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182 PAINTING CHURCHES f g A Saadintd L_wm._.,m_zm GaMe f&\ wmmk Y,
MAGS . . . WHERE ARE YOU? . . . OH, MAGS, DAR-  §  few friends I have left, \N_uﬁ you can’t always do what you |
LING ... HELLO? . . . ARE YOU THERE? . . . " (She, 8 want in this world! “L’homme propose, Dieu dispose!” W N
reenters and faces them.) This was at my first show.»n | § It you want to paint us so badly, you ought to paint us as we|
Sl N really are. There’s your picture! . /- (She points to O.@EL [

. 3 o LL,r]n; - i NER, who's quietly playing with a paper glider.) Daddy _m_

..................... T g spread out on the floor with all his toys and me hovering | H
Mx FANNY | over EE.H make sure he doesn’t hurt himself! w She goes | d _,d,
| (Fatigue has finally overtaken her. She's calm, almost se- over to him.) YOO-HOO . (- GAR? . /. HELLO? . .. | w
f rene.) . . . and to you who see him once a year, if that . . . e - N ..m

/' What s he to you? .} . I mean, what do you give him from
w yourself that costs you something? . . . Hmmmmmm? !
\ ... (Imitating her.) “Oh, hi Daddy, it's great to see you
again. How have you been? . . . Gee, I love your hair. It's

.
2 L T P —— .
MMMWNM'" i PP |
!
v

gotten so . . . white!” . .|. What color do you expect it to  § —uﬂmm-—._m Game
get when he’s this age? . ;. I mean, if you care so Ewnnr 2 ~ Steve Tesich
how he looks, why don’t you come and see him once ina @ . |
| while? . . . But oh, no . . . you have your paintings to do M mwwﬁwzm..m“ American Place Theatre, New York City, 1977
and your shows to put on. You just come and see us when : Setting: Upstate New York
the whim strikes. [(Imitating her.) “Hey, you know Ewﬁ wﬁio New York actors have rented cottages at a semi-
| would be really great? . .. To do a portrait of you! I've i | m.mm.mimn.m upstate resort. There has been a chain of unsolved
/ﬂ always wanted to paint you, youre such great sub- . I killings in the area, and guests have been staying away in
_w, iects!” . { . Paint us?! . ;- What about opening your eyes -3 droves. There is no one around but the lecherous night
\ and E&F seeing us? . . . Noticing what's going on around 3§ immowﬁma Andrew, who's trying to shoot his old dog; An-
! here for a change!/It’s all over for Daddy and me.| This is : s | m_._mﬁ s young nephew Randy; Debbie, the hard-to-get girl
f ! “Finita la commedia!l” . . . All I'm trying to do is exit @ he’s pursuing; two actors; two wives.
.M with a little flourish; have some fun. . . . What's so terrible m The two actors have never met, but know each other’s

B [ faces from the audition circuit. Henry, a black man, has
__ | cn_w_, _umE.H successful in dog food commercials. mmowmﬂmu
Yt et v sl i, i
| | cial auditions.
| They take out their hostility in savagely competitive one-
m on-one basketball. Eventually, competitiveness yields to
- bonding, and they share their darker secrets., Both blame

| about that? . . . It can get pretty grim around here, in case

| you haven’t noticed . . . Daddy, tap-tap-tapping out his
nonsense all day; me traipsing around to the thrift shops

trying to amuse myself . ./. He never keeps me company

anymore; never takes me out anywhere. . . . H,W put a bul-
let through my head in a minute, but then who d look after

i
w him? . £ . What do you think we're moving to the cottage
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/ for? . So I can watch him like a hawk and make sure he h | their E?wm for pumping them full of great expectations
/ “doesn’t get lost. Do you think that's any thing to look for- & u_woﬁ mu_w:. careers, and both are half-hoping their wives
. ward to? ./. . Being Daddy’s nursemaid out in the middle will Tm. taken care of” by the mysterious killer. Henry
L of :oérm_.mmuwd much rather stay here in Boston with the ; once tried to run over his wife in a car “accident.” and
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The present. A New York City hospital for AIDS patients. A
HOSPICE WORKER, a dowdy middle-aged volunteer, wearing a
dark dress and bright lipstick and nail polish, opens the play with
this speech to the audience. A black humorist, SHE approaches
HER part-time “sainthood” with a heavy dose of sarcasm and irony.

HOSPICE WORKER: Mother Superior always used to say,
"Waitch out for the religious cranks, Sister Veronica." When I start-
ed working for the hospice I had a touch of the crank about me. I
think maybe that's why they gave me the old heave-ho from the
convent. But I've kept my vow of chastity and I've made a
pilgrimage to Lourdes.

My job is to ease the way for those who are dying. I've done
this for the last couple of years. I work mainly here at St. Vin-
cent's. During the day I have a boring secretarial job, which is how
I support my career as a saint.

I was much more idealistic when I started. I had just left the
convent. I guess I thought working with the dying would give me
spiritual gold stars. I thought I'd be able to impart my great wisdom
to those in need of improvement. I wanted to bear witness to dra-
matic deathbed conversions, see shafts of light emanating from
heaven, multicolored auras hovering above the heads of those in the
process of expiring. I always imagined they would go out express-
ing their gratitude for all I had done.

A quick joke: Did you hear about the man who losthis left
side? .. . He's all right now. All right now. (SHE laughs) We
tell a Jot of jokes in my line of work.

AUNT DAN AND LEMON Wallace Shawn

1971, Summertime in Oxford, England. A little house filled with a
child's toys and furniture. DANIELLE (AUNT DAN) (40s), a
dogmatic and eccentric American, who is a tutor at Oxford Univer-
sity, has developed a close and intense Jriendship with the impres-
Sionable and sickly LEMON, daughter of DAN's friends. AUNT
DAN's long stories and seductive opions entrance LEMON. In the
Jirst monologue, AUNT DAN rells LEMON about GEOFFREY,
one of HER lovers. In the second monologue, the time has shifted
to the present, LEMON (now 25 ) sits in an armchair, still frail and
sickly. SHE recalls wanting to run away o AUNT DAN and also

recounts one of DAN's more unlikely obsessions, HENRY
KISSINGER. |

AUNT DAN (10 LEMON): You see, the thing was, Geoffrey was
the most fantastic liar—I mean he was so astonishingly handsome,
with those gorgeous eyes and those thick, black eyebrows—he Just
hiad to look at a woman, with those eyes of his, and she immediately
believed every word that he said. And he didn't mind lying to his
wife at all, because she'd trapped him into the marriage in the first
place, in the most disgusting way, and she just lived off his money,
you know-—she just lay in bed all day long in a pink housecoat,
talking on the telephone and reading magazines and ordering the

servants around like slaves. But he knew she'd £0 mad if he left for

the week, so he went to her looking totally tragic, and he said,

“Sadie, I've got to go to Paris for a conference for at least three
days, and I'm so upset, I just hate to leave you, but some professors
oﬂmﬁ. there are atiacking my theories, and if I don't defend myself my
enlre reputation will be just destroyed." So she cried and
wailed—she was just like a baby—and he promised to bring her lots




JOHNNY LUCE
by Hallie Leighton

ACTOR. I don’t know how I got started. I know I’'m
a little too young. I mean about my obsession
with Johnny Luce. And I know it would have
made a hell of a lot more sense if | had known
him. I feel so strange Iiking somebody so
strongly that I don’t even know. You know,
when I went shopping for clothes, | kept asking
myself, "Would Johnny Luce like this? Maybe he
wouldn’t like it." You know, making decisions

based on him. And now that he’s gone away and

he’s not going to see anything I wear, | still
ask myself, "What would he think>"

I didn’t know much about him, but I observed
everything he did. What he wore. Every tiny
detail--like if he tucked his shirt in or not,
Because...because that’s all I had to judge him
by. He was a grade above me, so I didn’t have
any classes with him. I'd see him in the
hallways and try to follow him around without
being noticed. |

I didn’t like him for his looks, either. I mean,
he’s not like another Rob Lowe or something.
Well, maybe I started Iiking him for his looks.
I’s, um, something else now. Whatever I didn’t
like about him, I forced myself to like. I don’t
know. How can you describe an obsession?




