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			Introduction

			When Applause first asked me to edit both a monologue and a scene book for “mature actors,” I had some hesitation. 

			I figured that “mature” was a code word for “old,” which meant that the starting age for characters would likely be around fifty-five or sixty. A few characters from well-known plays came to mind right away: George and Martha from Edward Albee’s Who’s Afraid of Virginia Woolf?, King Lear from Shakespeare’s eponymous play, and Mrs. Warren from George Bernard Shaw’s Mrs. Warren’s Profession, not to mention Winnie from Happy Days and Krapp from Krapp’s Last Tape, both by Samuel Beckett. But would there be enough interesting characters from published plays (a criteria) to fill one book, much less two? 

			But then Applause informed me that the minimum age for “mature” characters was in fact going to be forty years old. This opened up a huge swath of other plays that could now be considered. In the end, I decided against using material from any of the characters who had first come to my mind, feeling that these monologues were already sufficiently anthologized. I was hoping to find pieces that were less familiar, characters who could live beside George and Martha and Winnie and King Lear as avatars of aging, while also including others who reflected the youthful pursuits of the “mature”—our immaturity, if you will.

			The fact is, age itself—that is, the concept of aging—has changed drastically in recent times. People live longer than ever, through a combination of modern medicine and healthier lifestyles. Not only that but there is an expectation of maintaining a high quality of life for a longer time than ever—certainly through one’s seventies, even eighties. At the same time, the focus on youth culture (at least here in the USA) has never been more intense, with figures like Justin Bieber and Miley Cyrus and One Direction (soon to be replaced by new paragons of young-ness) dominating the headlines. Men over forty still do their best to forestall age by pursuing fleeting images of their youth, while women over forty are still too often ignored or taken for granted. The salient fact, though, is that being over forty now can mean many different—often contradictory—things, and the age-old stereotypes of old age don’t really apply anymore. 

			So when I went looking for monologues from published plays for this book, I did my best to find pieces that reflected a variety of personal experience, along with a sense of all the social upheavals that have influenced the lives of those who are forty and older—a group so often misleadingly depicted as set in our ways. In addition, having spent a few years early on as a working actor—and having participated in many auditions as a playwright, director, producer, literary manager, friend, or consultant—I sought out monologues that I hoped would give performers (and would-be performers) active material to work from that could show off their strengths. That is, an audition is a one-to-three minute opportunity to impress a few strangers with how special you are, how you are the one and only person who is right for the role in question. In order to do this, actors need a monologue with a strong action—like Big Daddy’s explosive rage or Eve Ensler’s lament for a successful woman’s obsession with body image—to provide a way to showcase the distinctive expressivity each performer is capable of. It seems to me that such qualities could also make these monologues useful for acting classes. I certainly hope so. 

			Frequently auditions require actors to bring in monologues from classical plays, so I have included a sprinkling of such pieces to choose from. I want to emphasize that there is an abundance of great monologues from the plays of Sophocles, Aeschylus, Euripides, Plautus, Aristophanes, Shakespeare and his contemporaries, John Webster and his contemporaries, Molière, Goldoni, Goethe, Schiller, Corneille, and so many others. I encourage actors to immerse yourselves in such treasures to find (and even self-adapt) the material that works best for you. The same goes for the other monologues in the book—always read the entire plays. You never know what new ideas for character actions this might provide.

			Finally, one more note on the subject of age—90 percent of the plays I researched for monologues did not specify the ages of characters over thirty. Certainly Shakespeare and Molière rarely do. Even contemporary mainstays like Tennessee Williams and Arthur Miller will often refer to a character merely as “middle-aged” or “no longer young.” In other cases, characters are referred to as “late thirties” in plays from a decade or two ago. In some of these plays, I felt that these designations were arbitrary and could equally be applied to someone in his or her forties. In other cases, I felt that a man or woman of forty-plus could just as easily be considered in casting the role. (I don’t believe, however, that this is universally true; your friends may tell you that can still pass for twenty-eight, but that doesn’t mean that it’s a good idea to show up for auditions for characters who are announced as twenty-five to thirty. In fact, that can be a sure way to get a negative mark placed next to your name by an impatient casting director.)

			I want to thank Applause for the opportunity to put together this collection, to Pam Lalor for transcribing most of the monologues, and in particular to Carol Flannery for her editorial expertise and unflagging support. Finally, I sincerely hope that these monologues prove helpful to actors in honing your craft and having successful auditions. I recall something that the actor Jerome Dempsey said to me when I was just starting out, that many actors “grow into” their careers, only attaining professional success after turning forty or fifty or sixty, when he or she attains his/her best “casting type.” (The actor Steve Buscemi comes to mind as an example.) Just like the world itself, the entertainment industry is a volatile place, where anything can happen at any time—hopefully, for you, in a good sense.

			—Stephen Fife

			December 2014

		

	
		
			PART ONE

			MONOLOGUES FOR WOMEN

		

	
		
			Medea

			by Euripides, trans. by Philip Vellacott

			MEDEA is a barbarian queen who has been betrayed by her husband, Jason–the father of her two sons–who has decided to cast her off in favor of a younger princess. MEDEA refuses to accept this, and she lays out her course of action in the following speech.

			Scene

			In front of Jason’s house in Corinth.

			Time

			Ancient Greece (the play premiered in 431 BC).

			MEDEA

			O Zeus! O Justice, daughter of Zeus! O glorious Sun!

			Now I am on the road to victory; now there’s hope!

			I shall see my enemies punished as they deserve.

			Just where my plot was weakest, at that very point

			Help has appeared in this man Aegeus; he is a haven

			Where I shall find safe mooring, once I reach the walls

			Of the city of Athens. Now I’ll tell you all my plans:

			They’ll not make pleasant hearing. First I’ll send a slave

			To Jason, asking him to come to me; and then

			I’ll give him soft talk; tell him he has acted well,

			Tell him I think this royal marriage which he has bought

			With my betrayal is for the best and wisely planned.

			But I shall beg that my children be allowed to stay.

			Not that I would think of leaving sons of mine behind

			On enemy soil for those who hate me to insult;

			But in my plot to kill the princess they must help.

			I’ll send them to the palace bearing gifts, a dress

			Of soft weave and a coronet of beaten gold.

			If she takes and puts on this finery, both she

			And all who touch her with expire in agony;

			With such a deadly poison I’ll anoint my gifts.

			However, enough of that. What makes me cry with pain

			Is the next thing I have to do. I will kill my sons,

			No one shall take my children from me. When I have made

			Jason’s whole house a shambles, I will leave Corinth

			A murderess, flying from my darling children’s blood.

			Yes, I can endure guilt, however horrible;

			The laughter of my enemies I will not endure.

			Now let things take their course. What use is life to me?

			I have no land, no home, no refuge from despair.

			My folly was committed long ago, when I

			Was ready to desert my father’s house, won over

			By eloquence from a Greek, whom with God’s help I now

			Will punish. He shall never see alive again

			The sons he had from me. From his new bride he never

			Shall breed a son; she by my poison, wretched girl,

			Must die a hideous death. Let no one think of me

			As humble or weak or passive; let them understand

			I am of a different kind: dangerous to my enemies,

			Loyal to my friends. To such a life glory belongs.

		

	
		
			A Midsummer
Night’s Dream

			by William Shakespeare

			Within the magical forest of Shakespeare’s play, a battle of wills has been going on between the King and Queen of the Fairies—OBERON and TITANIA, respectively. They fight over an Indian “changeling boy,” who OBERON wants returned to him. The boy’s mother was a follower of TITANIA’s, and she refuses to give him back; facing her royal partner here, TITANIA confronts him with the consequences of their conflict.

			Scene

			The forest outside Athens.

			Time

			A moonlit night.

			TITANIA 

			These are the forgeries of jealousy;

			And never, since the middle summer’s spring,

			Met we on hill, in dale, forest, or mead,

			By paved fountain or by rushy brook,

			Or in the beached margent of the sea,

			To dance our ringlets to the whistling wind,

			But with thy brawls thou hast disturb’d our sport.

			Therefore, the winds, piping to us in vain,

			As in revenge, have suck’d up from the sea

			Contagious fogs; which falling in the land

			Hath every pelting river made so proud

			That they have overborne their continents.

			The ox hath therefore stretch’d his yoke in vain,

			The ploughman lost his sweat, and the green corn

			Hath rotted ere his youth attain’d a beard;

			The fold stands empty in the drowned field,

			The nine men’s morris is fill’d up with mud,

			And the quaint mazes in the wanton green

			For lack of tread are undistinguishable.

			The human mortals want their winter here;

			No night is now with hymn or carol bless’d.

			Therefore the moon, the governess of floods,

			Pale in her anger, washes all the air,

			That rheumatic diseases do abound.

			And thorough this distemperature we see

			The seasons alter: hoary-headed frosts

			Fall in the fresh lap of the crimson rose,

			And on old Hiems thin and icy crown

			An odorous chaplet of sweet summer buds

			Is, as in mockery, set. The spring, the summer,

			The chiding autumn, angry winter, change

			Their wonted liveries, and the mazed world, 

			By their increase, now know not which is which.

			And this same progeny of evils comes

			From our debate, from our dissension;

			We are their parents and original.

		

	
		
			Hippolytus

			by Euripides, trans. by David Grene

			PHAEDRA is consumed with shame and guilt because of her attraction to her stepson, HIPPOLYTUS. Here, she tells the CHORUS what she intends to do about it.

			Scene

			In front of the royal palace at Troezen.

			Time

			Day, ancient Greece.

			PHAEDRA

			Hear me, you women of Troezen who live

			in this extremity of land, this anteroom to Argos.

			Many a time in night’s long empty spaces

			I have pondered on the causes of life’s shipwreck.

			I think that our lives are worse than the mind’s quality

			would warrant. There are many who know virtue.

			We know the good, we apprehend it clearly.

			But we can’t bring it to achievement. Some

			are betrayed by their own laziness, and others

			value some other pleasure above virtue.

			There are many pleasures in a woman’s life—

			long gossiping talks and leisure, that sweet curse.

			Then there is shame that thwarts us. Shame is of two kinds.

			The one is harmless, but the other a plague.

			For clarity’s sake, we should not talk of “shame,”

			a single word for two quite different things.

			These then are my thoughts. Nothing can now seduce me

			to the opposite opinion. I will tell you

			in my own case the track which my mind followed.

			At first when love had struck me, I reflected

			how best to bear it. Silence was my first plan.

			Silence and concealment. For the tongue

			is not to be trusted: it can criticize

			another’s faults, but on its own possessor

			it brings a thousand troubles.

			Then I believed that I could conquer love,

			conquer it with discretion and good sense.

			And when that too failed me, I resolved to die.

			And death is the best plan of them all. Let none of you

			dispute that.

			It would always be my choice

			to have my virtues known and honored. So

			when I do wrong I could not endure to see

			a circle of condemning witnesses.

			I know what I have done: I know the scandal:

			and all too well I know that I am a woman,

			object of hate to all. Destruction light

			upon the wife who herself plays the tempter

			and strains her loyalty to her husband’s bed

			by dalliance with strangers. In the wives

			of noble houses first this taint begins:

			when wickedness approves itself to those

			of noble birth, it will surely be approved

			by their inferiors. Truly, too, I hate

			lip-worshippers of chastity who own

			a lecherous daring when they have privacy.

			O Cypris, Sea-Born Goddess, how can they

			look frankly in the faces of their husbands 

			and never shiver with fear lest their accomplice,

			the darkness, and the rafters of the house

			take voice and cry aloud?

			This then, my friends, is my destruction:

			I cannot bear that I should be discovered

			a traitor to my husband and my children.

			God grant them rich and glorious life in Athens—

			famous Athens—freedom in word and deed,

			and from their mother an honorable name.

			It makes the stoutest-hearted man a slave

			if in his soul he knows his parents’ shame.

			The proverb runs: “There is one thing alone

			that stands the brunt of life throughout its course,

			a quiet conscience,” . . . a just and quiet conscience

			whoever can attain it.

			Time holds a mirror, as for a young girl,

			and sometimes as occasion falls, he shows us

			the ugly rogues of the world. I would not wish

			that I should be seen among them.

		

	
		
			Coriolanus

			by William Shakespeare

			VOLUMNIA, sixties, is the strong-willed mother of Caius Martius, the Roman warrior-general who later was given the name of Coriolanus. She has become the last line of defense for Rome when Coriolanus returns from exile with the Volscian army and is about to destroy the city. 

			Scene

			The outskirts of Rome.

			Time

			Ancient Rome. The evening before the Volscian army will sack the city.

			VOLUMNIA

			Nay, go not from us thus.

			If it were so that our request did tend 

			To save the Romans, thereby to destroy

			The Volsces whom you serve, you might condemn us

			As poisonous of your honor. No, our suit 

			Is that you reconcile them: while the Volsces

			May say “This mercy we have showed,” the Romans

			“This we received,” and each on either side

			Give the all-hail to thee and cry “Be blest

			For making up this peace!” Thou know’st, great son,

			The end of war’s uncertain; but this is certain,

			That if thou conquer Rome, the benefit 

			Which thou shalt thereby reap is such a name

			Whose repetition will be dogged with curses,

			Whose chronicle thus writ: “The man was noble,

			But with his last attempt he wiped it out,

			Destroyed his country, and his name remains

			To the ensuing age abhorred.” Speak to me, son,

			Thou hast affected the fine strains of honor,

			To imitate the graces of the gods,

			To tear with thunder the wide cheeks o’ the air,

			And yet to charge thy sulfur with a bolt

			That should but rive an oak. Why dost not speak?

			Think’st thou it honorable for a noble man

			Still to remember wrongs? Daughter, speak you,

			He cares not for your weeping. Speak thou, boy.

			Perhaps thy childishness will move him more

			Than can our reasons. There’s no man in the world

			More bound to his mother, yet here he lets me prate

			Like one i’ the stocks. Thou hast never in thy life

			Showed thy dear mother any courtesy,

			When she, poor hen, fond of no second brood,

			Has clucked thee to the wars and safely home,

			Laden with honor. Say my request’s unjust,

			And spurn me back. But if it be not so,

			Thou art not honest, and the gods will plague thee

			That thou restrain’st from me the duty which

			To a mother’s part belongs.—He turns away.

			Down, ladies. Let us shame him with our knees.

			To his surname “Corolianus” belongs more pride

			Than pity to our prayers. Down! And end.

			This is the last.

			[She kneels down.]

			So we will to Rome,

			And die among our neighbors.

		

	
		
			The Duchess of Malfi

			by John Webster

			The DUCHESS marries beneath her for love, but only suffering and violence result.

			Scene

			The Duchess’s palace in Malfi, Italy.

			Time

			The latter part of the sixteenth century.

			DUCHESS 

			I prithee, who is greatest? Can you tell?

			Sad tales befit my woe: I’ll tell you one.

			A salmon, as she swam unto the sea,

			Met with a dogfish, who encounters her

			With this rough language: “Why art though so bold

			To mix thyself with our high state of floods,

			Being no eminent courtier, but one

			That for the calmest and fresh time o’ the year

			Dost live in shallow rivers, rankst thyself

			With silly smelts and shrimps? And darest thou

			Pass by our dogship without reverence?”

			“O,” quoth the salmon, “sister, be at peace:

			Thanks Jupiter we both have passed the net!

			Our value never can be truly known,

			Till in the fisher’s basket we be shown:

			I’ the market then my price may be the higher,

			Even when I am nearest to the cook and fire.”

			So to great men the moral may be stretched:

			Men oft are valued high when they’re most wretched.

			But come, whither you please. I am armed ’gainst misery;

			Bent to all sways of the oppressor’s will.

			There’s no deep valley but near some great hill.

		

	
		
			The Conduct of Life 

			by MariA Irene Fornes

			LETITIA, mid-forties, is trying to save herself from a loveless marriage by getting an education.

			Scene

			A Latin American country—the suburban home of Orlando, a sadomasochistic military officer.

			Time

			The present.

			LETITIA

			He told me that he didn’t love me and that his sole relationship to me was simply a marital one. What he means is that I am to keep his house, and he is to provide for it. That’s what he said. That explains why he treats me the way he treats me. I never understood why he did, but now it’s clear. He doesn’t love me. I thought he loved me and that he stayed with me because he loved me and that’s why I didn’t understand his behavior. But now I know, because he told me that he sees me as a person who runs the house. I never understood that because I would have never—if he had said, “Would you marry me to run my house even if I don’t love you.” I would have never—I would have never believed what I was hearing. I would have never believed that these words were coming out of his mouth. Because I loved him. 

			He has no respect for me. He is insensitive. He doesn’t listen. You cannot reach him. He is deaf. He is an animal. Nothing touches him except sensuality. He responds to food, to the flesh. To music sometimes, if it is romantic. To the moon. He is romantic but he is not aware of what you are feeling. I can’t change him. I’ll tell you why I asked you to come. Because I want something from you. I want you to educate me. I want to study. I want to study so I am not an ignorant person. I want to go to the university. I want to be knowledgeable. I’m tired of being ignored. I want to study political science. Is political science what diplomats study? Is that what it is? You have to teach me elemental things because I never finished grammar school. I would have to study a great deal. A great deal so I could enter the university. I would have to go through all the subjects. I would like to be a woman who speaks in a group and have others listen. 

		

	
		
			A Cheever Evening

			by A. R. Gurney

			ALICE tells about a particular bar of soap that has taken on great significance for her.

			Scene

			The bedroom of Laura, Alice’s friend.

			Time

			The present.

			ALICE

			Scary, hell. You’re very, very lucky. You don’t know how lucky you are. 

			[Brushing her hair angrily.]

			I have this cake of soap. I mean, I had this cake of soap. Somebody gave it to me when I was married. Some maid, some music teacher. It was good English soap, the kind I liked, and I decided to save it for when Larry made a killing and could take me to Bermuda. First I thought I could use it when he got the job in Hartford. Then when we went to Boston. And then, when he got work here, I thought maybe this time, maybe now I get to take the kids out of public schools and pay the bills and move out of those second-rate rentals we’ve been living in. Well, last week, I was looking through my bureau drawers, and there it was, this cake of soap. It was all cracked, so I threw it out. I threw it out because I knew I never was going to have a chance to use it. I’m never going to Bermuda. I’m never even going to get to Florida. I’ll never get out of hock, ever, ever, ever. For the rest of my life, for the rest of my life, I’ll be wearing ragged slips and torn nightgowns and shoes that hurt. And every taxi driver and doorman and head waiter in this town is going to know in a minute that I haven’t got five bucks in this black imitation-suede purse that I’ve been brushing and brushing and brushing for the past ten years. 

			[She sits down next to LAURA.]

			How do you rate it, Laura? What’s so wonderful about you that you get a break like this? 

			[She runs her fingers down LAURA’s arm.] 

			Can I rub it off you? Will that make me lucky? I swear to Jesus I would murder somebody if I thought it would bring us any money. I’d wring somebody’s neck—yours, anybody’s—I swear to Jesus I would—! 

			[She stops herself.]

			Well, anyway. Thanks for the perfume. 

			[She hurries off.]

		

	
		
			Six Degrees of Separation

			by John Guare

			OUISA KITTREDGE, forty-three, is a very attractive society woman who seems to have everything—except a strong connection to her own life. Then PAUL, a young black con artist, comes into her life, pretending to be Sidney Poitier’s son; and she is shaken out of her well-heeled comfort zone.

			Scene

			The elegant Fifth Avenue residence of Ouisa and Flanders Kittredge, NYC.

			Time

			Early evening.

			OUISA

			I read somewhere that everyone on this planet is separated by only six other people. Six degrees of separation. Between us and everybody else on this planet. The president of the United States. A gondolier in Venice. Fill in the names. I find that (a) tremendously comforting that we’re so close and (b) like Chinese water torture that we’re so close. Because you have to find the right six people to make the connection. It’s not just big names. It’s anyone. A native in a rain forest. A Tierra del Fuegan. An Eskimo. I am bound to everyone on this planet by a trail of six people. It’s a profound thought. How Paul found us. How to find the man whose son he pretends to be. Or perhaps is his son, though I doubt it. How every person is a new door, opening into other worlds. Six degrees of separation between me and everyone else on this planet. But to find the right six people.

		

	
		
			The Last Time We Saw Her

			by Jane Anderson

			FRAN, mid-forties, an attractive woman wearing a tasteful middle-management business ensemble, tries to explain to her set-in-his-ways boss, HUNTER, that she’s having a little problem at work.

			Scene

			An executive office.

			Time

			During the workday.

			FRAN

			As you know, I’ve made a long-term commitment to the company and I’d like to contribute as much as I can. But there’s something I would like you to be aware of so I can continue here without spending unnecessary energy on this particular issue. My primary goal, really, is to remove any obstacles to my own efficiency level . . . 
And again, this is not something that needs to take up your time, or be a concern or whatever—but I happen to be gay, for whatever that’s worth, and basically I wanted you to be aware of that so that I don’t have to be concerned about you finding out from another source . . . Normally I wouldn’t have brought this to your attention because I believe that, uh, the work is primary, but certain things have become rather problematic for me, and as I said, in order for me to maintain my own efficiency level I’m going to let certain people in the office know about me and I didn’t want that information to reach you without my talking to you first. And that’s really all I needed to say. 

			[Short beat.] 

			Because there’s a certain discomfort when things are left unsaid, you see, it’s like—well, for instance, what if you couldn’t tell your secretary that your wife was your wife. What if you had to make up some story that, uh, your wife was your sister who was sharing the house with you until both of you could afford to live on your own? 

			[Pause.] 

			Because my relationship with Judith—it’s put a very big strain between us. We’ve been together for eight years now. We own a house together. She’s a successful marketing executive. She doesn’t appreciate it when my secretary says, “Fran, your roommate is on the line.” 

			[Longer pause.] 

			I don’t think you understand my situation, Mr. Hunter. I eat lunch alone every day because I’m terrified that people will ask about my personal life. I sit with a sandwich and a Cup O’ Soup at my desk reading old copies of Computer News. People think I’m strange. I’m beginning to think I’m strange. I don’t show up to office parties. I don’t show up to picnics. I don’t have drinks with our clients. When I go away for a conference, after the seminars I go straight to my room and order room service. I don’t have a personality any more. I have nothing to bring home to Judith. We eat dinner in silence. The only conversation is directed to the cat. This is not my idea of a life.

		

	
		
			The Misanthrope

			by Moliere, trans. by Richard Wilbur

			ARSINOE is jealous of the attentions that ALCESTE is lavishing on the younger CELIMENE.

			Scene

			Celimene’s elegant home in Paris.

			Time

			Late seventeenth century.

			ARSINOE 

			[To CELIMENE.]

			Madam, the flame of friendship ought to burn

			Brightest in matters of the most concern,

			And as there’s nothing which concerns us more

			Than honor, I have hastened to your door

			To bring you, as your friend, some information

			About the status of your reputation.

			I visited, last night, some virtuous folk,

			And, quite by chance, it was of you they spoke;

			There was, I fear, no tendency to praise

			Your light behavior and your dashing ways.

			The quantity of gentlemen you see

			And your by now notorious coquetry

			Were both so vehemently criticized

			By everyone, that I was much surprised.

			Of course, I needn’t tell you where I stood;

			I came to your defense as best I could,

			Assured them you were harmless, and declared

			Your soul was absolutely unimpaired. 

			But there are some things, you must realize,

			One can’t excuse, however hard one tries,

			And I was forced at last into conceding

			That your behavior, Madam, is misleading,

			That it makes a bad impression, giving rise

			To ugly gossip and obscene surmise,

			And that if you were more overly good,

			You wouldn’t be so much misunderstood.

			Not that I think you’ve been unchaste—no! no!

			The saints preserve me from a thought so low!

			But mere good conscience never did suffice:

			One must avoid the outward show of vice.

