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SCENE ONE

 [Completely empty stage, except for a man and woman.  Both are relatively attractive looking and in their thirties.  The man is more playful in the delivery of his lines than the woman, who brings a greater intensity and gravity to the discussion.  The challenge - and opportunity - for the actors in this piece is to maintain the staccato, rapid-fire pace of the banter throughout the play, while at the same time conveying both the intended humor and meaning of the dialogue and action.]

M:  If you would just listen for a second – 

W:  I have been listening.  You’re the one who’s not listening.

M:  But you’re not saying anything.

W:  I couldn’t be any clearer!  You’re just not hearing anything, because you’re not listening.  

M:  Just because I don’t agree with you, doesn’t mean I haven’t been listening.

W:  That’s exactly my point!

M:  Well at least we agree on that.

W:  Is everything a joke to you?

M:  What do you think?

W:  Screw you!

M:  Would you?

W:  Fat chance.

M:  Well I guess that’s better than a skinny one.

W:  What are you talking about??

M:  A skinny chance.  Not being as good as a fat one.

W:  Can’t you be serious for one minute?!

M:  Yes.  Forgive me.  

W:  Well what about what I said before?

M:  What about it?

W:  You said you’d stop joking!

M:  I wasn’t kidding.  What about what you said?

W:  Well can’t you at least admit that I may be right?

M:  I could.

W [surprised]:  Really?

M:  Sure.

W:  But before you were saying that – 

M:  I changed my mind.    

W:  Wow.  Then I’m sorry.

M:  For what?

W:  For having gotten so wound up.

M:  Don’t worry about it.

W:  No, really.  I shouldn’t have gotten so emotional.

M:  Actually, that’s probably true.  

W [angrily]:  I hate it when you say that!

M [bewildered] I don’t get that.

W:  What’s not to get??

M:  All I did was agree with what you said!

W [shaking her head]:  How can you be so incredibly naïve? 

M:  Fine – then what did you want me to say?!

W:  If you don’t know, then you don’t mean it – so forget it.

M:  That’s not necessarily true.  

W:  What, so you can mean something you don’t know?  Please.

M:  As a matter of fact, yes – the notion of a subconscious is not exactly a novel one.

W:  So if I tell you and you repeat it back?

M:  Exactly.  You’ll just be a mirror for my subconscious intentions.

W:  I find that hard to believe.

[Pause]

W:  Let’s make this easy - can’t you just say - you love me?

M:  I could.

W [shrieking]:  Aargh!  I hate when you do that!

M:  I’m just trying to be honest – 

W:  I’m not asking for honesty – I’m just looking for a little commitment!

M [frustrated]:  How did we get here again?

W [depressed]:  I don’t know.  Maybe we should just – 

M:  But you didn’t even let me answer the question!

W:  It’s not a question!  It’s an emotion!

M:  Maybe you just need some space.

W:  Talk about a mirror!

M:  I mean it.  I don’t even know if you’re listening to what I’m saying.

W:  What are you saying?

M:  Isn’t it obvious?

W:  No.  

M:  I’m trying to say that – we’re here together, aren’t we?

W:  That’s not the same.

M:  According to whom?

W:  Me!  And everyone else for that matter.

M:  Well I just don’t know what more to say.

W:  Then don’t say anything.  God forbid you say what’s really on your mind.

M:  Now you want what’s on my mind?  I thought before you said you just cared about what’s in my heart!

W:  The idea that’s there’s dissonance between the two is a pathetically romantic fiction – presumably established by other psychopaths like yourself.  

M:  I’d say you’re the one with the romantic fiction.

W:  You’re impossible.

M:  Do we have to go on like this?

W:  No.  Of course not.  We can just go our separate ways.  Jerk.

M:  Fine.  [Turning to go.]

W:  But we’re not done yet – you can’t just walk away!

M:  But I could run.

W:  You’re just afraid.  

M:  Fuck you.

W:  What did you say??

M:  You heard me.

W [angry and surprised]:  I can’t believe you just said that!  

M:  Well I did.

W:  You have no right to talk to me that way!

M:  Sorry.  I forgot to review the terms of my bondage before we got started today.

W:  That’s not fair.

M:  I agree.

W [flustered]:  We’re not getting anywhere like this.

M:  Tell me about it.

W:  Well I was trying to, before you insulted me.

M:  All I said was screw you.

W:  You said fuck you!

M:  And I meant it!

W:  What are we talking about here?

M:  I have no idea.

W:  At least just apologize for what you said.

M:  Which part?

W:  All of it.

M:  All of it?

W:  That would be a good start.

M:  Fine.  I’m sorry.

W:  I don’t believe you.

M:  Why not?

W:  Because you don’t mean it.

M:  How do you know?

W:  I know.  

M:  Can we please stop?

W:  But if we can’t see eye to eye on this, then why bother?

M:  Really, it’s no bother.

W:  You’re impossible.

M:  And yet I exist.

W:  Maybe we should give up.

M:  Everything?

W:  No!  This conversation.

M:  Then what?

W:  Let’s just go to sleep and we can finish talking about it in the morning.

M:  Fine by me.

[M exits stage right, followed by W.]