Now we get to the part about the flute lessons.

You see, I knew he took flute lessons every
Monday and Wednesday after school, He was
good, too. I saw him perform at the scholarship
concert. So I finally got up all my courage and

- signed up for fourth quarter flute, which started

last week. I spent the entire Easter vacation
just thinking about it. I was nervous because
I'd never taken flute before, but anything to be
near him. So on the bus to school that Monday I
was all made up and stuff, and my friend Sam
told me I'd never looked so dazzling. I felt
terrific. But all morning 1 didn’t see Johnny at
all. I thought maybe he was sick or something.
So at lunch I went up to my two friends, and |
asked them, trying to be casual, "Have,either of
you seen Johnny Luce? My friend said, "Didn't

you know? He moved to California. He left over
vacation."

I didn’t know what he thought of me, and now
1’ll never know. I guess he thought 1 was
gtrange, the way [ followed him around sO
much. But you know, I think his leaving is good

in a way. Now I can concentrate on other things

like singing or ballet. And I don’t have 1o
follow him around anymore. But stiil...

10




MONOLOGUES FOR WOMEN

you believe in confession?” I said, ““ *Cause it’s a great
idea. It predates Freud by twelve centuries.”

So I left the Church. Quit Catholic school. Mom
figured I was making a leap to Judaism. I told her.
“Mom. I don’t believe in God in three places and I
don’t believe in God in one place. Religion’s a crutch.
I’m not gonna substitute one crutch for another.” Then
my mother says—dig this—she says, “Megan, my child.
Everybody’s gotta have a crutch. Everybody has to

have a god. You don’t want a Jewish god? You want a

Catholic god? Youll have a god someday. Believe
H—Hm.uu . .

Well . . . if she’s not right, she certainly kept me on
my toes, because there isn’t a day that goes by that I
don’t wake up and wonder if I'm going to find a god
today.

In this second monologue, Diana, fresh out of col-
lege, has moved into her first, depressing New York

apartment, a long way from her upper-class Philadel-

phia upbringing. She explains to her best friend, Megan,
her conflicting feelings about this past, particularly her
mother.

DiANA: I went to a Quaker school. Absolutely
uncompetitive! We used to have an awards ceremony
at the end of the year. Everybody got an award! Then
it dawned on me that if everybody got an award, it

o JOH

[ -

MOVING

didn’t mean anything . . . So I went to the headmaster
and I told him, “Why don’t you give up the awards
altogether. I mean, if everybody gets an award, it
doesn’t mean anything.” He looked at me and said,
“Diana, not everyone realizes that. There are boys
and girls here who have never ever gotten an award in
their life. It means something to them. So for that
reason, we do it.” And I said, “But don’t you realize
how condescending that is to them? It's ultimately
going to make them feel worse.” He just glared at me
and said, “Miss Schmidt. Someday, somebody’s going
to prick your bubble.” I just . . . I couldn’t help it. I
burst out laughing. So he called my mother.

She came into school. Came in looking like a mil-
lion dollars. Camel’s hair coat. Blonde hair. Looked
like a Smith College undergrad. Came in smelling like
an ocean breeze. I looked at her and said to myself,
“Im gonna get it.” Mr. Dumwalt, the headmaster,
told her what I said . . . and Mom took me aside. She
sat me down . .. and said, “Don’t worry about Mr.
Dumwalt. He was born with a pole up his ass!” I
couldn’t believe it. I think that’s one of the reasons
I've never abandoned hope for Mom.

[Available at New Dramatists}
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14 BALM IN GILEAD

a book, but I don’t think he was really reading, because he
never turned any of the pages. And then eventually, since
nothing else seemed to be happening, I just went to bed.

Balm in Gilead

lL.anford Wilson

Premiere: I.a Mama Experimental Theatre Club, New York
City, 1965
Setting: An all-night coffee shop and street corner on upper
Broadway, New York City
The coffee shop is a gathering place mou. “the riffrafl, the
bums, the petty thieves, the scum, the lost, the desperate,
the dispossessed, the cool; depending on one’s attitude
there are a hundred names that could describe them.” There
are thirty-one speaking characters. Fick is a heroin addict,
has been one since he was thirteen. Recently he was mugged
by “four or five” guys who were looking for money or drink.
He starts telling the story to Tig, a male prostitute, and
keeps on repeating it long after Tig has moved on. Fick has
no coat. It is cold out.

Ficx
(They sit quietly, looking up out toward the street.) 1 mean,
I was just walking down the street and they came up on
me like they was important, and they start pushing me
around, you know. And they pushed me into this alley, not
an alley, but this hallway and back down the end of that to
this dark place at the end of the hallway and they start
punching at me, and I just fell into this bail on the floor so
they couldn’t hurt me or nothing. But if I came down there
with a couple of fighters, a couple of guys, like my friends,

BETWEEN DAYLIGHT AND BOONVILLE 15

L

it wouldn’t have to be you or anything, but just a couple
or three guys, big guys, like walking down the street, you
know. Just so they could see I got these buddies here. See
I'm on H, I mean, I'm flying and I gotta talk man, but I'm
serious now; just a few guys and they d leave me be, maybe,
because they'd think I had these buddies that looked after
me, you know: cause I-—you know-—they kicked me up,
if I wasn’t on H, man, they'd be pains all through me—
you know—walking down the street by myself—I start
looking around and wondering who's out there gonna mess
me up, you know. I get scared as hell, man, walking down
around here, 1 mean, I can’t protect myself or nothing,
man. You know what I mean? You know what I mean? You
know what I mean? You know? I mean if I had these couple—
of big buddies—fighters—you——you know—if I had a cou-
ple of guys—Ilike-—big guys—that—you know, there’s like
nothing—I could-—like, if you walked around with these
buddies, I mean you could do, man—you could do any-
thing. . . .

Between Daylight and Boonville

Matt Williams

Premiere: Wonderhorse Theatre, New York City, 1980
Setting: A temporary trailer court in the mgﬁ mining country
of southern Indiana -

Three miners’ wives and their kids pass ﬁrm day in the
makeshift “recreation area” between two of the trailers.
The youngest wife, Carla, is packing to leave her husband.
Lorette, an “old floozy” who chain-smokes, says, “Carla,
this is the third time this month. . . . Hell, girl, youre
packed more than you're unpacked.” The third wite, Mar-
lene, is “a large-boned woman about thirty-five years old,
although she looks somewhat older. There is a tranquil
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WHAT THEOQ DID
by Debra Neff

ACTOR. Well, ya know, me and all my friends were

just kinda hangin’ out, ya know. A Friday night
in May when it’s warmm out and all. So I look
across the street and I see my friend Theo. And
my friend Melody and me both go at the same
time, "Yo, Theol!" And then we started laughin®’
cause it was like funny, va know.

So Theo comes over and he’s all like "Hey,
Nickey, hey, Mel, what’s up? And I mean that
was pretty nasty of him ’cause his girlfriend
was like there, too, and he just kind of, vou

know, ignored her, ya know. So that was pretty

nasty of him. But Jenny said she didn’t care.

