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FRANKLIN and WOODROW are standing alone on an empty stage.  Each is wearing a dog’s “e-collar,” a cone that extends out from the person’s neck (much like a lampshade would).  Given their e-collars, when FRANKLIN and WOODROW speak, they’re never fully able to look at one another.

FRANKLIN

It’s my head that hurts.  Not a pounding sensation, mind you.  More of a dull pain.  It first permeates my brow, then spreads around my temples, and eventually circles the entire crown of my head.  Occasionally, I do feel a piercing, wince-like, out-of-the-blue shock – but then the feeling recedes back to a dull, persistent pain.  

WOODROW

It’s funny that you mention your head.

FRANKLIN

Why’s that?

WOODROW

Because it’s my heart that hurts me.  Now don’t get me wrong – I’m not one of those misguided romantics who actually believes that you feel real pain in your heart by virtue of the absence of love – the so-called “heart-ache.”  No, I’m referring to the heart as a metaphor for my soul.  That’s the source of my pain.  Or perhaps more appropriately, its absence – the void where it should be – is the source of the pain.  

FRANKLIN

Nope.  Sorry.  That’s just not the case for me.  For me, it’s a function of real physical injury – and it all comes back to the head.  The pain is worst right here.

(He points to one spot on his head.)

But also detectable here and here.

(He points to two other parts of his head.)

Granted, it is systematic.  Meaning it eventually spreads everywhere.  After my head, I generally start to feel tingly in my arms, legs, hands and feet.  The tingling then changes to a quiet but powerful ache.  Not enough to keep you down, but certainly enough to hold you back.

WOODROW

Ah the back – now that’s something on which we can see eye to eye.  Since mine is always out of joint.  Again, not in the literal sense – but in the sense of being spiritually mis-aligned.  Or maybe mis-aligned isn’t the right word, since it implies that I’ve been properly spiritually aligned previously – or at least that my mis-alignment is defined in relation to a good alignment that I know – in a fundamental way.  Whereas, in my case, I feel that I’m lost.  Without – yes, completely lacking - that grounded spiritual reference.  Lost.  

FRANKLIN

Lost – now that’s something I can understand.  When I think of all the time I’ve lost with my various maladies – countless hours, days, weeks – as I stand grounded, held back by these physical plagues – in my head, knees, ankles, arms, legs, even elbows.  If the multitude of aches and pains weren’t there – if that little bit of swelling would just recede and clear the way – can you imagine what I might accomplish?  What I could have been?  Or still be?  But no – I’m held back – grounded by my own oh so physical limitations.  I truly cannot wait for the day I feel right – free from any distracting aches and pains.  Let me tell you my friend – watch out world when that day comes.  

WOODROW

But that’s exactly it – the world doesn’t even exist for me.  Without a flowing source of spiritual succor – I’m floating in a void – like a planet hurtling through absolutely empty space.  Whilst I feel nauseous from the movement, I can’t even verify that I’m moving since I don’t exist in relation to anything else.  If even a single reference point would just emerge against which I could reflect my soul – can you imagine the light, the energy I would suddenly emit?  Even a shadow would do the trick.  And when that shadow emerges to show me the true dimensions of my spirit, now that’s when my life can finally begin.  

(EVELYN enters.)

EVELYN

Excuse me.  I couldn’t help but overhear your conversation.  And, I don’t mean to be presumptuous, but I wonder if I can’t help in some way.

FRANKLIN

Help me?  Now, now, you must not have heard much of what I said.

EVELYN

I did.  And there are so many ways now to reduce your physical pain – for example, medicines you can buy over the counter to deal with your headache.

FRANKLIN

You obviously weren’t listening very well.  Since my pain isn’t just in my head – it’s all over my body – 

(He begins to motion to different parts of his body)

-  here and here – and here – and – well everywhere.

EVELYN

That must be very uncomfortable.  But many of these medicines work in a systematic way – so that they might alleviate all of your aches and pains.

FRANKLIN

I don’t think you fully appreciate the burdens I’m bearing, the severity of my struggle.  Anyway, I’ve tried some medicines before – and they just run away from my pain like scared mice from an angry cat.  

EVELYN

Perhaps a doctor could help.  Even if one medicine doesn’t work, they can help you find another that will.

FRANKLIN

Yes – I’m sure a doctor could help – himself to my money.

EVELYN

So you’ve been to see doctors?  For your pain?