SCENE TWO

[A king size bed is in the middle of the stage.  The man and woman are lying side by side in the bed.  The woman is sitting up, with her head against pillows on the head board.  The man is lying down.]

W:  Are you awake?

M [groggily and still lying down]:  Huh?

W:  Oh sorry – I didn’t know if you were still asleep.

M [perturbed]:  I am.

[Pause, as W looks at M.  After a few minutes, he stirs.]

W:  Did I wake you?

M [testily]:  What do you think?

W:  I’m sorry.  I didn’t mean to.

M [sitting up]:  Whatever.  

[pause]

W:  Did you sleep o.k.?

M:  Fine.  

[pause]

W:  I didn’t.

M:  That’s too bad.

W:  It is.  

W:  So don’t you want to know?

M:  Do I have to answer that?

W [angrily]:  Forget it.

M:  No, I do.  Tell me.

W:  So - I didn’t sleep well.

M:  Why not?

W [shaking her head]:  I don’t know.  

M:  Hm.

[M puts his head back down on the pillow.]

W:  Am I boring you?

M:  That wouldn’t be the problem.

W:  Well don’t you care why?

M:  That was theoretically the emotion underlying my question of a few minutes ago.

W [curtly]:  Well I don’t know why.

M [trying to reach out – physically and emotionally]:  What’s the matter?  I really want to know.

W:  Just leave me alone – I’m so tired.

M:  Is it just fatigue?

W: I don’t know.  I feel sort of depressed.

M:  Because of last night?

W:  Yes.  And the night before that.  And I guess the night before that.  [Beat] You get the point.  

M:  I’m sorry.  I don’t know what happened.

W:  It’s just sort of getting away from us.

M:  Right.  

W:  So I feel sort of depressed.

M:  I’m sorry.

W:  It’s not all your fault.

M:  Of course not, but still – 

W:  Aren’t you upset?

M:  Honestly?

W [with sarcasm]:  No, lie to me.

M:  I feel fine.  But I did sleep.

W:  Don’t you even care about last night?

M:  In what sense?

W:  In any sense!

M:  I suppose.  But I just put it all behind me.

W:  How in God’s name do you do that?

M:  I can’t exactly say.

W:  I would give anything if I could.

M:  But is that what’s making you depressed?

W:  Well, no.  But if I could just put what was depressing behind me – 

M:  Hmm.  

W:  What?

M:  Well it seems like it might be healthier to deal with the root of the problem.

W:  Easy for you to say.

M:  Well it would be easy for you to say too.

W:  But not so easy to do.

M:  You don’t know until you’ve tried.

W:  Weren’t you there last night?

M:  Where?

W:  And you wonder why I’m depressed.

M:  Of course I was there.  But can’t you see it didn’t mean anything?

W:  That’s precisely my concern.

M:  Can’t you just take it all a little less seriously?

W:  No problem – it’s just my life.

M:  Mine too!

W:  Well that I can’t control.

M:  But you sure do try.

W:  In case you haven’t noticed, you’re not helping.

M:  I was just trying to clarify the question.

W:  The question isn’t a murky one.

[Pause]

M:  So why are you depressed?

W:  I just hate going to bed in a fight.

M:  I actually didn’t see it as a fight.  

W:   Then what the hell was it?!

M:  Honestly?  I couldn’t even tell you.

W:  We’re pathetic.

M:  Hey, speak for yourself.

W:  Don’t you think this might be unhealthy?

M:  What?

W:  Us.  

M:  In what sense?

W:  The general one.  

M:  Well try to look at the bright side.

W:  I wouldn’t know where to look.

M [putting his hands on her shoulders and beginning to massage them]:  Well how about here?

W [closing her eyes]:  Ooh.  That feels good.

M:  So that’s something.

W:  There you have a point.

M:  Actually, that point has a lot of applications.

W:  I’d like to see.

M [begins to kiss the back of her neck]:  So it’s not all so bad.

W:  Mmm.  Maybe not all.  [She turns to him and they begin to kiss.]

[Stage lights dim and you hear them grunting under the covers.  First you hear her come to an orgasm, and then him.  Stage lights slowly come back up.]

W:  Thanks.

M:  My pleasure.

W:  Mine too.  I really needed that.

[Pause]

M:  So are you still depressed?

W:  Can we not talk now?

M:  But are you?

W:  No.  

M:  That’s good.

W:  But let’s just enjoy the moment.

M:  Easy for you to say.

W:  Why do you do that?

M:  Do what?

W:  That!

M:  But before you wanted me to talk to you about it.  

W:  I did then.  But not now.  

M:  But – 

W:  Don’t act like you don’t understand.

M:  But - 

W:  Don’t you want me to be happy?

M:  It’s not just about you.

W:  But it was.

M:  Well I have needs too.

W:  You had your turn!

M:  Please.

W:  I just don’t understand.

M:  But that’s just it.

W:  What?

M:  I don’t understand either.

W [at the end of her wits]:  Not this again!

M [defensively]:  I didn’t start this.

W:  Yes you did!

M:  You were the one who was depressed!

W:  But I already told you - I’m not anymore!

M [searching]:  But why not?

W:  Why does that matter?

M:  How could it not?

W:  It didn’t for you after last night.

M:  But that was different.

W:  No it wasn’t!

