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    “…Whimsical romantic comedy. In the nine vignettes that make up [the] play, couples meet [or] break apart or learn to love each other more. …the jokes here are easygoing and snark-free.”

	—The New York Times

     “[LOVE/SICK brings] to light the complexity of communication and what it means to not only love someone else, but yourself as well. …Truly beautiful.”

	—TheSource.com

    “A dark, amusing look at romance…strikes just the right balance between wisdom and whimsy. …light, bright, anti-romantic, and engaging.”

	—The Hartford Courant

    “Entertaining and fun. A satisfyingly dark look at this thing we call love.”

	—BroadwayWorld.com
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      THE PLAYS 

      LOVE/SICK is a one-act, nine-play cycle about love and loss—but mostly loss. Each play has its own arc and tells the story of a couple at a crossroads in their relationship. Since each relationship is more advanced than the previous relationship, a larger arc emerges and the individual plays work together to create a satisfying whole—one that chronicles the lifecycle of a typical relationship from meeting through divorce…and afterwards. 

      The plays: 

      1. “Obsessive Impulsive” 

      2. “The Singing Telegram” 

      3. “What?!?” 

      4. “The Answer” 

      5. “Uh-Oh” 

      6. “Lunch and Dinner” 

      7. “Forgot” 

      8. “Where Was I?” 

      9. “Destiny” 

      LOVE/SICK works best as an 85-minute intermissionless event. If an intermission is desired, please take it after the fifth play, “Uh-Oh.” 

      CHARACTERS 

      1. OBSESSIVE IMPULSIVE 

	  A WOMAN and a MAN who fall in love at first sight. 

      2. THE SINGING TELEGRAM 

	  A SINGING TELEGRAM MAN who delivers a singing telegram to an enthusiastic woman, LOUISE OVERBEE. 

      3. WHAT?!? 

	  BEN, a guy who is surprised that he has fallen in love, and ANDY, the sweet guy he has fallen in love with. 

     4. THE ANSWER 

	  KEITH and CELIA, a groom and bride. 

      5. UH-OH 

	  SARAH, a woman with questions, and BILL, her content husband of a year and a half. 

      6. LUNCH AND DINNER 

	  KELLY and MARK, a successful couple, married for seven years. 

      7. FORGOT 

	  JILL, a woman who wants more than she has, and KEVIN, her husband of nine years, who is happy with what he has. 

      8. WHERE WAS I? 

	  ABBIE, a hard-working stay-at-home mom, and LIZ, her hard-working wife. 

      9. DESTINY 

	  JAKE, a recently divorced man, and EMILY, a recently divorced woman. 

	  

      CHARACTER BREAKDOWN 

      LOVE/SICK is a play for four actors (2M, 2W). With a cast of four, all actors should be in their 30s/early 40s.  

      LOVE/SICK can also be a play for as many as eighteen actors (9M, 9W). Using a larger cast affords an opportunity to use actors of all ages. Since the characters in the earlier plays are quite innocent, actors playing roles in the first few plays can be in their 20s and early 30s. As the play progresses, the characters become more worldly, so actors cast in the later plays should be late-30s and could be in their 40s and—in the last play—in their 50s. 

      The cast should reflect the increasing diversity in America and its suburbs.  

      TIME 

      7:30 P.M. on a Friday night in June. 

      PLACE 

      An alternate suburban reality. 

      

	  NOTES FOR ACTORS, DIRECTORS, AND READERS 

      (If you are involved in a production of LOVE/SICK, please see the additional notes at the back of this volume.)

      F. Scott Fitzgerald wrote, “The sentimental person thinks things will last—the romantic person has a desperate confidence that they won’t.” I am a romantic. And so are the characters in LOVE/SICK. They are desperately confident that things are going to go bad. But they fight like heck to make sure that they don’t. 

      LOVE/SICK is a romantic play. It is not a sentimental play. 

      LOVE/SICK is full of highs and lows. Play them fully. Soar. Crash. Repeat. 

      LOVE/SICK is a realistically absurd play. Play it for real. Even though it’s absurd. 

      LOVE/SICK is a very funny tragedy. Make sure it’s very funny. And very sad. 

      Notes on Punctuation: 

	  You will see some unusual punctuation in the text. 

      > at the end of a line means keep talking—don’t wait for the other actor’s line. 

      // inside an actor’s line is a signal to the next speaker that s/he should start speaking his/her next line. 

      A dash (—) at the end of a speech means that the next speaker cuts off the current speaker. 

      An ellipsis (…) at the end of a speech means that the character speaking trails off into thought. The next speaker should not interrupt, but should respond to the trailing off. 

      Commas after end punctuation are to encourage pace. 

      Text in brackets [ ] is not to be spoken—it is there for information. 

      The stage direction (Receives and processes.) means just that. It’s not a full beat, but a sorting through of what’s going on or what’s just been said. 

    

    
      LOVE/SICK 

      OBSESSIVE IMPULSIVE 

       

       

      It’s 7:30 on a Friday night in late June in an alternate suburban reality. Lights up on the SuperCenter. [The SuperCenter is like a Walmart or a Target or a Costco.] A Man and a Woman push shopping carts through the SuperCenter consulting shopping lists. This may seem pathetic (it is a Friday night, after all), but places like Walmart and Costco are the places where people are most likely to (almost) find love in over 20 states. [http://flowingdata.com/2013/02/22/map-of-craigslist-missed-connections/.] In a flash, the Man and the Woman catch sight of each other, gasp (because they take each other’s breath away), rush to each other, and, from out of nowhere, kiss—a big, long, sloppy, passionate—at least eight seconds!—kiss. They finally break, horrifed by what they have just done. 