			Madam, you’re too intelligent, I’m sure,

			To think my motives anything but pure

			In offering you this counsel—which I do

			Out of a zealous interest in you.

		

	
		
			The Old Settler

			by John Henry Redwood

			ELIZABETH, fifty-five, and her sister QUILLY, fifty-three, are trying to make ends meet in 1943 Harlem. Then ELIZABETH falls in love with the much younger HUSBAND and makes plans to elope with him.

			Scene

			The living room of the apartment of Elizabeth Borny.

			Time 

			Friday, early evening. Early spring, 1943.

			ELIZABETH 

			[She carries two suitcases and sets them down at the door.]

			Sister Oliver has recommended three women who are looking for a room. She said you could meet each one at the church tomorrow or they can come here. You just have to let her know. 

			[Pause.] 

			I’ve paid the rent for two months in advance. That will give you time to pick the woman you want to rent the room to without feeling rushed. You won’t have to go food shopping for at least a week. 

			[ELIZABETH goes into her pocketbook and removes a piece of paper.]

			I’ll be staying at Miss Mattie Welch’s while I’m in Halifax. You probably don’t remember her. She lives over by our church on Route 301. I send her money to take care of Mama and Papa’s graves. I wrote her address down. She doesn’t have a telephone, but the telephone number is there for Mr. Sessom’s General Store—if you might want to get in touch with me. 

			[Puts the paper on the table next to the receipt.]

			Quilly, we’ve fussed and screamed about this. We’ve even said some things sisters should never say to one another . . . and now we’ve barely talked to each other for almost two weeks . . . and I’m sorry for that. 

			[Pause.]

			Our family is almost over. There’s only you and me left. I don’t know how much time the good Lord has given us to share this earth, so I’m going to keep loving you. I know right now you don’t like me, but I hope you still love me. But I’m still going to leave with Husband tonight on that 9:20 train. And I would like to leave here knowing you’re full of hope and good wishes for me like I would be for you. Now, anytime you want to come down, you come on. Just like it was here, my door will always be open to you . . . my home will always be your home. I’ll come in and say good-bye before I leave.

		

	
		
			A Bright New Boise

			by Samuel D. Hunter

			PAULINE, forty years old, the store manager at a Hobby Lobby, has dedicated herself to bringing this store back from the brink of bankruptcy. Now that it’s become a thriving enterprise, she is not going to let anything endanger it—certainly not a stranger in town with a highly suspicious past.

			Scene

			The employees’ break room at a Hobby Lobby in Boise, Idaho.

			Time

			Morning.

			PAULINE

			I’m gonna say this once, and I hope you understand me.

			[Pause.]

			I took over this store four years ago. The first day I was here, four out of six cashiers called in sick, there were rats in the stock room, and a good quarter of all items on the floor were mis-stocked or mislabeled. The manager before me, this little pip-squeak from Nampa, he saw there was a mold problem in the air ducts, so his solution was to puncture an air freshener and toss it inside. It was chaos, you understand? Corporate told me I was taking over as a temporary measure, to oversee the branch for six months before, they said, they would most likely close it completely. And what did I do? I cleaned it up. I stayed here during nights by myself restocking and organizing, cleaning the air ducts, firing and hiring and basically reshaping this entire store from the ground up. I took out ads in the paper announcing new management and grand reopening sales. Six months later, our profits were up 62 percent, and they’ve been climbing ever since. And it happened because of me. Because I changed everything about this store, I changed the way this store feels, the way it thinks, the fucking ecosystem in this store. And I will not have you or anyone else disrupting the ecosystem I have painstakingly crafted. 

			[Pause.] 

			Listen, personally, I don’t give a shit what you believe. But as far as the good people of Boise are concerned, you are a state-wide embarrassment. And if people were to find out that one of our cashiers is from this wacky little cult up north, they may think about buying their silk flowers somewhere else.

			[Pause.]

			When you’re in this store, just stay away from Alex, understand? And I don’t want anyone else finding out about this church of yours. No customers, no co-workers, no one.

		

	
		
			Tea

			by Velina Hasu Houston

			HIMIKO HAMILTON, forties, was a Japanese war bride who came to Kansas after World War II, married BILLY HAMILTON, and had a daughter, MIEKO—and seeks the harmony of spirit found in the Japanese tea ceremony.

			Scene

			Places in Japan and Kansas, USA.

			Time 

			WWII and the postwar era.

			HIMIKO

			I was born in a storm and it’s never stopped raining. My only blessing is Mieko, my half-Japanese girl. I love her so much, but she was born in my storm, too. For years, I tried to talk to her, but she wasn’t ready. 

			[A sad laugh.] 

			Mieko is so fast, I only know what she looks like from behind. Because she’s always leaving, her big Japanese o-shiri swaying like a flower, out looking for dreams she thinks men are going to give her. So it was a Saturday in May. Mieko wants to make me worry, so she hitchhikes. She’s gone three days. Then the big policeman comes. “Do you have a daughter named Mieko? When’s the last time you saw her, Mrs. Hamilton?” 

			[Breathes hard and fast, forces composure.]

			The last time I saw Mieko is in the dusk. She looks so Japanese, her shoulders curving like gentle hills. “Perfect kimono shoulders,” her grandmother would say. 

			[A beat.] 

			Mieko came home today. Someone made her dirty, stabbed her in the chest many times and then raped her as she died. Left a broom inside my little girl’s body. Her brassiere was shredded by the knife. 

			[A beat.] 

			There is no one for me; there never was. Even my sisters of Japan cannot bless me with sandals to cover my blistered feet as I prepare for the longest journey. 

			[Looks around. Addressing MIEKO when she was five.] 

			Mieko-chan, I see you dancing in my best kimono: all light and laughter and . . . clean! 

			[The delight fades.] 

			No, you all have to let me go now. I have a long walk ahead of me. All ties are unbound, as completely as if they never existed. 

		

	
		
			Appearances

			by Tina Howe

			GRACE, fifties, is the changing room attendant in a big department store. She unburdens herself to IVY, a thirty-year-old office worker, about her daughter DONNA’s upcoming nuptials to KENNY, a speechwriter for the city’s mayor.

			Scene

			A changing room in a large department store, where Ivy is trying on dresses for her office party.

			Time

			Late in the afternoon of a winter day.

			GRACE

			One of Kenny’s sisters was born without legs and another one has extra fingers. I could never handle that. Having handicapped children who break my heart every time I look at them. No thank you! But Kenny’s family is wonderful with them, treats them as natural as you please. You can guess who the star attractions of that wedding are going to be in their matching flower girl dresses and little white gloves . . . Kenny adores those girls, takes them everywhere with him. Even brings them down to the mayor’s office sometimes. The mayor is crazy about them, has their picture right up on his desk alongside the photos of his own kids. He says they’re an inspiration to the entire human race. 

			[Pause.] 

			The one without the legs has these custom-made artificial legs that she hooks on to herself. They’re amazing, they’re so lifelike, the exact same color and texture as her own skin. The thing that really gets me about her, though, and I’m probably a little strange to notice it . . . is every day she’s got on a fresh pair of socks. That’s right, each night she discards the pair she’d been wearing and selects a clean pair for the next day. If you stop and think about it, you realize there’s no way those socks ever get dirty since she doesn’t have feet that get them all sweated up. She’s just a stickler for appearances and insists on fresh socks every day because fresh socks look better than wilted ones! Well, when I look down and see those spanking white socks hugging those little plastic ankles of hers, the cuffs folded just so . . . it brings tears to my eyes! That little girl really takes pride in how she looks! She knows she’s been born with a handicap, but she doesn’t let it get to her. And active . . . ? 
She does everything any normal ten-year-old would do: run, jump, play sports. She’s amazing the way she tears around. And sense of humor? She’s a real mimic, that one . . . you ought to hear her imitate the pop singers . . . though to be perfectly honest, she does give me the creeps a bit; I don’t like being around her. There is trouble in Kenny’s genes and I’m nervous as a witch about him and my Donna having normal kids. Two of his sisters born with missing or extra extremities. One of his brothers has something queer growing out of his ear, and there’s another child no one has ever seen! You can’t turn your back on those things! . . . If Donna has a legless baby, I don’t know what I’ll do . . . I mean, can you imagine watching a toddler trying to get around without any legs . . . ? 
I’d kill myself, just put a gun to my head, I couldn’t take it . . . but then I’d have to take it, wouldn’t I? . . . Put on a brave face like Kenny’s little sister changing her socks every day. People adjust . . . 
I just don’t know if I have it in me. I’m very weak on courage and always have been! I can’t even help a blind person cross the street! As soon as I see one coming with their tapping stick, I try to disappear, hoping to God they can’t really see me after all . . . It’s a terrible failing. I wish I could change. It’s my most fervent prayer, “Please God, make me more accepting!” 

		

	
		
			The Cherry Orchard

			by Anton Chekhov,
trans. by Jean-Claude van Itallie

			MADAME RANEVSKAYA, a once-wealthy landowner, recounts her many bad decisions.

			Scene

			Madame Ranevskaya’s estate in the Russian provinces.

			Time

			The early twentieth century.

			MADAME RANEVSKAYA

			Oh, my sins. I’ve always been reckless with money, tossed it away like a lunatic. Then I married a man who had a genius for debt. Champagne killed him in the end—he was always drunk. Then, oh Lord—another man. I fell in love, became his mistress. Then—my first punishment came like a blow on the head . . . My boy Grisha, my beautiful little boy, was drowned, here in this river. I went away . . . I shut my eyes. I wanted never to come back, never to see this river again . . . I didn’t want to know where I was or what I was doing. I went abroad. But he followed me . . . He was merciless and brutal. He wouldn’t leave me alone. In my villa near Menton, he fell ill and I nursed him. For three years, day and night I had no rest. He exhausted me. He used up my soul. Last year I sold the villa to pay our debts. In Paris he robbed me and went to live with another woman. I tried to poison myself . . . 
So senseless. So humiliating. Then suddenly I felt a yearning for Russia, for my homeland and my little girl . . . 

			[She wipes away her tears.]

			Oh, God have mercy. Forgive my sins. Don’t punish me anymore. 

			[She takes a telegram from her pocket.]

			This came from Paris today. He begs me to forgive him and come back. 

			[She tears up the telegram.]

			I seem to hear music from somewhere. 

			[She listens.]

		

	
		
			Stops Along the Way

			by Jeffrey Sweet

			DONNA, early forties, has left her husband for her former teacher LARRY. Now he is driving her back to her husband’s, but she isn’t convinced that the affair is over.

			Scene

			Larry’s car.

			Time

			The present.

			DONNA 

			How long did you wait? Before telling me it was over? You only said it the other night. But you must have known you were going to say it—what?—days ago. Maybe a week, maybe more. It must have been awful for you. All that time, knowing what you were going to have to say, what you were waiting for the right moment to say. And meanwhile, there I was, bouncing along. Piling on all this unwanted affection. I didn’t have any idea. Tell you what kind of fool I am, I thought it was going pretty well. I thought we were hitting it off pretty good. And all that time, what was really going on was you were waiting, planning. 

			[A beat.] 

			Just how well did you have it planned, Larry? How detailed? Did you outline it like you do with your lectures? Five-by-seven notecards held together by a rubber band?

			You mean that little speech of yours was extemporaneous? Then you have my admiration, boy. You really do. Because it came out a model of . . . I mean, tight and logical and well proportioned. 

			I want to understand. I want to know why we didn’t work out. Because we should have. Or at least we should have lasted longer. I mean, five weeks—Christ! Even a banana republic lasts longer than five weeks.

			I left my husband for you.

			Do you have any idea how I felt that night? I’ve never done anything like that before. Just left. I told Elliot to go to hell and I slammed out the door. With nothing. I didn’t have anything. And I thought, “Jesus, I wish Larry hadn’t moved to Boston, I want to be with him.” And then I thought, why not? So you were in Boston. It’s not like that was the end of the world. Boston. Why not? It was so clear and so right. I hailed a cab to the airport, leapt on the first plane I could, then another cab straight to your door. It wasn’t until then, when I was ringing your bell, not till then that it occurred to me I hadn’t called you first. I didn’t even know if you were in. But then, when you did open the door . . . You didn’t ask me anything. You just immediately held me and made me welcome. God, I loved you so much for that! 

			[A beat.]

			Is there any feeling left, or is it just a matter of responsibility? 

			[A beat.]

			I mean, it doesn’t touch you at all, does it?

		

	
		
			Bee-Luther-Hatchee

			by Thomas Gibbons

			LIBBY PRICE is an elderly African-American woman remembering her hard times growing up—or is she? (Read the play to find out.)

			Scene

			A place in memory—or is it imagination?

			Time

			The present? Perhaps. Or perhaps not.

			LIBBY

			I heard the door of the car open and the conductor come in to collect the tickets.

			I sat real still and tried to be invisible. Usually that ain’t too hard with white folks. Except when it comes to money—then you shine like the sun.

			He stopped next to me and said, Can I see your ticket? I don’t have one, I said. Not lookin’ at him. You can buy one from me, he said. He had a nice voice. I said, I don’t have the money.

			Come with me, he said. Come on. His voice still sounded nice, but there was somethin’ different in it.

			All the people in the car were starin’ at me, I could tell. No one was talkin’. I stood up and followed him all the way up the aisle into the next car . . . the kind that had private compartments. 

			Please, mister, I said. I know I done wrong. Just let me get off at the next stop.

			He grabbed my wrist and started lookin’ through the windows of the compartments. You’re hurtin’ me, I told him. He opened a door and pushed me into an empty compartment. He pulled the shade down on the window. Then he turned around and hit me. Not real hard . . . just enough to let me know. 

			And he said, since you can’t buy a ticket, you’ll have to earn your ride. 

		

	
		
			Catholic School Girls

			by Casey Kurtti

			In this play about growing up Catholic in the 1960s, SISTER MARY LUCILLE, fifties, tells her class what she expects from them.

			Scene

			St. George’s School in a suburb in New York state.

			Time

			1963.

			SISTER MARY LUCILLE

			Sit down. How many times do I have to tell you I don’t want to hear any stressing or laughing in that hallway? I will just sit back and see who gets into Catholic high school and who doesn’t. I have left students back in the eighth grade and I will do it again. Watch your P’s and Q’s. Now, business at hand. In three short weeks the archdiocese of New York will hold the Seventh Annual Forensic Tournament. Six students have submitted speeches on the theme for this year, “Outstanding Current World Leaders.” Mr. Farrell and Miss Howes, your marks are not satisfactory. I want my class to capture that First Prize trophy—fourth year in a row. Mr. Mackenzie, your lisp, while I admire your determination, disqualifies you. Mr. Egan, “Selected Works of Archbishop Fulton Sheen,” approved and good luck. And finally, Wanda Sluska—

			“The Inaugural Address of Our Late Great John Fitzgerald Kennedy,” wise choice, Miss Sluska. Between your elocution and style, Jack Kennedy’s words, and my careful coaching, God will surely be on our side. 

		

	
		
			Occupant

			by Edward Albee

			LOUISE NEVELSON, seventies, tells about wood and how she became a world-renowned sculptor.

			Scene

			A stage.

			Time

			Now.

			NEVELSON

			OK. I want to talk to you about wood. I was wandering around one day and I saw some wood lying in the street—discarded stuff—and I said that looks nice and so I carted it home and I put it in my studio. And then I did it the next day; oh, that looks nice, and so I took it home. And I had people help me. We’d go out for a walk and find wood—broken chairs, banisters, flat pieces, anything—and I’d collect it. I’d worked with wood before. I mean, I’d made sculpture out of wood and ceramic and all, but this was something else. I filled my house with it! My studio! My living area! Mike’s room! My kitchen! The hallways! Everywhere! Finally it was floor to ceiling . . . piled up everywhere! I moved the furniture out so I could have wood. I knew I was going to do something with it, but I didn’t know what. And finally I did. What is all this good wood doing lying around my house in piles? Why is it lying there? Why don’t I . . . and suddenly I knew! Stand it up! Make it all vertical! 

			And it began to happen. 

			Small at first, and then bigger.

			And then I got the idea of stacking up wooden boxes and putting wood inside them.

			And suddenly there it was! And I had a show of it and it was wonderful! It was a whole world! And I looked at it and I started to dance. 

			[She dances.]

			And I danced, and I danced. I never felt more free in my life. 

			[Stops; points.]

			There it was! My world! And I went on.

			Black; black; and then I did white, and then I did gold. And there it was. 

			There it all was.

			All of a sudden I had become me, and I was that!

			Well, no; not just like that. It took a few years and it was better and better and people looked and I had show after show and everything sold, and museums gave me whole rooms to fill, and . . . and I became very famous . . . and I stayed that way. If you finally come into yourself like I did, if you finally know the space you . . . occupy . . . well, then . . . you go on. You don’t relax; you don’t . . . bask in it. Now they want you; you’re famous and they’re throwing around words like great and magnificent, and so you go right on. You work harder than ever. You turn the world into one huge Nevelson. It was . . . fucking . . . wonderful. And what was wonderful was what I’d always known would happen—deep inside of me—if I could only ever find it, if I could only hang on.

		

	
		
			Intimate Apparel

			by Lynn Nottage

			MRS. DICKSON is a refined African-American woman in her fifties who runs a rooming house in lower Manhattan. Here she tells ESTHER, one of her boarders, about how she got this house.

			Scene

			Esther’s boudoir in Mrs. Dickson’s rooming house, NYC.

			Time

			1905.

			MRS. DICKSON

			My mother wanted me to marry up. She was a washerwoman and my father was the very married minister of our mission. He’s there proudly every Sunday, determined to gain God’s favor. Marry good. She didn’t ever want to be embarrassed of my fingers the way she was of hers. I’d watch her put witch hazel and hot oil on her delicate hands, but they remained raw and chapped and she kept them hidden inside gray wool gloves. In the winter they’d bleed so bad sometimes, but she’d plunge her hands into the hot water without flinching, knead and scrub the clothing clean. Fold and press for hours and hours, the linen, the bedding, the stockings and the britches, sometimes wearing the frayed gloves so as not to leave bloodstains on her precious laundry. She wouldn’t even let me help her, she didn’t want my hands to show the markings of labor. I was going to marry up. Love was an entirely impractical thing for a woman in her position. “Look what love done to me,” Mama used to say. “Look what love done to me.” 

			[A moment.]

			So I did what was necessary to gain favor. I allowed myself to be flattered by gentlemen. You understand? Yes, this “pretty” gal done things, un-pretty things, for this marble mantle, gaslights in every room, a player piano and an indoor toilet.

			Bless this broken-down soul. He had fine suits and perfect dictation, and was too high on opium to notice that he was married. But I would not be a washerwoman if it killed me. And I have absolutely marvelous hands to prove it. 

			[MRS. DICKSON laughs, displaying her hands.]

		

	
		
			The Secret Mirror,
a Collage Play

			by Joyce Carol Oates

			The WIFE to the Great Man, fifties, attractive, self-effacing, has some secrets of her own to share.

			Scene

			A photo-op for her husband, the Great Man.

			Time

			Now.

			WIFE

			[Steps out from beside her famous spouse, abandons her supportive pose, to audience.}

			You all know me—though maybe not my name or face. I’m the wife of the Great Man. Oh, I’ve been the Great Man’s wife for years, I’ve hovered here in the background for years. Naturally, I’m not his first wife, or even his second—they’re ancient history.

			[Pause.]

			I’m never jealous, I’m beyond that. You could say I’m happy, just hovering. And waiting.

			[Pause.] 

			I have a secret.

			[She returns to being the WIFE, gives her husband a devoted look while he speaks, then turns back to the audience.]

			He basks in my loving attention—he always has. That’s how I won him, thirty years ago. I loved him then, for a while. He doesn’t see me but he sees the love shining in my eyes, that’s enough for him. He sees how completely dependent I am upon him, like a plant needing the sun. He thinks he sees. My secret is—

			[She smiles lovingly at her husband, then speaks again to the audience.]

			I loathe him. He doesn’t know how I’m hovering waiting for harm—hurt—sorrow—humiliation—oh, any kind of horror!—to befall him. Of course he’s unfaithful to me. I know. I’ve always known, from the first. And I know that—thinking me hopelessly stupid—he doesn’t know I know.

			[She smiles.]

			Yes—I’m faithful to him. A sign in his eyes of my lack of imagination, my “feminine” weakness. Really it’s because men don’t interest me much. They never did, to tell the truth. My secret is a simple one: I’m the Great Man’s wife so that I can outlive him.

			[She returns to her supportive role, joining unseen others in clapping politely for her husband, then turns back to the audience.]

			You’ve noticed—everyone has, and biographers will comment on it—how my face lights up in his presence. My eyes—oh, my eyes shine like a young girl’s! I repay sarcasm with sweetness, rudeness with gentleness, coarseness with delicacy. A few of the Great Man’s closest friends have guessed my secret, it’s true, but they can’t—and they will never—know.

			[She feigns concern for the Great Man, helping to lower him into a reclining chair and puts a blanket over his legs; then she sits beside him with an air of satisfaction.]

			Ah—already I’m settling into a comfortable perch at his bedside! It’s morning in this nameless white place and the old fool is blind maybe, or deaf, or both, the thing that’s devouring him has made his “manhood” an old joke, or was it a stroke that hit him?—like the blow of an ax I didn’t wield—not I!

			[She hurries to fetch the mail, returning with a dozen or more envelopes. She sits, opening the envelopes with pleasure.]

			Best of all, I love reading his mail—our mail. He’s popular and his popularity will continue after his death. 

			[Opens a letter, scans it quickly.]

			Letters from total strangers, letters from old friends— 

			[She tosses that letter aside, opens another.]

			Old lovers—

			[She crumples that letter, tosses it aside, opens another.]

			Begging letters, homage letters, letters from students, letters from would-be parasites whose ambition—too late!—is to meet the Great Man and to attach their empty lives to his, hoping to kindle a need in him for their adoration, hoping to burrow into his life, hoping even to marry him—outlive him—become his widow. Too late. 

		

	
		
			Fefu and Her Friends

			by Maria Irene Fornes

			PAULA, forty, is from a working-class background. She struggles with her own insecurities when she is around friends who come from wealth.

			Scene

			The living room of Fefu’s country home in New England.

			Time

			Night. Spring 1935.

			PAULA

			We were young. That’s why it was difficult. On my first year I thought you were all very happy. I had been so deprived in my childhood that I believed the rich were all happy. During the summer you spent your vacations in Europe or the Orient. I went to work and I resented that. But then I realized that many lives are ruined by poverty and many lives are ruined by wealth. I was always able to manage. And I think I enjoyed myself as much when I went to Revere Beach on my day off as you did when you visited the Taj Mahal. Then, when I stopped feeling envy, I started noticing the waste. I began feeling contempt for those who, having everything a person can ask for, make such a mess of it. I resented them because they were not better than the poor. If you have all you need, you should be generous. If you can afford to go to school, your mind should be better. If you didn’t have to fight for your place on earth, you should be nobler. But I saw them cheating and grabbing like the kids in the slums, or wasting away with self-indulgence. And I saw them be plain stupid. If there is a reason why some are rich while others starve, it must be so they put everything they have at the service of others. They should take the responsibility of everything that happens in the world. They are the only ones who can influence things. The poor don’t have the power to change things. I think we should teach the poor and let the rich take care of themselves. I’m sorry. I know that’s what we’re doing. That’s what Emma has been doing. I’m sorry . . . 
I guess I feel it’s not enough. 

		

	
		
			Long Day’s Journey 
Into Night

			by Eugene O’Neill

			MARY TYRONE, sixties, is the wife of the famous but miserly actor JAMES TYRONE. The birth of her second son, EUGENE, led to her becoming addicted to painkillers. Now she speaks to the family housekeeper, CATHLEEN, smiling shyly like an innocent convent girl.