M:  Of course it was.

W:  But didn’t you say you just put it all behind you?

M:  I did.

W:  Well so that’s what I did too.

M:  No you didn’t.  I put it behind you.

W:  Whatever – the result was the same.

M:  I’m not so sure it was.

W:  You know you’re intolerable.

M:  I wasn’t five minutes ago.

W:  I don’t even remember five minutes ago.

M:  So I guess you did put it behind you.

[W puts her face in her hands]

M:  What’s wrong?

W:  I’m depressed.

M:  How is it always about you?

W:  Fine.  So what’s wrong with you?

M:  I don’t know.  

W:  Well how do you feel?

M:  Fine.

W [exasperated]:  So then what are we talking about??

M:  I can feel fine and still need some attention.

W:  But you’ve had my full attention since you woke up!

M:  I don’t think that’s true.

W [after sighing]:  What do you want from me?

M:  I’m not sure.

W:  And you wonder why I’m depressed.

M:  No, I wonder why I find this all so hard to understand.

W:  What’s so fucking hard to understand?

M:  Why you’re depressed.

W:  You see what’s happening.

M:  I don’t – that’s what I’ve been trying to say.

W:  You’ve created a loop.

M:  What kind of loop?

W:  I’m depressed because you’re impossible.

M:  How does that make any sense?

W:  And you’re being impossible because you can’t say why I’m depressed.

M:  Hmm.

W:  So maybe there’s a better question.

M:  What?

W:  Why you’re doing this.

M:  Because I care.

W:  About who?

M:  About us.

W:  So you’re trying to destroy us?

M:  I’m just trying to understand us.

W:  But don’t you see how destructive that is?

M:  So should I stop?

W:  Yes!

[Pause as she lies back and closes her eyes and he stays sitting up.]

M:  Are you awake?

W:  I am now.

M:  Were you sleeping?

W:  I was just starting to doze.  But I guess you’ve put that behind me too.

M:  Sorry.

W:  Well what is it?

M:  Nothing.

W:  Just tell me.

M:  I’m just a little depressed now.  

[W grunts in frustration as the curtain comes down.]

SCENE THREE

[There are three chairs in the middle of the stage.  M and W are in two of the chairs.  There is another man in the third chair.  He is in his sixties.  Bespectacled, a little heavy and disheveled in a professorial way.]

Therapist:  So this is a good first step.

W [with nervous laughter]:  Well at least that’s good!

T:  I mean it.  Sometimes it takes people decades of suffering to admit they need help.

M [defensively]:  We didn’t say we were suffering.

W:  He just meant that –

M:  I know what he meant.

[Pause.]

T:  So can we get started?

W:  Please.

T:  Fine.  Tell me.

M:  Tell you what?

T:  Why you’re here.

W:  Well you said it yourself.

T:  Of course.  But I mean more specifically.

M:  Isn’t it obvious?

T:  Not to me.

W:  We were actually hoping you could help us answer that question.

T:  Well I’ll need your help too.

M:  Why?  What’s wrong with you?

T:  Are you both at least prepared for change?

W:  Yes.  Definitely.

M:  I can’t honestly answer that.

W:  Now can you see the issue?

T:  Well yes – and no.

M:  Which is what I was trying to say.

W:  I simply can’t go on with that attitude.

T:  It might be helpful to avoid absolutes.

W:  But I think that’s what we need.

M:  I agree with you.

T:  Me or her?

M:  You.

T:  Hm.

[Pause]

W:  Can’t you at least tell us if you think it’ll work?

M:  That’s not a fair question.

W:  I wasn’t asking you.

T:  I do.

M:  How can you know that?

T:  I don’t.

W:  Then what are we doing here?

T:  That's what I asked you.

M:  I’m really not comfortable with this.

T:  Why not?

M:  I just don't know.

W:  We are here.

T:  And do you honestly think that’s enough?

M:  But you said we were off to a good start, didn’t you?

T:  We’re well past that.

M:  Well so - what’s your prognosis?

T:  Honestly?

Both M and F:  No, lie to us.

T:  Poor.

[F starts to quietly sob as M just stares forward.]

M:  Look what you’ve done to her?

T:  You mean what you’ve done.

M:  That is not fair.

T:  I agree.

M:  Well what can we do?

T:  It's what you can't do.

M:  So what can't we do?

T:  That's what I'm asking you.

M:  But I'm doing everything I can!

T:  And you wonder why she’s depressed?

M [encouraged]:  I do!

W:  Stop it!  Both of you.

T:  I’m so sorry - you’re time is up.

M:  That’s what scares me.

T:  Shall we do this all again next week?

F:  Definitely.

T:  It will help if you can do some thinking in the meantime.

M:  What about?

T:   You think about that.

W:  I can’t change him.

M:  So that’s what this is about?

T:  I didn’t say that.  

M:  I give up.

T:  Excellent work.  See you next week.

SCENE FOUR

[Stage is completely empty; M and W are on stage, both holding key chains.]

M:  So what do you think?

W:  I don’t know.

M:  Me neither.

W:  So why’d you ask?

M:  Can’t I ask even if I don’t know the answer?

W:  At least it’s a start.

M:  Or a finish.

W:  Bastard.

