER 2
Oh no! I’ve got these covered.

Driver 2 loads up with as many of the bags as he can stand.

DRIVER 2 (CONT’D)
You’re going to work me out of my
job!

CHUCKLING to himself, Driver 2 waddles to the trunk and
begins to place the bags inside.

Angela picks up her purse and personal bags. She stares
pointedly at Madison, raising an eyebrow. Madison sighs and
gathers her personal bags.

Driver 2 puts in one of the heavier suitcases. BANGS it
accidentally off the side of the trunk.

ANGELA
(crying out)

Careful! Those are fragile!

Driver 2 carefully places it inside the trunk and closes it.

DRIVER 2
I’ve got it. What are you carrying?
Explosives?

Driver 2 CHUCKLES to himself and waddles to the front of the
cab. Angela frowns and walks to the town car’s side door.
She slides into the backseat, SLAMMING the door behind her.
Driver 2’s door CLICKS shut.

MADISON
Maybe we are.

Madison steps away from the sliding doors, headed for the
waiting town car.

(CONTINUED)
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MEDIUM CLOSE UP: SLIDING DOORS

As Madison steps away, crossing to the town car, the airport
doors SWISH open again, triggered by her movement. A beat.
Town car SCREECHES as it pulls away. A beat. The doors SWISH
closed.

INT. LIMOUSINE - BACKSEAT - SAME TIME

JAMES lounges back in his seat. He tosses the phone from
hand to hand. He drops it. The cellphone slides across the
seat. James leans for it.

LIMOUSINE - FRONT

DRIVER 1 stares back at James in the backseat. He turns the
steering wheel and swings the car easily into the exit lane.

LIMOUSINE - BACKSEAT

JAMES has to lean further to grasp at the phone, as it has
slid further away from the car’s motion. He just catches it
and sits up in his seat. Strains forward toward the front
seat.

JAMES
Where are you going?

DRIVER 1 (O.S.)
As I said before. Short cut.

LIMOUSINE - FRONT

Driver 1 looks up at James in the rear view mirror.

DRIVER 1
Methodist, right? A matter of life
and death?

Beat. Out the front window, the limo can be seen proceeding
down the exit onto the frontage road. Lights pass over the
car’s dash less frequently. Stops at a light.

LIMOUSINE - BACKSEAT

James considers this for a moment. Then leans back in his
seat, smiling.

JAMES
Sure. Well, to be frank, for my
grandfather’s trust fund.

(CONTINUED)
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DRIVER 1 (O.S.)
Ah. I see.

LIMOUSINE - FRONT

The limousine pulls forward from the stop light.

JAMES (O.S.)
Yeah. Life and death, if you know
what I mean. Could you still step
on it? The man is on his deathbed.
That’s definitely time
sensitive--you know?

DRIVER 1 nods. Turns his head back to the photograph
pictured on the dashboard, then Driver 1 looks forward
again. He drives on.

INT. TOWN CAR - VIEW FROM THE TRUNK- MOMENTS AFTER LEAVING
THE AIRPORT

DRIVER 2 drives calmly. MADISON sits in the passenger seat;
ANGELA in the backseat by herself. Only their heads can be
seen as outlines in the car against the background of the
highway. Driver 2 looks in the rear view mirror to check on
his main passenger.

DRIVER 2
Sorry about the long wait.

MADISON
It’s fine. We’re on our way now.

Angela leans forward in her seat, turning her body toward
Driver 2 before she speaks.

ANGELA
(talking over Madison)

Thank you! It was quite a trial--

DRIVER 2
You two ladies shouldn’t’ve had to
wait outside. Houston is a nice
place, but it’s not that nice.

Driver 2 CHUCKLES to himself.

DRIVER 2
Especially this area.

Madison SIGHS and stares down at the folder of contracts
still in her lap.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 19.

CLOSE UP: CONTRACTS

Madison flips the pages and double checks her signature
still there, but undated, on the last page.

MEDIUM: MADISON

Madison looks up. She turns her head slightly to gesture
toward Angela in the backseat.

MADISON
Angela--

Angela doesn’t respond. Before Madison can try again, Driver
2 pipes up.

DRIVER 2 (CONT’D)
But I’ll take care of you now. You
should be glad you weren’t in the
last car anyway.