			Scene

			The Tyrone family home in seaside Connecticut, near New London.

			Time

			Early evening, August 1912.

			MARY 

			If you think Mr. Tyrone is handsome now, Cathleen, you should have seen him when I first met him. He had the reputation of being one of the best-looking men in the country. The girls in the convent who had seen him act, or seen his photographs, use to rave about him. He was a great matinee idol then, you know. You can imagine how excited I was when my father wrote me he and James Tyrone had become friends, and that I was to meet him when I came home for Easter vacation. I showed the letter to all the girls, and how envious they were! My father took me to see him act first. It was a play about the French Revolution and the leading part was a nobleman. I couldn’t take my eyes off him. I wept when he was thrown in prison—and then was so mad at myself because I was afraid my eyes and nose would be red. My father had said we’d go backstage to his dressing room right after the play, and so we did. I was so bashful all I could do was stammer and blush like a little fool. But he didn’t seem to think I was a fool. I know he liked me the first moment we were introduced. I guess my eyes and nose couldn’t have been red, after all. I was really very pretty then, Cathleen. And he was handsomer than my wildest dream, in his make-up and his nobleman’s costume that was so becoming to him. He was different from all ordinary men, like someone from another world. At the same time he was simple, and kind, and unassuming, not a bit stuck-up or vain. I fell in love right then. So did he, he told me afterwards. I forgot all about becoming a nun or a concert pianist. All I wanted was to be his wife. Thirty-six years ago, but I can see it as clearly as if it were tonight! We’ve loved each other ever since. And in all those thirty-six years, there has never been a breath of scandal about him. I mean, with any other woman. Never since he met me. That has made me very happy, Cathleen. It has made me forgive so many other things. 

		

	
		
			Aunt Dan and Lemon

			by Wallace Shawn

			LEMON’s MOTHER tells her daughter about her first meeting with AUNT DAN, who became the most important person in their family’s life.

			Scene

			You decide.

			Time

			You decide.

			MOTHER 

			I loved the dawn at Oxford. I loved the way my room looked when I would draw the curtain, and that little bit of gray light would come in and spill over my books. I loved the way the books looked in that dim light—dusty, cold, delicious. I remember there was a whole winter when every morning I got up at dawn, brushed my teeth, made myself a big pot of coffee, and then sat down at my desk, which was right by the window, and I wouldn’t get up until it was almost noon. And I remember that sometimes when I would stand up after so many hours of reading poetry—it was the English poetry of the seventeenth century—I would be giddy and unsteady on my feet until I had rushed to my cupboard and eaten a hard-boiled egg and a bun and a big square of chocolate, all in about a minute and a half. And then I would go out, and that same winter I’d discovered this huge meadow near the edge of town where I used to take walks. And one afternoon as I walked along I saw another girl who was walking along also, and as I was looking at her, she looked over at me. And then a few days later, I saw her again, and we found ourselves staring at each other. Finally it happened again a few days later, and the other girl decided to introduce herself. She marched up with a sort of mischievous grin, extended her hand, and announced in a forthright American accent, “My name’s Danielle.” And you know, Dan in those days used to wear these delicate white Victorian blouses and these rough nineteenth-century men’s caps, and I’d never met anyone quite like her in my life. So we walked together for a little while, and then I said to her, “Well, why don’t you come back to my room for tea?” And so we went back, and we talked for a very long time, and we drank a lot of tea and got very excited, and we drank some sherry that I’d put away somewhere, and I told her things I hadn’t told people whom I’d known for years. I was shocked at first when she said she was a tutor, but I quickly got used to it, and a week or so later she came back again, and then she came once again. And a few weeks later she brought one of her friends—another American—and it was your father, of course. 

		

	
		
			Cloud 9

			by Caryl Churchill

			In this play about gender roles, BETTY, forties, relates a discovery to friends that changed her life.

			Scene

			A public park.

			Time

			Afternoon in late summer.

			BETTY

			I used to think Clive was the one who liked sex. But then I found I missed it. I used to touch myself when I was very little, I thought I’d invented something wonderful. I used to do it to go to sleep with or to cheer myself up, and one day it was raining and I was under the kitchen table, and my mother saw me with my hand under my dress rubbing away, and she dragged me out so quickly I hit my head and it bled and I was sick, and nothing was said, and I never did it again till this year. I thought if Clive wasn’t looking at me there wasn’t a person there. And one night in bed in my flat I was so frightened I started touching myself. I thought my hand might go through into space. I touched my face, it was there, my arm, my breast, and my hand went down where I thought it shouldn’t, and I thought well there is somebody there. It felt very sweet, it was a feeling from very long ago, it was very soft, just barely touching, and I felt myself gathering together more and more and I felt angry with Clive and angry with my mother and I went on and on defying them, and there was this vast feeling growing in me and all around me and they couldn’t stop me and no one could stop me and I was there and coming and coming. Afterwards I thought I’d betrayed Clive. My mother would kill me. But I felt triumphant because I was a separate person from them. And I cried because I didn’t want to be. But I don’t cry about it anymore. Sometimes I do it three times in one night and it really is great fun. 

		

	
		
			Lives of the
Great Waitresses

			by Nina Shengold

			KAY is a waitress in her forties, African-American and a born-again Christian. She has learned some things in her years waiting on customers.

			Scene

			The restaurant where she works.

			Time

			The present.

			KAY 

			[She is rolling flatware in napkins.]

			You either got it, or you don’t. If you don’t, you won’t ever. So don’t even bother. Don’t strain. Oh, there’s things you can learn, sure. The fine points. The stance. “Heat that up for you?” “Toasted?” But, honey—scratch that, make it hon—a truly great waitress is born. You get what I mean? It’s a feel thing. Deep under the bones of your bones. In your cells. Some reporter once asked Louis Armstrong what “swing” meant. Louis looked at the guy dead in the eyeball and said, “If you gotta ask, you’ll never know.” He would’ve made a great waitress.

			My very first diner, we had one. Flo Kelly. A goddess in supp-hose. Flo was all waitress. She could fill two dozen shakers one-handed and never spill one grain of salt. She could carry eight Hungry Man specials lined up on her arm like a charm bracelet. Flo could serve pie a la mode so it looked like Mount Everest topping the clouds. She poured gravy like tropical rain. In Flo’s maraschino-nailed fingers, the short-order carousel spun like the Wheel of Fortune, and never, not once, did a customer’s coffee get cold.

			Well, I mean to tell you, that diner was hers. If Jesus Himself amen came in and sat down to supper, he would’ve tipped double. Then one Blue-Plate Special, right after the lunch rush, Flo hung up her hairnet, cashed in her checks, and went sunny-side up. And that’s when the Lord took my order. I knew what I was. I was called. 

			[She steps closer.]

			Look in my eyes. I know my mysteries way beyond menus. I have felt the Lord’s love pierce my heart like a skewer through gyros. I have seen Jesus weep ice-kold milk with a K.

			[She holds out her hand.]

			Heat that up for you, Hon?

		

	
		
			All Over

			by Edward Albee

			A famous man has died. His MISTRESS, sixties, reflects to his WIFE on what she will do next.

			Scene

			The famous man’s deathbed, a room in his New York mansion.

			Time

			Evening.

			THE MISTRESS 

			I don’t know. I’ve thought about it, of course, and nothing seems much good. I’m not a drinker, and I’m far too old for drugs. I’ve thought of taking a very long trip, of going places I’ve not been before—we’ve not been—but there’s quite a lot against that, too. Do I want to forget, or do I want to remember? If the choice comes down to masochism or cowardice, then maybe best do nothing. Though I must do something. The sad thing is, I’ve seen so many of them, the ones who are suddenly without their men, going back to places they have known together, sitting on terraces and looking about. They give the impression of wanting to be recognized, as if the crowd in Cannes that year had all the people from the time before and someone would come and say hello. They overdress, which is something that they never would have done before: at three in the afternoon they’re wearing frocks and evening jewelry, and their make-up is for the dim of the cocktail lounge and not the sun. I’m not talking of the women who fell apart. No, I mean the straight ladies who are mildly startled by everything, as if something they could not quite place were not quite right. Well, it is all the things they have come there to not admit—that the present is not the past, that they must order for themselves, and trust no one. And the groups are even worse, those three or four who make the trips together, those convoys of bewildered widows, talking about their husbands as if they’d gone to a stag, or were at the club. There’s a coarsening in that, a lack of respect for oneself, ultimately. I shall go away; I know that; but it won’t be to places unfamiliar, either. There are different kinds of pain, and being once more where one has been, and shared, must be easier than being where one cannot ever . . . I think what I shall do is go to where I’ve been, we’ve been, but I shall do it out of focus, for indeed it will be. I’ll go to Deauville in October, with only the Normandie open, and take long, wrapped-up walks along the beach in the cold and gray. I’ll spend a week in Copenhagen when the Tivoli’s closed. And I’ll have my Christmas in Venice, where I’m told it usually snows. Or maybe I’ll just go to Berlin and stare at the wall. We were there when they put it up. There’s so much one can do. And so little. 

			[Long pause; finally with tristesse.]

			What will you do? 

		

	
		
			The Matchmaker

			by Thornton Wilder

			DOLLY LEVI, sixties, is a widowed matchmaker who has been hired by local merchant HORACE VANGELDER to find him a wife. Here, DOLLY explains her choice to her deceased husband.

			Scene

			Yonkers, New York.

			Time

			The early 1880s.

			MRS. LEVI

			Ephraim Levi, I’m going to get married again. Ephraim, I’m marrying Horace Vandergelder for his money. I’m going to send his money out doing all the things you taught me. Oh, it won’t be a marriage in the sense that we had one—but I shall certainly make him happy, and Ephraim—I’m tired. I’m tired of living from hand to mouth, and I’m asking your permission, Ephraim—will you give me away? 

			[Now addressing the audience, she holds up the purse.]

			Money! Money!—it’s like the sun we walk under; it can kill or cure.—Mr. Vandergelder’s money! Vandergelder’s never tired of saying most of the people in the world are fools, and in a way he’s right, isn’t he? Himself, Irene, Cornelius, myself! But there comes a moment in everybody’s life when he must decide whether he’ll live among human beings or not—a fool among fools or a fool alone. 

			As for me, I’ve decided to live among them.

			I wasn’t always so. After my husband’s death I retired into myself. Yes, in the evenings, I’d put out the cat, and I’d lock the door, and I’d make myself a little rum toddy; and before I went to bed I’d say a little prayer, thanking God that I was independent—that no one else’s life was mixed up with mine. And when ten o’clock sounded from Trinity Church tower, I fell off to sleep and I was a perfectly contented woman. And one night, after two years of this, an oak leaf fell out of my Bible. I had placed it there on the day my husband asked me to marry him; a perfectly good oak leaf—but without color and without life. And suddenly I realized that for a long time I had not shed one tear; nor had I been filled with the wonderful hope that something or other would turn out well. I saw that I was like that oak leaf, and on that night I decided to rejoin the human race. 

			Yes, we’re all fools and we’re all in danger of destroying the world with our folly. But the surest way to keep us out of harm is to give us the four or five human pleasures that are our right in the world—and that takes a little money!

			The difference between a little money and no money at all is enormous—and can shatter the world. And the difference between a little money and an enormous amount of money is very slight—and that, also, can shatter the world.

			Money, I’ve always felt, money—pardon my expression—is like manure; it’s not worth a thing unless it’s spread about encouraging young things to grow.

			Anyway—that’s the opinion of the second Mrs. Vandergelder.

		

	
		
			Liberation Day

			by Donald Margulies

			LOLA, a Polish refugee, has a story to tell about what Liberation Day meant for her.

			Scene

			You decide. (Note: it might help to be engaged in an activity while speaking.)

			Time

			Not specified—Liberation Day took place in 1945, so when you set it will determine Lola’s age.

			LOLA

			I met my husband Liberation Day. I lost my sister Liberation Day. I don’t know how she dies, but she does. On Liberation Day. A lot of people lost people Liberation Day. The mourning period was very short in those days—if you planned on surviving. No time for shiva. If there was time for shiva, oh God, we all would’ve died. There was so much of it: death. All over the place. And my sister, who I’ll tell you I happened to love very much, very much. I never saw her again. What could I do? By that time, Papa, Mama, my brother Izzy, who was never too smart, they were all dead. Not me, and there was nothing I could do about it; right? What could I have done, this little pip-squeak? That’s what I looked like when my husband met me. I was a real meiskeit. You know what that means in Jewish? Uh . . . uh . . . what you kids, my daughter, calls a real loser: “Oh, Ma, is that Sharon a real loser.” 

			[A beat.]

			I looked a real meiskeit because I almost lost my life, that’s why. Auschwitz wasn’t Grossinger’s, honey. Three meals a day? Forget it! Shuffleboard? Go on! You’ve read about it, I’m sure. Well, it was worse than that, believe me, and I got there like at the tail end. They stopped giving numbers by the time I got there. They must’ve run out of numbers. Like at the bakery. You notice I don’t have numbers on my arm? Well, that’s the reason: they ran out of ’em. 

			[A beat.]

			So, I was a meiskeit. I wasn’t the beauty I am today. I had typhoid. My teeth were falling out. I was very skinny, as you could imagine. Knock-kneed. So, between the teeth missing and my knees knocking, I was not your typical bathing-suit beauty. But my husband, I don’t know, somehow he saw something. You see, he comes up to me Liberation Day. Somebody points me out to him: “Go, look, that girl there, she’s from Lodz.” That’s where I lived before the camps. Turns out my husband, he, too, lived in Lodz ghetto. I didn’t know him. But, wait, I’ll tell you—he comes up to me, a good-looking guy, not too tall, I look him up and down: Hmm, I think to myself, Not bad. He says to me: “Excuse me, I hear you’re from the Lodz ghetto.” I nodded. I didn’t want to keep my mouth open too much, this good-looking guy might see all my teeth that fell out, so I nodded uh-huh. “Tell me,” he said. “I’m looking for someone. From Lodz. Can you tell me if you happen to know if she’s alive? Her name is Lola. She is a beautiful girl with a magical smile and a sense of humor you could plotz. Tell me,” he said, “do you know if she survived?” I asked him what street does this Lola live on in the ghetto. He told me. It was my street. And what address? He told me. It was my address. And what was the last name of her family? 

			[A beat.]

			“That’s me!” I screamed, all of the spaces in my magical smile showing. “That’s me! I am Lola!” And he carried me away, and, like the whole thing was a dream . . . I woke up: a housewife in Flatbush making gefilte fish for her family. A boy and a girl. Today, that boy has a daughter named for my sister, and the girl, the girl is a clinical psychologist. 

		

	
		
			The Good Body

			by Eve Ensler

			EVE is a dynamic, successful modern woman who is still plagued by body-image issues.

			Scene

			An empty stage.

			Time

			The present.

			EVE

			When I was a little girl people used to ask me, What do you want to be when you grow up? Good, I would say. I want to be good. Becoming good was harder than becoming a doctor or an astronaut or a lifeguard. There are tests to pass to become those things—you have to learn dissection or conquer gravity or practice treading water. Becoming good was not like that. It was abstract. It felt completely out of reach. It became the only thing that mattered to me. If I could be good, everything would be all right. I would fit in. I would be popular. I would skip death and go straight to heaven. If you asked me now what this means, to be good, I still don’t know exactly. When I was growing up in the fifties, “good” was simply what girls were supposed to be. They were good. They were pretty, perky. They had a blond Clairol wave in their hair. They wore girdles and waist cinchers and pumps. They got married. They looked married. They waited to be given permission. They kept their legs together, even during sex. 

			In recent years, good girls join the army. They climb the corporate ladder. They go to the gym. They accessorize. They wear pointy, painful shoes. They wear lipstick if they’re lesbians; they wear lipstick if they’re not. They don’t eat too much. They don’t eat at all. They stay perfect. They stay thin. 

			I could never be good. This feeling of badness lives in every part of my being. Call it anxiety or despair. Call it guilt or shame. It occupies me everywhere. The older, seemingly clearer and wiser I get, the more devious, globalized, and terrorist the badness becomes. I think for many of us—well, for most of us—well, maybe for all of us—there is one particular part of our body where the badness manifests itself, our thighs, our butt, our breasts, our hair, our nose, our little toe. You know what I’m talking about? It doesn’t matter where I’ve been in the world, whether it’s Tehran where women are—smashing and remodeling their noses to looks less Iranian, or in Beijing where they are breaking their legs and adding bone to be taller, or in Dallas where they are surgically whittling their feet in order to fit into Manolo Blahniks or Jimmy Choos. Everywhere, the women I meet generally hate one particular part of their bodies. They spend most of their lives fixing it, shrinking it. They have medicine cabinets with products devoted to transforming it. They have closets full of clothes that cover or enhance it. It’s as if they’ve been given their own little country called their body, which they get to tyrannize, clean up, or control while they lose all sight of the world. 

			What I can’t believe is that someone like me, a radical feminist for nearly thirty years, could spend this much time thinking about my stomach. It has become my tormentor, my distractor; it’s my most serious committed relationship. It has protruded through my clothes, my confidence and my ability to work. I’ve tried to sedate it, educate it, embrace it, and most of all, erase it. 

			My body will be mine when I’m thin. I will eat a little at a time, small bites. I will vanquish ice cream. I will purge with green juices. I will chocolate as poison and pasta as a form of self-punishment. I will work not to feel full again. Always moving toward full, approaching full but never really full. I will embrace my emptiness, I will ride it into holy zones. Let me be hungry. Let me starve. Please. 

		

	
		
			The Big Funk

			by John Patrick Shanley

			FIFI, forty, married to a knife-thrower, explains how she deals with the everyday violence of living.

			Scene

			You decide.

			Time

			You decide.

			FIFI 

			My name is Fifi. My mother named me this because she was hostile to me. She felt I was a rival for my father’s affections and so she tried to label me as someone not to be taken seriously by naming me Fifi. I like the name. My father was weak but crafty. He pitted my mother and me against one another so we wouldn’t join forces and destroy him. His plan worked. My mother and I went to war, and my father worked in the garden. But the great pity is that his calculations did not include the possibility of love. As a result, my father has withered away. My mother continued to attempt to war with me until I threw her out of my life. This war was all she had left. She drinks now. My father is with her. 

			These things I am telling you. When I faced them, my world fell apart. I went into the desert tearing my hair and hurting myself with stones. A cry came out of me. And as it came out, the sky cracked open, the earth burst into flames, and I saw beauty. Again. When the spirit is roused, and you see it come out of you, that’s a humbling thing. You realize that you’ve been arrogant and there is a God. Yes, folks, in case you were still wondering, there is a God. And your life is unknown country you go through. And everything has meaning. And every hair on your head is counted. What I’m saying to you, in essence, by way of introduction, is that my name is Fifi. I am an adult. Which means my life is a war, a struggle, a journey towards beauty, toward a huge expanse in which community is possible. But there are bad people in the world. My parents were bad people. A child who does not grow into an adult does grow into something. A big ugly kid. There’s a lotta big ugly kids in the world. These kids find you from time to time, and try to fuck up your life. Basically, they try to kill you. But they’d much rather die themselves. That’s my opinion. But they won’t kill themselves a lot of the time. They want you to do it. This makes me sick. I’m not going to kill these people just to give them pleasure. So a big part of the life of an adult, as I see it, is to keep these big ugly mean kids out of your life. Because if they get in, if they manage to wiggle their way into your house, you may just have to kill them. 

			[She thinks she’s finished, but then remembers something.]

			Oh, one other thing. Whatever house you were raised in, even if you successfully left it, leaves a certain smell on you. I have the smell of my rivalrous mom and my weak sneaky pop on me. People who were raised in a similar house, but stayed in that house, if you know what I mean, they can smell this smell on me. These people are like ghosts and they try to grab you but their hands pass through you. Don’t be afraid of these ghosts. They can’t harm you. But never, never do what they want you to do. I am not speaking from my subconscious. I know these things like I know hot from cold. 

		

	
		
			The Old Settler

			by John Henry Redwood

			QUILLY, fifty-three years old, lives with her sister ELIZABETH in an apartment in Harlem in 1943. Here she tells her older sister about an indignity suffered by a church-going friend of theirs.

			Scene

			Elizabeth and Quilly’s apartment in Harlem.

			Time

			An evening in early spring, 1943.

			QUILLY BORNEY

			You remember how Sister Wallace at the church was so happy because she and her four children was going down to Georgia to spend Mother’s Day with her mama?

			She hadn’t seen her mama in six years. The poor woman had been saving all year to get the train fare. Me and some of the other people at the church even fried chicken and baked biscuits and cornbread and cake and put it in shoe boxes so they could have something to eat on the train. Well, they left last night. But when we got to church this morning, Reverend Osborne told us that Sister Wallace had called his house crying. Seems when they got to Washington, D.C., her and those children had to get out of the car they was sitting in and move back to the colored cars at the end of the train. But there was only two colored cars and all those colored folks couldn’t fit in just those two cars. Now, those greedy crackers had done over-booked the whole train. So when white folks didn’t have seats in the all-white cars, the railroad would charge them half price if they would be willing to ride the colored cars. And if they were, a colored person had to get up and let the cracker have their seat. If there were too many colored people standing in the aisle, they’d make some of them get off the train. They kept letting white folks on and kept kicking Negroes off until there was no room for Sister Wallace and those four children. So now she’s stuck in Washington, D.C., with a little bit of money and a couple of shoe boxes of fried chicken and cornbread. As of an hour ago, she and them children were still sitting in the colored waiting room. She’s not going to make it to Georgia for Mother’s Day, I know that. I don’t know what make white folks so mean. 

		

	
		
			Buried Child

			by Sam Shepard

			HALIE, mid-sixties, is the matriarch of a disintegrating farm family in rural Illinois. She laments the loss of ANSEL, her “heroic” son, and what he could have done.

			Scene

			The family’s dilapidated farmhouse in rural Illinois.

			Time

			The present.

			HALIE 

			He would’ve took care of us, too. He would’ve seen to it that we were repaid. He was like that. He was a hero. Don’t forget that. A genuine hero. Brave. Strong. And very intelligent. Ansel could’ve been a great man. One of the greatest. I only regret that he didn’t die in action. It’s not fitting for a man like that to die in a hotel room. A soldier. He could’ve won a medal. He could’ve been decorated for valor. I’ve talked to Father Dewis about putting up a plaque for Ansel. He thinks it’s a good idea. He agrees. He knew Ansel when he used to play basketball. Went to every game. Ansel was his favorite player. He even recommended to the City Council that they put up a statue of Ansel. A big, tall statue with a basketball in one hand and a rifle in the other. That’s how much he thinks of Ansel.

			Of course, he’d still be alive today if he hadn’t married into the Catholics. The Mob. How in the world he never opened his eyes to that is beyond me. Just beyond me. Everyone around him could see the truth. Even Tilden. Tilden told him time and again. Catholic women are the Devil incarnate. He wouldn’t listen. He was blind with love. Blind. I knew. Everyone knew. The wedding was more like a funeral. You remember? All those Italians. All that horrible black, greasy hair. The smell of cheap cologne. I think even the priest was wearing a pistol. When he gave her the ring I knew he was a dead man. I knew it. As soon as he gave her the ring. But then it was the honeymoon that killed him. The honeymoon. I knew he’d never come back from the honeymoon. I kissed him and he felt like a corpse. All white. Cold. Icy blue lips. He never used to kiss like that. Never before. I knew then that she’d cursed him. Taken his life. I saw it in her eyes. She smiled at me with that Catholic sneer of hers. She told me with her eyes that she’d murdered him in his bed. Murder my son. She told me. And there was nothing I could do. Absolutely nothing. He was going with her, thinking he was free. Thinking it was love. What could I do? I couldn’t tell him she was a witch. I couldn’t tell him that. He’d have turned on me. Hated me. I couldn’t stand him hating me and then dying before he ever saw me again. Hating me on his death bed. Hating me and loving her! How could I do that? I had to let him go. I had to. I watched him leave. I watched him throw gardenias as he helped her into the limousine. I watched his face disappear behind the glass. 