M:  I’m just kidding.

W:  But you’re not.

M:  Well you know what they say about humor.

W:  That’s not funny.

M:  But maybe we can learn from it.

W:  What do you think?

M:  I’d say yes.

W:  You would?

M:  Yea.

W:  That’s surprising.

M:  That we can learn from it?

W:  That you would think so.

M:  You know that’s not fair.

W:  Of course it is.

M [shaking his head]:   In fact, I think that may be the issue.

W:  That is definitely not the issue.

M:  I think it may be.

W:  Why can’t you just admit it?

M:  I could if it were true.

W:  There’s nothing to be ashamed of.

M:  You’re just projecting.

W:  Onto what?  There’s nothing there!

M:  Also not fair.

W:  So it’s not fair.  Can’t you think about anyone other than yourself for once??

M:  I’m not just thinking about me.  I’m thinking about us!

W:  No, you’re thinking about how you experience us.

M:  What else is there?

W:  He was right.

M:  Don’t bring him into it.

W:  I didn’t – you did.

M:  Well I thought it would be different.

W:  Well you were wrong.

M:  On that we can agree.

W:  But if this doesn’t work - then what?

M:  Last time I answered that you jumped all over me.

W:  Last time you jumped all over me you answered it.

M:  I’m not in the mood to talk about it.

W:  Why should today be any different?

M:   I think it will be.

W:  How can you say that?

M:  Because I think I’m finally understanding.

W:  This I’ve got to hear.

M:  More to be seen than heard.

W:  What’s that supposed to mean?

M:  Can’t you tell?

W:  Stop playing games!

M:  Ah – that’s what I intend to do.

W:  Can’t you be honest just once?

M:  I ‘ve never been more honest in my life.

W:  So you understand - now what?

M:  That you’ll have to decide for yourself.

W:  But the whole of point of this if for us to decide together!  Don’t you see?

M:  Unfortunately, you’ll be the one to see.  I’ll be looking the other way.

W:  Enough with the jokes.

M:  I’m not kidding.

[pause]

W [suspiciously]:  Then what do you mean?


M:  I’m leaving.  In fact, for all intents and purposes, I’ve already gone.

W:  The nerve of you!  You – you will not walk out on me!

M:  Bye  [He begins to leave, stage left]

W:  Come back here!!  Now!!

[When M doesn’t turn back, W runs after him and jumps on his back]

M:  I don’t see any other way.

W:  But, please!!

[M with a little struggle throws her off his back; he collects himself and walks off stage; W remains crumpled on the stage]

W:  Fucker!!

SCENE FIVE

[Two comfortable easy chairs.  M is with another man]

Male Friend:  So how are you feeling?

M:  Fine.

MF:  Really?

M:  No.

MF:  I didn’t think so.

M:  Why not?

MF:  I don’t know – exactly.

M:  Oh.

[Pause]

MF:  Are you ready to go now?

M:  Nope.

MF:  So we should stay?

M:  Probably not.

MF:  I’m confused.

M:  I can see that.

MF:  You know I’m not your wife.

M:  Are you my bitch?

MF:  Don’t be an asshole.

M:  Have you tried it?

MF:  What?

M:  Being my bitch.

MF:  What is wrong with you?

M:  I’m not sure.

[pause]

M:  I guess it’s just you can’t knock it until you try it.

[MF gets up and pushes M and then returns to his seat]

M:  Hey!  What was that!?

MF [proud of himself]:  I knocked you.

M:  But you didn’t try me.  

MF:  Well you’re trying me.

M:  Then leave.

MF:  O.k.  Fine.  [Gets up to leave.]

M:  No – don’t go!

MF:  Why not?

M:  Just don’t.

MF:  I’m not your bitch.

M:  I know.

MF:  Is there something wrong?

M:  Yes.  Terribly.

MF:  I’m sorry.

M:  It’s not your fault.

MF:  I didn’t say it was.

M:  Well you implied it.

MF:  You’re mistaking compassion with collusion.

M:  You’re mistaking friendship with fellatio.

MF:  You really have a problem.

M:  I know.

MF:  At least your willing to admit it.

M:  I really don’t have a choice in the matter.

MF:  That’s not true.

M:  How can you say that?

MF:  Just like this – “That’s not – 

M:  Stop!  Can’t you see what’s happened to me?

MF:  Nothing?

M:  Exactly.

[Pause]

MF:  So have you talked to her?

M:  Who?

MF:  Please.

M:  Hey - there’s more than one porpoise in the pond my friend.

MF:  Setting bestiality aside for the moment – 

M:  You can’t knock it until you try it.

MF:  But don’t you end up knocking it by trying it?

M:  Only if you don’t use protection.

MF:  We’ve gotten pretty far afield from the question.

M:  But that’s all we’ve been talking about.

MF:  Are you in denial?

M:  Absolutely not!

MF:  I can see why she left.

M:  But she didn’t leave!

MF:  Well then where is she?

M:  I don’t know.

MF:  I’m not convinced.

M:  Of what?

MF:  That she wasn’t the one who left.

M:  I promise you.

MF:  But how do you know she didn’t want you to leave?

M:  I was there!

MF:  You’re not anymore.

[Pause]

M:  Can’t we go meet some new people?