FRANKLIN

I know doctors.  Don’t tell me about doctors.  

EVELYN

And they haven’t helped?

FRANKLIN

They’re a clever bunch.  They’ll tell me they can’t find anything much wrong with me.  But don’t think I don’t see their game - since if they cure me, they won’t be able to look forward to my coming back again.  

EVELYN

And these were traditional doctors?

FRANKLIN

Yes, if you mean following the tradition of victimizing poor souls like me.

EVELYN

But then perhaps someone practicing alternative medicine could help?

FRANKLIN

Alternative medicine – indeed!  Do you have any idea of how I suffer?  The pain that I feel each and every day?  

(He begins to point around his body again)

Not just here – but here – and here – and even here, dare I say.  And you’re directing me to quacks that are even quackier than the average quack?  

EVELYN

It’s just that many people have found cures for their ailments through alternative remedies.

FRANKLIN

As if you can compare the little “ailments” so many encounter with the depth of my interminable injuries?  No, you can keep your “alternative.”  

WOODROW

In fact, she should keep her medicine altogether – since at best it reaches skin deep.  Alas, where’s the remedy for my heart?  The salve for my soul?

EVELYN

But there are ways to help you too.  Have you talked to anyone – other than him – about your problems?

WOODROW

Problems?  You deign to consider the gaping hole in my existential raison d’etre a “problem”?  

EVELYN

Oh – no.  I don’t mean to minimize the prob – I mean situation.

WOODROW

Ah – now it’s a “situation.”  Like what you see in a “sit-com”?  Oh Lord – how can I be expected to find my way amongst blind men such as these?

EVELYN

Really – I don’t mean to underestimate what you’re experiencing.  But it sounds like – well – some sort of depression.

WOODROW

Yes – well that’s right.  It’s a depression in my very being.  An indelible reduction in what should be my irreducible spirit.  

EVELYN

I just thought that maybe talking to a therapist of some sort could be helpful.

WOODROW

As if some two bit psychologist could understand what I’m grappling with?  This isn’t some simple intrapsychic conflict between an imaginary id and ego – it’s a tear in my soul that goes to the very root of finding the meaning for my or any existence in this thing we call life.

EVELYN

So it’s a philosophical problem?  

WOODROW

I’ll grant you that there are some meta-philosophical and epistemological dimensions to my quandary.

EVELYN

So have you talked to a philosopher about them?

WOODROW

Oh sure – with a picture of Rasputin and a beard down to his knees.  It all seems so simple to you, doesn’t it.  

EVELYN

Well if that didn’t help, what about pursuing some of your own self-exploration – like through meditation?  You might find you have the answers inside the very self you think you’re lacking.

WOODROW

Dear, all I do is think.  So thanks for your “efforts,” but I don’t think you can sufficiently conceptualize my struggle to be in any sort of position to help.

EVELYN

Well, as you said, I tried.  Good luck to you both.  Even if I can’t help, perhaps someone else can.

(EVELYN exits.)

WOODROW

Therapy indeed.  You would think I was talking about some tiff with my lover – or some lingering complex about my father.  Really.

FRANKLIN

Actually, she seemed more on the mark in your case than mine.  Aspirin or some such thing?  To take on an adversary with the relentless determination of my pain?  You’d think she was a doctor herself, prescribing remedies without even scratching the surface of understanding what I live with each and every day.  

WOODROW

The surface of understanding is far deeper than I could give her credit for delving in comprehending my struggles.  “Problem”?  “Situation”?  To be fair, she certainly lacked more when it came to appreciating the dimensions of my horrifying encounter with mortality.  

FRANKLIN

And yet what I experience is so much more tangible – so much more real. 

(FRANKLIN and WOODROW deliver the following lines simultaneously.)

WOODROW

Real?  What could be any more real than my struggle with defining the very nature of reality?  Real is what plagues me every day and every night.  Real is anything but real – and there I am stuck within the very unreality of the real.  Real is the entirety of my experience – and my experience is the brutal gatekeeper of what’s real.  I live every moment from real to real.  So please don’t tell me about “real” – I know both “real” and it’s dialectical, holographic twin the unreal like no one.  And my -

FRANKLIN

I mean, how much more real can it be to feel pin pricks over every inch of your body?  How much more real than feeling tiny reverberations of subtle pain with every synapse of activity in your brain?  Real is feeling the inexorable march of agitation through every millimeter of your blood stream, creating little hurricanes of anguish in every ounce of your being.  Real is the rhythmic beating of your heart pounding little particles of pain like clockwork.   If anyone knows real suffering, real pain, it’s –

(EVELYN crawls back on to stage, on her belly, moaning mid-way through the speeches above.  She interrupts both WOODROW and FRANKLIN when she delivers the following line.)