		

	
		
			Aunt Dan and Lemon

			by Wallace Shawn

			AUNT DAN shares her philosophy of life with LEMON, the liberal daughter of her best friend.

			Scene

			You decide.

			Time

			You decide.

			AUNT DAN

			Now, Lemon, I have to tell you something very important about myself. And there aren’t many things I’m sure of about myself, but this is something I can honestly say with absolute confidence, and it’s something that I think is very important. It is that I never—no matter how annoyed or angry I may be—I never, ever shout at a waiter. And as a matter of fact, I never shout at a porter or a clerk in the bank or anybody else who is in a weaker position in society than me. Now this is very, very important. I will never even use a tone of voice with a person like that which I wouldn’t use with you or your father or anyone else. You see, there are a lot of people today who will simply shout if they’re angry at a waiter, but if they happen to be angry at some powerful person like their boss or a government official, well then they’ll very respectfully disagree. Now to me that’s a terrible thing, a horrible thing. First of all, because I think it’s cowardly. But mainly because it shows that these people don’t recognize the value and importance of all those different jobs in society! They think a waiter is less important than a president. They look down on waiters! They don’t admire what they do! They don’t even notice whether someone is a good waiter or a bad waiter! They act as if we could sort of all afford to have no respect for waiters now, or secretaries, or maids, or building superintendents, because somehow we’ve reached a point where we can really just do without these people. Well, maybe there’s some kind of a fantasy in these people’s minds that we’re already living in some society of the future in which these incredible robots are going to be doing all of the work, and every actual citizen will be some kind of concert pianist or a sculptor or a president or something. But I mean, where are all these robots, actually? Have you ever seen one? Have they ever been invented? Maybe they will be. But they’re not here now. The way things are now, everybody just can’t be a president. I mean—I mean, if there’s no one around to cook the president’s lunch, he’s going to have to cook it himself. Do you know what I’m saying? But if no one has put any food in his kitchen, he’s going to have to go out and buy it himself. And if no one is waiting in the shop to sell it, he’s going to have to go out into the countryside and grow it himself, and, you know, that’s going to be a full-time job. I mean, he’s going to have to resign as president in order to grow that food. It’s as simple as that. If every shop clerk or maid or farmer were to quit their job today and try to be a painter or nuclear physicist, then within about two weeks everyone in society, even people who used to be painters or nuclear physicists, would be out in the woods foraging for berries and roots. Society would completely break down. Because regular work is not one tiny fraction less necessary today than it ever was. And yet we’re in this crazy situation that people have gotten it into their heads that regular work is somehow unimportant—it’s somehow worth nothing. So now almost everyone who isn’t at least a minister of foreign affairs feels that there’s something wrong with what they do—they feel ashamed of it. Not only do they feel that what they do has no value—they feel actually humiliated to be doing it, as if each one of them had been singled out for some kind of unfair, degrading punishment. Each one feels, I shouldn’t be a laborer, I shouldn’t be a clerk, I shouldn’t be a minor official! I’m better than that! And the next thing is, they’re saying, “Well, I’ll show them all—I won’t work, I’ll do nothing, or I’ll do almost nothing, and I’ll do it badly.” So what’s going to happen? We’re going to start seeing these embittered typists typing up their documents incorrectly—and then passing them on to these embittered contractors, who will misinterpret them to these huge armies of embittered carpenters and embittered mechanics, and a year later or two years later, we’re going to start seeing these ten-story buildings in every city collapsing to the ground, because each one of them is missing some crucial screw in some crucial girder. Buildings will collapse. Planes will come crashing out of the sky. Babies will be poisoned by bad baby food. How can it happen any other way? 

		

	
		
			The Last Days of
Judas Iscariot

			by Stephen Adly Guirgis

			SAINT MONICA looks for the truth about Judas’s guilt or innocence—and she has her ways.

			Scene

			The afterlife.

			Time

			Eternity.

			SAINT MONICA

			Hey, y’all. Welcome to my world . . . So this is the part of the story where, if it wasn’t for me, there wouldn’t be no more parts to the fuckin’ story, okay? My name is Monica—better known to you mere mortals as Saint Monica. Yeah, dass right, Saint—as in, “Better not don’t get up in my grill ’cuz I’ll mess your shit up ’cuz I’m a saint and I got mad saintly connects,” okay? You ever drove down Santa Monica Boulevard? You ever ate some sushi down the Santa Monica Pier? Well dass my boulevard and my pier, and dass all I got to say about that—word to the wise, word is most definitely B-O-N-D bond . . . Anyways, (lemme catch my breaf), anyways, up in heaven, a lot of peoples don’t wanna hang with me ’cuz they say I’m a “nag.” It’s true. And you know what I say about that? I say, “Fuck them bitches,” ’cuz—you know what—I am a nag, and if I wasn’t a nag, I wouldn’t never made it to be no saint, and the Church wouldn’t a had no Father of the Church named Saint Augustine—’cuz I birthed the mothahfuckah, raised him, and when he started messin’ up, like, all the time and constantly, I nagged God’s ass to save him! I nagged and nagged and nagged and nagged ’til God got so tired of my shit that he did save my son, and my son—Saint Augustine—he stopped bangin’ whores and sippin’ on some wine and he became learned, so fuckin’ learned that he’s known as one of the Fathers of the Church, and you could look that shit up! Go ahead, look it up right now, I’ll wait! . . . Dass right: “Father Up in This Mothahfuckah!” “Father of the Church”—got a plaque and everything! So if I hadn’t been a nag, all a y’all niggas woulda been a bastard church, so, sip on dat, bitches! . . . Anyways, (lemme catch my breaf), okay: As a result of my reputation of having God’s ear, a lotta mothahfuckahs pray to me—I have three full-time assistants just to sift through it all. Long story short, I was asked to look into the case of Judas Iscariot by his Irish gypsy lawyer bitch in Purgatory named Cunningham. She wanted me to do some naggin’ to God on Judas’ behalf, and, quite frankly, I was impressed by her nagging abilities—’cuz that bitch nagged my ass day and night for forty days . . . But I don’t nag for juss any anybody, and I definitely don’t nag for no mothahfuckah I don’t know, so I went down to check out Judas for my own self—

			[To audience.] 

			He looked fuckin’ retarded, he wouldn’t talk or nuthin’. He didn’t seem to hear me, and I’m not someone who has a problem expressing myself. I figured he was fakin’, so I did this: 

			[To JUDAS.]

			Yo, Judas! . . . Judas! . . . Yo, you deaf, mothahfuckah? . . . Judas, yo! . . . 

			[To audience.]

			I smacked the bitch around a little. 

			[MONICA slaps, kicks, shoves.]

			Yo, Helen Keller! Yo, wake up! . . . Don’t front—I know you could hear me . . . 

			[To audience.] 

			Then I started snappin’ on his ass: 

			[To JUDAS.]

			Yo, Judas, you got change for thirty pieces of silver, mothahfuckah?! . . . 
Yo, Judas, how much you pay for that haircut?—thirty pieces of silver?! Yo, Judas, why you so “hung” up? C’mon, let’s “hang” out. C’mon, bitch, go out on a “limb!” You want a “olive”? C’mon, mothahfuckah, have a “olive.” Wanna go to the “Olive Garden” restaurant? Day got good “olive oil” there . . . Ah-aight, fine, come on, come on, Judas, whaddya say, you an’ me go down to the bar and—betray some mothahfuckahs! Whaddya say?! I know you like betraying! What’s up, you ain’t in the mood to betray today?! Ah-aight, mothahfuckah, we can just “hang?!” Get it? Hang?! Get it?! Do you get it?! . . . Wassamatter?! Hungry?! How ’bout some supper?! You want some supper, mothahfuckah?! C’mon one last supper, whaddya say?! 

			[To audience.]

			I couldn’t break him. So I sat down next to him. 

			[She sits.]

			I sat with Judas Iscariot for three days. 

			[To audience.]

			Then, on the night of the third day, sumpthin’ happened. While I was restin’ my vocal chords, I saw sumpthin’ unexpected. I saw a single tear fall out Judas’ eye. Just one. When the tear hit the ground, I saw it was red like a ruby. I looked into his eyes, like this: 

			[MONICA looks into JUDAS’s eyes.]

			He couldn’t look at me. Or he looked through me. I couldn’t tell. His eyes was empty. He barely breathed. He was like a catatonic statue of a former human being. And I detected sadness in him. Paralyzing, immobilizing, overwhelming sadness. His sadness ran through him like a river that had frozen up and died and no one lived there no more. After awhile, I didn’t know what else to do, so I thought I’d just hold him in my arms for like a minute, warm him up before I left. 

			[Beat.]

			I held him in my arms for four days. On the third day, I remembered how Jesus had said that God has the biggest love for the least of his creatures—and Judas was the least-est creature I had ever seen. On the fourth day, Judas dropped another single ear. It was clear-colored this time and it evaporated into the earth on impact. He trembled briefly, then froze up again . . . I had seen enough. I took off my outer garments and left them for him so he could smell something human. I collected my tears in a bucket and poured it on his face so he could taste the salt. Then I went back home and got on the horn to God. I dialed direct, yo. Some people call it being a nag, I call it doing my job. I got a calling, y’all—you should try giving me a shout if ya ever need it, ’cuz my name is Saint Monica, I’m the mother of Saint Augustine, one of the Fathers of the Church, and ya know what? My ass gets results.

		

	
		
			The Glass Menagerie

			by Tennessee Williams

			AMANDA WINGFIELD, single mom, mid-fifties, has just found out that her twenty-year-old handicapped daughter, LAURA, has lied about going to typing classes for the last six months.

			Scene

			The Wingfield tenement apartment in a working-class neighborhood in St. Louis, MO.

			Time

			The 1940s.

			AMANDA WINGFIELD

			What are we going to do, what is going to become of us, what is the future? 

			[She counts to ten.]

			I’ll be all right in a minute. I’m just bewildered—

			[She counts to five.]

			—by life . . . As you know, I was supposed to be inducted into my office at the D.A.R. this afternoon. But I stopped off at Rubicam’s Business College to speak to your teachers about your having a cold and asked them what progress they thought you were making down there. I went to the typing instructor and introduced myself as your mother. She didn’t know who you were. Wingfield, she said. We don’t have any such student enrolled at the school! I assured her she did, that you had been going to classes since early in January. “I wonder,” she said, “if you could be talking about that terribly shy little girl who dropped out of school after only a few days’ attendance?” “No,” I said, “Laura, my daughter, has been going to school every day for the past six weeks!” “Excuse me,” she said. She took the attendance book out and there was your name, unmistakably printed, and all the dates you were absent until they decided that you had dropped out of school. I still said, “No, there must have been some mistake! There must have been some mix-up in the records!” And she said, “No—I remember her perfectly now. Her hands shook so that she couldn’t hit the right keys! The first time we gave a speed test, she broke down completely—was sick at the stomach and almost had to be carried into the washroom! After that morning she never showed up anymore. We phoned the house but never got any answer”—while I was working at Famous and Barr, I suppose, demonstrating those—Oh! I felt so weak I could barely keep on my feet. I had to sit down while they got me a glass of water. Fifty dollars’ tuition, all of our plans—my hopes and ambitions for you—just gone up the spout, just gone up the spout like that. 

			[Fidgets with the huge pocketbook.]

			So what are we going to do the rest of our lives? Stay home and watch the parades go by? Amuse ourselves with the glass menagerie, darling? Eternally play those worn-out phonograph records your father left as a painful reminder of him? We won’t have a business career—we’ve given that up because it gave us nervous indigestion! What is there left but dependency all our lives? I know so well what becomes of unmarried women who aren’t prepared to occupy a position. I’ve seen such pitiful cases in the South—barely tolerated spinsters living upon the grudging patronage of sister’s husband or brother’s wife!—stuck away in some little mousetrap of a room—encouraged by one in-law to visit another—little birdlike women without any nest—eating the crust of humility all their life! Is that the future that we’ve mapped out for ourselves? I swear it’s the only alternative I can think of! It isn’t a very pleasant alternative, is it? Of course—some girls do marry. Haven’t you ever liked some boy?

		

	
		
			PART TWO

			MONOLOGUES FOR MEN

		

	
		
			Hippolytus

			by Euripides, trans. by David Grene

			THESEUS, King of Athens, has been exiled from his home city of Troezen for a year for killing a local ruler. When he returns, he finds that his wife, PHAEDRA, has killed herself.

			Scene

			In front of the royal palace at Troezen.

			Time

			Day, ancient Greece.

			THESEUS

			Oh city, city! Bitterness of sorrow!

			Extremest sorrow that a man can suffer!

			Fate, you have ground me and my house to dust,

			fate in the form of some ineffable

			pollution, some grim spirit of revenge.

			The file has whittled away my life until

			it is a life no more. 

			I am like a swimmer that falls into a great sea:

			I cannot cross this towering wave I see before me.

			My wife! I cannot think

			of anything said or done to drive you to this horrible death. 

			You are like a bird that has vanished out of my hand. 

			You have made a quick leap out of my arms

			into the land of Death.

			It must be the sin of some of my ancestors in the dim past

			God in his vengeance makes me pay now.

			Darkness beneath the earth, darkness beneath the earth!

			How good to lie there and be dead,

			now that I have lost you, my dearest comrade.

			Your death is no less mine.

			Will any of you

			tell me what happened?

			Or does the palace keep a flock of you for nothing?

			God, the pain I saw in the house!

			I cannot speak of it, I cannot bear it.

			I cannot speak of it, I cannot bear it. I am a dead man. 

			My house is empty and my children orphaned. 

			You have left them, you

			my loving wife—

			the best of wives

			of all the sun looks down on or the blazing stars of the night.

		

	
		
			Six Degrees of Separation

			by John Guare

			FLANDERS KITTREDGE, wealthy, mid-forties, describes the effect that PAUL—a young black man who tells him and his wife, OUISA, that he is a son of Sidney Poitier—has had on his life.

			Scene

			The Kittredges’ lavish apartment on the Upper East Side of NYC.

			Time

			Morning.

			FLAN

			[To audience.] 

			This is what I dreamt. I didn’t dream so much as realize this. I felt so close to the paintings. I wasn’t just selling them like pieces of meat. I remembered why I loved paintings in the first place—what had got me into this—and I thought—dreamed—remembered—how easy it is for a painter to lose a painting. He can paint and paint—work on a canvas for months and one day he loses it—just loses the structure—loses the sense of it—you lose the painting.

			When the kids were little, we went to a parents’ meeting at their school and I asked the teacher why all her students were geniuses in the second grade? Look at the first grade. Blotches of green and black. Look at the third grade. Camouflage. But the second grade—your grade. Matisses everyone. You’ve made my child a Matisse. Let me study with you. Let me into second grade! What is your secret? And this is what she said: “Secret? I don’t have any secret. I just know when to take their drawings away from them.”

			I dreamt of color. I dreamt of our son’s pink shirt. I dreamt of pinks and yellows and the new van Gogh that MOMA got and the “Irises” that sold for $53.9 million and, wishing a van Gogh was mine, I looked at my English hand-lasted shoes and thought of van Gogh’s tragic shoes. I remembered me as I was. A painter losing a painting. But a South African awaiting revolution came to dinner. We were safe.

		

	
		
			Hamlet

			by William Shakespeare

			POLONIUS is the Lord Chamberlain in the court of KING CLAUDIUS and the father of LAERTES and OPHELIA. He gives LAERTES the benefit of his advice as his son is about to leave for France.

			Scene

			A room in Polonius’s house at the court in Elsinore, Denmark.

			Time

			Day. (The play was published in 1603.)

			POLONIUS

			Yet here, Laertes? Aboard, aboard, for shame!

			The wind sits in the shoulder of your sail,

			And you are stay’d for. There—my blessing with thee!

			And these few precepts in thy memory

			Look thou character. Give thy thoughts no tongue,

			Nor any unproportion’d thought his act.

			Be thou familiar, but by no means vulgar.

			Those friends thou hast, and their adoption tried,

			Grapple them to thy soul with hoops of steel, 

			But do not dull they palm with entertainment

			Of each new-hatch’d, unfledg’d courage. Beware

			Of entrance to a quarrel, but, being in, 

			Bear’t that th’ opposed may beware of thee.

			Give every man thy ear, but few thy voice;

			Take each man’s censure, but reserve thy judgment.

			Costly thy habit as thy purse can buy,

			But not express’d in fancy; rich, not gaudy,

			For the apparel oft proclaims the man,

			And they in France of the best rank and station

			Are of the most select and generous chief in that.

			Neither a borrower or a lender be,

			For loan oft loses both itself and friend,

			And borrowing dulleth edge of husbandry.

			This above all: to thine own self be true,

			And it must follow, as the night the day,

			Thou canst not then be false to any man.

			Farewell. My blessing season this is thee!

		

	
		
			Bethany

			by Laura Marks

			CHARLIE is a middle-aged man with a big message: “If you want to achieve success, then take a good look at yourself in the mirror.” But has he done so himself?

			Scene

			A room in Charlie’s house, where Charlie is speaking to his reflection in a mirror.

			Time

			You decide.

			CHARLIE

			There’s a reason you’re here today.

			You might not believe that, but I do.

			You see, there’s a higher power that guides our destiny.

			I don’t care if you call it God or Yahweh or Uncle Fred, doesn’t matter.

			And I’ll tell you one thing about this higher power:

			He wants you to be rich.

			Rich beyond your wildest dreams.

			He doesn’t want you to lie awake all night, wondering how you’re gonna make that mortgage payment when your kid’s college tuition is due, and your credit cards are already maxed to the limit.

			You know, last year, in the town where I live, over thirty-five thousand people lost their homes to foreclosure. Thirty-five thousand!

			There are some neighborhoods where you can go for a walk and you won’t hardly see anyone.

			And do you know what’s the saddest part about all that?

			These people could have saved their homes . . . if they’d known the secrets that I’m about to share with you today.

			These secrets are as old as the hills, and more powerful than a thunderstorm.

			They’re the reason that I live in a beautiful five-bedroom home with a hot tub, and a flat-screen TV, and everything else a man could ever want.

			If you’ve been living a life based on hard work, and anxiety, or even fear, your life is about to change forever.

			So if you haven’t already, open up your notebooks; and while you’re at it, open up your minds.

		

	
		
			Pygmalion

			by George Bernard Shaw

			ALFRED DOOLITTLE is described by Shaw as “an elderly but vigorous dustman, clad in the costume of his profession . . . equally free from fear and conscience.” Easier perhaps to think of him as a garbage man who is in touch with his appetites. He is responding to the request of Henry Higgins to have Doolittle’s daughter Eliza move in to his house so that Higgins can “educate” her speech and behavior. DOOLITTLE believes this is simply a cover story. 

			Scene

			The “laboratory” of Henry Higgins in the ground-floor room of his Wimpole Street house in London.

			Time

			The present (play produced in 1913).

			DOOLITTLE

			Listen here, Governor. You and me is men of the world, ain’t we? Well, the truth is, I’ve taken a sort of fancy to you, Governor; and if you want the girl, I’m not so set on having her home again but what I might be open to an arrangement. Regarded in the light of a young woman, she’s a fine, handsome girl. As a daughter she’s not worth her keep; and so I tell you straight. All I ask is my rights as a father; and you’re the last man alive to expect me to let her go for nothing; for I can see you’re one of the straight sort, Governor. Well, what’s a five pound note to you? And what’s Eliza to me? ’Cause I ask you, Governor, what am I? I’m one of the underserving poor: that’s what I am. Think of what that means to a man. It means that he’s up agen middle-class morality all the time. If there’s anything going, and I put in for a bit of it, it’s always the same story. “You’re undeserving; so you can’t have it.” But my needs is as great as the most deserving widow’s that ever got money out of six different charities in one week for the death of the same husband. I don’t need less than a deserving man: I need more. I don’t eat less hearty than him; and I drink a lot more. I want a bit of amusement, ’cause I’m a thinking man. I want cheerfulness and a song and a band when I feel low. Well, they charge me just the same for everything as they charge the deserving. What is middle-class morality? Just an excuse for never giving me anything. Therefore I ask you, as a gentleman, not to play that game on me. I’m playing straight with you. I ain’t pretending to be deserving. I’m undeserving; and I mean to go on being undeserving. I like it; and that’s the truth. Will you take advantage of a man’s nature to do him out of the price of his own daughter what he’s brought up and fed and clothed by the sweat of his brow until she’s bgrowed big enough to be interesting to you? Is five pounds reasonable? I put it to you; and I leave it to you. 

		

	
		
			Prometheus Bound

			by Aeschylus, trans. by David GrenE

			PROMETHEUS has defied ZEUS by giving fire and civilization to mankind. As a punishment, ZEUS chains him to a cliff, where vultures feed on his liver. He cries out to the CHORUS about it.

			Scene

			The cliff that Prometheus is chained to.

			Time

			Day is dying, night is coming on.

			PROMETHEUS

			Bright light, swift-winged winds, springs of the rivers, numberless

			laughter of the sea’s waves, earth, mother of all, and the all-seeing

			circle of the sun: I call upon you to see what I, a God, suffer

			at the hands of Gods—

			see with what kind of torture

			worn down I shall wrestle ten thousand

			years of time—

			such is the despiteful bond that the Prince

			has devised against me, the new Prince

			of the Blessed Ones. Oh woe is me!

			I groan for the present sorrow,

			I groan for the sorrow to come, I groan

			questioning when there shall come a time

			when He shall ordain a limit to my sufferings.

			What am I saying? I have known all before,

			all that shall be, and clearly known; to me,

			nothing that hurts shall come with a new face.

			So must I bear, as lightly as I can,

			the destiny that fate has given me;

			for I know well against necessity,

			against its strength, no one can fight and win.

			I cannot speak about my fortune, cannot

			hold my tongue either. It was mortal man

			to whom I gave great privileges and 

			for that was yoked in this unyielding harness.

			I hunted out the secret spring of fire,

			that filled the narthex stem, which when revealed

			became the teacher of each craft to men, 

			a great resource. This is the sin committed

			for which I stand accountant, and I pay

			nailed in my chains under the open sky.

			Ah! Ah!

			What sound, what sightless smell approaches me,

			God sent, or mortal, or mingled?

			Has it come to earth’s end

			to look on my sufferings,

			or what does it wish?

			You see me a wretched God in chains,

			the enemy of Zeus, hated of all

			the Gods that enter Zeus’s palace hall,

			because of my excessive love for Man.

		

	
		
			A Lesson from Aloes

			by Athol Fugard

			PIET BEZUIDENHOUT, mid-forties, was a bus driver in Port Elizabeth, South Africa, during apartheid, who got caught up in a bus boycott. One day he got out of his bus to hear what was being said, and his life changed forever, as he recounts to his wife, GLADYS.

			Scene

			The backyard of Piet and his wife’s small house in Algoa Park, Port Elizabeth, South Africa.

			Time

			Afternoon, 1981.

			PIET

			Doesn’t seem right, does it, that something so important in your life should depend on chance? Because that is all it was. It could just as easily not have happened. But one of the other bus drivers was sick one morning and they took me off the Humewood run and put me onto No. 11 . . . Market Square to Cadles. I was even fed up about it. Instead of that nice drive next to the sea, it was into that ugly Coloured area with all the factories. But it also happened to be the morning the bus boycott started. I’d heard talk about it in the sheds, but so what! It had nothing to do with me. Politics! . . . 

			[He smiles.] 