MF:  Why?

M:  Because I’m lonely.

MF:  What am I – chopped liver?

M:  I wish you were – I’m hungry.

MF:  You have a one track mind.

M:  That’s what she said.

MF:  Well she was right.

M:  How can you say that?  You weren’t even there.

MF:  Well wasn’t she right?

M:  About what?

MF:  Everything.

M [angrily]:  I DON’T KNOW!

[pause]

MF:  Sorry.

M:  Don’t be.

MF:  I think you just miss her.

M:  How can you say that?

MF:  Just like –

M:  Spare me.

MF:  Spare yourself.

M:  But how?

MF:  I thought you would know.

M:  I certainly can’t go back.

MF:  Why not?

M:  Because!

MF:  Well - at least you have your reasons.

[Pause]

M:  Do you think I should?

MF:  It’s not what I think.

M:  So you don’t think so?

MF:  It’s not what I think.

M:  Right – so you don’t think so.

MF:  That’s not what I said.

M:  Well then what do you think?

MF:  I think you should go back.

M [with contempt]:  That’s ridiculous!

MF:  How can you say that?

M:  Don’t bait me.

MF:  I’m not her.

M:  I noticed.

MF:  Then don’t go back.

M:  Why not?

MF:  Because you don’t want to.

M:  But what if I do?

MF:  But you don’t.

M:  How do you know?

MF:  I’m your friend.

M:  If you were my friend, you wouldn’t say that.

MF:  Even if it was true?

M:  You know the rule.

MF:  But she’s not here anymore.

M:  She is for purposes of the rule.

MF:  So really she never left.

M:  I told you I left!

MF:  Apparently not.

M:  Just tell me what you really think.

MF: Fine.  It’s clear you want to go back.

M:  It’s not clear to me.

MF:  Just look in the mirror.

M:  I thought I was.

MF:  You don’t have to take it out on me!

M:  Why not?  You’re nothing to me.

MF:  Except apparently a reflection.

M:  I’d say more of a distortion.

MF:  How would you know?

M:  That’s a fair point.

[Pause]

MF:  I really do have to go.

M:  Please?

MF:  You should re-consider.

M:  But it may be too late.

MF:  Not to come with me.

M:  But where does that get me?

MF:  Come along and you’ll see.

M:  But I’m afraid to leave.

MF:  Are you sure?

M:  No.

MF:  Well you have to make up your mind.  

M:  But then it would just be a fiction.

MF:  Is there anything more?

M:  She said there is.

MF:  And you believe her?!

M [guardedly]:  Yes.

MF [with contempt]:  So you two really are meant for one another.

M [with relief]:  You think so?

MF:  You have a serious problem.

M:  Is it obvious?

MF:  It is to me.

M:  But you’re my friend.

MF:  No more than she is.

M:  But she’s nothing to me now.

MF:  And I am?

M:  Well you’re here.

MF:  Not for long.

M:  Don’t go.  Please.

MF:  I’m sorry.  I’ve just lost my patience.

M:   Can you come back after you find it?

MF:  I’m going now.  Really.

M:  Would you really go?

MF [with frustration]:  I said I’m going now!

M:  Back to her?

MF:  No!

M:  Why not?

MF:  Because I barely even know her.

M:  But I mean if you were me.

MF:  Well then, yes.

M:  Really?

MF [thinking about it]:  Maybe not.

M:  Don’t patronize me!

MF:  Why not?

M:  Because I deserve better!

MF:  Says who?

M:  Says she!

MF:  She’s not here.

M:  I know.  

[Momentary pause, then MF begins to leave]

M:  But don’t – [desperately] we could talk about something else!

MF:  Could you?

M:  I think so.

MF:  Fine.  

M:  Right.

MF:  So, what else?

M:  Well - how are you?

MF:  I’m fine.

M:  That’s good.

MF:  For me.

M:  Right, for you.

MF:  And how are you?

M:  Oh, I’m fine.

MF:  Really?

M:  Without question.

MF:  Anything on your mind?

M:  Absolutely nothing.

MF:  Are you sure of that?

M:  I’m not sure.

MF:  But then you do have a question – on your mind.

M:  I’d describe it as more of an ambivalence.

MF:  Either way – that is something.

M:  Oh no, it’s nothing.  Really.

MF:  I do have to go.  I’m sorry.

M [with resignation]:  Fine.  Then just go.

MF:  Goodbye. [Begins to walk off stage]

M [trying to be threatening]:  But just so you know - I may not be here when you get back!

MF [turning back]:  So what?!

M:  Just so you know.

MF [very angry]  But can’t you see?!  I don’t care!

M:  Funny – she always did.

MF:  I’m not her.

M:  I noticed.

MF [begging]:  Please – for God’s sake - just call her.

M:  And say what?

MF:  You’ll figure something out.

M:  Then what?

MF:  I don’t know – you’ll figure something out.

M:  Or maybe I won’t.

MF:  Either way.  [MF exits, leaving M standing alone.]

SCENE SIX

[A kitchen.  F is there with her Mother.]

Mom:  It’s just not healthy.

F:  I just want one more.

Mom:  That’s what you say now.

F:  What is that supposed to mean?

Mom:  Just ask your father.