EVELYN

Help!!  Please!

WOODROW

(to FRANKLIN)

Did you just say something?

FRANKLIN

Of course I did!  I was just saying how very real my pain –

EVELYN

Please!  Help me!!

FRANKLIN

(to WOODROW)

What did you say?

EVELYN

Down here!  On the ground!   

WOODROW

I’m fairly certain I heard something.

FRANKLIN

I suppose I am as well.  I’m just not sure what.

EVELYN

(Having difficulty speaking)

If you – can just help me – to a hospital –

FRANKLIN

Really now!  As if we don’t have problems of our own to deal with?  

WOODROW

You would think we were just taking a walk in the park!  

FRANKLIN

Now, when I’m free from my own pain and agitation, perhaps then I can be of help.

WOODROW

Yes, when I finally stand on firm enough ground, I might be able to lend a hand.

EVELYN

They broke – my ribs.  I think they may – have punctured – my lung.  

FRANKLIN

Interestingly, I’ve rarely felt much pain in the lungs.  Perhaps around the lung area, but never exactly “in” the lung.

WOODROW

Ah – but to draw a truly fresh breath of air, that replenishes your soul, now that’s something one can only dream about.

EVELYN

HELP ME!

(EVELYN lunges at FRANKLIN’s knees and knocks him to the ground.)

FRANKLIN

My God!  What are you doing!  Did you not hear that I have arthritis in my knees.  Didn’t – 

(FRANKLIN finally sees EVELYN)

Oh my.  Young lady.  You really are hurt.  Here let me – 

(He tries to reach down to lift her head, but his collar knocks into her.  EVELYN cries out in pain.)

Oh dear – let me try a different way – 

(He again reaches down, this time to lift her at her midsection, but again is prevented from doing so when his collar knocks into her, at which point she again cries out in pain.)

Oh my – I suppose it’s hopeless.

EVELYN

(in a loud whisper)

Bend – down – please - 

(FRANKLIN thinks for a moment and then slowly bends down towards EVELYN.  EVELYN clumsily reaches for FRANKLIN’s neck.)

FRANKLIN

Ow!  That hurts!

(FRANKLIN begins to pull back up.)

EVELYN

(again in a desperate whisper)

Please – 

(FRANKLIN again slowly bends back down.  This time, EVELYN successfully grabs a hold of FRANKLIN’s collar and rips it off.  FRANKLIN yells out in pain.)

FRANKLIN

Do you have any idea what –

(FRANKLIN, now with the freedom to look around, scans EVELYN’s whole body)

My God.  Look at you – your whole body!  

(To WOODROW)

But look!  

(Now walking right up to WOODROW and shouting down his collar.)

I said look at her!

WOODROW

(backing away)

What are you blathering on about?  Do you have any idea how that kind of shock of noise can undermine my concentration?!

FRANKLIN

(This time FRANKLIN approaches WOODROW and struggling with him to rip off his collar until FRANKLIN is finally successful in doing so.)

At her!  Look at her!

WOODROW

(for the first time fully seeing and appreciating EVELYN’s condition)

My Lord – she’s in tatters!  She looks half dead!

FRANKLIN

Exactly!  

EVELYN

(in a softer whisper)

help – 

WOODROW

Well what should we do??

FRANKLIN

She said she needs help!  

WOODROW

But – I don’t know how to do that – for someone else.

EVELYN

(again in a soft whisper)

to the hospital – 

FRANKLIN

I think she’s saying we need to take her to the hospital!  Here – I’ll take this end – 

(FRANKLIN clumsily reaches down to pick up EVELYN’s head)

And you take that end – 

(WOODROW more tentatively picks up her legs.  They start to walk her offstage, but WOODROW slips and EVELYN falls, groaning as she does.)

FRANKLIN

Pick her back up man!

(WOODROW picks back up her legs and they resume walking offstage.)

EVELYN

(In a louder whisper)

Thank – you.

FRANKLIN

(quietly)

Thank you.

WOODROW

(also quietly)

Yes.  Thank you.  


(END OF PLAY)
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