Anyway, we go, "Not much, we’re just kinda
hangin’ out, ya know." So Theo goes, "Weli, I
heard of a pretty good party across town. "You
wanna like c¢rash?' And we thought that sounded
pretty, ya know, killer. So there we were
hangin’ out at this party when we see this guy

and Jenny goes, "Yo, that’s Steven. Hﬁmﬁ%@&ﬁ%wvy

him once." Well, I don’t know if she did or not.
I think she just wanted to get Theo mad ’cause
he was like ignoring her, ya know. So she goes,
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"Yo, Steven." And Steven comes over and he’s
all, "Yo, Jen, what’s up?' And that just about
killed Theo ’cause he told us about this party
and there’s his girl talkin® to another guy. So
Theo goes to me, "Yo, this is like pissing m

-
F..}.-....... Iw b !

off." And 1 go, "Yo, well, Theo, you’re ;mﬁwmﬁﬁm |

her and it’s nasty." So he goes, "Yo, yvou’re
right.”" And he goes over and starts talkin’® to
Jen. So they’re like talkin’, right? And then they
start to like argue, and the argument got louder
and louder. But I wasn’t _mmﬁmﬁmﬂm or anything.

Then all of a sudden Steve goes, "Gaugh!”, ya

know, and his eyes like bug out, and his face

turns all purple, and then he like falls to the
floor with somebody’s knife in his back. It was
horrible! And I was all like screaming, ya know,
s0 they like dragged me away and sat me down.
And all these cops came over and they were
like, "Yo, you gotta testify." So you got me here
ih your dumb courtroom and I told you the story
as well as | could, but I just don’t know what
happened so0 stop harshing on me! I don’t know
what Theo did.

23
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~ame and I've changed my name and we're all working in the same
place and she's telling me all these secrets and all of a sudden she

says, “Why don't you talk to a psychiatrist?”

a_m.nomm_. it's everything. What about insects? Termites, Hornets
mm_gwﬁm Ants. Centipedes. Mites, You can't even see the B:mm.
they're like the germs. Tiny, impossible to seel | like things to Um
clean, you know. Dirty ashtrays bother me. 0001 The mailman brings
3+m unsolicited mail and the postage stamp was licked by scmeone
| Eﬁj AlDS. Right? My mother is a threat to my life by persisting in
going out there. T Do you know that there's this dust storm in
mm_qoﬁ_,m that has these little fungus spores in it? And these spores
mmﬁ in people’s lungs and it goes into their bloodstreams and grows
inside them and kills them? Strange air . . . strange air . . . you have

to e Oj_.ﬂ:m_,m.m my mother. | hear her key in the door. She'll kil
me if she finds out | used the phone.

TALK RADIO

BY ERIC BOGOSIAN

‘Nighttalk” with Barry Champlain on a Cleveland, Ohio, talk-radio
station attracts callers the host considers “yellow-bellied, spineless,
higoted, quivering, drunken, insomniatic, paranoid, disqusting, per-
verted, voyeuristic little obscene phone callers.” Denise is one.

RAISED INCAPTIVITY

DENISE: I'm scared, Barry. O you know, like we've got a garbage
disposal in our sink in the kitchen, | mean my mother's kitchen.
and sometimes a teaspoon will fall into the garbage disposal. O
va, 5o like, you know how you feel when you have to reach down into
that garbage disposal and you have to feel around down there for
that teaspoon. You don't want to do it. Who knows what’'s down
| there? Could be garbage, a plece of something, so much stuff goes
| down there . . . or germs, which you can't see. You can't see germs,
| but if they're gonna be anywhere, they're gonna be down that dis-
posal. They grow there, see? They come back up the pipes.
Salmonella, yeast, cancer, even the common cold, who knows? But,
Barry, even without all that, what if, and I'm just saying “what i,
cause it would probably never happen, but what if the garbage dis-
nosal came on while your hand is down there? 00O | get so scared

BY N{CKY SILVER

When her last patient terminated therapy, Dr. Hillary MacMahon
blamed herself. Convinced that the patient's abandonment was proof
of her own innate badness, the no-fonger-practicing psychologist
stabbed herself in the hand, threw her TV in the river clothed her-

self ﬂ rags and generally opted for seif-mutilation as the path to
sanctity. She explains to the audience

HILLARY: AS T WAS SAYINGHI | had no God. And although, intel-
ectually, | have m_.émwm tound the idea of God. per se, rather far-
fetched and revoltingly patriarchal, and organized religion seems, to

of thinking about it that | usually leave the teaspoon there. | don't
even try to get it out, But then |'m afraid that my mother will get mad
if she finds it down there, so | turn the disposal on, trying to make it
qgo down the drain. But all it does is make a huge racket. And | stand
in the middle of the kitchen and the spoon goes around and around
and | get sort of paralyzed, you know? It makes a lot of noise, incred-
ible noise. But Barry, | kind of like that noise, because | know the tea-
spoon is getting destroyed and annihilated and that's good '‘cause |
hate the teaspoon for scaring me like that. OO Well it's not just the

358 CONTEMPORARY AMERICAN MONOLOGUES FOR WOMEN

CONTEMPORARY AMERICAN MONOLOGUES FOR WOMEN

me. to be little more than another systematic mechanism by which
the plutocratic echelon controls the educational and economic under-
n_mmm. 't does also, obviously, provide that subclass a system with
which those who feel burdened by sociologicaily imposed quilt can
purge those feelings and continue their lives in a clean, new virgi
state, | e
i | went to the church near my house and told the priest that | was
ad and | wanted to make a confession. | said “Father, | am bad. |
am pocked with the mark of Cain.” He asked me when ! jast :._mam.m
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THANKFUL 1II
by Doug Hara

ACTOR. What am I thankful for? Don’t you hate

that question? We're forced to think about it
every year on Thanksgiving, and we say, "I'm
thankful for the food on our table and a loving
family." I mean, I know that there are starving

people all over the world, but I just can’t bring

myself to be thankful for my dinner every night,
There has to be some thing more. I don’t know.
I’m thankful for my health. I’ve got two arms
and two legs and all the right parts. And my
brain’s okay, too, i think. I mean, some people
have handicaps and diseases and stuff. But, I

don’t know. That’s not it. I don’t feel lucky for
that.

What I’m truly thankful for is being here. [
mean, if 1 wasn’t here, think of what I’d be
missing. But I am. Alive, I mean. Everyone’s
alive, unless they’re dead, and then it doesn’t
matier anyway. 1 am alive. And I go to bed, and
I wake up, and I’m still alive. I guess that’'s
what 'm mogt thankful for... existing. And not
just me existing, but everyone else, too. Even
the planet existing. | mean, we'’re all living and
having a great time, &’_Vho knows why, but who
cares. It’s great to be alive.




INFINITY’S HOUSE
by Ellen McLaughlin
The desert - 1850 - Catches Rain (20’s)

Set against a desert backdrop, this play tells the story of three
different eras in American history. Here, a young Indian
woman entreats her gods to take her to them now that she has

lost her family, her tribe and has become & slave to a white
man.