F:  He’s dead!

Mom:  Exactly my point.

F:  Can’t you tell I need support now?

Mom:  Why should today be different?

F:  That’s not fair.

Mom:  Well then life’s not fair.

F:  Says who.

Mom:  Says me.

F:  Well, for the record, I think you’re wrong.

Mom:  Well, for the movie, I think you’re depressed.

F [defensively]:  So what if I am?

Mom:  Never mind.

F:  Good.

Mom:  I wouldn’t say so.

F:  Well I don’t care.

Mom:  Of course not.

F:  I’m not saying it as a rule.

Mom:  But admit it - it is.

F:  Well like you said, life’s not fair.

Mom:  All I was trying to say is – I wouldn’t take one more.

F:  Fine.

[Pause]

Mom:  So have you even - ?

F:  Even what?

Mom:  Well, you know…

F:  I don’t know.  Tell me.

Mom:  I suppose it’s your life.

F:  Apparently not.

Mom:  What do you mean by that?

F:  I came here for support!

Mom:  You came here for food.

F:  Yes – food for the soul.

Mom:  So much for my tough cookie.

F:  Everyone needs some love some time.

Mom:  That’s not what you need.

F:  How can you say that?

Mom:  Because you need honesty.

F:  I need honest love.

Mom:  You need him.

F:  Not without honest love!

Mom:  Honestly!

F:  Is that so much to ask for?

Mom:  Don’t ask me.

F:  I just did.

Mom:  Well you shouldn’t.

F:  You’re right.

Mom:  Wow – I can’t believe that came out of your mouth.

F:  I’m more mature than you think.

Mom:  No you’re not.

F:  Can’t you just hold me?

Mom:  Trust me - it’s not the same.

F:  But I don’t want the same.

Mom:  Do you expect me to believe that?

F:  What if I said please?

Mom:  You said you wanted honesty.

F:  I lied.

Mom:  Well don’t expect me to.

F:  What if I do.

Mom:  Well at least you learned something along the way.

F:  Are you a cynic?

Mom:  I’m too old for that.

F:  I just want to die.

Mom:  But you’re too young for that.

F:  Just tell me this - what would you do?

Mom:  I already did it.

F:  But if you could do it again?

Mom [thinking about it]:  I don’t really know.

F:  But that’s so sad!

Mom:  No – you’re so sad.

F:  You don’t have to rub it in.

Mom:  I'm not - it's coming from your insides out.

F:  Whatever – so I am depressed.

Mom:  Is he?

F:  How would I know?

Mom:  No wonder you’re depressed.

F:  That’s really not fair.

Mom:  Do you think he’s happy?

F:  Terribly.

Mom:  Well that’s good.

F:  No it’s not!

Mom:  But he’s more likely to reconsider if he’s - 

F:  Wait a minute - who said I wanted him back?

Mom:  I thought you just said it.

F:  Do you believe everything I say?

Mom:  Absolutely everything.

F:  Well you shouldn’t.

Mom:  Then I won’t.

F:  And, for your information, I don’t want him anywhere near me.

Mom:  Well I don’t believe you.

F: How can you say that?

Mom:  Suit yourself.

F:  I can’t.

Mom:  Why not?

F:  You wouldn’t understand.

Mom:  Try me.  I’m your mother.

F:  Fine.  I want it all.

Mom:  All of it?

F:  Everything.

Mom:  Then why did you reject part of him?

F:  That’s not fair!

Mom:  To him.

F:  How can you take his side?

Mom:  Well there’s no room left on yours.

F:  I really can’t believe you.

Mom:  So we’re even.

F:  I just don’t know what to do.

Mom:  Don’t look at me.

F:  Why not?

Mom:  It’s making me uncomfortable.

F:  So we’re even.

[Pause]

Mom:  If you don’t mind my asking - how was the sex?

F:  Mom!

Mom:  I was just wondering.

F:  That’s none of your business!

Mom:  That good?

F:  You’re missing the point.

Mom:  Actually, I think you’re the one missing the point.

[Pause]

F:  Do you think it would be alright for me to have just one more?

Mom:  No.

F:  That’s really too bad.

SCENE SEVEN

[Stage is empty except for a high table, covered with miscellaneous letters and papers – the kind of table you might see in the entrance hall to an apartment or house.  Scene begins with M at the table, slowly going through mail; after a few moments, you hear a door open offstage and W enters]

W [with surprise]:  What are you doing here?

M [dryly]:  I live here.

W:  But it’s the middle of the day?

M:  As compared to the middle of the night?

[Awkward pause]

M:  Well, what are you doing here?

W:  What do you think?

M:  How would I know what to think?

W:  You’re asking me?

M:  Who else would I ask?

W:  Did you think about asking yourself?

M:  If I already knew the answer, why would I need to ask you?

W:  I’m really not ready for this.

M:  For what?

W:  This!

M:  Don’t you know what they say about coming unprepared?

W:  Can you just stop with the questions?!

M:  What do you think?

W:  So nothing’s changed…

M:  Did you think it would?

W:  Listen - I just came to pick up a few things.  O.k.?

M:  Be my guest.

W:  Well that was no way to treat a guest.

M:  Fine – be my host.  