ANGELA
Oh really?

DRIVER 2
Tony, that driver, he’s a nice guy.
But he has some weird ideas.

Madison leans forward in her seat.

MADISON
What do you mean?

Driver readjusts in his seat. Looks up in the rear view
mirror.

DRIVER 2
No big deal. Just . . . he takes
way too long, even on these easy
pick-up’s. Has all these intricate
short cuts he says will help the
customers. But they aren’t short
cuts . . .

Driver 2 shakes his head. Re-focuses on the road ahead.

DRIVER 2 (CONT’D)
Me, I’ll get you straight there. I
don’t show off with short cuts or
back roads. People think that it’s
a horrible city for driving but--
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EXT. TOWN CAR

Town car darts into the next lane of traffic.

INT. TOWN CAR - VIEW FROM THE TRUNK

ANGELA and MADISON reel as the car veers into the next lane.
DRIVER 2 stares straight ahead, like nothing happened.

ANGELA
Hey!

DRIVER 2
Sorry about that. Like I said, it’s
all about knowing how to drive
smart. Where are you two from
anyways? Another big city?

ANGELA
We are based in L.A.

Beat.

ANGELA (CONT’D)
For now.

Madison turns in her seat to face Angela. Angela won’t make
eye contact with her, but maintains her focus on Driver 2.

MADISON
Angela. Just drop it now--

ANGELA
Madison has decided to abandon our
business for Boston.

A beat. Driver 2 looks over at Madison and then back at
Angela. Madison SIGHS and turns back in her seat to face
forward. Driver 2 clears his throat and breaks the silence.

DRIVER 2
Oh, the driving up there is the
worst! Streets made for horses and
carts, you know?

ANGELA
I did hear that somewhere. Too
narrow.

MADISON
(to herself)

They have great public
transportation.

(CONTINUED)
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Driver 2 shakes his head. Angela has not heard Madison’s
comment, or she declines to respond. Madison glances back in
the rear view mirror. Angela is powdering her nose and
checking her face in a pocket mirror.

DRIVER 2
Naw, I’d rather be here. It’s nice
and spread out. How long are you
two here?

ANGELA
Just for the competition--

DRIVER 2
Competition? The order said you
guys were headed to Hilton Americas
but that usually means a
conference.

Madison looks over at Driver 2.

MADISON
It’s a baton--

Angela turns to Driver 2, speaking to cut off Madison.

ANGELA
It’s a baton-twirling competition.
I’m a world-pro. One of the best in
my division.

Angela gestures to Madison.

ANGELA
And she’s giving all of this up.
Living in L.A., traveling to
national competitions, the perks of
the winning circle--all for the
drudge of a 9-to-5. Consulting. Gag
me.

Angela SNORTS and sits back in her seat.

ANGELA (CONT’D)
I don’t get it, do you?

Madison drops the contracts into the console and turns to
face Angela.

MADISON
Angela, this is between us. Just
wait--

Driver 1 glances in the rear view mirror.
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DRIVER 2
I don’t want to get in the middle
of this--

ANGELA
You’re not.

DRIVER 2
I’m just here to drive the car. Get
you two from point A to point B. To
this competition?

ANGELA
Exactly.

Angela glares over at Madison as she readjusts in her seat.
She makes eye contact with her briefly. Angela pulls out her
cellphone and begins twiddling away on it, not paying full
attention to the others around her.

Madison quietly retrieves the folder with the contract.
Looks out the window again, then up at Angela reflected in
the rear view mirror.

Driver 2 talks over all of this, babbling on in the
background.

DRIVER 2
No, I am not like Tony.

ANGELA
(not looking up)

Who.

DRIVER 2
Your first driver. The one who left
you stranded? He’d be meddling if
he were driving. He has some ideas
of what a ride should be. Like a
journey for the passengers as well
as the driver . . .? But why rock
the boat? It’s stupid. I always
take the same route to the airport,
to and from. Doesn’t matter that
it’s not scenic. I know what I’m
supposed to do.

Angela nods, looking up from her phone. Madison reaches down
and retrieves a pen from her briefcase. Driver 2 looks over
at Madison.
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DRIVER 2 (CONT’D)
Right, Ma’am?

Madison looks over at Driver 2.