(Catches _.ﬁ runs on. SHE throws herself down on the ground and
pries off helyshoes, takes off her dress. SHE then Jerociously takes
off her corselyso that SHE is only in a cotton sh ift. SHE buries the
corset in the sgnd. )

the sand, scoop nﬁ a handful of sgnd and tastes it, rubs it onto
herself. - SHE thel, kneads the sand, sifis it th rough her fingers as
SHE talks.) I'm ::m you =¢E my dear ones. Please hear me.
You remember befofle the White Eyes drove us away, I was the one

CATCHES RAWN: Dear Gods, Dear,Gods, hear me. (SHE rolls in

who drank from the siream oneflast time ‘and laid my cheek against

Ewimﬁﬂmﬁiamﬁo?moo%w.Uowon_.mﬁmﬂwm_.am.w;a&m
one who was the first toffastegthe berries last spring. I sang the first
song. Can you find mé§ 41 was once Catches Rain. T stopped
praying after a time, afterffoo many days and nights of walking, I
thought you couldn’t hea anymore, My father said you were
calling for us from E@ _.mm_.ﬁ?%_ from the cliff holes, hanging
from the tree branchesfyearnily for us, wondering where we had
gone. I was too sadf Hear mi, now! I am the only one left
Sickness took all of fly family. The rest were forced on. Only I
survived, and then I fvas taken by the White Eyes. I have no charms
o summon you wth, they’ve even taken my clothes. 1 have
nothing, dear onegy Only myself. |

(SHE draws g/ circle in the sand.) But I know you once loved
me. We never Pftrayed you. I have been taken past the [ast hoop
of life, past thefftrees, past the water. I ask you now. Hear me.
Come find me. Bring me home. I am lost.
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LAUGHING WILD
by Christopher Durang
Here and Now - Woman (30’s)

Alienation and lack of communication are two themes explored

by a woman in the following monclogue. As she describes a

mishap 1n a grocery store, we are presented with a character to

whom the most simple of tasks becomes a Herculean effort.
WOMAN: Oh, it’s all such a mess. Look at this mess. My hair is
a mess. My clothes are a mess.

I want to talk to you about life. It’s just too difficult to be alive,
isn’t it, and to try to function? “There are all these people to deal
with. I tried to buy a can of tuna fish in the supermarket, and there
was this person standing right in front of where I wanted to reach
out to get the tuna fish, and I waited a while, to see if they’d move,
and they didn’t—they were looking at tuna fish too, but they were
takirig a real long time on it, reading the ingredients on each can like
they were a book, a pretty boring book, if you ask me, but nobody
has; so I waited a long while, and they didn’t move, and I couldn’t
get to the tuna fish cans; and I thought about asking them to move,
but then they seemed so stupid not to have sensed that I needed to
get by them that I had this awful fear that it would do no good, no
good at all, to ask them, they’d probably say something like, "We'll
move when we’re goddamn ready, you nagging bitch,” and then
What would I do? And so then I started to cry out of frustration,
quietly, so as not to disturb anyore, and still, zven though I was
Softly sobbing, this stupid person didn’t grasp that I needed to get by
them to reach the goddamn tuna fish, people are so insensitive, 1 just
hate them, and so I reached over with my fist, and I brought i1t down
real hard on his head and I screamed: "Would you kindly move,
asshole!!1”

And the person fell to the ground, and looked totally startled,
and some child nearby started to cry, and I was still crying, and 1
Couldn’t imagine making use of the tuna fish now anyway, and so [
shouted at the child to stop crying—I mean, it was drawing too much
Atention to me—and I ran out of the supermarket, and I thought, I’l1
ke a taxi to the Metropolitan Museum of Art, 1 need to be
Surrounded with culture right now, not tuna fish. |
97
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The Actor’s Nightmare
Christopher Durang

Premiere: Playwrights Horizons, New York City, 1981
Setting: A theatre

An accountant named George Spelvin is baffled to find
himself on the stage of a theatre. The stage manager tells
him that “Eddie” (Edwin Booth) has been in a car accident
and George will have to go on for him. The curtain goes
up on a play which is either Private Lives, Samuel Beckett's
Checkmate, or Hamlet. George wings it as well as he can,
but is lost when his co-stars exeunt.

GEORGE

Oh don’t go. (Pause; smiles uncomfortably at the audience. )
Maybe someone else will come out_in a minute. (Pause.)
Of course, sometimes people have soliloquies in Shake-
speare. Let’s just wait a moment more and maybe someone
will come. (The lights suddenly change to a dim blue back-
ground and one bright, white spot center stage. GEORGE
is not standing in the spot.) Oh dear. (He moves somewhat
awkwardly into the spot, decides to do his best to live up
to the requirements of the moment.) To be or not to be,
that is the question. (Doesn’t know any more.) Oh maid!
(No response; remembers that actors call for “line.”) Line.
Line! Ohhhh. Oh, what a rogue and peasant slave am 1

Whether tis nobler in the mind’s eye to kill oneself, or not
killing oneself, to sleep a great deal. We are such stuft as
dreams are made on; and our lives are rounded by a little
sleep. (The lights change. The spot goes out, and another
one comes up stage right. GEORGE moves _",..:_E i¢. ) Uh, thrift,
thrift. Horatio. Neither a borrower nor a lender be. But to
thine own self be true. There is a special providence in the
fall of a sparrow. Extraordinary how potent cheap music
can be. Out, out, damn spot! | come to wive it wealthily



2 THE ACTOR'S NIGHTMARE

in Padua; if wealthily, then happily in Padua. ( Sings.) Brush
up vour Shakespeare; start quoting him now; Dada ... 7
( Lights change again. That spot goes off: another one comes
on, center stage, though closer to audience. GEORGE moves
into that.) 1 wonder whose yacht that is. How was China?
Very large, China. How was Japan? Very small, Japan. I
pledge allegiance to the flag of the United States of America
and to the republic for which it stands, one nation, under
God, indivisible with liberty and justice for all. Line! Line!
Oh my God. (Gets idea.) O my God, 1 am heartily sorry
for having offended thee, and 1 detest all my sins because
1 dread the loss of heaven and the pains of hell. But most
of all because they offend.thee, my God, who art all good
“and deserving of all my love. And 1 resolve to contess my
sins, to do penance, and to amend my life, Amen. (Friendly.)
That's the act of contrition that Catholic schoolchildren say
o confession in order to be forgiven their sins. Catholic
adults say it too, 1 imagine. 1 don’t know any Catholic
adults. Line! (Explaining.) When you call for a line, the
stage manager normally gives you your next line, to refresh
your memory. Line! The quality of mercy is not strained.
It droppeth as the gentle rain upon the place below, when
we have shuifled off this mortal coil. Alas, poor Yorick. 1
knew him well. Get thee to a nunnery. Line. Nunnery. As
a child. I was taught by nuns, and then in high school
[ was taught by Benedictine priests. ] really rather liked
the nuns, they were sort of warm, though they were fairly
crazy too. Line. I liked the priests also. The school was on
the grounds of the monastery, and my junior and senior
years | spent a few weekends joining in the daily routine
of the monastery—prayers, then breakfast, then pray-
ers. then lunch, then prayers, then dinner, then prayers,
then sleep. I found the predictability quite attractive. And
the food was good. I was going to join the monastery after
high school, but they <aid 1 was too young and should

*See Note on page 355
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wait. And then I just stopped believing in all those things,
so I never did join the monastery. 1 became an accoun-
tant. I've studied logarithms, and cosine and tangent . . .
(Irritated.) Line! (Apologetic.) I'm sorry. This is supposed
to be Hamlet or Private Lives or something, and I
keep rattling on like a maniac. I really do apologize. I just
don't recall attending a single rehearsal. 1 can't imagine
what 1 was doing. And also you came expecting to see
Edwin Booth and you get me. I really am very embar-
rassed. Sorry. Line! It’s a far, far better thing 1 do than 1
have ever done before. It's a far, far better place I go
to than I have ever been before. (Sings the alphabet song.)
PFPPmumﬂm,rh_hqrrE_.PFFF?PW. .. {As he starts to
sing, enter ELLEN TERRY, dragging two large garbage cans.
She puts them side by side, gets in one.) Oh, good. Are you
Ophelia? Get thee to a nunnery. (She points to the other
garbage can, indicating he should get in it.) Get in? Okay.
(He does.) This must be one of those modern Hamlets.
(Lights change abruptly to “Beckett lighting.”)