[W begins to walk across the stage as M turns back to papers, then W turns back to him]

W:  Is it really possible you have nothing more to say to me?

M:  Of course it’s possible.

W:  You disgust me!

M:  That’s funny – because I find you incredibly attractive.

W:  You’re a pig.

M:  Well that’s Mr. Pig to you.  But what about you?

W:  I told you I wasn’t prepared.

M:  Who is?

W [with bravado]:  Well I know this much – I certainly don’t miss you.

M:  You always get me right where it hurts.  

W:  What do you want from me?

M:  Same as I wanted before.

W:  I’m just going to get a few things and then go.

M:  I know.

[M returns to his mail.  W walks off stage on the opposite side from where she entered and you can hear noise as she opens and closes drawers and closets.  She reemerges with a handful of clothes and a few other small miscellaneous items.]

W:  I’m leaving.  

M:  I can see that.

[W shakes her head and begins to exit from where she first entered; M abruptly follows after her.]

M:  Wait!

W:  For what?

M:  I – I’m not sure.

W:  You said you didn’t have anything to say to me.

M:  Actually, I didn’t say that.

W:  So do you?

M:  Well – I’m not prepared either.

W:  That’s obvious.

M:  I do still have questions.

W:  About what?

M:  About us.

W:  There is no more us.

M:  Of course there is.

W:  Don’t play with me.  I’m not your toy anymore.

M:  I wish you were.

W:  Well it’s going to take a lot more than that.

M:  Then tell me – what more?  

W:  Well a little effort on your part wouldn’t hurt.

M:  Are you sure of that?

W:  At least you’re honest.

M:  At most I’m honest.  

W:  Can I go now?

M:  You could.

W [turning to leave again]:  Goodbye.

M:  Wait – just wait a second.

W [sighing with frustration]:  What now?

M:  Well – what if we went back to him?

W:  Are you serious?

M:  Yes.  

W:  Just to be clear, I didn’t come here for this.

M:  Even so, I really don’t think you should leave without it.

W:  Must I remind you?  I wasn’t the one who left.

M:  But you’re leaving now.

W:  That’s not fai – forget it.

M:  Well don’t say I didn’t try.

W:  You didn’t try.

M:  How can you say that?

W:  Without any difficulty whatsoever.

M:  But will you give it another try?

W [pausing with an exasperated sigh and then thinking for a minute]:  I guess I don’t have anything to lose.

M:  That may not be true.

W:  I’m leaving.

M [encouraged]:  So I’ll call you.

W [exiting the stage]:  Always looking for an answer.  Goodbye.

M:  Bye.

SCENE EIGHT

 [Office set, with chairs for Therapist [T], M and W]

T:  So you’re back.

W:  Yes.

M:  Well not exactly.

T:  What do you mean by that?

W:  He just means that we’re –

M:  Not back.

T:  That’s strange.

M:  Funny – I wouldn’t have described it that way.

T:  No just that – 

W:  What?

T:  You’d be here.

M:  Well we were hoping you could help us.

T:  Hope does spring eternal.

W:  What’s that supposed to mean?

T:  I suppose you’d have to tell me.

W:  Can’t you see we’re here for answers not questions?

T:  So at least we've identified the root problem.

W:  How can you say that?

T:  Just like this - "At least - "

M and W [at same time]:  Stop it!

T:  Exactly my point.

W:  I hate to be negative – but I don’t feel like we’re getting anywhere.

T:  Well where are you trying to get?

M: To be honest, we’re not exactly sure.

T:  Now see - that's good!  

M:  I think so.

W:  Well I don’t!

T:  So are you disappointed?

W:  Always.

T:  And you wonder why?

M:  Not that there’s anything wrong with wondering why.

T:  Well actually - there is.

M:  How can that possibly be?

T:  Because there's something wrong with wondering why.

M:  Hmm.  Oh – I get it!

T [pleased]:  So it’s clicking?

M:  You mean it’s not.

T:  Right!  Better said.

W:  Hello?  I still have no idea where we are.

T:  Well, for starters, how did you get here?

W:  The same way we got her last time.

T:  Well then can’t you take the same way out?

W:  But the whole point is we want it to be different.

T:  That’s ridiculous.

W:  Hey!

T:  I just mean, the problem is a ridiculous one.

W [hopefully]:  So our frustration makes sense?

T:  Not at all.

M:  Just to set the record straight, I never thought it made sense.

T:  What makes you think the record is straight?

W:  Let me just ask you this one thing – 

T:  Go on.

M:  I wouldn’t.

W:  Well I would!

M:  Fine – but don’t blame me later.

W [to T]:  So what do you think about – us?

M:  I’m telling you, you’ll regret it.

T [after pondering]:  I don’t.

W:  Don’t what?

T:  Think about you.

W [frustrated]:  Then what are we doing here??

T:  Nothing.

W:  I feel that I’m entitled to some answers!

T:  Well you’re not.

W:  But at least about him!

M:  I think he may have a point.

T [indignantly]:  I most certainly do!

W [dismissively]:  And that’s all you have?

T:  That’s all I need.

M:  I’d say our work is done here.

W:  How can you say that?

M:  Any number of different ways.

T [to M]:  I want to commend you on your progress!

M:  It was nothing, really.