       

       

      MAN and WOMAN.  (In unison, to each other. [Note: This must be simultaneous and rapid-fire. Actors: In these unison sequences, you’re speaking and listening and responding—all at the same time. Make sure that while you speak, you are also listening and responding to each question/statement. You’re taking in the same exact information you’re providing—at the exact same time.]) Oh, my gosh!!! I am so sorry!—No, it’s not you!— I know that’s not an appropriate thing for a person to do, and I can totally explain why I just did that: You see, I’m obsessive impulsive, and— (Each receives and processes what the other just said and then asks:) WHAT?!? (Each quickly receives and processes the question and then answers.) I’m obsessive impulsive! (Each quickly receives and processes this extraordinary information—that someone else in the world might actually be obsessive impulsive!— and then responds.) No you’re not! It’s an extremely rare disorder!, You can’t possibly be obsessive impulsive! (Each quickly receives and processes this information and then responds.) Well—I am! (Each quickly receives and processes this response and then asks:) You are?! (Each quickly receives and processes this question and then answers.) YES! (Each quickly receives and processes this answer and then honestly and excitedly asks:) Are you sure? (Each quickly receives and processes this question and then answers.) YES!! (Each quickly receives and processes this answer and then responds.) No! No–no–no, you’re probably mistaking it with being obsessive compulsive— (Each quickly receives and processes; then, incredulous and excited:) What?—No! I’m not [mistaking it with being obsessive compulsive]!, I’m not [mistaking it with being obsessive compulsive]! I’m obsessive impulsive, I’m obsessive impulsive! > 

      WOMAN.  I’ve been diagnosed!!! 

      MAN.  Me, too!!! 

      WOMAN.  Clinically!!! 

      MAN.  Me, too! 

      WOMAN.  And that’s why I just did what I just did to you in the middle of // the SuperCenter! 

      MAN.  Yeah, and why I just did what I just did, I’m obsessive impulsive too! 

      WOMAN.  Have you been diagnosed?!? 

      MAN.  Yes!! 

      WOMAN.  Clinically?!? 

      MAN.  Yes!!! (They kiss—big, long kiss—at least five seconds. They break.) 

      MAN and WOMAN.  (In unison; they’re breathless.) I’m sorry!… It’s just that— (Quick earth-shattering discovery.) —I think I’ve fallen in love with you at first sight! (Joy!) For real?!? Yeah!! Me too!! >  

      WOMAN.  And I keep wanting to kiss you! > 

      MAN.  Me, too! 

      WOMAN.  And I’m just acting on that impulse! > 

      MAN.  Yes! 

      WOMAN.  (Breaking away.) And that’s something I’m not supposed to do. > 

      MAN.  Yeah, I know, I know! 

      WOMAN.  As an obsessive impulsive person, I have to guard against that, // acting on impulse like that. 

      MAN.  I know, me too, yeah! There’s a lot of stuff that, as an obsessive impulsive person, that you’ve gotta guard against doing—acting on, > 

      MAN and WOMAN.  and falling in love— 

      WOMAN.  Yeah! 

      MAN and WOMAN.  —especially at first sight— 

      WOMAN.  —yeah—is one of those things, because of the consequences, > 

      MAN.  Yeah! 

      WOMAN.  you have to weigh the consequences, // and— 

      MAN.  Yeah!, And as a clinically diagnosed obsessive impulsive, I’m somehow lacking that capacity to discern consequences. 

      WOMAN.  Exactly— >  

      MAN and WOMAN.  (In unison. [Note: What follows is a recitation of the suggested course of treatment for the disorder, and its purpose is to explain to the other person that there’s hope for improvement. The meaning here is, “I could get better!”]) But Obsessive Impulsive Disorder is treatable through proper diet and exercise, therapy and counseling, medication, and having a loved one watch over you every single moment of the day, > 
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      MAN and WOMAN.  (In unison; amazed.) Wow. You really do have it, don’t you? (They kiss again with reckless abandon—six-second kiss. Then:) 

      WOMAN.  (Breaking away; horrified and extremely apologetic.) I’m sorry! 

      MAN.  Yeah, me // too. 

      WOMAN.  That was a lapse, // and > 

      MAN.  Yeah, you don’t have to explain! 

      WOMAN.  lapses are gonna happen with me, because my OIR—my // Obsessive Impulsive Ratio— 

      MAN.  Obsessive Impulsive Ratio! I know!, You don’t have to spell it out for me!, I understand! 

      WOMAN.  Well, it’s very high, so what keeps happening [all this kissing]—is gonna keep happening, ’cause I’ve only been in treatment for three years // and— 

      MAN.  Well, that’s not a real long time! I’ve only been in for seven and my OIR isn’t exactly low! 

      WOMAN.  Well, what is it? 

      MAN.  One to thirty-three. [This is the written-out version of the ratio 1:33.] 

      WOMAN.  (Very impressed.) You have an Obsessive Impulsive Ratio of one to thirty-three?!?! 

      MAN.  (A little proud.) Yeah. 

      WOMAN.  That’s amazing! > 

      MAN.  Thanks… 

      WOMAN.  Wow!, So for every thirty-three things that you think of to do, that you just…wanna do, // you only do— 

      MAN.  Yeah, I only do one now, due largely to the diet and exercise regimen, the therapy and counseling, the medication, and my brother. 

      WOMAN.  Well, that’s just great. 

      MAN.  Yeah, but you know, I used to be a one to one! 

      WOMAN.  No! 

      MAN.  Yup. 

      WOMAN.  Me, too! 

      MAN.  Really? 

      WOMAN.  Yeah! I did everything I thought of to do. 