Angels Fall

Lanford Wilson

Premiere: New World Festival, Miami, 1982

Setting: An adobe mission in northwestern New Mexico
There has been a nuclear accident at a uranium mine in
northwestern New Mexico, and all roads are closed. Four
travelers seek sanctuary in the mission run by Father Doh-
erty and his half-Indian foster son, Don Tabaha. The stranded
travelers are a burned-out professor and his young wite, a
fortyish gallery owner and her “boytoy,” and a twenty-one-
year-old tennis pro named Salvatore “Zappy Zappala. Zappy
is an energetic, cheerful hypochondriac (1 can't hear symp-
toms without getting it”) who sees his gift for tennis as a




MONOLOGUES FOR YOUNG ACTORS

didn’t even mind that personal message
painted on the stairs. Ah thought it was ¢
but sorta sweet. However, things have now gog

| o | A MIDSUMMER
too far ... (Goes down to the pole table) Ah cull

not accept gifts from a man Ah hardly know. 3 NIGHT’S DREAM
(Puts the basket on the pole table) Especially cansglii

goods. And Ah read your little note. Ah o | William Shakespeare
guess the gist of it even though Ah don’t spedlié

[talian. This has got to stop, Mr. Cornell. Al adl:
do very well without you leavin’ little chocolal§
almond Hershey bars in mah mailbox—thili
melted yesterday, and now Ah got three pok
y . €y letters from home with nuts in ’em.
| can do without you sneakin’ into mah room 3
. Ah go to work and paintin’ mah balcony withofik
MM%MﬁMWWWOMMMWmW:%WM%M& mﬁ_ﬂmﬁwﬁwﬂﬂm_ ol OV 1O get her _owm back. As Puck says, “What fools
And Ah can do without you tying big bottles| g these mortals be.
eau de cologne to mah cat’s tail. The poor thigs
kept swishin’ it yesterday and nearly beat I L
to death . . . And most of all, Ah can certaink w,, !
without you watchin’ me get on the bus ¢ . __..ﬁm_.mzb».

F
-y oy A L A

& - o

day through that high-powered telescope.

g0t me so nervous the other day Ah got on

How happy some o’er other some can be!
wrong bus. In short, Mr. Cornell, and Ah de h, Through Athens I am thought as fair as she.

. . w-lowllE  But what of that? Demetrius thinks not so;
want to have to say this again, leave me &  He will not know what all but he do know.

| And as he errs, doting on Hermia’s eyes,

= So |, admiring of his qualities.

. Things base and vile, roE.,.Sm no quantity,

&8 Love can transpose to form and dignity.

‘¥ Love looks not with the eyes, but with the mind,
B And therefore is winged Cupid painted blind.

2 Nor hath Love’s mind of any judgment taste;
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| 4 . U THANE '
When FAyas sixteen, my m.other got breast cance w&.ﬂrmnr
__‘,,Eﬁ. _ %Em&.\_ prayed to God to let her suffering be srall, but
A \_T:_ _ﬂ_.ﬁu\r_ﬁmw sutfering seemed to me quite mxﬂwm%m was in bad
1t A pain for half a year, and then terrible pain for much of a
_ full years The ulcerations on her hody were horrifying to
m%\__\_ V" cher/and to me. Her last few weeks she slipped into a semi-

s

._fmﬁau e% “conscicus state, which allowed her, unfortunately, to wake
5?@ & up for a few minutes at a time and to have a full awareness
_%pwxﬁq!ﬁ, herpain and her fear of death, She was able to recognize
N . meghnd she would try to cry, but she was unable to; and
Ry aw%ﬁ “%peak, but she was unable o1 think shie wanted me to
i get her new doctors; she never really accepted that her
.W_QE,C , disease was going to kill hegind she thought in her panic
oy ud¥that her doctors must be”incompetent and that new ones
_C:,ﬁ@u}mwaa magically cure hey: Then, thank goodness, she went

| . into a full coma. A nurse who Lknew to be Catholic assured

1

dubions comforyr Happily, the doctor was not Catholictor
if he was, not doctrinaire, and they didn’t use extraordinary
means to keep her m:ﬂwm_..e d hmrm finally died after mnuﬂmnm_\

- L ilm Sk
) -
2

more weeks in her com 7 Vow there are, I'm sure, far worse
deaths;—terrible burnirfgs, S_.E_.mm@_mmﬂm_ ﬁmmz_mznm\ﬁ@
mine*Shrist on the cross even, as Sister likes to say/ But
I tholitht my mother’s death was bad enough, and I got/
confused as to why I had been praying7ind to whom/ T
mean, if prayer was really this sort of button you pressed-—
admit you need the Lord, then He s our sufferi
then why didn’t it always work? Or ever work?/And when
it worted, so-called, and our prayers were supposedly an-
swerec, wasn t it as likely to be chance as God?God always
answeis our prayers, you said, He just sometimes says nos”
But wly would He say no to stopping my mother's suflex-:

H\..-H..J - ..pwl.....r — - I ._h.

msmw i wasn't even asking that she live, just that He |
her sulfering/And it can t be that He was letting her suffer

because she'd been bad, because she hadn’t been bad and

beside: suffering doesn’t seem to work that way, consid-

NSNS PGNP, SN 1 5 SN IS NN b
ol Hnnﬂ s T SiiaLisi ﬂw il e IO WO Y2 OoVIGOUSs e noth-

ing wrng..So why was He letting her suffer Y¥pite? AWas
the Lerd God actually malicious?/That ﬁmﬁm%

R e

———
e o — i T T i

=y

but farfetched.;Maybe He had no control over it, maybe =

He wa:n’t omnipotent as you taught us He was.(Maybe He
creatc the world sort of by accident by belching one mom-,

me that everything would be done to keep her m_mﬂ%. |

- e — s—— . _— .. - - - -- . - —-a - D — =

SISTER MARY IGNATIUS EXPLAINS IT ALL FOR YOU ¢

i et

ing or zetting the Enoc_.u_m\q nd maybe He had no’idea how
the whole thing worked \ n-which case, He wouidn't bef

-, . - ] h-.. o i R . 5
malicicus, just uselesgGr, of course, more likely than ﬁrmﬁm

E

He did 1t exist at all, &2 universe was hiccupped or belched}

into existence all on its own, and my mother’s suffering just
exister. ke rain or wind or humidity /I became angry at
myself, and by extension at you, for ever having expected
anvthing beyond randomness from the world./And while
was thinking these things, the day that my mother died, 1
was rapedNow I know that’s really too much, one really
loses al. sympathy for me because I sound like I'm making

it up or something} But bad things sometimes happen all
at once, and this particular day on my return from the
hospital 1 was raped by some maniac who broke into the
house, He had a knife and cut me up some/Anyway, I

s S
don’t really want to go on about the experiente, but I got

~yery depressed_for about five years/Somehow the utter
,randomness of things—my mother’s suffering, my attack
by a lunatic who was either born a lunatic or made one by
cruel parents or perhaps by an imbalance of hormones or
gmﬁr etc. etc.—this randomness seemed intolerable.
. 1 found I grew to hate you, Sister, for making me wwm\m
expect everything to be ordered and to make sense/ My*
psychiatrist said he thought my hatred of you was obsessive,
that I just was looking for someone to blame./Then he
seduced me, and he was the father of my second abggtion..
[SisTeR: I think she’s making all this up.}-2H% " 4
He said 1 seduced him. And maybe that’s so. But h&'co kﬂ.
be lying just to make himself {eel better. (To SISTER) And

of course your idea that I should have had this baby, either

“baby, is preposterous. Have you any idea what a terrible

-

e . 1 ter
t.a 1 nervors wreek = £ MWNHM crifed — Ao

¥ K

S {SisrersSnd-wenld Smveriven Yo e strength. ]

I suppose it is childish to look for blame, part of the ran-

domness gf things is that there is no one to blame; but
..basicallyfd/ think everything is your fault, Sister. _meﬁ

L ...Ill.l.l.lllll.ll.l‘ll.