T:  But it takes some real understanding to see that it's nothing!

W:  Are you both crazy?!  We don’t know anything more than when we walked in the door!

T: And why my dear is knowing so important to you?

W [completely losing it here]:  Are you kidding me?  Are you both kidding?  I mean is this some kind of conspiracy?  I mean this must be some kind of conspiracy of idiots the world over.  Of course knowing is important.  KNOWING IS EVERYTHING.  If you don’t know, you have nothing.  Abso-fucking-lutely nothing.  Do you understand me?  Do you?  If we’re not somewhere, WE’RE NOWHERE!  Capiche?  Comprende?  I refuse – I absolutely refuse to live that way.  In fact, that’s not even living!  You can all just go on your merry little ways into oblivion for all I care!  But you’re not going to drag me along with you!  You will either give me some answers or – or – or I don’t even know!  Aargh!!  How can you live with yourselves!!  JUST LEAVE ME ALONE!!!!!

[A long pause as M and T both are somewhat stunned by her outburst.]

T [begins to speak]:  I do think – [but he then starts to laugh; he tries to go on]  What I mean – [but he starts to laugh even harder.  M starts to join in and soon they are just dying of laughter.  After a minute of this and an initial look of outrage, W starts to join in with the laughter.  After another minute, the laughter subsides.]

T:  So do you feel better now?

W [somewhat embarrassed]:  I do.

T [to M]:  And you?

M:  Yes, I do too.

T:  Good.  [To W]:  And is everything clear now?

W:  Well – no.

T:  Good.  And for you?

M:  Thoroughly confused.

T:  That's my boy.

M [flattered]:  Thanks.

W [tentatively]:  So is that it?

T:  Yes.  That’s nothing - and everything.

W:  I don’t know how to thank you.

T:  The conventional way would be fine.

M:  Well thanks.

T:  You’re always – ALWAYS – welcome.

M:  That’s what I thought.

W [again a little embarrassed]:  I really didn’t know.

T:  Well now you don’t.

W:  Yes.

M:  So maybe see you later.

T:  I really hope not.

[T gets up and walks out.]

[Pause as M and F just sit quietly for a moment.]

M:  So.

F:  So.

M:  Do you feel better?

F:  Much.

M:  Me too.

M:  And you understand now?

F:  I think I do.

[Pause]

F:  As long as I know your committed – 

M:  Are you serious?!

F:  Well yes?

M [takes a long pause, thinking, and then shouts]:  NO!!!

F:  YES!!

M:  NO!!

F:  YES!!

M:  NO!!

[Just as F is about to shout “Yes” again, M cups his hands over her mouth and restrains her.  She struggles for a moment and then gives in.]

W:  I just meant – 

M:  Don’t speak.

W:  O.k., but – 

M:  I’m begging you.

[W just motions her agreement this time.]

[They stand staring at each other for a long pause.  Then she sighs loudly.]

M:  Better?

W:  Yes. 

M:  You’d be o.k. if you could just shut up.

W:  And you expect me to –

M:  Yes.  

F:  Well I’ll try.

M:  No! No! No!  Enough with the trying!

F:  This is so much harder than I thought it would ever be.

M:  Only by your own design.

F:  But why?

M:  For your own self-amusement?

F:  That can’t be right.

M:  It could.

F:  Either way.

M:  Right.

F:  So just?

M:  Exactly.

F:  How do you know all of this?

M:  I don’t.

F:  Right. I keep forgetting.

M:  Then you're finally catching on.

F:  It’s all sort of strange.

M:  True.

F:  So I guess I won’t ask what now.

M:  You guessed right.

F:  But can we talk more?

M:  No.  

F:  But what if I – 

M:  Just stop!

F:  But I can’t.

M:  Then I guess you won't.

F:  But then what?

M:  The same thing – over and over and over and over.

F:  And if I stop?

M:  Everything you ever really needed.

F:  Then I will really try.

M:  PLEASE DON’T!

F:  But how will I know that you and me can – you know, stay together?

M:  If you’ll just be with me – 

F:  Then?

M:  I’ll be with you.

F:  I refuse to believe it can be that easy.

M:  Then it won’t be.

[A raving lunatic, dressed in ragged clothing and an elf’s stocking cap suddenly runs onto the stage whooping and hollering.  He proceeds to club both M and W to the ground, shoot them both and then run offstage.  You then see someone come and cover them both with white sheets and exit; another ministerial character enter with MF and Mom as a funeral is conducted, with Mom weeping and MF just standing stoically by; and then those three characters slowly exit.  The following lines are recited with both characters still lying down, covered by the sheets, with just their heads uncovered.]

M:  You there?

W:  Oh my God, yes.

M:  I guess that’s good.

W:  What – happened?

M:  I don’t know.

W:  Wow.  So that was it?

M:  I suppose so.

W:  But how can that be?

M:  It was.

W:  So where are we now?

M:  Apparently hell.

W:  Why do you say that?

M:  Well we’re still talking aren’t we?

[Curtain begins to fall as the following lines are muttered out more and more quietly.]

W:  What’s that supposed to mean?

M:  Isn’t it obvious?

W:  I don’t have any more time for your foolish questions.

M:  Well apparently you do.
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