			Until I drove my empty bus through that crowd walking to work. Hell, Gladys, it was a sight! Men, women, even schoolchildren, walking and laughing and full of defiance. Bitter and hard as I was inside, I felt emotions. At first I tried to ignore them. I said to myself the people were being stupid. Why make an issue of a penny? That’s all the fares had been increased by. But they didn’t think that. They carried on walking and waving at me and my empty bus. Steve had a position on the corner of Standford and Kempston roads. I’d see this man standing there handing out pamphlets or addressing a little crowd. Then one morning the police moved in and arrested him. I was parked at a bus stop across the road when it happened. Into the van he went and I thought that was the end of it. Not a damn. Next week he was back again. The comrades had bailed him out. That’s when I thought: To hell with it. I want to hear what this little bugger is saying. And anyway my bus was empty as usual. So I stopped and got out. I got a little nervous with all of them watching me as I walked over. I was the only white there. When I got to them, I said I just wanted to listen. The next thing I knew is they were cheering and laughing and slapping me on the back and making a place for me in the front row. 

			[He pauses.] 

			I don’t know how to describe it, Gladys . . . the effect that had on me. It was like rain after a long drought. Being welcomed by those people was the most moving thing that has ever happened to me. Feelings about life and people, which I thought had withered away like everything else on the farm, were alive again. I was so emotional I didn’t even hear what Steve said when he carried on talking. Something about a penny and the price of bread. I fell in beside him when they started walking and when he turned off to go to the building site, where he was working, I carried on alone. Into town and straight to the head office where I handed in my notice. They docked off a week when they paid me out. Deserting my bus while on duty. The next day I was back on that same corner, and a week later I was handing out pamphlets with Steve. The bus company won in the end. They got that penny from the people. I thought we had failed, but not Steve. He said he’d expected it. The really important thing was that those two weeks of boycott had raised the political consciousness of the people. They had acted politically, some of them maybe for the first time in their lives. My first lesson from Steve, and maybe the most important one. An evil system isn’t a natural disaster. There’s nothing you can do to stop a drought, but bad laws and social injustice are man-made and can be unmade by men. It’s as simple as that. We can make this a better world to live in. 

		

	
		
			Hamlet

			by William Shakespeare

			The GHOST of HAMLET’s recently deceased father, who was King of Denmark, appears to his son to motivate HAMLET to revenge his death.

			Scene

			The parapets of the royal castle at Elsinore, Denmark.

			Time

			Very late at night/early morning, just before sunrise.

			GHOST

			Ay, that incestuous, that adulterate beast,

			With witchcraft of his wits, with traitorous gifts—

			O wicked wit and gifts, that have the power

			So to seduce!—won to his shameful lust

			The will of my most seeming-virtuous queen.

			O Hamlet, what a falling-off was there!

			From me, whose love was of that dignity

			That it went hand in hand even with the vow

			I made to her in marriage, and to decline

			Upon a wretch whose natural gifts were poor

			To those of mine!

			But virtue, as it never will be moved,

			Though lewdness court it in a shape of heaven,

			So lust, though to a radiant angel link’d,

			Will sate itself in a celestial bed,

			And prey on garbage.

			But, soft, methinks I scent the morning air.

			Brief let me be. Sleeping within my orchard,

			My custom always of the afternoon,

			Upon my secure hour thy uncle stole,

			With juice of cursed hebona in a vial,

			And in the porches of my ears did pour

			The leprous distilment, whose effect

			Holds such an enmity with blood of man

			That swift as quicksilver it courses through

			The natural gates and alleys of the body,

			And with a sudden vigor it doth posset

			And curd, like eager droppings into milk,

			The thin and wholesome blood. So did it mine,

			And a most instant tetter bark’d about,

			Most lazar-like, with vile and loathsome crust,

			All my smooth body.

			Thus was I, sleeping, by a brother’s hand

			Of life, of crown, of queen, at once dispatch’d,

			Cut off even in the blossoms of my sin,

			Unhous’led, disappointed, unanel’d.

			No reck’ning made, but sent to my account

			With all my imperfections on my head.

			O, horrible! O, horrible, most horrible!

			If thou hast nature in thee, bear it not.

			Let not the royal bed of Denmark be

			A couch for luxury and damned incest. 

			But, howsomever thou pursues this act,

			Taint not thy mind, nor let thy soul contrive

			Against thy mother aught. Leave her to heaven

			And to those thorns that in her bosom lodge,

			To prick and sting her. Fare thee well at once. 

			The glow-worm shows the matin to be near,

			And ’gins to pale his uneffectual fire.

			Adieu, adieu, adieu! Remember me. 

		

	
		
			Sight Unseen

			by Donald Margulies

			JONATHAN WAXMAN, forty, is a painter, a rising star in the art world getting his first career retrospective in a London gallery. Here he speaks with GRETE, a German interviewer.

			Scene

			The art gallery in London where Jonathan’s paintings are being exhibited.

			Time

			The present.

			JONATHAN

			The little old lady who paints flowers and pussycats at the YMCA—and dazzles her friends, I’m sure—I mean, does that little old lady make good art? I mean, why not? Her cat looks just like that. I’m not putting her down; I think it’s great she’s got a hobby. But is what she does good art? See, most people . . . I remember, years ago, the big van Gogh show at the Met? In New York? The place was packed. Like Yankee Stadium. Buses emptied out from all over; Jersey, Westchester. All kinds of people. The masses. Average middle-class people. Like they were coming into the city for a matinee and lunch at Mama Leone’s. Only this was Art. Art with a capital A had come to the shopping mall generation and Vincent was the chosen icon. Now, I have nothing against van Gogh. Better him than people lining up to see the kids with the big eyes. But as I braved that exhibit—and it was rough going, believe me—I couldn’t help but think of Kirk Douglas. Kirk Douglas should have gotten a cut of the house. See, there’s Hollywood packaging of the artist that gets me. The packaging of the mystique. Poor, tragic Vincent: he cuts off his ear ’cause he was so misunderstood but still he painted all these pretty pictures. So ten bodies deep they lined up in front of the paintings. More out of solidarity for Vincent (or Kirk) than out of any kind of love or passion for “good art.” Hell, some art lovers were in such a hurry to get to the postcards and prints and souvenir placemats, they strode past the paintings and skipped the show entirely! Who can blame them? You couldn’t experience the paintings anyway, not like that. You couldn’t see anything. The art was just a backdrop for the real show that was happening. In the gift shop!

			I mean, what is this thing called art? Why have people historically drunk themselves to death over the creation of it, or been thrown in jail, or whatever? I mean, how does it serve the masses? Can it serve the—I ask myself these questions all the time. Every painting I do is another attempt to come up with some answers. The people who crowded the Met to look at sunflowers, I mean, why did they? ’Cause they thought they should. ’Cause they thought they were somehow enriching their lives. Why? ’Cause the media told them so!

		

	
		
			Doctor Faustus

			by Christopher Marlowe

			DOCTOR FAUSTUS, forty, is a professor at the University of Wittenberg who has made a deal with the devil to exchange his soul for the secret to knowledge and power. Here he commands his “servant” MEPHISTOPHELES—emissary of the devil—to summon forth Helen of Troy, by whom he’d been tempted in an earlier scene.

			Scene

			Dr. Faustus’s study in Wittenberg, Germany.

			Time

			Evening. The sixteenth century.

			FAUSTUS

			[To MEPHISTOPHELES.]

			One thing, good servant, let me crave of thee

			To glut the longing of my heart’s desire—

			That I may have unto my paramour

			That heavenly Helen which I saw of late,

			Whose sweet embracings may extinguish clear

			Those thoughts that do dissuade me from my own vow,

			And keep mine oath I made to Lucifer.

			[MEPHISTOPHELES conjures up HELEN OF TROY, who hovers before FAUSTUS.]

			Was this the face that launched a thousand ships

			And burnt the topless towers of Illium? 

			Sweet Helen, make me immortal with a kiss.

			[The HELEN apparition kisses him.]

			Her lips suck forth my soul. See where it flies!

			Come, Helen, come, give me my soul again.

			Here will I dwell, for heaven is in these lips,

			And all is dross that is not Helena.

			I will be Paris, and for love of thee

			Instead of Troy shall Wittenberg be sacked;

			And I will combat with weak Menelaus

			And wear thy colors on my plumed crest.

			O, thou art fairer than the evening’s air,

			Clad in the beauty of a thousand stars.

			Brighter art thou than flaming Jupiter

			When he appeared to hapless Semele.

			More lovely than the monarch of the sky

			In wanton Arethusa’s azured arms,

			And none but thou shalt be my paramour. 

		

	
		
		  A Cheever Evening

			by A. R. Gurney

			ETHAN, forties, once a paragon of suburban stability, has now become its hostage.

			Scene

			A suburban living room.

			Time

			Night.

			ETHAN

			It’s late at night. I’m reading Anna Karenina. My wife Rachel is up in Seal Harbor with the kids while I’ve stayed down here to work. Our living room is comfortable, the book is interesting, and the neighborhood is quiet, what with so many people away. 

			[He reads, then puts down his book.]

			Oh hell, I might as well admit it. Rachel’s left me. She’s left me twice before, but this is it. Hey, that’s OK! You can cure yourself of a romantic, carnal, and disastrous marriage. But like any addict in the throes of a cure, you have to be careful of every step that you take. 

			[The telephone rings.]

			Like not answering the telephone. 

			[Indicating the phone.]

			Because that’s Rachel. Maybe she’s repented or wants to tell me it’s rained for five days, or one of the children has a passing fever—something . . . 

			[Shouting at phone.]

			But I will not be tempted to resume a relationship that has been so miserable! 

			[The phone stops, he resumes reading. Cricket sounds. Then a dog barks.] 

			That’s the Barstow’s dog. He barks endlessly. 

			[The barking stops.]

			That’s funny. Why did he stop? 

			[He listens.]

			Then I hear very close outside, a footstep and a cough. I feel my flesh get hard—you know that feeling—and know I am being watched from the picture window. 

			[He jumps up.]

			I flip on the outside carriage light and look out. But now the lawn is empty. 

			[Returns to his chair.]

			The next night, I leave the outside light on, settle in with my book, and hear the dog bark once again. And there he is again! Now in the window above the piano . . . 

			[He yells.]

			Hey, you! Get the hell out of here! 

			[He grabs the phone, dials 0.]

			Rachel is gone! There’s nothing to see! . . . Oh excuse me, operator. Give me the police . . . Police? Ah, is that you, Stanley? Stanley, I want to report a prowler! . . . What? 

			[To audience.]

			He seems to think I am trying to undermine real estate values. 

			[To phone.]

			Yes . . . All right. Good night, Stanley. 

			[To audience.]

			He said he was underpaid and overworked, and that if I wanted a guard around my house, I should vote to enlarge the police force.

		

	
		
			Savage World

			by Stephen Fife

			CALVIN JAMES, forties, is an African-American man who was on the verge of fighting for the heavyweight boxing title in 1967 when he was arrested and convicted for double murder. Eight years later, his conviction is overturned, he is awarded a new trial, and he addresses the media on the occasion of his release.

			Scene

			A press conference outside the New Jersey prison gates.

			Time

			Early afternoon, 1975.

			CALVIN JAMES

			Man, if you knew how many nights I stayed up picturing this day in my mind—and now here it is. And there you are. And, sweet freedom, you’re here too. Ha-ha! Yeah! Thank you, Jesus! It’s a new day, a brand-new day! Yeah! All right! 

			[Pause.]

			But even as I give thanks to the Lord and to all my good friends for gettin’ me a new trial, I have to ask: Why was I here in the first place? What was my crime? Not killing some nice married couple who drove in from the suburbs to see some colored people up close. No! Not even J. Edgar Hoover hisself, in his wildest wet dream, could believe that. I was gonna be the champeen, everyone knew, champeen of the whole goddamn world! Why would I go out and shoot these poor people who never did nothing to me? Please! It boggles the mind, defies any logic. No, I been locked up for one reason and one reason only: I spoke the truth. And on nationwide coast-to-coast TV no less! And the best way to silence the truth is to lock up or kill the person who speaks it. Right? You know what I’m saying now! You know that’s the way it is, right?

			So all these years later, here I am, brothers and sisters, still fightin’ for my freedom with two hands, still refusin’ to take a dive. That’s right! Yeah! 

			And do you think I’m gonna stop now? Hell no! Hell no! Hell no! Hell no! Hell no! 

		

	
		
			The Seagull

			by Anton Chekhov,
trans. by Jean-Claude van Itallie

			The writer TRIGORIN is a celebrity author in Moscow, but when a young woman, NINA, expresses her admiration, TRIGORIN vents his true feelings about this obsessive pursuit.

			Scene

			At the estate of Sorin, a civil servant in provincial Russia. 

			Time

			The present in 1904.

			TRIGORIN:

			What’s so beautiful about writing? 

			[He looks at his watch.] 

			I have to go back to work. Excuse me. I’m going in— 

			[He stops himself, laughs.] 

			You stepped on my toes, as they say. You’ve made me angry and excited. So let’s talk. Let’s talk about my bright beautiful life . . . Where shall we begin? 

			[He reflects a moment.] 

			You know how it is with an obsession. The moon, for instance—day and night someone thinks only of the moon. Well, I have a moon. Day and night I’m obsessed—I must write, I must write, I must write. I barely finish a novel when I must write another, then a third, then a fourth. I write without stopping, at lightning speed. It’s the only way I can write. What’s bright and beautiful about that? I talk to you, I’m excited, but at the same time I can’t forget the unfinished story waiting on my desk. I see that cloud. It’s shaped like a grand piano. Instantly I take note—a cloud sailed by shaped like a grand piano. I smell heliotrope. I take note—a sickly smell, the widow’s color. I’ll use that to capture a summer evening. I capture every word we say, and lock it in my literary storeroom. Who knows when it’ll be useful? When I’ve finished work, I race to the theatre, or go fishing—hoping to find rest. But no. A new idea drops into my head like a cannon ball, and I’m back at my desk—writing, writing, writing. I get no rest. I consume my life. To harvest honey for strangers, I rob my best blossoms of their pollen, tear up their petals and trample them. You think I’m crazy? Well, do people talk to me as if I were sane? What are you writing now?" they ask. “What masterpiece will you give us next?” I think all that attention and praise is like speaking kindly to a sick person, to deceive and soothe him before stealing up to carry him off to the madhouse, like Poprischin. And as for my young years, my best years—life was a torture. A beginning writer, especially an unlucky one, feels awkward and unwanted—the world doesn’t need him. His nerves are frazzled, he’s always on edge. But he can’t resist being around people in the arts and literature. They, of course, are not interested in him. They ignore him, while he’s too shy to even look at them. He’s like an incurable gambler with no money. I’d never met my readers, but I pictured them angry and suspicious. I had a deathly fear of theatre audiences. They terrified me. When a new play of mine was produced, I felt the dark-haired people in the audience were hostile, and the blondes cold and indifferent. It was horrible—torture.

			Yes, I enjoy writing, and reading proofs. But as soon as something’s published, I hate it. I realize it is not at all what I meant—and I feel angry, I feel bad. 

			[He laughs.] 

			Then other people read it. “Yes,” they say, “charming and clever, but a long way from Tolstoy.” Or—“It’s good, but Turgenev’s Fathers and Sons is better.” Until I die they’ll say—“charming and clever, nothing more.” And on my tombstone they’ll write—“Here lies Trigorin—a good writer, but not as good as Turgenev.” 		

		

	
		
			Vanya and Sonia and
Masha and Spike

			by Christopher Durang

			VANYA, a fifty-seven-year-old gay man who lives reclusively with his adopted sister in their family home, has written his first play, but the reading of it is interrupted by twenty-something SPIKE’s texting on his cell phone. This ignites a tirade against the modern world.

			Scene

			The exterior backyard of Vanya’s family’s country home.

			Time

			Afternoon, the present.

			VANYA 

			You can multitask, how wonderful. You can tweet. You twitter and tweet, you email and text, your life is abuzz with electrical communication. 

			[Brief breath.]

			I know older people always think the past was better, but really—instead of a text with all these lowercase letters, and no punctuation, what about a nicely crafted letter, sent through the post office? Or a thank-you note.

			WE USED TO LICK POSTAGE STAMPS BACK THEN. Obviously you’ve never heard of that. They didn’t just peel off ready-made with sticky stuff on the back—the sticky stuff had to be triggered by your wet tongue. It took time. If you were sending out many letters, you could be licking postage stamps for ten minutes or so.

			We used typewriters back then. And Wite-Out for corrections. And carbon paper for copies.

			We had telephones and we had to dial the number by putting our index finger in a round hole representing two to zero. If the number was 909-9999, it could take hours just to dial the number. We had to have patience then. And we used to lick postage stamps. It was unpleasant, but it had to be done. 

			We didn’t multitask. Doing one thing at a time seemed appropriate. But I guess you can sort of listen to a play and sort of send a message and sort of play a video game . . . all at once. It must be wonderful . . . 

			I know I sound like a crank, but I don’t like change. My play is about scary change in the weather. But there are other changes too that have happened. 

			There are 785 television channels. You can watch the news report that matches what you already think. In the ’50s there were only three or four channels, and it was all in black and white. 

			And there was no child stars that became drug addicts like Lindsay Lohan. I mean, Hayley Mills was in the original Parent Trap, and she grew up to be a sensible, nice woman.

			There was no South Park. We saw Howdy Doody starring a puppet. Then there was Kukla, Fran and Ollie—starring two more puppets and a sweet lady named Fran. We watched puppets back then!

			There was the Perry Como Show. He was soothing. The Dinah Shore Show. She was charming. 

			The Bishop Sheen Show was on Sunday evening. A Catholic bishop had his own TV show. And he gave Sermons. On TV. We weren’t Catholic, but we watched him anyway. He said sensible things. On television.

			The Ed Sullivan Show was on before Bishop Sheen, and he had opera singers on, and performers from current Broadway shows. Richard Burton and Julie Andrews would sing songs from Camelot. It was wonderful. It helped theater be part of the national consciousness, which it isn’t anymore. 

			And he had Señor Wences on, who had a Spanish accent and was a ventriloquist. And he painted a mouth on his fist, and he would make it speak. 

			[He speaks in funny voice—high one, very low one, high one—he uses his hand and thumb to imitate the way Señor Wences used his hand on a speaking puppet; speaking high.]

			“Hello.” 

			[Low.]

			“Hello.” 

			[High.]

			“Hello.” 

			[Low.]

			Hello. His act lasted about . . . seven hours. As a child I thought to myself, this must be what eternity feels like. And yet that’s a good concept for a child to have. 

			We licked postage stamps, and we sent letters. 

			I preferred Bishop Sheen to Señor Wences. Bishop Sheen was a good speaker, and he used his real mouth rather than one drawn onto his fist, and this made me take him more seriously. 

			I remember him talking about the seed falling on the good soil, falling on the bad soil, the seed falling on rock. In other words, build your life on a strong foundation. 

			Of course, I haven’t done that. But I meant to. Bishop Sheen said I should. I guess I got lost. But it was interesting to hear him talk that way. It was articulate. I don’t think much is articulate in the world anymore.

			And I’m saying this all in retrospect. I didn’t think it when I was ten. I was just trying to get through life one day at a time when I was ten. 

			[To SPIKE.]

			And I didn’t have a life ahead of me where I was going to be almost cast in Entourage 2. But I guess you’re having a good life, and I had a foolish one. 

			Tell me, do they have any older characters in Entourage 2? Do they need someone in their late fifties, who has had a useless life and is looking back feeling bitter? Might I audition for that part? Could you check?

		

	
		
			Eurydice

			by Sarah Ruhl

			The dead FATHER, fifties, has a few things he wants to tell his daughter EURYDICE on the day of her marriage to ORPHEUS.

			Scene

			The Afterworld. Father, who is dead, reads from his letter, facing the audience.

			Time

			The day of his daughter’s wedding.

			FATHER 

			[He is dressed in a gray suit and reads from a piece of paper he holds.]

			Dear Eurydice,

			A letter for you on your wedding day.

			There is no choice of any importance in life but the choosing of a beloved. I haven’t met Orpheus, but he seems like a serious young man. I understand he’s a musician.

			If I were to give a speech at your wedding I would start with one or two funny jokes, and then I might offer some words of advice. I would say:

			Cultivate the arts of dancing and small talk.

			Everything in moderation.

			Court the companionship and respect of dogs.

			Grilling a fish or toasting bread without burning requires singleness of purpose, vigilance and steadfast watching.

			Keep quiet about politics, but vote for the right man.

			Take care to change the light bulbs.

			Continue to give yourself to others because that’s the ultimate satisfaction in life—to love, accept, honor, and help others. 

			As for me, this is what it’s like being dead:

			The atmosphere smells. And there are strange high-pitched noises—like a tea kettle always boiling over. But it doesn’t seem to bother anyone. And, for the most part, there is a pleasant atmosphere and you can work and socialize, much like at home. I’m working in the business world and it seems that, here, you can better see the far-reaching consequences of your actions. 

			Also, I am one of the few dead people who still remembers how to read and write. That’s a secret. If anyone finds out, they might dip me in the River again. 

			I write you letters. I don’t know how to get them to you.

			Love, 

			Your Father

		

	
		
			The Secret Mirror,
a Collage Play

			by Joyce Carol Oates

			The PSYCHIC, sixties, is dressed in a well-cut conservative suit, an unlit cigar in his hand. He sees things that others can’t—but he’s trying very hard not to. It’s simply no way to live.

			Scene

			A stage, addressing the audience.

			Time

			Now.

			PSYCHIC

			Yessir! You folks are a bit taken aback, eh, by the sight of me? Julius Jay Glass? Most folks think they know what a psychic looks like—some frazzle-haired skinny gal with pop eyes, clothes smelling of cats—the kind of weirdo, if it’s a man, you wouldn’t let step inside your front door. Sure there’s lots of ’em like that, but—not me. Julius Jay Glass. I swear—“Glass” is my family name. They’d have liked for me to change it but I never did.

			[Pause—peering out at the audience.]

			Hmm! Getting some emanations from several of you—but, say, I’m not here on business tonight, you’ll excuse me if I block them? Sometimes, yes indeed, an emanation I receive is, uh, personal—like from a lonely woman—could be a lonely married woman—those kinds, poor things, are the most desperate. ’Specially some years ago when I was—well, a damned good-looking young man, coal-black hair! Some town I’d be called to, by the local police most often, and I’d return to my hotel, and a woman would maybe be waiting, sort of hidden, veiled, in the lobby—a few times, right in my room. So I acquired a certain reputation as a ladies’ man—no fault of mine! Hell, a psychic is only human—like everybody else.

			[Pause—brusque.]

			Now—I block out emanations at the source, if I can.

			[He shifts the mood, ambles about the stage.]

			Well—if you’ve heard of Julius Jay Glass, I’d guess it’s connected with that case last spring—I’m the world-renowned psychic the Tucson police brought in to solve the Bonnie Starr mystery—that poor little four-year-old girl that was kidnapped—in all the papers and on TV—twenty-one days from start to finish. But my career as a psychic goes back, I mean way back, to when I was five years old in Ely, Ohio. Where it was discovered that I had what’s called “second sight”—meaning sometimes I could see things at a distance, or forward, or back, in time; things I wasn’t supposed to know about; things a child my age would not know about. Our dog Lucky disappeared, and I laid down in his bed, some rags he had for a bed, before Momma could stop me, and I “saw” right away where Lucky was—started bawling real hard ’cause Lucky was dead, mangled and dead, in a ditch where some truck had thrown him.

			[Pause.]

			Wasn’t just I saw him—some way, I was him. Oh God! And the worst kind of nightmares, for a long time afterward.

			[Pause.]

			Brrr! All the corpses, animal and human, I’ve seen, in my time!—some of them, sorry to say, in an advanced state of de-com-po-si-tion.

			[He nervously sucks on the unlit cigar.]

			Got so damned sensitive by age eleven I couldn’t see any pictures of anybody in our family that had died, or brush up against clothes that had belonged to dead people, or—curtains, or—piano sheet music, even—’cause if I did, I’d see. Some sight I hadn’t wanted to see.