TTTTYm



THE WOOLGATHERER
- by William Mastrosimone
South Philadelphia - Present - Rose (20°s)

Rose is a dreamer who never ceases 10 be amazed by what she
learns about life. When she meets pragmatic Cliff, she is put-

off by his grim and practical view of things. Here, Rose tells
Cliff the tragic story of the death of some rare cranes that she
was unfortunate enough to have witnessed.

killed them off for feathers for ladies hats or something. And one
night a gang of boys came by with radios to their ears and cursing
real bad, you know, F, and everything. And I was, you know,
ascared. And they started saying things to me, you know, dirty
things, and laughing at the birds. And one kid threw a stone to see
how close he could splash the birds, and then another kid tried to see
how close he could splash the birds, and then they all started
throwing stones to splash the birds, and then they started throwing
Stones ar the birds, and I started screaming STOP IT! and a stone
hit a bird’s leg and it bended like a straw and the birds keeled over
in the water, tlapping wings in the water, and the kids kept laughing
and throwing stones and I kept screaming STOP IT! STOP IT! but
they couldn’t hear me through that ugly music on the radios and kept
laughing and cursing and throwing stones, and I ran and got the zoo0
- guard and he got his club and we ran to the place of the birds but the

birds were real still. Their beaks a little open. Legs broke. Toes
curled. Still. Like the world stopped. And the guard said
something to me but I couldn’t hear him. T just saw his mouth

184
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THE WOOLGATHE]
moving. And I started screaming, And the
the hospital and they gave me a needle to 1r

And they never caught the gang. Buteven
that? They can’t make the birds come alive

185
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in each dancer -
Or in one

or the other.

it has to be
somewhere

In the space
between the two.

So, after learning this,

 was distresed

when Gabrie

walked out

Patricia's door.

Then Patricia said

she had to bake some cakes
for a christening the next day
so I went to bed early

even though it was
Christmas Eve.

COMPANY

BY STEPHEN SONDHEIM AND GEQRGE FURTH

A date that will end in bed: April, a flight attendant who describes her-
self as "very dumb," visits Robert's bachelor pad for the first time.
AS he seduces her, she speaks.

APRIL: Right after | became an airline stewardess, a friend of mine
who had a garden apartment gave me a cocoon for my bedroom, He
collects things like that, insects and caterpillars and all that . . . It was
attached to a twig and he said one morning I'd wake up to a beau-
tiful butterfly In my bedroom—when it hatched, He told me that
when they come out they're soaking wet and there is a drop of blood
there, too—isn't that fascinating—but within an hour they dry off

and then they begin to fly. Well, | told him | had a cat. | had a cat then.
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but he said just put the cocoon somewhere where the cat couldn't
getatit...which is impossible, but what can you do”? So | put it up
nigh on a ledge where the cat never went. and the next morning it
was stili there, at least so it seemed safe to leave it, Well anyway,
almost a week later very, very early this one morning the guy calls
me, and he said, "April, do you have a butterfly this morning?" | told
nim to hoid on and managed to get up and lock and there on that
ledge | saw this wet spot and a little speck of blood but no butterfly,
and I thought "Oh dear God in heaven, the cat got it." | picked up the
phone to tell this guy and just then suddenly | spotted it under the
dressing table, it was moving one wing. The cat had got at it, but it
was still alive. So [ told the guy and he got s¢ upset and he said “Oh
no—oh, God, no—don't you see that's a |ife—a living thing?” Well,
| got dressed and took it to the park and put it on a rose, it was sum-
mer then and it looked like it was going to be all right—I think any-
way. But that man-—{ really felt darmaged by him—awful—that was
just cruel. | got home and | called him back and said, “Listen, I'm a
living w:_zm too, you shithead!” (Pause) | never saw him again,
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1 NEVER SANG FOR MY FATHER
by Robert Anderson
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Gene, a forty-year-old widower, is the ideal son: obe-
dient, loyal, eager to please, always there when his
parents need him. He loved his recently deceased
mother very much, and has tried to remain c¢lose to his
father. Gene is in love with a woman in California,
and wants to move there and marry her. He invited his
father to come live with him in California, but his
father rejected the offer and accused him of not caring.

GeENE: That night @ left my father’s house forever
.. . I took the first right and the second left . . and
this time I went as far as California.

Peggy and I visited him once or twice . . . and then
he came to California to visit us, and had 2 fever and
swolien ankles, and we put him in a hospital, and he
never left . . . The reason we gave, and which he could
accept, for not leaving . . . the swollen ankles. But the
real reason . . . the arteries were hardening, and he
gradually over several years slipped into complete and
speechless senitity . . . with his life centered in his
purning eyes.

When I would visit him, and we would sit and look
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at each other, his eyes would mist over and his nostnls
would pinch with emotion . . . But I never could learn
what the emotion was . . . anger . . . or love . . . or
regret . . .

One day, sitting in his wheelchair and staring with-
out comprehension at television . . . he died . . . alone
. . . without even an orange in his hand.

Death ends life . . . but it does not end a relation-
ship, which struggles on in the survivor's mind . . .
toward some resolution, which it never finds.

Peggy said 1 would not accept the sadness of the
world . . . What did it matter if I never loved him, or
if<he never loved me? . . . Perhaps she was right . . .
But, stili, when I hear the word Father . .

(GENE cannot express it. There is still the longing,
the emotion. He looks around—out—as though he would
finally be able 1o express it, but he can only say:)

It matters.

(GENE turns and walks slowly away.)

[Published by Dramatists Play Service]



14

Monoiogue from
A MEDAL FOR WILLIE
by William Branch

William Branch has had a long and &mﬂ._ﬁaww& i
career in
the arts and media fields. A graduate of Northwestern University, he
holds a Master of Fine Arts degree from Columbia and did further

graduate study at the Yale University Scheol of Drama on a Yale-

American Broadcasting Company Fellowship, |

. ﬁw.unm_._ of a John Simon Guggenheim Fellowship for
creative writing in the drama, among his best-known works are 4
Medal for Willie, the play which launched his career when if was
_umdnnn& on a shoestring at a Harlem cabaret; In Splendid Error, an
historical drama about Frederick Douglass and John Brown, i_wn_...
Wﬁ.ﬁm M:w cmwwwamnﬂmw hit; and 4 Wreath Jor Udomo, based upon

¢ novel by Peter Abrahams, whi i
the London g which was prominently produced on
A film and television writer-producer as well ’

media credits include Light in the Southern Sky for NBRC, fﬂ”ﬁﬂ“ﬂh
the Robert E. Sherwood Television Award; Still A Brother: Inside the
Negro Middle Class for PBS, nominated for an Ermmy and recipient of
a Blue Ribbon Award at the American Film Festival; and A Letter
From Booker T., a PBS drama comumissioned by its stars, Ossie Davis
and Ruby Dee, which won a Citation from the National Conference of
Christians and Jews.

, Currently Professor of Theater and Communications at the
bw.znmu Studies and Research Center, Cornell University, Branch is
m&@:..ﬁa:ieﬁﬂ. of Black Thunder: An Anthology of Contemporary
African American Drama (Mentor, 1992) and Cresswinds: An

mﬁ.«“aﬁa@.m\.mhﬁabﬁnﬂﬁﬁm_...=_&mbmﬁ Eﬁm& .
Press, 1993). | pore (indiana University

mm‘_wﬂZﬁ" MRS. JACKSON is the mother of a Black American
ma&m_..ﬁ:& In action. The stage of the auditorium of a Black high
school in a Scuthern town following the presentation to Mrs. Jackson
of her son’s medal for bravery by a three-stir general from

ﬂmmm_.mnmﬁﬂ and local White officials. She has changed her mind and
tries to give the medal back. They ask her why.