      MAN.  You’d think a thing, you’d do it. 

      WOMAN.  Yes! 

      MAN.  Exhausting, isn’t it? 

      WOMAN.  You have no idea. 

      MAN.  I think I do! 

      WOMAN.  Oh! You do! 

      MAN.  Because I understand!! 

      WOMAN.  You understand!! 

      MAN.  I understand!!! > 

      MAN and WOMAN.  (In unison.) You understand! She/he understands!!! (Jumping up and down and joyfully proclaiming to the world.) SHE/HE UNDERSTANDS ME!!!! (Mortified freeze.) Oh-my-gosh! (To each other, mortified.) I’m so sorry about that! I just wanted to jump up and shout to the whole wide world that you understand me because no one ever has before! Who are you?!? Where did you come from?!? YOU! ARE! AWESOME!! (Into a crazy kiss—that takes them to the floor and all over each other—twelve seconds. They break. Frozen, horrified little beat.) Oh-my-gosh! I’m sorry! (They get up, collect themselves, check out the store to make sure no one saw, and apologize to other shoppers who may have seen them.) Sorry! > 

      MAN.  Sorry! Sorry… 

      WOMAN.  Sorry about that. (Relief.) I don’t think anyone saw— (She spots her sister.)  

      MAN.  Yeah, we’re clear! 

      WOMAN.  Oh-my-gosh! > 

      MAN.  What? 

      WOMAN.  I think my sister saw me!—I have to go! (She starts to go.)  

      MAN.  No–no–no, // don’t go! 

      WOMAN.  No—she only lets me come to the SuperCenter on Friday nights when it seems like I’m getting better, and this is not better— (She realizes that her sister didn’t see!) Wait–wait–wait! 

      MAN.  What? 

      WOMAN.  She’s…going into electronics!!! 

      MAN.  Oh! 

      WOMAN.  She didn’t see!!! 

      MAN.  All right!! So stay!!! 

      WOMAN.  All right! (She suddenly kisses the Man quickly.) Sorry! 

      MAN.  No! [Don’t be!] (He kisses the Woman—and the kiss almost becomes tender. He suddenly breaks away.) I’m so sorry I keep doing that! 

      WOMAN.  No—it’s me! It’s me! My OIR is only one to thirteen—you’re the one at one to thirty-three! // It’s me! 

      MAN.  Hey–hey–hey! Don’t compare! You’ve only been in treatment less than half as long as me—you’re doin’ great. This is just a rough patch! 

      WOMAN.  I don’t know— 

      MAN.  Check this out: There’s a guy who’s been in treatment for  thirteen years—not even twice as long as me—and he has an OIR of one to one billion two hundred and seven million nine hundred and nineteen thousand six hundred and forty-six. 

      WOMAN.  (In awe.) Really. 

      MAN.  Yeah. 

      WOMAN.  So he’s…normal. 

      MAN.  Yeah. He doesn’t do anything anymore. 

      WOMAN.  Wow. 

      MAN.  Yeah. So let him inspire you. Stick to the program. It’s really good. It’s really helped me get my life together. (He suddenly kisses the Woman; he breaks away, upset.) Argh—even though right now it feels like everything’s falling apart. > 

      WOMAN.  I know!— 

      MAN.  (Honest and true.) Because I really do think I fell in love with you the second I saw you! 

      WOMAN.  Me, too. (She kisses the Man quick.) And, since then, I haven’t wanted to do anything except kiss your whole face! That’s the only impulse I’ve had!  

      MAN.  Me, too. (He kisses the Woman quick.) 

      WOMAN.  But that’s bad. 

      MAN.  Yeah. (They kiss each other quick.) But it doesn’t feel bad. 

      WOMAN.  No! (She kisses the Man quick.) 

      MAN.  In fact, it feels good. 

      WOMAN.  Yeah. (The Man kisses the Woman quick.) Really good. 

      MAN.  Yeah. (The Woman kisses the Man quick.) 

      WOMAN.  Really–really good! (She kisses the Man quick.) 

      MAN.  It does, it does! (Suddenly retreating.) But—wait! I’m not sure it is good! Because—remember: Our prescribed plans for wellness don’t allow this, for us to fall in love at first sight, (Advancing.) even though I swear: I have fallen in love with you! 

      WOMAN.  (Advancing.) Me too, yeah! (Stopping herself.) But, you know what? The program makes a really good point: We probably don’t really love each other, because we can’t think it through. > 

      MAN.  Right, right, yeah. 

      WOMAN.  And I think that’s part of being in love—is understanding what comes after the first-sight part. 

      MAN.  Right, yeah. 

      WOMAN.  So we’re probably not really in love. 

      MAN.  No. 

      WOMAN.  I mean, (Advancing.) I can see myself spending the rest of my life with you!! 

      MAN.  (Advancing.) Oh, me too, y//eah!!! 

      WOMAN.  (Thwarting the Man’s last advance with:) But I’m not really qualified to. It’s probably a delusion. 

      MAN.  Yeah-yeah. Me n//either. 

      WOMAN.  I’m just better off alone. 

      MAN.  Yeah, me, t//oo. 

      WOMAN.  So I don’t hurt anyone.  

      MAN.  Yeah. (Little beat.) So, I guess that [I should go]—probably the best—the healthiest > 

      WOMAN.  Oh, yes. 

      MAN.  thing for me to do right now is to just…go. 

      WOMAN.  Yes. Yes. Me, too. Absolutely. 

      MAN.  Yes. So: Very nice to meet you. > 

      WOMAN.  You, too. 

      MAN.  And goodbye. 

      WOMAN.  Bye. 