			[Long pause, as if he’s reliving the horror.]

			’Course I had to leave Ely, Ohio—young. Aged sixteen. My gift scared my folks, who were simple Christian folks—worried I was getting signals from the Devil. Huh! Any of you fool enough to believe in the Devil? Like, you want to think evil doesn’t emanate from your neighbor?—or from you? 

			[Pause.] 

			’Course I never married—never “fell” in what’s called “love”—not just that Julius Jay Glass sees through you ladies, your beauty and mystery, et cetera, but once there’s intimacy, Julius Jay Glass is you. 

			[Shakes his head.] 

			This one woman—yes, she was beautiful—high-spirited, proud—she threw herself at me, just about—I took pity on her, told her, “Don’t waste your time on Julius Jay Glass, he can’t love, he sees too deep into your heart,” and she said, “I can love enough for two—don’t send me away!” 

			[Pause.]

			But I did. 

			[Pause.]

			Later. 

			[Pause.]

			Maybe I regretted it—

			[PSYCHIC peers into the audience, frowning, as if interrupted in his monologue.]

			Hmmm! Is that so? 

			[Nods, wipes his forehead with white handkerchief.] 

			Well, now look—I can’t take on that burden—I won’t. Yes, you are a desperate lady but no—I’m blocking any more emanations from you. I can’t be everybody’s savior—not at my age!

			[He continues in his earlier tone.]

			Folks think Julius Jay Glass is a millionaire, multimillionaire, all the rich clients I’ve had through my career—truth is, I give 50 percent of my earnings to charity—always have. Now I’m retired—or trying to be. Keep retiring every other year, then I get summoned back—so damned hard to say no. 

			[Sighs.] 

			This case out in Tucson, now! Brrr! I’m incognito in my home in Palm Beach receiving signals of desperation from two thousand miles away! Tried to block ’em—did block ’em—then it happened the Tucson police summoned me, so I went, couldn’t say no—the poor young couple not knowing if their little girl was alive or dead; whether they’d ever see her again. 

			[Shakes his head, moved.] 

			God, the suffering human beings inflict on one another! 

			[Pause.]

			Now the Starrs aren’t “poor” actually, they’re well-to-do, old Southwest aristocracy, which is why the kidnapper chose little Bonnie. Kidnapped her right out of nursery school, two armed men, masked—drove right off—and no trace of them afterward. And everybody, I mean everybody, was searching for that poor little girl. The news media went wild. Forty-eight hours she’s missing, not a word from the kidnappers, then the Starrs received a single ransom note—“Fifteen million dollars or you’ll never see your daughter alive again!”—and after that, nothing. No communication. So—the Starrs were desperate. And Julius Jay Glass was called in.

			[Pause—setting the scene, casting a spell.] 

			I’m seated in a windowless room—wax plugs in my ears—isolation—police headquarters—studying snapshots of Bonnie Starr, holding toys, clothes. 

			[From his pocket he removes a child’s pink sweater, which he rubs against his face.] 

			And—long minutes passed in oblivion. Minutes—hours. 

			[Pause.]

			I tried, oh how I tried—to pass over into her! 

			[In a trancelike state, eyes closed, grimacing.] 

			But—I was blocked. I was—blocked. 

			[Pause.]

			Never wanted anything like I wanted that beautiful little girl to be alive—even as I knew, oh yes I knew, back east already I’d known, she was probably dead. 

			[Pause.]

			In the sixth hour of meditation I broke through the resistance, saw, suddenly, a road—unpaved—leading off a state highway—past an Exxon station, boarded up—back beyond a 7-Eleven store—I’m like a bird in flight—skimming the earth, riding the air—five, six miles—mountains ahead—scrubby wasteland on all sides—no human habitation—road getting narrower—I’m turning off from the road in a desolate place—dumping ground—there’s a ravine ahead—I’m flying along the rim—a half-mile from the road— 

			[Voice urgent, horrified.] 

			Ah!—I see it—her—it—a child’s bare legs, feet, protruding from under a tarpaulin . . . where they’d dumped her like garbage and left her. 

			[Long pause. Sweater slips from fingers, he stoops to pick it up, returns it to his pocket.]

			So!—that was how it ended. In a ravine, ninety miles west of Tucson. They’d killed her right off, the only mercy was that they hadn’t raped or mutilated her. Like some do.

			[Pause. The PSYCHIC touches his eyes with fingertips but does not cry; he reverts to his earlier, genial mood.]

			Naturally a psychic isn’t always popular, even when he does his job 100 percent perfect! 

			[Pause.] 

			But they paid me, of course. They always do. 

			[Pause.] 

			And now I’m retired—I am. The strain’s got too much for my heart. So—don’t send your signals to me—please! I am no one’s savior—there is nothing to save! Please. 

			[Quietly backing off, arms uplifted.] 

			Please. Please.

		

	
		
			Indians

			by Arthur Kopit

			BUFFALO BILL, sixties, tries to explain the ways of the Native American Indians to a specially constituted Congressional Committee on American Indian Grievances.

			Scene

			A meeting room on the reservation. To the all-white senators in the committee.

			Time

			Day, 1886.

			BUFFALO BILL

			All right . . . Now. Let me try to explain some . . . basics. Well, the Indian can be hard t’ figure. What’s one t’ us is another t’ him. For example, farmin’. Now the real problem here is not poor soil. The real problem’s plowin’. Ya see, the Indian believe the earth is sacred and sees plowin’ as a sacrilegious act. Well, if ya can’t get ’em t’ plow, how can ya teach ’em farmin’? Impossible. Fertile land’s another problem. There just ain’t much of it, an’ what there is, the Indians prefer to use for pony racin’. Naturally, it’s been explained to ’em how people can race ponies anywhere, but they prefer the fertile land. They say, if their ancestors raced ponies there, that’s where they must race . . . Another difficult problem is land itself. The majority of ’em, ya see, don’t understand how land can be owned, since they believe the land was made by the Great Spirits for the benefit of everyone. So, when we do buy land from ’em, they think it’s just some kind o’ temporary loan, an’ figure we’re kind o’ foolish fer payin’ good money for it, much as someone ’ud seem downright foolish t’ us who paid money fer the sky, say, or the ocean. Which . . . causes problems. 

			[Pause.]

			Well, what I’m gettin’ at is this: if their way o’ seein’ is hard fer us t’ follow, ours is just as hard fer them . . . There’s an old Indian legend that when the first white man arrived, he asked some Indians for enough land t’ put his blanket down onto fer the night. So they said yes. An’ next thing they knew, he’d unraveled this blanket till it was one long piece o’ thread. Then he laid out the thread, an’ when he was done, he’d roped off a couple o’ square miles. Well, the Indian finds that sort o’ behavior hard t’ understand. That’s all I have t’ say. Maybe, if you think about it, some good’ll finally come from all this. I dunno.

		

	
		
			The Big Funk

			by John Patrick Shanley

			OMAR, forties, is a knife-thrower in the circus. OMAR is a family man with a wife, FIFI, and two kids. OMAR is a complicated man. OMAR is a simple man. Whatever you do, don’t cross him.

			Scene

			A stage. He speaks directly to the audience, wearing a helmet with a few dents, a white circus performer’s blouse, a sash cinching his waist, and dark pantaloons.

			Time

			Now.

			OMAR 

			My name is Omar. I have been through more shit than I can possibly explain so lemme just say this. I have a family, a wife, and two kids. I love my family. I am a man. I see the role of a family man to be a guard dog. I circle my family like a ring of fire. If anybody bothers my wife, I’ll kill them. If anybody’s mean to my kids, I’ll kill them. The whole thing of having children brings every nut out of the woodwork. I bash these yahoos and throw them outside my family circle. Also, every person has a hell in them that contains demons. I have demons. My wife has demons. When you have kids, these demons jump outta your mouth and attack the kids. I have to beat the shit outta these demons, chuck them out into the sunlight where they shrink and scream into ugly little trinkets I call quirks. Quirks I can live with. 

			I am a real father. When I first saw my kids, I got terrified because the replacements had arrived for me and my wife. My wife is Fifi. The heroic thing that a father has to do is encourage his son to kill him and replace him. This is what Hamlet’s really about in my opinion. It’s a tragedy because the son fails to kill and replace the physical father. Which is what the spiritual side of the father, the ghost wants the son to do. All you can do is hope for anybody. Now when I was a kid, I had these parents and they were alright, except for one or two things. One of the things was they didn’t praise me. So I got a hole there. As a result, I’m a sucker for praise. 

			But what brings up the subject of love. A word so often abused or misunderstood that I feel I should right now define it for you. But I’m not going to. I mean, I could go on and on, but love is simple. Love is profound. And talking about love is a lot of bullshit. 

			[OMAR pushes up his sleeves and goes down into the audience.]

			Now lemme tell you about me. If you think I am simple, I am not. I you think I’m complex, I am not. If you think I’m tough, you’ve got me wrong. If you think I’m soft, you’re liable to make a big mistake. I confuse some people. But the only people I truly confuse are those who have a simplistic view of human beings. Each of us, at base, contains a mystery. I am mysterious. I look at myself and I am mystified. 

			[He sits down on the edge of the stage, next to his briefcase.]

			Now I’m going to tell you a story. This story takes place in the past. I should tell you what I do for a living. I throw knives at a one-inch black dot thirty-five feet away. 

			[He opens the briefcase. It contains six gleaming throwing knives.]

			There are tens of thousands of people who make their living this way, but I’ve gained a reputation for doing it very well. That is, I hit the dot a lot. 

			[He takes out one of the knives.]

			And when I don’t hit the dot, I remain a gentleman. I don’t point the finger at anyone else. I just missed the dot. It’s going to happen. 

		

	
		
			Joe Turner’s
Come and Gone

			by August Wilson

			BYNUM, sixties, is a humble African-American man who fixes broken things, binds them back together. Here he tells what happened when he encountered “the shiny man” on a road.

			Scene

			The kitchen of Seth Holly’s boardinghouse.

			Time

			Day, 1911.

			BYNUM 

			This fellow don’t have no name. I call him John ’cause it was up around Johnstown where I seen him. I ain’t even so sure he’s one special fellow. That shine could pass on to anybody. He could be anybody shining.

			He’s just a man I seen out on the road. He ain’t had no special look. Just a man walking toward me on the road. He come up and asked me which way the road went. I told him everything I knew about the road, where it went and all, and he asked me did I have anything to eat ’cause he was hungry. Say he ain’t have nothing to eat in three days. Well, I never be out there on the road without a piece of dried meat. Or an orange or an apple. So I gave this fellow an orange. He take and eat that orange and told me to come and go along the road a little ways with him, that he had something he wanted to show me. He had a look about him made me wanna go with him, see what he gonna show me.

			We walked on a bit and it’s getting kind of far from where I met him when it come up on me all of a sudden, we wasn’t going the way he had come from, we was going back my way. Since he said he ain’t knew nothing about the road, I asked him about this. He say he had a voice inside him telling him which way to go and if I come and go along with him he was gonna show me the Secret of Life. Quite naturally I followed him. A fellow that’s gonna show you the Secret of Life ain’t to be taken lightly. We get near this bend in the road and he told me to hold out my hands. Then he rubbed them together with his and I looked down and see they got blood on them. Told me to take it and rub it all over me . . . say that was a way of cleaning myself. Then we went around the bend in that road. Got around that bend and it seem like all of a sudden we ain’t in the same place. Turn around that bend and everything look like it was twice as big as it was. The trees and everything bigger than life! Sparrows big as eagles! I turned around to look at this fellow and he had this light coming out of him. I had to cover up my eyes to keep from being blinded. He shining like new money with that light. He shined until all the light seemed like it seeped out of him and then he was gone and I was by myself in this strange place where everything was bigger than life. 

			I wandered around there looking for that road, trying to find my way back from this big place . . . and I looked over and seen my daddy standing there. He was the same size he always was, except for his hands and his mouth. He had a great big old mouth that look like it took up his whole face and his hands were as big as hams. Look like they was too big to carry around. My daddy called me to him. Said he had been thinking about me and it grieved him to see me in the world carrying other people’s songs and not having one of my own. Told me he was gonna show me how to find my song. Then he carried me further into this big place until we come to this ocean. Then he showed me something I ain’t got words to tell you. But if you stand to witness it, you done seen something there. I stayed in that place awhile and my daddy taught me the meaning of this thing that I had seen and showed me how to find my song. I asked him about the shiny man and he told me he was the One Who Goes Before and Shows the Way. Said there was lots of shiny men and if I ever saw one again before I died then I would know that my song had been accepted and worked its full power in the world and I could lay down and die a happy man. A man who done left his mark on life. On the way people cling to each other out of the truth they find in themselves. Then he showed me how to get back to the road. I came out to where everything was its own size and I had my song. I had the Binding Song. I chose that song because that’s what I seen most when I was traveling . . . people walking away and leaving one another. So I takes the power of my song and binds them together. 

			Been binding people ever since. That’s why they call me Bynum. Just like glue I sticks people together. 

			It costs me a piece of myself every time I do. I’m a Binder of What Clings. You got to find out if they cling first. You can’t bind what don’t cling. 

		

	
		
			The Ballad of Yachiyo

			by Philip Kan Gotanda

			TAKAMURA, forties, is a master potter and ceramic artist with a serious drinking problem. He tells his story to YACHIYO, a young Japanese girl who has come to study the art of the Japanese tea ceremony with TAKAMURA’s wife, OKUSAN (also called SUMIKO).

			Scene

			Outside Takamura’s studio in Okusan and Takamura’s house in the lush cane fields of Kaui, Hawaii. 

			Time

			1919.

			TAKAMURA

			What did she tell you? That she was the poor misunderstood wife? That I was cheating on her behind her back? I never lied to her. Right from the beginning she knew what I was. She knew exactly what she was getting. 

			[Pause.]

			She liked me. Why, I shall never know. She became infatuated with me. Had to have me. Begged, cajoled her father until—ah, the father. He was a shrewd, shrewd bastard. He cared little about anything but what he could buy and sell for a profit. And he could do that better than any man I’ve ever met. Have you down on your knees begging him to stick his hands into your pockets. And he could smell a man’s weak spot a mile away. Profit, that’s all he cared about. That is, except his daughter. His only child. That was his weak spot. And since his daughter wanted me, he made sure she got me. The old man offered me a proposition. I get a second chance to be the artist, to redeem myself in my family’s eyes. In exchange, I marry his daughter and—ah, here’s the catch—I give up my name. 

			[Pause.]

			I don’t know if I really cared one way or the other at the time. So you see, her father bought me for her. Like a pet dog. And she knew what I was. What she was getting. 

			[Pause. Unsure whether to reveal more.]

			We had an agreement. This one was between Sumiko and me. Her father didn’t know. I told her I didn’t love her. And that she must allow me my freedom. That I would be discreet and never bring her shame. This was my side of the bargain. She agreed. Maybe I am getting a bit careless of late—ever since the old bastard died. I guess you could say I’ve been celebrating. He’d like me drinking, though. That’s the one thing we had in common. 

			[Silence. He drinks from his bottle.]

		

	
		
			Conversations
with My Father

			by Herb Gardner

			This is a big day for bartender EDDIE GOLDBERG, mid-forties—the day when the legal change of his last name to Ross becomes official. Certain memories aren’t as easy to get rid of, though.

			Scene

			Eddie’s bar on Canal Street.

			Time

			1936.

			EDDIE: 

			[To ZARETSKY, a boarder in EDDIE’s home, who sits at a nearby table.] 

			They held my grandpa down under his favorite acacia tree and pulled his beard out—his beard, a rabbi’s honor—they’re tearin’ it outa his face a chunk at a time, him screamin’ in his garden behind his shul, they grabbed us all there that Saturday comin’ outa morning prayers. This chubby one is whirlin’ a saber over his head, faster and faster till it whistles—I know this guy, I seen him waitin’ tables at the Café Fankoni—“I’m takin’ your skull-cap off,” he says to my brother Heshy; one whistlin’ swing, he slices it off along with the top of Heshy’s skull, scalpin’ him. Heshy’s very proud of his yarmulkeh, he’s Bar Mitzvah a month before and wears it the entire Shabes—he’s got his hands on his head, the blood in runnin’ through his fingers, he’s already dead, he still runs around the garden like a chicken for maybe thirty seconds before he drops, hollerin’, “Voo iz mine yarmulkeh? . . . Voo iz mine yarmulkeh?” The kid is more afraid of not being Jewish than not being alive. 

			[Pause.] 

			My mother, they cut her ears off; her ears, go figure it, what was Jewish about them? Regardless, Zaretsky, she bled to death in the garden before it got dark, ranting like a child by then, really nuts. The guy’s caftan flies open, and one’s doin’ the job on Ma, I see an Odessa police uniform underneath, this is just a regular beat cop from Primorsky Boulevard, and the waiter too, just another person; but they were all screaming, these guys—louder than my family even—and their women too, watching, screaming, “Molodyets!” “Natchinai!” “good man,” “go to it,” like ladies I seen at ringside, only happier, all screaming with their men in that garden, all happy to find the bad guys. This Cossack’s holdin’ me down, he’s makin’ me watch while they do the ear-job on Ma. “Watch, Zhid, watch! Worse to watch than to die!” He holds me, he’s got my arms, it feels like I’m drowning. Since then, nobody holds me down, Zaretsky, nobody. I don’t even like hugs. 

			[Grips ZARETSKY’s wrists, urgently.]

			The October Pogrom, how could you forget? Livin’ with us two years now, you don’t even mention it. You wanna run around bein’ Mister Jewish—that’s your lookout—but you leave me and my kids out of it. 

			[Rises, moving briskly to bar.]

			I got my own deal with God, see; Joey does a few hours a week o’ Hebrew School, just enough to make the Bar Mitzvah shot—same with Charlie—I hit the shul Rosh Hashana, maybe Yom Kippur, and sometimes Fridays Gloria does the candle routine; and that’s it. You treat God like you treat any dangerous loony—keep him calm and stay on his good side. Meanwhile . . . 

			[Takes folded legal document from cash register, smiling proudly.] 

			Today, today the Jew lid comes off my boys. 

			[Striding back to ZARETSKY’s table, opening document with a flourish.]

			Check it out, Anton, you’re the first to know—

			[Reads from document.]

			“Southern District Court, State of New York, the Honorable Alfred Gladstone, presiding. Application approved, this Third day of July, of the year Nineteen Hundred and Thirty-Six; Change of Family Name—” 

			[Holding document aloft.]

			Yessir; so long, Goldberg; as of one p.m. yesterday you have been livin’ here with the Ross family—outside, take note, the sign says, “Eddie Ross’ Golden Door”; shit, I just say it out loud, I get a shiver. 

			[Sits next to Zaretsky, pointing to photos over bar.]

			“Ross,” yessir—honor o’ Barney “One-Punch” Ross and Mr. Franklin Delano Roosevelt, friend of the Jews, God bless ’im. 

		

	
		
			Harm’s Way

			by Shem Bitterman

			MAJOR JONATHAN FREDERICKS, an army prosecutor, opens up to a female REPORTER about his dead son in a down moment from their search to find his missing daughter.

			Scene

			A hotel room.

			Time

			Evening.

			MAJOR FREDERICKS

			Charlie signed up the day after 9-11. Laura had passed away a month before. I think he was trying to make sense of her death, of everything—or maybe he just felt guilty. God help me, I was proud of him when he got on that plane for Afghanistan. A week after he got there, he was dead. Shot by a sentry as he was entering base camp. He hadn’t even seen combat. The sentry called out, fired a warning shot. Charlie never heard a thing—he must not have been able to over the roar of the helicopters, must have been facing away. The sentry said he didn’t recognize him in the glare of the sunlight. 

			[Beat.] 

			He should have kept his eyes on the gate. It was careless. He was always careless, even as a kid. His shoes were never tied. Why was he so careless? He never would have lasted in combat. 

			[Beat.] 

			The sentry—he was haunted by what he’d done. He was a buddy of Charlie’s. He came by the house after he rotated out. I had to tell him it was alright that he killed my son, find a way to say it so he wouldn’t blame himself for the rest of his life.

			[Weakens.] 

			Do you how hard that is? 

			[Beat; recovers.] 

			I’m sorry. I don’t know why I’m telling you all this.

		

	
		
			Prelude to a Kiss

			by Craig Lucas

			The OLD MAN has some lessons to convey to PETER, a young man in love, in this play about whether a couple’s bond will be strong enough to withstand the test of unexpected events.

			Scene

			Peter’s apartment.

			Time

			Evening. (The play was first produced in 1988.)

			OLD MAN

			You know . . . if you think how we’re born and we go through all these struggles of growing up and learning the multiplication tables and the name for everything, the rules, how not to get run over, braid your hair, pig Latin. Figuring out how to sneak out of the house late at night. Just all the ins and outs, the effort, and learning to accept all the flaws in everybody and everything. And then getting a job, probably something you don’t even like doing for not enough money, like bartending, and that’s if you’re lucky. That’s if you’re not born in Calcutta or Ecuador or the U.S. without money. Then there’s your marriage and raising your own kids if . . . you know. And they’re going through the same struggle all over again, only worse, because somebody’s trying to sell them crack in the first grade now. And all this time you’re paying taxes and your hair starts to fall out and you’re wearing six pairs of glasses, which you can never find, and you can’t recognize yourself in the mirror and your parents die and your friends, again, if you’re lucky, and it’s not you first. And if you live long enough, you finally get to watch everybody die: all your loved ones, your wife, your husband and your kids, maybe, and you’re totally alone. And as a final reward for all this . . . you disappear. 

			[Pause.] 

			No one knows where. 

			[Pause.] 

			So we might as well have a good time while we’re here, don’t you think?

		

	
		
			Cat on a Hot Tin Roof

			by Tennessee Williams

			BIG DADDY, mid-sixties, a wealthy plantation owner, thought he was dying of cancer—but he’s been told that now it’s in remission. He throws this in the face of his wife, Ida (BIG MOMMA).

			Scene

			Big Daddy’s study in his mansion in the Mississippi Delta.

			Time

			The present. (The play premiered in 1955.)

			BIG DADDY 

			Oh, yes, I do, oh, yes, I do, I mean it! I put up with a whole lot of crap around here because I thought I was dying. And you thought I was dying and you started taking over, well, you can stop taking over now, Ida, because I’m not gonna die, you can just stop now this business of taking over because you’re not taking over because I’m not dying, I went through the laboratory and the goddamn exploratory operation and there’s nothing wrong with me but a spastic colon. And I’m not dying of cancer, which you thought I was dying of. Ain’t that so? Didn’t you think that I was dying of cancer, Ida? Ain’t that so, Ida? Didn’t you have an idea I was dying of cancer and now you could take control of this place and everything on it? I got that impression, I seemed to get that impression. Your loud voice everywhere, your fat old body butting in here and there!

			I went through all that laboratory and operation and all just so I would know if you or me was boss here! Well, now it turns out that I am and you ain’t—and that’s my birthday present—and my cake and champagne!—because for three years now you been gradually taking over. Bossing, talking. Sashaying your fat old body around the place I made! I made this place! I was overseer on it! I was the overseer on the old Straw and Ochello plantation. And old Straw died and I was Ochello’s partner and the place got bigger and bigger and bigger and bigger and bigger! I did all that myself with no goddamn help from you, and now you think you’re just about to take over. Well, I’m just about to tell you that you are not just about to take over, you are not just about to take over a goddamn thing. Is that clear to you, Ida? Is that very plain to you now? Is that understood completely? I been through the laboratory from A to Z. I’ve had the goddamn exploratory operation, and nothing is wrong with me but a spastic colon—made spastic, I guess, by disgust!By all the goddamn lies and liars that I have had to put up with, and all the goddamn hypocrisy that I lived with all these forty years that we been livin’ together! 