MRS. JACKSON: Why?

| THE OTHERS: Yes, why?]
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fugmm. JACKSON: All night, then. I'll tell you why. Man asked
‘me. Now I'm gonna tell you. [She begins quietly and builds in

intensity, a tower of strength and emotion.] I didn’t want to go
through with this program an’ all, to begin wath. But standin’ here
just now, readin’ off them words, I knew [ just can'’t! I can’t be
that much of a hypocrite, not even for Willie. You-all 'spect me to
'cept this medal and read that speech you had all ready for me,
say, “Thank you kindly, suhs,” and then go home an’ be happy
about the whole thing. But I can’t! I can’t go through with this—
this big LIE. [The others are shocked.] Yes, I said Lie. What has
all your fine talk ever meant to Wilhie? He walked around this
town nearly all his young life and ncbody cared. You Jim-Crowed
him and shunned him and you shoved him off in a corner. You
gave him a third-rate schoolin’ and when he wasn’t quiet like a
mouse, you put him out in the street. You loocked down on him
and you kept him down ’cause he was black and poor and didn't
know no better than to believe that was the way things 1s supposed

to be!l

Yes, my Willie was dumb in a lotta ways. He didn’t
know nothin’ bout no 1-de-lol-logies or whatever you calls it. He
wasn’t fightin’ 'cause he hated anybody. He joined the Army
"cause he couldn’t get a decent job here. Willie thought if he did
what they told him in the Army and didn’t get in no trouble,
maybe someday he could come back home and walk down the
street and be somebody. Willie tried so hard, he got himsetf killed.

But he didn’t know. 'Cause even while you-all’s here supposed to..-

be honorin’ Willie, you keep talkin’ *bout keepin’ things the way
they 1s. Willie didn’t want things to stay the way they 1s. "Cause 1t
always meant he come out holdin’ the short end of the stick—the
Jim Crow end, the poor folks’ end. |

That's why this is all such a big lie. You-all here ain’t
really honorin’ Willie. You here tryin’ to tell yourself that you
been right all along—that the way you been doin’ things is
perfectly okay ’cause you can get boys hke Willie to go out and
fight and die for you.and never know the ditference. And you
tryin’ to use me and my dead boy’s memory to make out like
everybody’s all satisfied here in the land of the free, that we’s all
“one big happy family™ who’s just tickled to death with the
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Well, T don’t know nothin® *
., T othin’ bout no other ki Scene from
- tnever been on no trips to Europe or Russ; cndaway. I ¢ BACCALAUREATE
them pla P€ Or Russia or China or any of -
o M ces that I hears the man talk about on the radio, and | oy William Branch
£re om m : - . . K- .
don’t like everything th d ,E.rﬂm life .u%.. experience. And I say I ANGELA WILLIAMS: Attractive graduate student at the
time—that a lot Eamm ow ooy 11 And iUs high time—way past ﬁ university.
boy and vour bg . anges were made! So that folks Like my DOCKERY HILL: A self-described “werking man” in his late
grow up and E.W ﬁ__.%mﬁm e same chance as anybody else to _, thirties.
JOV life and live like de . : . S sl s .
holdbacks *cause they’re cologed. cent ..E__w without no m MARTHA HILL: Doc’s wife, Angela’s older sister.
brave m:M.Mm___ Willie’s dead and gone now, and I'm proud he was m SETTING: The entire action of the play occurs in the apartment of
can’t hef wmﬁwﬁm mm,_.,__.w. somebody else *fore he got kiiled But | the Hills, an African-American family, on the second floor of a two-
can't help n..:___mmc: Willie died fightin’ in the wrong place. [ - W family house in a mid-Western university town during a spring in the
intense.] Willie shouida had that machine gun over here! - Qutetly late 1950’s.
S0 you can take this m . m
edal back on : !
tell them I don’t wan; it! Take it back. P: Up to Washington and m {There is silence for a moment. Then gquick footsteps are heard on
Give it to the ones wheo keeps this b H” E.:_. Ot your own shirt! : the steps outside. The door opens to admit ANGELA
my Willie all over the world to dj mw ¢ goin mma send boys like WILLIAMS. She is a quite attractive young woman in her early
democracy they always gets th _ﬁ ox Some kinda freedom ang twenties, and she carries an armful of textbooks. She closes the
200d job. You had mmmﬁmmm. m_ & leavip S of! You done 3 pretty door and leans against it, blowing at the exertion of running up
talk, an’ you ever rma._zmﬁwa m% a FM@ time with all thig honey- : the stairs.]
cadin’ off your word £ ;
done woke up! : y 1G$ 10r you, But I :
ot you 4 e .Mﬁ I knows what you’re tryin’ to do and I ain’t gonna w ANGELA: [Looks around.] Martha? {Goes into the bedroom and
A O 110 me no more! Here! Take it back! [She hurls 1p : looks in.] Martha, anybody home? [Satisfied she puts her books
ai at the General, He ducks in terror...] € m down on the sofa, takes off her light jacket and starts for the
| bathroom. Just then the flush of the commode is heard. and an

instant later DOC emerges, wiping his neck with a towel flung
over his shouider. He stops upon seeing ANGELA} Oh. Hi, Doc.

LR LR L L L N

*
: DOC: Hi.

ANGELA: Is Martha Home?
DOC: Yeah, she’s...[Glances around.] out in back of someplace.
ANGELA: Why, Doc, that’s my towel!

DOC: [Looks ar it} Is it? Oh, I hadn’t noticed. Guess I jus!
grabbed up the first thing handy.

ANGELA: [Taking it from him.} I wish you'd stick to YOur own
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Laughing Wild
Christopher Durang

Act 2, scene 2. A space in which a talk is about to be given. It could
be a lecture hall, a stage, a room, a ‘space’.

Man (30s) “is dressed well, maybe even a little trendy. He is dressed up
t0 give a talk, to share his new thoughts . . . He carries with hum a few
file cards that he has made notes on.” He “used to be a very negative
person’, but he took a personality workshop that totally turned his life
around. When something bad happens he now knows to be positive
tather than negative and he repeats a little mantra to focus his positive
energies —~ ‘this glass is not half empty, it is half full’. His notecards are
full of simplistic New Age aphorisms which he uses 1o cue his
affirmative mind-set. Despite his faith in his new optinustic confidence
he has to keep battling with his old negative personality. This speech 15
part of an extended monologue which he addresses directly to the

audience.

MAN (steps closer to the audience). 1 was 1n the supermarket
the other day about to buy some tuna fish when I sensed this
very disturbed presence right behind me. There was some-
thing about her focus that made it very clear to me that she
was a disturbed person. So I thought — well, you should
never look at a crazy person directly, so I thought, I'll just
keep looking at these tuna fish cans, pretending to be
engrossed in whether they’re in oil or in water, and the
person will then go away. But instead wham! she brings her
fist down on my head and screams ‘would you move,
asshole’! (Pause.) Now why did she do that? She hadn’t even
said, ‘would you please move’ at some initial point, so 1
would’ve known what her problem was. Admuttedly I don’t
62

-

always tell people what I want either — like the peop
movie theatres who keep talking, you know, I just
and resent them — but on the other hand, I don’t tak:
and go wham! on their heads! I mean, analyzing it,
at 1t 1n a positive light, this woman probably had son
horrible life story that, you know, kind of, explair
she got to this point in time, hitting me in the super
And perhaps if her life — since birth — had been expl
me, ] could probably have made some sense out of he
and how she got there. But even with that know
which I didn’t have — it was my head she was hitting,
just so unfair. It makes me want to never leave my ap
ever ever again. (Suddenly he closes his eyes and moves
in a circular motion around himself, round and roun
ingly.) I am the predominant source of energy in my |
go of the pain from the past. I let go of the pain f
present. In the places in iny body where pain liv
viously, now thete is light and love and joy. (FHe apen
agawm and looks at the audience peacefully and happil
was an affirmation.