MADISON
Yes, sir. That is the bottom line.

Madison looks back down at the contracts, pen poised in her
hand. She clicks it open.

INT. LIMOUSINE - MINUTES LATER

JAMES looks out the cab window. His cellphone RINGS. He
reaches over to pick it up. He answers the call.

JAMES
(on phone)

Hello? Tim, what’s the update--

LIMOUSINE - FRONT

DRIVER 2 looks up into the rear view mirror and observes
James taking the call.

LIMOUSINE - BACKSEAT

James listens. Pause. His face crumples first into
frustrated pain and then pure wrath as he listens to the
news.

JAMES
(into phone)

You have got to be kidding me.

Pause. He listens.

JAMES (CONT’D)
(into phone)

No. It was all set--Damn. Damn
the--

Beat.

JAMES (CONT’D)
(into phone)

If I’d been there--would it have
made a difference?

Beat.
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JAMES (CONT’D)
Damn.

Beat.

JAMES (CONT’D)
Alright. I’m still on my way. Guess
I’ll be there soon. See if you
can--

Phone hangs up. James stares at it, silent in his hands.

JAMES (CONT’D)
I . . . lost it all. That stupid,
selfish man! He couldn’t wait just
a few more minutes--

LIMOUSINE - FRONT

Driver 1 looks up, as he turns the wheel for a left turn.
The cab becomes even dimmer as they pass under city lights
into a less populated region.

DRIVER 1
I’m sorry to hear that, Sir.

LIMOUSINE - BACKSEAT

James continues processing the information. Runs his hands
through his hair, tries to shake and massage some
understanding back into his face.

JAMES
Just 10 more minutes. If he’d held
on . . . He died and took it all.
Nobody wins tonight.

James turns toward the window. He starts back, distracted
away from his anger. All of the city lights have
disappeared. They are now driving through what must be the
country.

JAMES
Where are we?

DRIVER 1
Just a short cut.

JAMES
This can’t be right.

LIMOUSINE - FRONT

Driver 1 looks back at James in the rear view mirror.
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DRIVER 1
You’ll still get there.

LIMOUSINE - BACKSEAT

James scoots forward in his seat. When the seat belt catches
him, he unbuckles it. Driver 1 continues to drive forward.
No change in response to James’ movement in the backseat.

JAMES
Get where?

A beat. Driver 1 does not turn or answer.

JAMES (CONT’D)
No, just turn around. I don’t think
you understand--

DRIVER 1
I do. As you said, it won’t make a
difference.

James looks down at his phone.

JAMES
I’ll call--I’ll call your company.
Your supervisor will want to hear--

James dials. Pauses and listens. No dial-tone. The phone
RINGS and RINGS. James hangs it up and slams the cell phone
back down on the back seat.

JAMES (CONT’D)
What the hell are you doing?

LIMOUSINE - FRONT

Driver 1 continues driving forward.

DRIVER 1
I’m driving you to your final
destination.

JAMES
My final--?

James leans forward, straining toward the front of the
limousine.

JAMES (CONT’D)
Hey. Answer me. Where are you
taking me? Driver--
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The partition between the two sections slowly glides up and
blocks out the sound of James’ pleas.

EXT. HILTON AMERICAS - FRONT DRIVEWAY - A FEW MINUTES LATER

The town car pulls off the highway into the drop-off circle
in front of the Hilton Americas hotel. Like at the airport,
this driveway is also deserted. The town car stops.

CLOSE UP: HILTON AMERICAS ENTRANCE

The motion from the car sets off the double doors of the
hotel. Through them, a sign can be seen that reads, "Welcome
Baton Twirlers of America!" and lists other contest details.

GREETER, a young man in a hotel blazer, enters.

MEDIUM: HOTEL ENTRANCE

Greeter exits through the opened double doors and slowly
starts for the town car.

INT. TOWN CAR

ANGELA puts away her cellphone. DRIVER 2 pulls out a
notebook and begins to log the trip. Angela looks up at the
hotel entrance.

ANGELA
Now that’s a long overdue sight.

DRIVER 2
I told ya I’d get ya here.

CLOSE UP: MADISON

MADISON rolls her eyes. She looks down at the papers in her
lap, then closes the folder.