      MAN and WOMAN.  (The Man and the Woman abruptly turn away from each other and start to leave in opposite directions. Just as abruptly, they stop and turn back to each other, blurting out, in all heartbreaking seriousness:) I love you! (Little beat: Two stunned people. That took a lot out of them.) Oh! 

      WOMAN.  I’m sorry!! 

      MAN.  Yeah, // me, too… 

      WOMAN.  I’m sure I didn’t mean that! 

      MAN.  Me neither! 

      WOMAN.  Saying something like that can be very misleading. 

      MAN.  Yeah! 

      WOMAN.  One of those lapses! 

      MAN.  Yeah! (They suddenly rush to each other to kiss—but the Man stops himself, which stops the Woman. He thinks…and offers his hand instead…which the Woman looks at…and then takes…and shakes.) Nice to meet you. 

      WOMAN.  You, too. (They start to go. Sadness.)  

      MAN and WOMAN.  (Suddenly stopping and turning back to each other; in unison:) Hey! (Each waits to hear what the other has to say.) What? [What do you want to say?] Oh [I was just thinking that maybe we should just make a go of this thing we feel for each other even though we’re not allowed to]—nothin’. Just—…you get better. Yeah. You, too. (Little beat.) Bye. [Actors and directors: Please see notes on “Obsessive Impulsive”.] (They go their separate ways as the lights fade. Existential space vacuum sound/music/transition. And we move on to…) 

      

      THE SINGING TELEGRAM 

       

       

      It’s 7:30 on the same Friday night in the same alternate suburban reality. Lights up on the living room of a modest home. A man in full singing-telegram regalia arrives. Maybe he has flowers or balloons. He knocks on the door.  

       

       

      LOUISE.  (From off.) Oh, my gosh! Gary! You’re early! (Louise Overbee—ebullient, open, passionate, driven, successful, and smart—enters, scrambling to get herself together. More knocking.) Hold on! It’s only 7:30, sweetie! I thought you said be ready a little after eight?!? (She grabs her bag. More knocking.) I’m comin’, I’m comin’, God! (She opens the door. The person at the door, a man dressed in full singing-telegram regalia, is not who she expected.) Oh—um… Hello. 

      SINGING TELEGRAM MAN (STM).  (Cheerily.) Hello! Singing telegram for Miss Louise Overbee! 

      LOUISE.  (Receives and processes.) I’m sorry—what? 

      STM.  Singing telegram for Miss Louise Overbee! 

      LOUISE.  Wh—? Singing telegram? 

      STM.  Yup. For Miss Louise Overbee, are you Louise Overbee? 

      LOUISE.  Yeah. 

      STM.  Okay, good. Singing telegram for Miss Louise Overbee! 

      LOUISE.  Are you [serious]—? Seriously? 

      STM.  Yeah. 

      LOUISE.  I didn’t know they had those anymore, // singing telegrams. 

      STM.  Oh—they do! 

      LOUISE.  Really?!? 

      STM.  Yup. 

      LOUISE.  Okay, um…well, can I see some credentials? 

      STM.  Oh—yeah—sorry—here. (He presents some sort of ID.) 

      LOUISE.  The SuperCenter? > 

      STM.  Yeah— 

      LOUISE.  You work out of the SuperCenter? 

      STM.  Yeah, it’s a new service they’re providing. They have a kiosk. 

      LOUISE.  Oh. Okay. Well…um… [This is weird.] Who’s it from? 

      STM.  Huh? 

      LOUISE.  My singing telegram: Who’s it from? 

      STM.  Oh. Um—sorry—this is my first day—um… (He checks.) …Gary. 

      LOUISE.  (Super happy and excited.) Gary?!?! 

      STM.  (Confused.) Yeah… 

      LOUISE.  Really?!? 

      STM.  Yeah… 

      LOUISE.  Well—… (Overjoyed.) What’s he—? What is he doing?, What is he up to?!? 

      STM.  Um, I // don’t know. 

      LOUISE.  This is so neato! 

      STM.  Yeah, um, can I ask you somethin’ real quick? Who is…Gary? 

      LOUISE.  Oh! He’s my guy! 

      STM.  He’s [your guy]—?!? 

      LOUISE.  I think we’re gonna get married! > 

      STM.  Oh!  

      LOUISE.  And honestly—that’s something that I just thought wasn’t gonna happen for me, and now— (JOY!) —aaaaah! 

      STM.  Well, congratulations, // um— 

      LOUISE.  Thanks! I’m lucky. He’s pretty great. I mean—get this: Tonight—he’s taking me dancing! Isn’t that neat?!? For a guy to take a girl dancing on a Friday night, in this day and age?!? 

      STM.  Y//eah! 

      LOUISE.  Yeah! He’s always doing stuff like that, always surprising me, and God, this takes the cake!! I mean, a singing telegram? So retro!!! 

      STM.  Yeah! 

      LOUISE.  And so fun! So, how do we do this?, I guess just come on in, a//nd… 

      STM.  (Not wanting to come in and sing what he has to sing.) Oh—um— 

      LOUISE.  Where’s good? 

      STM.  You know what? I don’t want to intrude, so— 

      LOUISE.  You’re not intruding! 

      STM.  No, I don’t think— 

      LOUISE.  You’re not! Now get in here and sing me my singing telegram, Singing Telegram Man! 

      STM.  Well— 

      LOUISE.  (Insistent.) Get in here!! 

      STM.  O//kay. (He reluctantly enters.) 

      LOUISE.  God! This is so FUN! I mean, what is he up to?!? 

      STM.  Um…I’m not sure. 