		

	
		
			Hamlet

			by William Shakespeare

			KING CLAUDIUS is haunted by his sins, thanks to the prodding of his stepson HAMLET. He tries to pray, seeking absolution.

			Scene

			The King’s private chamber in the castle at Elsinore, Denmark.

			Time

			Night. (The play was published in 1603.)

			KING

			O, my offense is rank, it smells to heaven;

			It hath the primal eldest curse upon ’t.

			A brother’s murder. Pray can I not,

			Though inclination be as sharp as will. 

			My stronger guilt defeats my strong intent,

			And, like a man to double business bound,

			I stand and pause where I shall first begin,

			And both neglect. What if this cursed hand

			Were thicker than itself with brother’s blood,

			Is there not rain enough in the sweet heavens

			To wash it white as snow? Whereto serves mercy

			But to confront the visage of offense?

			And what’s in prayer but this twofold force,

			To be forestalled ere we come to fall,

			Or pardon’d being down? Then I’ll look up;

			My fault is past. But, O, what form of prayer

			Can serve my turn? “Forgive me my foul murder”?

			That cannot be, since I am still possess’d

			Of those effects for which I did the murder,

			My crown, mine own ambition, and my queen.

			May one be pardon’d and retain th’ offense?

			In the corrupted currents of this world

			Offense’s gilded hand may shove by justice,

			And oft ’tis seen the wicked prize itself

			Buys out the law. But ’tis not so above.

			There is no shuffling, there the action lies

			In his true nature, and we ourselves compell’d,

			Even to the teeth and forehead or our faults,

			To give in evidence. What then? What rests?

			Try what repentance can. What can it not?

			Yet what can it, when one cannot repent?

			O wretched state! O bosom black as death!

			O limed soul, that, struggling to be free,

			Art more engag’d! Help, angels! Make assay.

			Bow, stubborn knees, and heart with strings of steel,

			Be soft as sinews of the new-born babe!

			All may be well. 

			[He kneels.]

		

	
		
			The Whipping Man

			by Matthew Lopez

			SIMON, a newly freed African-American slave who has converted to Judaism (the religion of his former owner), is hiding out with a younger ex-slave, JOHN, in the ruined home of Confederate soldier CALEB DELEON in the wake of the Civil War.

			Scene

			A half-destroyed house in Richmond, VA.

			Time

			1865.

			SIMON 

			President Lincoln. He’s dead.

			Shot. Last night. At a theatre. He’s gone.

			I wouldn’t have believed it if I hadn’t heard it with my own ears. Right there in the middle of the market, fella rides up and just says it. Announces it like he’s callin’ a dance. Folks started cheering and whooping. Dancin’. Town started going crazy. Crazier than it’s been last few weeks, even. All them folks was so happy. The white folks, anyway. It's crazy out there now. The Federals are all over the place now. More comin’ in all the time. They think he come to Richmond, the one who did it. They’re blockin’ the roads, all the ins and outs. No one’s going nowhere—’til they find him. 

			And Father Abraham is gone. 

			I met him. Just the other day, when he came into Richmond.

			He was a sight to see. Just as tall as they said. Taller. He wore a hat that stretched up to the sky. Made him all that much taller. But when he walked, his shoulders was rounded and he slouched a bit, like he was scared of being up so high. It didn’t matter, though. That man had height to spare. He looked to be two hundred years old. His eyes were sunk down in his face and his wrinkles was deeper than any I’ve ever seen on a man. Like someone took a knife and carved them in. He had a whole crowd of folks around him. Colored folks. They followed him and touched him and kissed his hands. No one had to tell me who he was. Even if I hadn’t seen his picture before, I still woulda known. Proudest day of my life. He was coming towards where I was standing. I walked to him. And I stopped right in front of him. And he stopped. And we looked at each other.

			And I bowed.

			Only thing I could think to do.

			And he bowed back. Only thing he could think to do, I guess. 

			That was a great man, Father Abraham. Father Abraham, who set us free. 

			There’s your Moses, John.

		

	
		
			Uncle Vanya

			by Anton Chekhov, 
trans. by Jean-Claude van Itallie

			ASTROV, a local doctor, relates his feelings about where he lives in rural Russia—about what is happening to the environment and the natural beauty that he loves.

			Scene

			A room in the main house on the estate of Professor Serabryakov, in rural Russia.

			Time

			Evening, early in the twentieth century.

			ASTROV 

			I have a work table in this house, in Ivan Petrovich’s room. When I’m completely worn out and numb—I drop everything to run here and draw. It’s my play time for an hour or two. Vanya and Sonya do their accounts while I doodle near them, quietly. It’s warm and peaceful—a cricket chirps in a corner. Not that I allow myself that pleasure often—once a month maybe. 

			[Showing the map.]

			Now look, please. This is our district fifty years ago. The dark and light greens are forests, covering half the map. Where the green is striped with red there are elk and deer. Here, in the lakes there are swan, geese, and ducks. The old people say there were vast numbers of every kind of bird, clouds of them. Here are the retreats of the Old Believers, here the water mills. The cattle and horses—that’s the blue. See, this corner is mostly blue—there were herds of horses, at least three to a peasant. 

			[Pause.]

			Now here’s the district twenty-five years ago. The forest covers only a third of the land. The deer are gone, there are still elk. The blue and green are paler. The third map—down here—is the district today. There’s still some green, but only in spots. No more elk, swan or geese. There are no monasteries or mills left. This is a picture of destruction, which in ten or fifteen years will be complete. You could say the old must give way to the new. And I’d agree with you if the forests were replaced by roads, railways, factories and schools. Then maybe people would be richer and more educated. But in this district things don’t change. We have swamps, mosquitos, typhoid, diphtheria and misery. People lose the fight for survival here. Degraded by inertia and ignorance, starving, sick and freezing—in order to save their lives and their children, people clutch at whatever feeds or warms them. They destroy without a thought for the future. They destroy everything.Nothing is replaced. I have the impression this doesn’t interest you. 

		

	
		
			Reunion

			by David Mamet

			Sometimes you can’t lose for winning—or so BERNIE, fifties, tells his daughter CAROL in this recovering alcoholic’s not-so-sentimental holiday story.

			Scene

			Bernie’s apartment.

			Time

			The present.

			BERNIE 

			Let me tell you a story. 

			One time—this was strange—when I’m working for the phone company. I’m out on the Cape. Lineman. Repairs, on the street. I’m making out okay, what with that and my disability. 

			Bought myself a new Buick. 

			Beautiful sonofabitch. Used to drive into Boston and go out to Wonderland with Alex. 

			He loved that car. I think he was secretly envious.

			And so I’m working out on the Cape. It’s December thirtieth.

			I get invited to a New Year’s party in Provincetown. I’m supposed to be working. 

			So I call in sick. What the hell, I had a good work record.

			And it’s New Year’s Eve day and I’m getting ready to drive to Provincetown. 

			Put a hundred bucks in my wallet and I go to Mitchell’s—that’s the tavern in Falmouth I used to hang out at—and there’s this Italian kid shooting pool. About twenty. I don’t know . . . Steve, something like that.

			So I offer him twenty bucks to drive out to Provincetown with me, stay in the car, and drive me home New Year’s Day.

			So fine. We get up to Provincetown, I go over to Kenny’s house . . . 
Kenny Hill. You would of liked him, I think. He would have liked you, I can tell you that. Had an eye for younger women. Who could blame him?

			And so we had a hell of a party.

			That’s one thing Kenny knew how to do is throw a party.

			But the point is not the party but the next morning. So the next morning I get up off the couch or wherever I was and put on my coat and go out to the car to invite this kid Steve in for a cup of coffee or something.

			So there’s the Buick but the kid is gone. Nowhere to be found. Vanished. Along with my flashlight, which I don’t find out, ’til I rack the car up near Truro. 

			[Pause.]

			But hold on. 

			[He thinks for a moment.]

			I think he took my flashlight . . . 

			[Pause.]

			So I go back in the house. Get myself together, and I figure I’d better start back to Falmouth. I’m hung over as a sonofabitch. I say good-bye to my friends, grab a bottle, and into the car.

			It’s snowing up a storm. I can hardly see anyway. I’m weaving all over the road. Next thing I know I’m asleep. And the following thing I’m wrapped around a telephone pole.

			So I get out. Knocked the pole clean over; the hood of the Buick is wrenched to shit. I go to get out the flashlight to try to get a look at the engine, and the flashlight’s gone. 

			There’s no help for it, so I get back in and go to sleep.

			Next thing I know here comes a black-and-white. The cop wakes me up, I happen to know him from around Falmouth, and I convince him that it’s all an accident, and I give him a drink and he drives me home and promises to call the garage. So you should be careful who you’re calling a pig. Any case, I no sooner get in bed than ten seconds later, wham! The telephone rings and it’s Jim Daugherty, the supervisor for the Cape.

			“How are you feeling?” he asks.

			“Like a big piece of cow shit,” I tell him.

			“You gotta come in today,” he says.

			“Jim,” I tell him, “I’m sick, it’s New Year’s, get someone else.”

			“Everybody else is drunk,” he says. “I’m the only one here, and some asshole knocked down a pole near Truro.”

			. . . So I tell him my car won’t start. He says he’s coming over in the truck to get me.

			So I make some coffee and he comes and we go over to Truro to fix the pole.

			He’s cursing the whole way:

			“Jagoff” this and “asshole” that . . .

			And what with the overtime and holiday pay and the twenty Jim slipped me for coming along I made about ninety bucks for one afternoon. And Jim was so mad, he did most of the work himself and I spent most of the time in the cab drinking.

		

	
		
			A Midsummer
Night's Dream

            by William Shakespeare

			Within the magical forest of Shakespeare’s play, a battle of wills has been going on between the King and Queen of the Fairies—OBERON and TITANIA, respectively. They fight over an Indian “changeling boy,” who OBERON wants returned to him. The boy’s mother was a follower of TITANIA’s, and she refuses to give him back; OBERON lets her know this will have consequences.

			Scene

			The forest outside Athens.

			Time

			A moonlit night.

			OBERON

			Well, go thy way. Thou shalt not from this grove

			Till I torment thee for this injury.

			My gentle Puck, come hither. Thou rememb’rest

			Since once I sat upon a promontory,

			And heard a mermaid on a dolphin’s back

			Uttering such dulcet and harmonious breath

			That the rude sea grew civil at her song

			And certain stars shot madly from their spheres,

			To hear the sea-maid’s music.

			That very time I saw, but thou couldst not,

			Flying between the cold moon and the earth,

			Cupid all arm’d. A certain aim he took

			At a fair vestal throned by the west,

			And loos’d his love-shaft smartly from his bow,

			As it should pierce a hundred thousand hearts;

			But I might see young Cupid’s fiery shaft

			Quench’d in the chaste beams of the wat’ry moon,

			And the imperial vot’ress passed on,

			In maiden meditation, fancy-free.

			Yet mark’d I where the bolt of Cupid fell:

			It fell upon a little western flower,

			Before milk-white, now purple with love’s wound,

			And maidens call it love-in-idleness.

			Fetch me that flow’r; the herb I showed thee once.

			The juice of it on sleeping eyelids laid

			Will make a man or woman madly dote

			Upon the next live creature that it sees.

			Fetch me this herb, and be thou here again

			Ere the leviathan can swim a league.

		

	
		
			A View from the Bridge

			by Arthur Miller

			ALFIERI is a lawyer in his fifties turning gray; he is portly, good humored, and thoughtful. He’s a shrewd judge of human nature, and he knows very well what people’s views are of lawyers.

			Scene

			The street outside his office, near the port in downtown NYC.

			Time

			Afternoon.

			ALFIERI

			[Removes his hat, runs his fingers through his hair, and grinning, speaks to the audience.]

			You wouldn’t have known it, but something amusing has just happened. You see how uneasily they nod to me? That’s because I am a lawyer. In this neighborhood to meet a lawyer or a priest on the street is unlucky. We’re only thought of in connection with disasters, and they’d rather not get too close. 

			I often think that behind that suspicious little nod of theirs lie three thousand years of distrust. A lawyer means the law, and in Sicily, from where their fathers came, the law has not been a friendly idea since the Greeks were beaten. 

			I am inclined to notice the ruins in things, perhaps because I was born in Italy . . . I only came here when I was twenty-five. In those days, Al Capone, the greatest Carthaginian of all, was learning his trade on these pavements, and Frankie Yale himself was cut precisely in half by a machine gun on the corner of Union Street, two blocks away. Oh, there were many here who were justly shot by unjust men. Justice is very important here. 

			But this is Red Hook, not Sicily. This is the slum that faces the bay on the seaward side of the Brooklyn Bridge. This is the gullet of New York swallowing the tonnage of the world. And now we are quite civilized, quite American. Now we settle for half, and I like it better. I no longer keep a pistol in my filing cabinet. 

			And my practice is entirely unromantic.

			My wife has warned me, so have my friends; they tell me the people in this neighborhood lack elegance, glamour. After all, who have I dealt with in my life? Longshoremen and their wives, and fathers and grandfathers, compensation cases, evictions, family squabbles—the petty troubles of the poor—and yet . . . every few years there is still a case, and as the parties tell me what the trouble is, the flat air in my office suddenly washes in with the green scent of the sea, the dust in this air is blown away and the thought comes that in some Caesar’s year, in Calabria perhaps or on the cliff at Syracuse, another lawyer, quite differently dressed, heard the same complaint and sat there as powerless as I, and watched it run its bloody course. 

		

	
		
			Detroit

			by Lisa D’Amour

			FRANK is a retired man in his late seventies, early eighties. He’s in good health, the kind of man who has been taking care of his impeccable lawn for decades. He’s an upbeat kind of guy. 

			Scene

			On the block outside a suburban house that’s just burned down. Frank is the keeper of this house.

			Time

			Day.

			FRANK

			I lived around the corner for twenty-nine years. Bought one of the model homes, the houses people would come pick from. There were five of them, and every house in the neighborhood was one of the five. Hard to tell now, because people have redone things, repainted, knocked down, rebuilt. But, yes, there were five model homes and you just picked the one you liked and they built it for you. You could choose your colors, and you could decide things—like if you wanted the closet here or there, but mostly they just built from the model. It was no big deal that your house looked like a lot of the other houses. It was a new house! You were living in Bright Houses. It was like stealing second base. You were safe.

			They were magic times. Kids running ragged everywhere, skinning their knees, catching beetles. Lemonade stands. All the fathers pulling into their driveways at five-thirty sharp in their Belvederes, their Furies. Kids running up into their arms. Our arms. But now look at this place. To be honest, it hurts my heart to come back here. Half the houses falling apart, the others so fancified they seem untouchable.

			[He indicates a large house across the street.]

			I mean, how are you going to ask for a cup of sugar from someone who lives in that place? You’d have to buy a new pair of shoes just to walk up their driveway. This is not what the developers intended. They wanted you to have neighbors. They wanted you to be in it together.

		

	
		
			Eyes for Consuela

			by Sam Shepard

			AMADO, a mysterious Mexican man, appears to HENRY—an American expatriate on the run from his failed life—in the jungles of Mexico, luring him to a meeting with CONSUELA.

			Scene

			The jungles of Mexico.

			Time

			The present.

			AMADO 

			Every year there was a fiesta in our pueblo. The Fiesta of Independence. On this day I would always love to drink sotol and shoot my pistol into the sky. Every year on this day I would do this. And Consuela would dance. 

			She would dance as though she were being carried away by the angels. There was a happiness in my heart I have never known the likeness of since that time. Then, on this one day, many years ago—the last time I took part in our fiesta—I fired my pistol deep into the blue sky. I was wild with the feeling of freedom and my love for Consuela. The liquor rushed through my blood like boiling water. But one of my bullets must have hit something and bounced off. It struck Consuela’s father, Don Morello, in the eye. He fell in the street and we all rushed to him, not knowing at first what had happened. He just fell over on his face as though it might have been a stroke or heart attack. When we rolled him over and I saw his eye gushing with blood, I knew it was my bullet that had caused this. I saw Consuela’s face quivering. She was kneeling right across from me. Both of us staring at each other across the chest of her father. He was still alive. His chest rising and falling between us. In that moment, my life was changed. This one careless accident of my wildness turned everything upside down. He was taken far away to the hospital in Matamoros. They told us they could save his life but not his eye. I knew then the only honorable thing would be for me to pay his hospital bill. But I had no money. I had no money at all. I had spent it all on bullets for my pistol. So I kissed Consuela and swam the river to the United States, in order to find work.

			I kept returning—bringing what little money I’d earned each time. Each time the dogs would chase me. I would go to jail. They would throw me back into Mexico. I would go to Consuela and the children, then swim the river, back to America. 

		

	
		
			Radio Golf

			by August Wilson

			In a world where corporations and Big Money call the shots, STERLING JOHNSON, fifty, is a man who still works off the grid, fixing what needs to be fixed in his own way on his own time.

			Scene

			The Bedford Hills Redevelopment Office, the Hill District of Pittsburgh, PA.

			Time

			Day, 1997.

			STERLING

			Naw . . . you don’t understand. I’m my own union. I got my own everything. Except my own bank. But I got my own truck. I got my own tools. I got my own rules and I got my own union. I don’t play no games. I have to have my own. That’s the only way I got anything. I’ve been going through the back door all my life. See, people get confused about me. They did that ever since we was in school. But I know how to row the boat. I been on the water a long time. I know what it takes to plug the holes. I ain’t dumb. Even though some people think I am. That gives me an advantage. I found that out when I was in the orphanage. Mr. Redwood taught me that. He told me, “You ain’t dumb, you just faster than everybody else.” I was so fast it made me look slow. I was waiting for them to catch up . . . that made it look like I was standing around doing nothing. They kept me behind in the fourth grade ’cause I wouldn’t add twelve and twelve. I thought it was stupid. Everybody know there’s twelve to a dozen and twenty-four to two dozen. I don’t care if it’s donuts or oranges. They handed me the test and I turned it in blank. If you had seventeen dollars and you bought a parrot for twelve dollars how many dollars would you have left? Who the hell gonna spend twelve dollars on a parrot? What you gonna do with it? Do you know how many chickens you can buy for twelve dollars? They thought I didn’t know the answer. Every time somebody come to adopt me they say, “Well, Sterling’s a little slow.” That stuck with me, I started to believe it myself. Maybe they knew something I didn’t know. That’s when Mr. Redwood told me, “You ain’t dumb. You just faster than everybody else.” I’ve been going in the back doors all my life ’cause they don’t never let me in the front.

		

	
		
			Eddie Mundo Edmundo

			by Lynne Alvarez

			NYIN is a fifty-year-old horse trader engaged to CHELO, who runs a restaurant. He speaks to the skeleton of his dead horse, lamenting the complexity of life and contemplating his own mortality.

			Scene

			The restaurant patio of his fiancée, Chelo—tables and chairs overturned, in the village of Nautla, Mexico; on the coast of the state of Veracruz.

			Time

			Evening.

			NYIN

			[He stands near the skeleton of his horse, Frijol, holding a gun.]

			I tell you, Frijol. It’s a good thing you’re dead. You’re free of all this craziness. Drink, girls, love, tears, rage. And for what? Shit. One boy a maniac waving a pistol over a girl he can’t find; another chasing after a girl he can’t catch. Now I have to worry about—let’s see—

			[He counts his fingers.]

			Three people, four counting Chelo, who’ll have a stroke when she sees all this. And that boy is wild. He’s crying like it’s ripped out of his heart. Ay, what torture it is to be young. If I were young again I couldn’t live through it. Thank God Chelo and I are in our quiet years. Chelo’s sturdy as a rock. And look at you and me. You’re a bag of bones and I’m a sack. Ah well. 

			[He begins to clean up.]

			How many days did we walk down these roads, you and me, with the sun beating on our backs like a live flame? I never thought those days would end. And you, my friend, never thought at all. It was enough to be together with dust in our mouths taking one step and then another. Doing one thing and then another. I’d brush you, you’d spill my coffee over. If I felt bad, you knew it. You’d push me with your nose until I walked into a fence and laughed. I tell you—that’s how things should be. Nothing is above the love of a man for his horse—so much is below. And then, then, I betrayed you, my simple trusting friend. I led you like a lamb to slaughter—except you were a horse. I miss you, Frijol. But you’re damn lucky—getting old isn’t a bag of tricks either. The door closes. The tomb yawns open.

		

	
		
			Savage World

			by Stephen Fife

			SOL EISNER, fifty-five, hasn’t heard from DANNY, his twenty-five-year-old mixed-race son, since DANNY quit his teaching job. SOL’s desperation has reached the point that he’ll do almost anything to reconnect.

			Scene

			Sol’s apartment in Brooklyn Heights.

			Time

			Evening, 2007.

			SOL EISNER

			[Speaks to the webcam he has set up.]

			So, Danny, I, um, I—I had this fantasy at nine years old—I don’t think I ever told you this, did I?—it was more like a waking dream really, of being a Freedom Rider in Alabama, a foot soldier in the battle for civil rights, walking a gauntlet of punches and curses and high-pitched screams . . . But by the time I grew up, the Riders had all ridden away . . . That’s when Savage James happened. They said he shot a white couple during the riots, ya know? They said he waited for them outside the Cockatoo bar, where they’d come as a gesture of peace, and shot them down in cold blood . . . But I knew that couldn’t have happened. Not Savage James. You see, my dad had taken me to his training camp when I was a kid, I had shaken his hand, looked into his eyes. He wasn’t afraid of anything. Not the police, not the FBI, no one. My dad knew this too, and he started looking into it, but he wasn’t strong enough to continue. Near the end, when things were really bad, Savage was the one thing I could mention that would still bring a smile to my dad’s face, and I gave thanks — but no, that’s not what I wanted to tell you. Not at all. I’m sorry, it’s just—I’m at the end of my—

			[Pause; to videocam.] 

			Look, Danny, when I was a kid, the only way to reach anybody was to dial their number on the rotary phone, and then hold on for twenty rings, praying that they would put down their book or emerge from their warm bath in time to answer your call. We didn’t even have answering machines. Pathetic, isn’t it? And yet we got through! We talked! We had actual conversations! Now there are so many ways to reach out and touch each other, the only thing missing is a chip in the brain that allows our thoughts to connect—and still I don’t hear from you! Still I don’t get a reply! Ella tells me that there’s trouble between you and this hood, Terrence. She’s afraid for you, Danny! Me too! I want to help, but what can I do if you don’t let me? I’ve actually gone to your club a few times. “Mad Money.” Right. Well, okay, I haven’t gone inside, but that’s only because I have this thing about bouncers and velvet ropes. Just not my scene. But I’ve stood outside, Danny, like some teenybopper craving an autograph. And you haven’t come out. And there’s only so long I can be patient, even for you. Don’t lock me out, Danny, please. Call me back. Please.

		

	
		
			The Love Song of 
J. Robert Oppenheimer

			by Carson Kreitzer

			J. ROBERT OPPENHEIMER, fifties, the inventor of the atomic bomb, offers a parable about the volatile age that he has ushered in.

			Scene

			A room in Oppenheimer’s ranch in New Mexico.

			Time:

			1946.

			OPPIE: 

			There is a Zen parable. 

			A man sees a devil in the market. The merchant says, this is an excellent devil, able to do anything you want. For only 20,000 yen, I will give him to you.

			The man agreed.

			I must warn you, said the merchant, this devil is no good.

			But you said he was an excellent devil.

			That’s true, the merchant said, but he will always remain a devil. You have to keep him busy every minute. If he has free time, if he doesn’t know what to do, then he is dangerous. 

			Well, if that’s all, said the man, and he took the devil home.

			It went very well.

			Each morning, the devil would kneel obediently while the man mapped out his chores for the day. Chop wood, light the stove, prepare my food, clean the house. All day the devil completed his tasks, at night he slept in his bamboo cage. It went on this way for months.