EXT. HILTON AMERICAS - OUTSIDE TOWN CAR PASSENGER DOOR

GREETER opens ANGELA’s door. Angela turns to him, grinning.

ANGELA
Why, thank you!

Angela exits through the opened door. Driver 2, not
noticing, continues with his notes.
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DRIVER 2
(just beginning to look up)

No problem, Ma’am--

He cuts himself off when he notices the opened door and
Angela walking away with the Greeter.

INT. TOWN CAR

ANGELA stands in the hotel’s entrance, chatting to the
GREETER about their whole predicament, gestures and
gesticulates to dramatize the account.

ANGELA
You have no idea the kind of night
we’ve had.

Angela glances over at the town car. She waves to them, a
sign for them to hurry up. It’s hard to tell if she’s
gesturing to DRIVER 2 or MADISON.

Angela turns back to the Greeter.

ANGELA
(to Greeter)

Honestly. I need my beauty sleep to
get ready for tomorrow’s first
round.

Greeter smiles in return, a stock smile.

GREETER
I understand, Ma’am.

INT. TOWN CAR

DRIVER 2 turns to MADISON, who still sits in the front seat.

DRIVER 2
(somewhat hushed)

Is she always like this?

Madison nods. She deftly unbuckles her seat belt. She opens
the door and steps out, headed toward the trunk.

Driver 2 SIGHS and unbuckles his belt. Exits the car.

DRIVER 2
(as he exits)

L.A. . . . Geez . . .
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EXT. HILTON AMERICAS - FRONT DRIVEWAY

ANGELA watches as DRIVER 2 and MADISON make their way back
to the trunk.

MEDIUM: ANGELA

Angela looks over at the GREETER. Raises her eyebrows.

GREETER
(hesitantly)

I’ll go check on your reservation?

Angela nods. Greeter starts off.

ANGELA
It’s under "Rivers." Three nights.
Make sure it’s the suite!

Greeter stops to nod in agreement. Nods and runs back off
toward the hotel double doors. SWISH as the doors open and
close behind him.

MEDIUM: TOWN CAR TRUNK

DRIVER 2 begins pulling bags out of the trunk. He reaches
for a plain, smaller suitcase, but MADISON puts a hand over
to stop him.

Madison looks into Driver 2’s eyes as he turns to question
her.

MADISON
Leave that one.

Madison picks up a few of the bags and walks toward Angela.
Angela looks up to watch her approach.

ANGELA
The bellhop will be right back--

THUMP as Madison lets go of the bags and they drop onto the
ground at Angela’s feet. Angela and Madison confront each
other.

ANGELA
Those are fragile.

MADISON
I know. They’ll be fine, in your
hands.

Madison extends a hand. Angela does not move to accept it.
Madison drops her’s and turns to go back to the town car.
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ANGELA
Madison!

When Madison doesn’t stop, Angela stomps her foot.

EXT: TOWN CAR

Madison opens the passenger side door. Driver 2 closes the
trunk. He looks at each girl, hesitating.

Angela, aghast, stares at Madison. Bags are still scattered
on the ground around her. Greeter returns through the
SWISHING double doors, but remains hesitating near the
entrance.

ANGELA
Where are you going?

Madison sticks her head back out of the passenger side
door’s window. She raises her hand, waving an envelope.

MADISON
(to DRIVER 2)

I’ll give you Tony’s bonus if
you’ll drive me back.

Angela becomes even more infuriated. The beginning of a
temper tantrum begins to show in her reddening face and
tapping feet.

ANGELA
(yelling)

You said Monday! Through the
weekend!

MEDIUM: DRIVER 2

Driver 2 SLAMS the trunk shut and without another glance to
Angela, runs around to the driver’s side door.

EXT. HILTON AMERICAS

ANGELA (CONT’D)
Traitor! You can’t leave me! You .
. . bitch!

Town car STARTS. It pulls out of the driveway and back out
onto the road in the direction of the airport.

Angela watches the car. She YELLS in frustration after it.
Then she turns back to look at the hotel, notices the
Greeter still hanging back by the entrance.
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ANGELA
(shouting and gesturing back
to Greeter)

Hey! You there--

Greeter dashes back into the hotel.

CLOSE UP: HILTON AMERICAS DOUBLE DOOR ENTRANCE

ANGELA (O.S.)
Are you kidding me? What is wrong
with the world--

The doors SWISH closed after the Greeter.