      LOUISE.  (Gasps—huge revelation.) Oh! Oh-my-God! Wait! Oh-my-God! I think I might know what he’s up to! Oh-my-God! I’ve been thinking that he might do something like this!, Oh-my-God: Is he proposing to me?!? > 

      STM.  Um… 

      LOUISE.  Is that what’s happening right now?!? > 

      STM.  Well— 

      LOUISE.  Aaaaah! Oh, my God! He’s proposing, isn’t he!! > 

      STM.  Well— 

      LOUISE.  Oh-my-God!!! Oh-my-God-oh-my-God-oh-my-God! Aaaaaaah!!!, Oh-my-God! (Beat. Singing Telegram Man is kind of frozen. Louise is overjoyed and full of anticipation.) Well, don’t just stand there! Go ahead! Sing! Sing!! Oh-my-God! This is so crazy! 

      STM.  Yeah. (Beat. He is a bit frozen.) 

      LOUISE.  What’s wrong? 

      STM.  Nothin’. 

      LOUISE.  Are you okay? 

      STM.  Yeah. 

      LOUISE.  Well—then, let’s go. Sing! (The Singing Telegram Man does nothing.) Come on! Sing me my singing telegram, Singing Telegram Man! (Beat.) 

      STM.  I can’t. 

      LOUISE.  What? 

      STM.  I can’t do this. 

      LOUISE.  You can’t do what?  

      STM.  (Coming up with an excellent lie to get himself out of this.) Sing! 

      LOUISE.  What? 

      STM.  I can’t sing. 

      LOUISE.  You can’t sing? > 

      STM.  Nope! 

      LOUISE.  Of course you can sing, you’re a singing telegram man! 

      STM.  No. I can’t. 

      LOUISE.  Well—how in the world did you get to be a singing telegram man if you can’t sing? > 

      STM.  Um— 

      LOUISE.  How did you get this job if you can’t sing?!? 

      STM.  Um, well— 

      LOUISE.  I mean, didn’t you have to audition? 

      STM.  No— 

      LOUISE.  No?!? 

      STM.  No, ’cause, see, I guess there’s just a real shortage // of us— 

      LOUISE.  There’s a shortage?!? 

      STM.  Yeah, there’s a shortage of singing telegram men // right now— 

      LOUISE.  There’s a shortage of singing telegram men right // now?!? 

      STM.  Yeah, and I guess they just liked me and thought I was pretty charming // and that— 

      LOUISE.  Really. 

      STM.  —yeah—and that I had a lot of charisma, and, so, I think they had the confidence that I could pull it off. 

      LOUISE.  Really. 

      STM.  Yeah, // but— 

      LOUISE.  Well then, pull it off. 

      STM.  Huh? 

      LOUISE.  Pull it off. 

      STM.  But I can’t sing. 

      LOUISE.  Tough! It’s your job, so do your job! 

      STM.  But I— 

      LOUISE.  Do your job, Singing Telegram Man! 

      STM.  (Fear.) But— 

      LOUISE.  (She’s fierce—and loses it a little.) DO IT! I’m excited about this! This could be big for me! 

      STM.  All right, Miss Overbee. 

      LOUISE.  Thank you! 

      STM.  Um…Singing telegram for Miss Louise Overbee from Gary. (He gives her the flowers and prepares to sing.) 

      LOUISE.  (All starry.) Gary. He is somethin’ else, isn’t he? 

      STM.  Yup. He is. (Little beat.) Well, here goes. (He sings “No Lie.” [See notes on “The Singing Telegram”.] And he sings it very well.) 

      We met and BAM! 

      You said I was the one. 

      We have good times. 

      We have way too much fun. 

       

      And now it’s time   

      For me to tell you  

      Somethin’ straight from my heart, 

      Somethin’ that’s true. 

      Now I don’t want you to misconstrue, 

      So listen close cuz this is the truth. 

       

      Just like that old song says: 

      I want you, I need you, 

      But I ain’t ever gonna love you, Louise. 

      Don’t you dare go gettin’ down on your knees. 

      I gotta set myself free. 

      It’s no lie. 

      I’m sorry if I am makin’ you cry. 

      I never loved you, although I tried. 

      I gotta be true to me. 

       

      I know you thought 

      You found a love that would last. 

      I know your heart  

      Is probably smashed. 

      But I can’t live  

      This lie anymore. 

      I need to go my own way. 

      I’ll show myself the door.  

       

      Just like that old song says: 

      I want you, I need you, 

      but I ain’t ever gonna love you, Louise. 

      Don’t you dare go gettin’ down on your knees. 

      I gotta be true to me. 

      It’s no lie. 

      I’m sorry if I am makin’ you cry. 

      I never loved you, although I tried. 

      I gotta set us both free. 

      (Long, long beat. The awfulness of what just happened washes over Louise. She is devastated and struggles to hold it together.) 

      LOUISE.  I thought you said you couldn’t sing. 

      STM.  Yeah, well— 

      LOUISE.  You sing very well. 

      STM.  Yeah. I can sing fine. I just didn’t want to sing that to you. (Beat.) 

      LOUISE.  Wow. This is—… (The surreal awfulness of it all continues to descend upon her. Long beat.) 

      STM.  Um…I have another appointment that I have to get to…(He starts to leave. He stops.) Here’s—…um…they ask us to ask you to rate my performance. Here’s info on how to do that. (He leaves a business card or an information card somewhere and starts to go.) 

      LOUISE.  (Stopping the Singing Telegram Man.) What’s—?!? (Little beat as she sorts through what just happened.) Why did he do this?!? Why would anyone do this? What kind of a person…does this—like this? 