			Then one day the man ran into an old friend in town, and they got to drinking sake, one little stone jar after another, and they ended up in the willow quarter. The ladies kept the two friends busy, and the next morning the man woke alone in a strange room. He paid the bill to the women, who looked quite different from what he remembered the previous evening, and hurried home.

			From the road he saw smoke. 

			The devil had made an open fire, and he was roasting the neighbor’s child on a spit.

			[Beat.]

			I thought we were cracking open the secrets of the universe. 

			I thought it would be a geode.

			Shining in the first light of discovery. 

			For only two billion dollars of the Army’s money. I will give him to you.

		

	
		
			The Misanthrope

			by MoliÈre, trans. by Richard Wilbur

			ALCESTE, a writer and nobleman, is outraged by the foibles and follies of mankind—especially the injustices. He vents his disgust to his good friend PHILINTE.

			Scene

			An elegant street in Paris near Alceste’s house.

			Time

			Night in seventeenth-century France.

			ALCESTE

			No, no, don’t waste your breath in argument;

			Nothing you say will alter my intent;

			This age is vile, and I’ve made up my mind

			To have no further commerce with mankind.

			Did not truth, honor, decency, and the laws

			Oppose my enemy and approve my cause?

			My claims were justified in all men’s sight;

			I put my trust in equity and right;

			Yet, to my horror and the world’s disgrace,

			Justice is mocked, and I have lost my case!

			A scoundrel whose dishonesty is notorious

			Emerges from another lie victorious!

			Honor and right condone his brazen fraud,

			While rectitude and decency applaud!

			Before his smirking face, the truth stands charmed,

			And virtue conquered, and the law disarmed!

			High crime is sanctioned by a court decree!

			And not content with what he’s done to me,

			The dog now seeks to ruin me by stating

			That I composed a book now circulating,

			A book so wholly criminal and vicious

			That even to speak its title is seditious!

			Meanwhile Oronte, my rival, lends its credit

			To the same libelous tale, and helps to spread it!

			Oronte! a man of honor and or rank,

			With whom I’ve been entirely fair and frank;

			Who sought me out and forced me, willy-nilly,

			To judge some verse I found extremely silly;

			And who, because I properly refused

			To flatter him, or see the truth abused,

			Abets my enemy in a rotten slander!

			There’s the reward of honesty and candor!

			The man will hate me to the end of time

			For failing to commend his wretched rhyme!

			And not this man alone, but all humanity

			Do what they do from interest and vanity;

			They prate of honor, truth, and righteousness,

			But lie, betray, and swindle nonetheless.

			Come then: man’s villainy is too much to bear;

			Let’s leave this jungle and this jackal’s lair.

			Yes! treacherous and savage race of men,

			You shall not look upon my face again.

		

	
		
			Vanya and Sonia and
Masha and Spike

			by Christopher Durang

			VANYA, a fifty-seven-year-old gay man who lives reclusively with his adopted sister in their family home, has written his first play, but the reading of it is interrupted by twenty-something SPIKE’s texting on his cell phone. Here, VANYA continues his tirade against the modern world.

			Scene

			The exterior backyard of Vanya’s family’s country home.

			Time

			Afternoon, the present.

			VANYA

			I have the remainder of my life to nap. I’m not done yet. Once upon a time, WE LICKED POSTAGE STAMPS! We didn’t have answering machines. You had to call people back. We ate Spam, just like the soldiers in World War II did. Have you heard of World War II?

			We played Scrabble and Monopoly. We didn’t play video games, in some virtual reality, where we would kill policemen and prostitutes as if that was some sort of entertainment. 

			The popular entertainment wasn’t so insane back then. It was sometimes corny, but sincere. We all saw the movie Davy Crockett and wore coonskin caps. 

			That may not sound sane, wearing those caps, but it was very innocent. And we all did it, there was a solidarity about it, unlike being alone in your room killing prostitutes in a video game. 

			We followed The Adventures of Ozzie and Harriet. Which starred the real-life Ozzie and Harriet Nelson.

			But Adventures was a strange word for the show because it was extremely uneventful. They did things like . . . make popcorn in the kitchen. Or . . . look for missing socks. 

			In retrospect they seemed medicated.

			It was a stupid show, but it was calming. You didn’t feel it was stirring people up and creating serial killers. 

			I’m sorry I’m getting off the point. But my point is the ’50s were idiotic but I miss parts of them. When I was thirteen I saw Goldfinger with Sean Connery as James Bond, and I didn’t get the meaning of the character name of Pussy Galore. Went right over my head. 

			Nowadays, three-year-olds get the joke. They can barely walk and they know what Pussy Galore means. 

			The weather is changing, the culture is very weird. I’m not a conservative, but I do miss things in the past.

			I Love Lucy was pretty wonderful. And the whole country watched it. We saw Davy Crockett. And The Mickey Mouse Show. Boys just past puberty would fixate on Annette Funicello.

			We didn’t identify with rock stars, we identified with Mouseketeers. Annette, Darlene Gillespie, Cubby O’Brien. 

			My favorite was Tommy Kirk, who was one of the Hardy Boys on the Mickey Mouse show. Later he starred in Disney’s Old Yeller, about a boy and his dog. His father was fighting in the Civil War, but Tommy was the one who took the responsibility for being the grown-up. Not his mother or younger brother. 

			And initially he didn’t want the dog, but then he bonded with it. And at the end of the film Old Yeller gets rabies and foams at the mouth, and poor Tommy Kirk has to shoot his dog, crying his eyes out as he does so.

			It was a traumatic moment in our national past. A shared one.

			I wondered what happened to Tommy Kirk, and I did a Google search and I learned that sometime after he was on Son of Flubber, Walt Disney found out the Tommy Kirk was gay and he fired him. He dropped his contract. 

			Meanwhile Tab Hunter was gay too, but his studio just saw to it that he went on pretend dates with starlets. They didn’t fire Tab Hunter. They starred him in movies opposite Sophia Loren, for God’s sake. Tommy Kirk on the other hand was mistreated, and I TAKE IT PERSONALLY. As I expect he does too.

			He stopped making movies. He took drugs for a period. And then later he got better and became a minister. And now he runs a rug-cleaning business. I guess he’s all right.

			But he’s had to go through the same changes I have—no more licking of postage stamps, no more typewriters or letters, no more shared national TV shows like Ozzie and Harriet, which even though it was boring still it was a SHARED MEMORY BETWEEN US. There are no shared memories anymore.

			Now, now there’s twitter and email and Facebook and cable and satellite, and the movies and TV shows are all worthless, and we don’t even watch the same worthless things together, it’s all separate. And our lives are . . . disconnected.

			And you come in here and say you almost had a part on Entourage 2 as if that’s an achievement of some kind. And I don’t know what you’re talking about.

			I’m worried about the future. I miss the past. I don’t want to talk anymore. I’m going to go sit in the other room. I don’t know why I exploded. Sorry. 

		

	
		
			Long Day’s Journey 
Into Night

			by Eugene O’Neill

			JAMES TYRONE was the greatest American actor of his day; then he opted for commercial success over risk-taking. Here he ponders the decisions he made.

			Scene

			The Tyrone family seaside home near New London, Connecticut.

			Time

			Evening, August 1912.

			TYRONE

			Yes, maybe life overdid the lesson for me, and made a dollar worth too much, and the time came when that mistake ruined my career as a fine actor. I’ve never admitted this to anyone before, lad, but tonight I’m so heartsick I feel at the end of everything, and what’s the use of fake pride and pretense. That goddamned play I bought for a song and made such a great success in—a great money success—it ruined me with its promise of an easy fortune. I didn’t want to do anything else, and by the time I woke up to the fact I’d become a slave to the damned thing and did try other plays, it was too late. They had identified me with that one part, and didn’t want me in anything else. They were right, too. I’d lost the great talent I once had through years of easy repetition, never learning a new part, never really working hard. Thirty-five to forty thousand dollars net profit a season like snapping your fingers! It was too great a temptation! Yet before I bought the damned thing I was considered one of the three or four young actors with the greatest artistic promise in America. I’d worked like hell. I’d left a good job as a machinist to take supers’ parts because I loved the theater. I was wild with ambition. I read all the plays ever written. I studied Shakespeare as you’d study the Bible. I educated myself. I got rid of an Irish brogue you could cut with a knife. I loved Shakespeare. I would have acted in any of his plays for nothing, for the joy of being alive in his great poetry. And I acted well in him. I felt inspired by him. I could have been a great Shakespearean actor, if I’d kept on. I know that! In 1874 when Edwin Booth came to the theater in Chicago where I was leading man, I played Cassius to his Brutus one night, Brutus to his Cassius the next, Othello to his Iago, and so on. The first night I played Othello, he said to our manager, “That young man is playing Othello better than I ever did!” That from Booth, the greatest actor of his day or any other! And it was true! And I was only twenty-seven years old! As I look back on it now, that night was the high spot in my career. I had life where I wanted it! And for a time after that I kept on upward with ambition high. Married your mother. Ask her what I was like in those days. Her love was an added incentive to ambition. But a few years later my good bad luck made me find the big moneymaker. It wasn’t that in my eyes at first. It was a great romantic part I knew I could play better than anyone. But it was a great box office success from the start—and then life had me where it wanted me—at from thirty-five to forty thousand net profit a season! A fortune in those days—or even in these. What the hell was it I wanted to buy, I wonder, that was worth—Well, no matter. It’s a late day for regrets. 

		

	
		
			A Dream of Passion

			by Phillip Hayes Dean

			RAINBOW RIVERS, fifty-five–sixty, was once a famous black comedian, in the manner of Stepin Fechit—but he’s fallen on hard times, and his wife, CAYELLA, is the only fan he has left.

			Scene

			A semi-dark Harlem apartment.

			Time

			2 a.m. (The play was published in 1973.)

			RAINBOW

			She couldn’t been talkin’ ’bout Kingsley. No, sir! If Kingsley hadda been there, they never woulda treated me th’ way they did, no, sir. If Kingsley was still in good health and we was doin’ our act, they wouldn’t’ve treated me like they did. 

			[Pause.]

			Know how they billed me? “THE EXTRA ADDED ATTRACTION.” Thirty-five years in the business an’ that’s how they billed me. Put me way up on the fifth floor in a little dingy, dirty dressing room with a little yellow-stained face bowl with the hot water faucet busted and no toilet. Had to walk all the way down to the basement to use the bathroom. Damn manager come askin’ me why I kept a slop jar in my dressin’ room. Told me it was against the rules of the health department to keep slop jars in the dressin’ room. Threaten to break my contract on the grounds that I was a health menace. Stick me in a little dirty dressin’ room without proper toilet facilities and then have the nerve to call me a health menace. Told him that I didn’t have to put up with that kind of treatment. Must have thought I was the porter or somethin’. Had to let him know who I was! I use to get five hundred fan letters a week from all over the United States. Called by the critics a dusty Charlie Chaplin. Got featured billing in every one of Jerome Kingsley’s movies. Now a little, rat-trap theater gonna bill me as an “EXTRA ADDED ATTRACTION” and a little fifty-dollar-a-week fool is gonna tell me that I can’t keep a slop jar in my dressin’ room. In the old days I wouldn’t have thought about settin’ foot in a rat trap like that. An’ that manager—I told him to keep them rowdy jitterbugs outta th’ theater. But he didn’t pay me no attention whatsoever. Well, I’ll never work for him again, no, sir. He can call here—come up here and get down on his knees an’ beg me an’ I still wouldn’t walk back into that theater. Hate to see any man lose his job, but if they want me to finish out the contract, they gonna have to get rid of him. 

			[Bangs on the table.]

			Had no business bookin’ me in that theater in the first place. Told them in front they should try to book me on a Southern tour. 

			[Rises, gets a drink of water.]

			Always did have a big following in th’ South. Ev’ry movie I ever made made a piss pot full of money outta th’ South. Some theaters even billed me over Kingsley in th’ South. 

			[Pause.] 

			Should still be out in Hollywood now—makin’ that long money. Didn’t just have to work with Kingsley. Coulda made my own pictures or been some other comedian’s shadow. Some folks said it was me made Kingsley a star. 

			[Pause, moves back to table.] 

			Not one picture that I was in with Kingsley ever lost money. When he tried to make a picture without me, it was a flop. We would’ve been together forever if it hadn’t been for them nigger organizations puttin’ the pressure on him. Tellin’ him that I was presentin’ a bad image for Negroes. Didn’t like it ’cause I rolled my eyes. Lot of white comedians roll their eyes and nobody says nothin’ about it. But because I was a Negro, I couldn’t do it. 

			[Pause.] 

			I did a lot for Negroes out in Hollywood. I helped pave th’ way for a lot of ’em that’s makin’ long money today. And what’s my pay? To be booed and bit in th’ fat part of my leg—dragged off the stage and . . . 

		

	
		
			Indians

			by Arthur Kopit

			SITTING BULL, sixty, addresses the Congressional Committee of American Indian Grievances, in an effort to save his tribe.

			Scene

			A meeting room on the reservation. Speaking to the senators who comprise the committee.

			Time

			Day, 1886.

			SITTING BULL

			I wish to say that I fear I spoke hastily just now. In calling you . . . 
stupid. For my friend William Cody tells me you are here with good intentions. So I ask forgiveness for my unthinking words, which might have caused you to wreak vengeance on my people on what was not their doing but mine, alone.

			I shall tell you, then, what I want you to say to the Great Father for me. And I shall tell you everything that is in my heart. For I know the Great Spirits are looking down on me today and want me to tell you everything that is in my heart. For you are the only people now who can help us. 

			[Pause.]

			My children . . . are dying. They have no warm clothes, and their food is gone. The old way is gone. No longer can they follow the buffalo and live where they wish. I have prayed to the Great Spirits to send us back the buffalo, but I have not yet seen any buffalo returning. So I know the old way is gone. I think . . . my children must learn a new way if they are to live. Therefore, tell the Great Father that if he wishes us to live like white men, we will do so. For I know that if that pleases him, we will benefit. I am looking always to the benefit of my children, and so want only to please the Great Father . . . Therefore, tell him for me that I have never yet seen a white man starving, so he should send us food so we can live like the white man, as he wants. Tell him, also, we’d like some healthy cattle to butcher—I wish to kill three hundred head at a time. For that is the way the white man lives, and we want to please the Great Father and live the same way. Also, ask him to send us each six teams of mules, because that is the way the white men make a living, and I want my children to make as good a living. I ask for these things only because I was advised to follow your ways. I do not ask for anything that is not needed.

		

	
		
			Radio Golf

			by August Wilson

			All the big money invested in gentrifying the Hill District into a mall and upscale housing hits a snag when OLD JOE, sixties, refuses to sell his family home. As he tells HARMON—the politician in charge of the gentrification—his small home means as much to him as the flag he fought for.

			Scene

			The Bedford Hills Redevelopment Office in the Hill District, Pittsburgh, PA

			Time

			1997.

			OLD JOE

			That’s a nice pin. Nice colors. The Red White and Blue. We had a flag during the war. Company B, Fourth Battalion. Fellow named Joe Mott carried the flag. He got shot in the head on the second of November 1942. He was betting against it but lost. 

			Lots of men died under that flag. That American flag was everywhere. Joe Mott carried it into battle but it was everywhere. In the mess hall. In the dance hall. We had a great big mess hall and they would bring the women in from the town and we’d have a great big old dance. You look up and there would be that flag hanging behind the bandstand. That flag was everywhere. You saw it in the morning when you woke up and you saw it at night before you went to bed. Sometimes you saw it in your sleep. When the time come and I saw Joe Mott fall with that flag . . . shot right through the head . . . bullet went in one end and come out the other . . . I don’t know where it went after that. When I saw him fall I said, “No, I ain’t gonna let you get away with nothing like that.” That’s what I said when I picked up that flag. This the flag on this side of the battle. That’s what side I’m on. Joe Mott ain’t died for nothing. If his life don’t mean nothing, then my life don’t mean nothing. I had sense enough to see that. A lot of people can’t see that. I can’t let him die and let the flag lay there. I was the closest one to it. I didn’t even think about it. I just picked it up. I picked it up and carried it right up to the day I got discharged. December 4, 1945. I got out the army and went and saw Joe Mott’s mother. She lived down in Georgia. I went down there and saw her. Walking down the street a white fellow stopped me. Reached up and tore my flag off my coat. Told me I ain’t had no right to walk around with an American flag. I hope they let you keep yours. 

		

	
		
			Other People’s Money

			by Jerry Sterner

			LARRY “THE LIQUIDATOR” GARFINKLE, fifties, a mega-successful corporate raider, speaks the gospel of money to a group of stockholders of a dying wire and cable company.

			Scene

			New England Wire and Cable stockholders meeting in a small Rhode Island town.

			Time

			1989.

			GARFINKLE 

			Amen . . . And Amen . . . And Amen. Say “Amen,” someone, please! 

			[To audience.]

			You’ll excuse me. I’m not familiar with the local custom . . . The way I was brought up you always said “Amen” after you heard a prayer. You hear someone praying, after he finishes, you say “Amen” and drink a little wine.

			’Cause that’s what you just heard—a prayer. The way I was brought up we called that particular prayer—the prayer for the dead. You just heard the prayer for the dead, and fellow stockholders, you didn’t say “Amen” and you didn’t even get to sip the wine. 

			What—you don’t think this company is dead? Steel—you remember steel, don’t you? Steel used to be an industry. Now heavy metal is a rock group.

			This company is dead. Don’t blame me. I didn’t kill it. It was dead when I got here. It is too late for prayers, for even if the prayers were answered and a miracle occurred and the yen did this and the dollar did that and the infrastructure did the other thing we would still be dead. Know why? Fiber optics. New technologies. Obsolescence. 

			We’re dead, all right. We’re just not broke. And you know the surest way to go broke? Keep getting an increasing share of a shrinking market. Down the tubes. Slow but sure. You know, at one time there must have been dozens of companies making buggy whips. And I’ll bet you anything the last one around was the one that made the best goddamned buggy whip you ever saw. How would you have liked to have been a stockholder of that company?

			You invested in a business. And that business is dead. Let’s have the intelligence, let’s have the decency, to sign the death certificate, collect the insurance and invest the money in something with a future. 

			Aha—But, we can’t, goes the prayer—we can’t because we have a responsibility—a responsibility to our employees, our community. What will happen to them? I got two words for that—“Who cares?” Care about them? They didn’t care about you. They sucked you dry. You have no responsibility to them.

			For the last ten years this company has bled your money. Did this community care? Did they ever say, “I know things are tough. We’ll lower your taxes, reduce water and sewer?” Check it out. We’re paying twice what we paid ten years ago. And the mayor is making twice what he made ten years ago. And our devoted employees, after taking no increases for three years, are still making twice what they made ten years ago. And our stock is one-sixth what it was ten years ago. Who cares? I’ll tell you—me!

			I’m not your best friend—I’m your only friend. I care about you in the only way that matters in business. I don’t make anything? I’m making you money. And, lest we forget, that’s the only reason any of you become stockholders in the first place. To make money. You don’t care if they manufacture wire and cable, fry chicken, and grow tangerines. You want to make money. I’m making you money. I’m the only friend you got. 

			Take that money. Invest it somewhere else. Maybe—maybe you’ll get lucky and it will be used productively—and if it is—you’ll create more jobs and provide a service for the economy and God forbid—even make a few bucks for yourself. Let the governor and the mayor and the unions worry about what you paid them to worry about. And if anyone asks, tell them you gave at the plant. 

			And it pleases me that I’m called “Larry the Liquidator.” You know why, fellow stockholders? Because at my funeral you’ll leave with a smile on your face . . . and a few bucks in your pocket. Now that is a funeral worth having. 

		

	
		
			Every Good Boy
Deserves Favor

			by Tom Stoppard

			ALEXANDER, forties, has been committed to a Russian insane asylum for purely political reasons. All he needs to do now is recant his beliefs and profess gratitude for his barbaric treatment. Piece of cake, right?

			Scene

			The office of the doctor who is treating him.

			Time

			Day.

			ALEXANDER 

			The KGB broke down my door and frightened my son and my mother-in-law. My madness consisted of writing to various people about a friend of mine who is in prison. This friend was twice put in mental hospitals for political reasons, and then they arrested him for saying that sane people were put in mental hospitals, and then they put him in prison because he was sane when he said this; and I said so, and they put me in a mental hospital. And you are quite right—In the Arsenal’naya they have cells. There are bars on the windows, peepholes in the doors, and the lights burn all night. It is run just like a gaol, with warders and trusties, but the regime is more strict, and the male nurses are convicted criminals serving terms for theft and violent crimes, and they beat and humiliate the patients and steal their food, and are protected by the doctors, some of whom wear KGB uniforms under their white coats. For the politicals, punishment and medical treatment are intimately related. I was given injections of aminazin, sulfazin, triftazin, haloperidol and insulin, which caused swellings, cramps, headaches, trembling, fever, and the loss of various abilities, including the ability to read, write, sleep, sit, stand, and button my trousers. When all this failed to improve my condition, I was stripped and bound head to foot with lengths of wet canvas. As the canvas dried it became tighter and tighter until I lost consciousness. They did this to me for ten days in a row, and still my condition did not improve. 

			Then I went on hunger strike. And when they saw I intended to die they lost their nerve. And now you think I’m going to crawl out of here, thanking them for curing me of my delusions? Oh no. They lost. And they will have to see that it is so. They have forgotten their mortality. Losing might be their first touch of it for a long time.

		

	
		
			The Price

			by Arthur Miller

			GREGORY SOLOMON, a wily Russian-Jewish antiques dealer, is approaching ninety, but his mind is as sharp as ever, and he sees into the past all too clearly now.

			Scene

			The attic of an about-to-be demolished brownstone building in New York City, full of the antique furniture that belonged to VICTOR FRANZ’s late father.

			Time

			An early afternoon in 1968.

			SOLOMON

			I would like to tell you something. The last few months, I don’t know what it is—she comes to me. You see, I had a daughter, she should rest in peace, she took her own life, a suicide . . . It was . . . 1916—the latter part. But very beautiful, a lovely face, with large eyes—she was pure like the morning. And lately, I don’t know what it is—I see her clear like I see you. And every night practically, I lay down to go to sleep, so she sits there. And you can’t help it, you ask yourself—what happened? What happened? Maybe I could have said something to her . . . maybe I did say something . . . it’s all . . . 

			[He looks at the furniture.]

			It’s not that I’ll die, you can’t be afraid of that. But . . . I’ll teach you the truth—a minute ago I mentioned I had three wives . . . 

			[Slight pause.]

			Just this minute I realize I had four. Isn’t that terrible? The first time was nineteen, in Lithuania. See, that’s what I mean—It’s impossible to know what is important. Here I’m sitting with you . . . 
and . . . and . . . 

			[He looks around at the furniture.]

			What for? Not that I don’t want it, I want it, but . . . You see, all my life I was a terrible fighter—you could never take nothing from me; I pushed, I pulled, I struggled in six different countries, I nearly got killed a couple of times, and it’s . . . it’s like now I’m sitting here talking to you and I tell you it’s a dream, it’s a dream! 
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9781557838414 $16.99

Scenes and
Monologues of
Spiritual Experience
from the Best
Contemporary Plays
edited by Roger Ellis

The Applause Acting Series
Applause Theatre & Cinema Books
9731480331563 $19.99

Scenes and
Monologues from
Steinberg/ATCA New
Play Award Finalists,
2008-2012

edited by Bruce Burgun

The Applause Acting Series
Applause Theatre & Cinema Books
9781476868783 $19.99

Soliloquy!
The Shakespeare Monologues
edited by Michael Earley and
Philippa Keil
Applause Theatre & Cinema Books
9780936839783 Men’s

Edition ....$11.95
9780936839790 Women's

Edition ....$14.95
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