EXT. FIELD OUTSIDE HOUSTON - SAME TIME

The limousine pulls off a dirt/gravel road into the middle
of a deserted field. It’s thick with long grass. Beside the
limousine’s headlights and the sheen of light from the moon,
it’s almost pitch black dark. Tires SCREECH slightly as the
limousine pulls to a halt.

INT. LIMOUSINE - BACK SEAT

JAMES peers out the window. He moves a hand toward his seat
belt, but does not unbuckle it.

He slides his cellphone out of his pocket and looks down at
it.

CLOSE UP: CELLPHONE

The screen still reads, "No service."

MEDIUM: BACK SEAT

James grimaces and jams the phone back into his pocket.

SWISH as the partition between the two seats drops back down
into the car. James turns to watch it, dropping his hand
away from the seat belt buckle.

MEDIUM: PARTITION

Partition falling reveals DRIVER 1. He takes his hands off
the steering wheel and looks up into the rear view mirror.

CLOSE UP: REAR VIEW MIRROR

Driver 1 looks back through the mirror’s reflection at
James.
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MEDIUM: BACK SEAT

James moves out of his seat toward the partition, unbuckling
his belt.

JAMES
Where have you taken me?

DRIVER 1
Here we are.

Beat.

JAMES
Here? You’ve taken me to the middle
of nowhere!

James KNOCKS on the window pane to emphasize his point.

DRIVER 1
This is your final destination.

Driver 1 hits a button and the partition SWISHES back up.
James listens as the front driver’s door OPENS and SHUTS.

EXT. AIRPORT ARRIVALS AREA - SAME TIME

Town car drives down the road and stops next to the same
double doors where it first picked up MADISON and ANGELA
earlier in the night.

INT. TOWN CAR

MADISON unbuckles. She retrieves the envelope from her purse
and offers it to DRIVER 2.

MADISON
Thanks for the extra ride. And
patience.

Driver 2 nods and takes the envelope.

DRIVER 2
You sure you don’t want me to take
you to another hotel? There are
plenty nearby--

Madison shakes her head, cutting him off. She opens the door
and gets out. She looks back through the open door at Driver
2.
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MADISON
This’ll be fine. It’s only a few
hours until the first flight.

Madison smiles and shuts the door.

INT. LIMOUSINE - AROUND THE SAME TIME

DRIVER 1 opens the side door next to JAMES. He stands at
attention, waiting for James to exit. James stares up at
him, but does not move to leave.

DRIVER 1
Sir?

JAMES
Please. Just take me back to the
airport.

Driver 1 shakes his head.

DRIVER 1
I’m afraid I cannot accommodate
that request.

Driver 1 leans into the limousine.

CLOSE UP: DRIVER 1

Driver 1 stares at James.

DRIVER 1 (CONT’D)
From what I know of your journey,
this is your next destination.

MEDIUM: DRIVER 1

Driver 1 straightens up and gestures for James to leave the
car.

EXT: AIRPORT ARRIVALS AREA

MADISON takes her bag from the trunk and walks back to the
double doors. She sits on a bench with her bag beside her.

DRIVER 2 peers out through the window of the town car at
Madison. He gestures to ask if she’s okay. Madison nods.

Town car STARTS and pulls away from the driveway, back out
toward the exit.

CLOSE UP: AIRPORT DOUBLE DOORS
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The motion from the car leaving sets off the double doors to
SWISH open again.

CLOSE UP: MADISON

Madison turns to watch the "ghost" as the doors open.

EXT. FIELD OUTSIDE OF HOUSTON - SAME TIME

DRIVER 1 gestures again for JAMES to exit the limousine,
more insistently this time. James tentatively exits and
takes his first step into the long grasses of the field.

Driver 1 watches him walk forward, the force of his stare
telling James to continue stepping into the pitch black
night.

Driver 1 gently closes the limousine door and takes his
first step to follow James into the long, dark grasses in
this deserted field.

EXT. AIRPORT ARRIVALS AREA

MADISON turns away from the doors to face forward again. She
checks her watch, then looks up. Calmly she waits.

CLOSE UP: AIRPORT DOUBLE DOORS

The double doors SWISH closed.

END