      STM.  The kind of person I don’t think you want to be with. (Little beat.) I’m so sorry. (Little beat.) Goodbye, Miss Overbee. (He starts to go, but stops and turns to Louise…but doesn’t say anything…and then exits. The lights fade on a sad and perplexed Louise—and the Singing Telegram Man just outside her door. Existential space vacuum sound/music/transition. And we move on to…) 

	  

      WHAT?!? 

       

       

      It’s 7:30 on the same Friday night in the same alternate suburban reality. Lights up on Ben, standing at the front door of a modest home. He looks great. He knocks on the door. He is excited and a little nervous. Beat. He knocks again. After a moment, Andy answers. 

       

       

      BEN.  Hey! 

      ANDY.  (Surprised.) Hey! Um…what’s—? (Little beat of confusion.) Isn’t it Friday? > 

      BEN.  Yeah— 

      ANDY.  I thought we were on for tomorrow night. 

      BEN.  Yeah, we were, but…I couldn’t wait. > 

      ANDY.  Oh— 

      BEN.  So I thought I’d surprise ya. > 

      ANDY.  Okay— 

      BEN.  Surprise! 

      ANDY.  Yeah! So…are we doin’ something tonight, then? 

      BEN.  Yeah. I would like to do some things with you tonight. > 

      ANDY.  Okay. 

      BEN.  And tomorrow night, and every night after that. For starters, I wanna come in… 

      ANDY.  U//m… (Andy quickly steps outside and closes the door behind him, so that whatever transpires must transpire outside—not inside.) —well— 

      BEN.  (Classy innuendo.) …’cause some of the things I would like to do with you should probably be done inside.  

      ANDY.  (Deflecting the classy innunedo.) Okay, okay, well, Ben…I told you, I can’t…do those kinds of things. Yet. I have to take things slow, I // told you— 

      BEN.  I know, and I have totally respected that, but…this is just too slow! It’s been over a month now, and I haven’t even been inside your place, and you’ve never been over to mine, and I’ve never even held your hand, and it’s just gettin’ a little weird! I mean, are you into this?!? 

      ANDY.  Yeah, // yes! 

      BEN.  Good!, ’Cause I am! And, well…I just think you’re great, Andy. 

      ANDY.  I think // you’re great, too… 

      BEN.  You’re different, and sweet, and not…messed up. 

      ANDY.  Well— 

      BEN.  You’re actually decidedly un-messed up. 

      ANDY.  Well, I put up a good front. 

      BEN.  But—I feel like…we haven’t really moved forward since we met. We’re not getting anywhere. And I want to get somewhere. With you. Because… (He has something big to say but struggles to say it.) Argh!—I can’t believe—… God!—this is crazy—I never thought I’d be this guy, but… (He struggles to find the words.) 

      ANDY.  Are you okay? 

      BEN.  Yeah— (A happy struggle.) —argh, Andy, listen: Nobody’s more surprised by this than I am, but… (Ben can’t quite say what he says next directly to Andy, so he says it without making eye contact with him. He probably says it to Andy’s knees or to the ground—which isn’t odd, actually, because the most important things we say are often said without making eye contact.) I love you. (Beat. No response from Andy. He’s just smiling. Ben reengages with Andy’s eyes, expecting the best.) Andy? 

      ANDY.  What? 

      BEN.  (Again not making eye contact, and gathering the courage to say:) I love you, Andy. 

      ANDY.  What? 

      BEN.  (Reengaging with Andy’s eyes; maybe a little irked.) Andy!  

      ANDY.  What? I didn’t hear you. (He really didn’t.) 

      BEN.  (This is weird.) Oh. Okay. Okay. Well…I mean, again, I know this might be a little soon, but… (Again—not making eye contact.) …I think I love you. 

      ANDY.  What? 

      BEN.  (Irked and hurt.) Andy. Stop it. Come on, cut it out! (Little beat. Then:) 

      ANDY/BEN.  (Simultaneous realizations.) Oh, God! Oh, God! 

      ANDY.  (To himself.) Tell me this isn’t h//appening! 

      BEN.  You know what? This was a mistake! 

      ANDY.  What was a mistake? 

      BEN.  Forget I said anything. 

      ANDY.  What did you say?!? 

      BEN.  Because, obviously, that was way too soon, wasn’t it?, // Dammit! > 

      ANDY.  What was too soon? 

      BEN.  (He is leaving.) Stupid! Stupid–stupid–stupid. > 

      ANDY.  (Not wanting Ben to go.) Ben—no–no–no!— 

      BEN.  (He comes right back.) But, you know what?, No!! I’m not sorry, and it’s not stupid, and I don’t care if you’re gettin’ all guy on me here, because I do!, (Again, avoiding eye contact—saying this to Andy’s knees or to the ground.) I love you, A//ndy, and if— 

      ANDY.  (Does not hear the “I love you” part of what Ben said.) Aaah!, It happened again!, // You do what? 

      BEN.  What happened again?!? 

      ANDY.  Ben: I didn’t hear all of what you just said, so you have to say it // again— 

      BEN.  What?!? Andy, // come on— 

      ANDY.  Ben: Just say what you said again! 

      BEN.  No! And why would I want to?, It hasn’t really worked out the way I planned! 

      ANDY.  Because I think I know what you said and I wanna make sure you said it, > 

      BEN.  Andy— 

      ANDY.  and I just need you to say it again! So just say it again, please! 

      BEN.  Andy— 

      ANDY.  PLEASE! 

      BEN.  All right. 

      ANDY.  And look at me when you do! 

      BEN.  [This is weird, but…] All right. (Little beat. Then, making eye contact with Andy, he says:) I love you. 