COMMENTARY: Here’s a character whose entire response
written on cue cards. His words seem to have quote mark
them. But what happens when he loses the cues and no lo
easy answers? This 1s precisely what happens to him in th
and in the supermarket encounter he describes. Sudds
confronted by irrational behaviour. First he’s startled.
tries to analyze 1t and construct a story, a case history, be
woman’s unprovoked act. Finally he seeks solace by bloc
the world. You can see that everyone and everything irrit:
standing 1n a line, going to the cinema, shopping for tun:
his world even the smallest encounter becomes a major i
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you believe in confession?”’ I said, *“ *Cause it’s a great
idea. It predates Freud by twelve centuries.”

So I left the Church. Quit Catholic school. Mom
figured I was making a leap to Judaism. I told her.
“Mom. I don’t believe in God in three places and I
don’t believe in God in one place. Religion’s a crutch.
I’m not gonna substitute one crutch for another.” Then
my mother says—dig this—she says, “Megan, my child.
Everybody’s gotta have a crutch. Everybody has to
have a god. You don’t want a Jewish god? You want a
Catholic god? You’ll have a god someday. Believe
me.”’ |

Well . . . if she’s not right, she certainly kept me on
my toes, because there isn’t a day that goes by that I
don’t wake up and wonder if I'm going to find a god

today. |

" ., PPkl ol

In this second monologue, Diana, fresh out of col-
lege, has moved into her first, depressing New York
apartment, a long way from her upper-class Philadel-
phia upbringing. She explains to her best friend, Megan,
her conflicting feelings about this past, particularly her
mother. |

DiANA: 1 went to a Quaker school. Absolutely
uncompetitive! We used to have an awards ceremony
at the end of the year. Everybody got an award! Then
it dawned on me that if everybody got an award, it

s 46 »

MOVING

didn’t mean anything . . . So I went to the headmaster
and I told him, “Why don’t you give up the awards
altogether. I mean, if everybody gets an award, it
doesn’t mean anything.” He looked at me and said,
“Diana, not everyone realizes that. There are boys
and girls here who have never ever gotten an award in
their life. It means something to them. So for that
reason, we do it.” And I said, “But don’t you realize
how condescending that is to them? It’s ultimately
going to make them feel worse.”” He just glared at me
and said, “Miss Schmidt. Someday, somebody’s going
to prick your bubble.” I just . . . I couldn’t help it. I
burst out laughing. So he called my mother.

She came into school. Came in looking like a mil-
lion dollars. Camel’s hair coat. Blonde hair. Looked
like a Smith College undergrad. Came in smelling like
an ocean breeze. I looked at her and said to myself,
“I'm gonna get it.” Mr. Dumwalt, the headmaster,
told her what 1 said . . . and Mom took me aside. She
sat me down . . . and said, “Don’t worry about Mr.
Dumwalt. He was born with a pole up his ass!” I
couldn’t believe it. I think that’s one of the reasons
I’ve never abandoned hope for Mom.

[Available at New Dramatists]
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NIGHT’S DREAM Wings, and no eyes, figure unheedy haste.

And therefore is Love said to be a child,
‘Because in choice he is so oft beguiled.
As waggish boys in game themselves forswear, |

- _ S0 the boy Love is perjured everywhere. -
o - . For ere Demetrius looked on Hermia’s eyme,.
This is one of William Shakespeare’s delightful He hailed down oaths that he was only mine:
omedies of young love and all its foibles. Helena ~* And when this hail some heat from Hermia mmw :
B in love with Demetrius who seems to be in love So he dissolved, and show” s of oaths did EmF,. |

ir Hermia’s flight.
he to-morrow night
this intelligence ~
a dear expense. -
But herein mean I to enrich my pain,
To have his sight thither and back again.

( mﬁ.&

William Shakespeare

A

with Hermia who, in turn, 1s in love with Lysander, | I will 20 tell him of fa
with whom she has made plans to elope. Helena has Then 6 the wood will
st heard their marriage plan and makes one of her - <Pursue her; and for
awn to get her love back. As Puck says, “What fools _ If I have thanks, it is
these mortals be.” .
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How happy some o’er other some can be!
Through Athens I am thought as fair as she.
But what of that? Demetrius thinks not SO;

- He will not know what all but he do know.

. And as he errs, doting on Hermia’s eyes,

50 I, admiring of his qualities.
Things base and vile, holding no quantity,
. Love can transpose to form and dignity.
. Love looks not with the eyes, but with the mind,
. And therefore is winged Cupid painted blind.
Nor hath Love’s mind of any judgment taste;

79
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YOUR LOVING SON
 PHIL

ions letter, then reads aloud.)

« jove you and I still need you. Phil.

Reshuffles pages into order and reads.)

near Mom, This 1s the tenth time I’'ve tried to write this. I
.~ | can mail this one. I don’t want to cut myself off from
_ .nd Dad, and I know that i1f I don’t write, that may happen.
. ion't know what to say to your idea that I’ve “chosen” to be
v just to hurt you. I don’t know how to answer your idea that
_ .wi out of spite. I'm just gay and I am as naturally that as
s-as 1S gTeeh.

You say that I never gave the slightest indication. I can
. .pagine what you mean by that: 1 seemed normal. As you say,
_ - {was such a good boy, got pretty good grades, did fairly well

' sports, though never good enough for Dad. I was a good
noy, because 1 didn’t want to draw attention to myself. I found
out early that if I was quiet and went about my business, I
could stay private. Being good was my way of staying secret.
And I've always had secrets; especially the secret that I was
gy,

[ told you the truth, because I felt that I could not go on
lying to you about who I really am and to give you the chance
o finally know me, with no old lies between us and no new
ones that needed telling, like all that stuff I told you about my
dating in college or bringing some poOr girl like Edith home

that Christmas. I think I did her a lot of harm. She was

40 YOUR LOVING SON

expecting more from me and I've lost her friendship, because |
used her.

You hinted in your letter that I waited to tell you I was gay
till I'd graduated, so you'd keep on supporting me. The idea
makes me angry and ashamed. And, to tell you the truth, I'm
not sure it’s not true. If that’s why I waited, I didn’t know it
But does that mean you wouldn’t have sent me through school
if you had known?

I don’t need your money anymore, but I do need you and
Dad, need to know that I still have a place with you. It hurts
like hell to think that your love for me has always been
conditional, My shrink says I have a lot of work to do on that.
He says that I have a responsibility for letting things get this
tangled and messy. I get farious when he tells me that. I told
him that if you and Dad were going to cut me out of your lives,
I couldn’t see any point in working on my problems with you,
because you wouldn’t be around. He says that whether I ever
see you again or not, my relationship with you will always be
there. I hear him and it makes me angry, because I can feel
he’s right.

You say that if I’d written to tell you I was gravely ill you
could handle it better than this. Have you any idea how that
makes me feel, knowing that you would rather deal with my
having cancer or being in some awful disabling accident? Or
crippled? But, of course, you would prefer a grave illness that
didn’t include AIDS? Dead giveaway, that. As it is, I'm afraid
I’m disappointingly well and likely to be happy. My God,
Mom, think before you write such things.

You write that you haven’t told Dad yet, because 1f he
knew it would kill him. Why is my being gay enough to cause
death? He never expected all that much of me anyway. It was
you who always told me that no matter how he behaved