      ANDY.  (Overwhelmed—happily so.) Oh-my-God! Really? 

      BEN.  Yeah. So…you heard me? 

      ANDY.  No—I read your lips. 

      BEN.  What? 

      ANDY.  (Overwhelmed—he can’t breathe.) Oh-my-God! 

      BEN.  What’s goin’ on? Are you okay? 

      ANDY.  Yeah–yeah—oh, God, Ben—I’m sorry—I’m so sorry, but—um… 

      BEN.  What? 

      ANDY.  There’s this thing about me that might make you think a little differently about the me-not-being-messed-up thing. 

      BEN.  I think I’ve already started thinking differently about the you-not-being-messed-up thing. 

      ANDY.  No—sh! I’m serious. God, I should have told you this before: Um, I have this thing—have you ever heard of hysterical blindness? 

      BEN.  No. 

      ANDY.  Well, it’s like that. 

      BEN.  I don’t know what that’s like. 

      ANDY.  Well—they call it conversion disorder now, and…basically what happens is…whenever I undergo emotional stress, that stress manifests itself physically and gets converted into a physical response or symptom, and what you just said there, a second ago—that caused me stress, and so my hearing went. 

      BEN.  That caused you stress?!?, > 

      ANDY.  Yeah— 

      BEN.  What I said caused you stress? > 

      ANDY.  Yeah— 

      BEN.  I’m the one who said it!!! 

      ANDY.  Yeah, yeah, I know—but…I wasn’t expecting it. That was just fast. And I can’t do fast. I can only do…slow. Or…incremental. 

      BEN.  Incre//mental? 

      ANDY.  Incremental steps towards joy, yeah, but— 

      BEN.  Incremental steps // towards joy? [What are you talking about?!?] 

      ANDY.  Towards joy, yeah, but what you did—said—there a second ago just…launched me headlong into it, and I am not really capable of handling that. 

      BEN.  Are you serious? 

      ANDY.  Yeah. I can’t be dazzled. 

      BEN.  (Receives and processes.) What—dazzl//ed? 

      ANDY.  Yeah. My body shuts down when it’s dazzled. And, you…dazzle me.  

      BEN.  I [dazzle you]—? 

      ANDY.  It’s actually happened before with you: The first time I met you I couldn’t actually see you because you’re so handsome. Anyway, it’s usually minor when it happens, and I’ve been able to manage it…but what you just said is major, and I don’t know if I’m gonna be able to manage that, because I know from experience what it’ll do to me— 

      BEN.  Wait–wait–whoa—slow down: (Little beat.) Why does this happen? 

      ANDY.  Protection. 

      BEN.  From what? 

      ANDY.  From good stuff—like you. 

      BEN.  What do you need protection from me for? I would never hurt you! 

      ANDY.  Because I feel things for you, and— 

      BEN.  That’s good! 

      ANDY.  Yeah, but no!, No! It’s not! Because…the first time I ever [fell in love and] felt all the things I’m feeling for you right now—…Well…I learned pretty quickly that a lot of people…were gonna be very disappointed and angry about those feelings, and that hurt so bad that the next guy I [fell in love with and] felt all these feelings for…well, my body just started shutting stuff down. So I couldn’t have…those feelings—to protect me, they think—I actually collapsed that first time—I had to go to the hospital—and since then…I’ve just avoided anything like what we have…and, now, well: Here we are. 

      BEN.  Yeah. Here we are. 

      ANDY.  Yeah. And there’s no treatment except to take things as slow as possible—which you have done very well, but—argh—who am I kidding?, (Getting upset.) This is gonna be impossible!, You don’t need this in your life!, Which is maybe why we should just end this all tonight, right now, > 

      BEN.  What?! No— 

      ANDY.  save us both some trouble, so if you wanna walk away right now, no hard feelings, I get it. 

      BEN.  Whoa–whoa–whoa, I don’t wanna walk away. 

      ANDY.  Well, what’s—?!? What do you wanna do?!?, What do we do?! 

      BEN.  We figure this out. ’Cause I love you, Andy, // and— 

      ANDY.  Huh? 

      BEN.  (Looking right at Andy.) I love you! 

      ANDY.  Oh, yeah, // right. 

      BEN.  Yeah, and I feel like—what you’re saying—is that all the feelings you’re feeling…well, I feel like that means that you feel the same way? 

      ANDY.  Oh, I do, Ben!, // I do! > 

      BEN.  Well, good!, Then let’s [figure this out]— 

      ANDY.  Oh, Ben!, I lyuh lyeuoh, too, Ben, but—… (Everything stops because that was weird. “Ah lyuh lyeuoh” is “I love you,” and it should sound like a guttural and animal version of “I love you”—almost like throwing up. It’s marred speech—like the tongue gets paralyzed for a second—and it should be loud, ugly, and unexpected—almost like Andy is possessed. [Tip: Don’t say it slowly. Say it at the speed at which you would say, “I love you.” Get guttural, ugly, and animal.] Andy responds to his own strange utterance.) Oh-my-God. (He tries to say “I love you” again, but he can’t, because his speech is impaired.) Ah lyuh lyeuoh, too, Ben, but—… 

      BEN.  Are you // okay? 

      ANDY.  (Helpless discovery.) Oh, God!, My tongue!—my tongue won’t let me—aaaah!—this is what I’m talking about! Ben: Ah lyuh lyeuoh, too, Ben—aah—but, see?!?! > 

      BEN.  What? Oh! Wait! (Happy to be understanding what Andy is saying.) 

      ANDY.  Ah lyuh lyeuoh, too, Ben! // Ah lyuh lyeuoh, too, Ben! 

      BEN.  Okay, okay! I get it! I get // it! 

      ANDY.  (Rapid-fire—and loud, ugly, guttural, desperate, and fast.) AH-LYUH-LYEUOH-TOO, AH-LYUH-LYEUOH-TOO, AH-LYUH-LYEUOH-TOO, // AH-YUH-YEUOH-TOO, BEN! 

      BEN.  Okay, okay! Stop talking!, Stop talking! (Everything is quiet for a moment.) All right. This is good! A little not-quite-what-I-planned…but this is good! 

      ANDY.  No!, It’s not! 

      BEN.  Yes, it is! This was…a big step we just took! 

      ANDY.  Yeah, and that’s—I can’t do that! I can’t take big steps! 

      BEN.  All right. Then…we’ll take small ones. (Holding out his hand, offering it for Andy to hold—like they’re going to go for a walk holding hands.) Here. 

      ANDY.  What are you doing? 

      BEN.  Taking small steps. Take my hand. 

      ANDY.  I can’t— 

      BEN.  Take it. 

      ANDY.  But I don’t know what’ll happen to me if I do that. My nervous system might [shut down]— 

      BEN.  I don’t know what’ll happen to me. So just take it. And let’s go for a walk. (He offers his hand again. Beat. Andy looks at Ben’s hand. Utter uncertainty. As he slowly goes to take it, lights fade. Existential space vacuum sound/music/transition. And we move on to…) 

      

THE ANSWER 

       

       

      It’s 7:30 on the same Friday night in the same alternate suburban reality. Lights up on Keith in a tux, sitting on the toilet—lid down—in the bathroom. Celia appears outside the bathroom in a wedding dress. She goes to the door and knocks, but doesn’t try to enter just yet. 

       

       

      CELIA.  Babe? 

      KEITH.  (Relieved; going to the door, but not opening it yet.) Oh, thank God, Celia—Hey!— 

      CELIA.  Hey! The guys said you wanted to…talk to me? 

      KEITH.  Yeah—I’m sorry, I’m so sorry. 

      CELIA.  It’s okay., It’s okay. People are just…you know…wondering if they should stay or go. 

      KEITH.  What—no—! 

      CELIA.  Should they stay? 

      KEITH.  Yes, they should stay! Of course they should stay! 

      CELIA.  Okay, good! (Little beat.) So…what’s goin’ on?, You okay? 

      KEITH.  Yeah, yeah. It’s just—I was just standing up there in front of all those people—you were just about to walk down the aisle and all—and I don’t know…my feet got so cold. 

      CELIA.  What? 

      KEITH.  And…I just thought I was gonna be sick, you know?—My stomach. —So I came up here. 

      CELIA.  Okay. 

      KEITH.  ’Cause I guess it just hit me how big this is. 

      CELIA.  Well, it is big. 

      KEITH.  Yeah. (Little beat.) 

      CELIA.  Um…can I come in so we can talk about this? (She starts to open the door, which Keith slams shut—and locks if possible.) 

      KEITH.  No! You can’t come in here! I can’t see the bride on the wedding day till the wedding part, you know that! > 

      CELIA.  Keith— 

      KEITH.  And you can’t see the groom! It’s bad luck! 

      CELIA.  Well, yeah, if you believe in that sort of thing! 

      KEITH.  Well, I’m not takin’ any chances! 

      CELIA.  Keith— 

      KEITH.  Wait–wait–wait: You know what?! Make a blindfold! 

      CELIA.  (Receives and processes.) What? 

      KEITH.  I’m gonna make one, too. 

      CELIA.  Keith— 

      KEITH.  Here! (He grabs a roll of toilet paper for Celia to make a blindfold out of.) 

      CELIA.  What? 

      KEITH.  Hold on! (He opens the door just enough so he can hand her the toilet paper—but not enough that they can see each other—and closes it once Celia has the toilet paper.) Wrap some toilet paper around your head like a blindfold so you can’t see me. I’m gonna make one, too, with my tie, so I can’t see you. 

      CELIA.  Babe!— 

      KEITH.  Do it! ’Cause we can’t see each other on the wedding day till the wedding part, and I really need to talk to you. 

      CELIA.  (Amused and a little irked.) Okay. (She takes the toilet paper roll and wraps toilet paper around her head to make a blindfold.) 

      KEITH.  (Making his own blindfold.) Tell me when you’re done. (Celia blindfolds herself.) Are you done? 

      CELIA.  No—hold on—give me a sec! 

      KEITH.  (Finishes making his blindfold.) Well, tell me when you’re done! I’m done!, Are you done? 

      CELIA.  Hold on… 

      KEITH.  Are you done now? 

      CELIA.  Keith! Yes— (Finishes making her blindfold.) —yes—I’m done. 

      KEITH.  All right. (He goes to the door; stops.) Are you sure?! 

      CELIA.  Yes! 

      KEITH.  Okay! (Opens the door, gropes for Celia, finds her, pulls her into the bathroom, slams the door shut, and hugs her desperately.) 
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      It’s okay! 

      KEITH.  Oh, God, it’s good to see you! 

      CELIA.  Well, it’s good to…see…you, too. 

      KEITH.  Oh, I love you so much! 

      CELIA.  I love you, too! 

      KEITH.  Oh, I’m so sorry… (He’s in a bit of a state.) …it’s just…this is a lot of pressure, you know? > 

      CELIA.  Yeah, // but— 

      KEITH.  I mean, the expectations—that we’re just gonna live happily ever after, when everybody knows that this is a risk we’re taking! I mean, we’re setting ourselves up for failure!, > 

      CELIA.  What? 

      KEITH.  ’Cause chances are we’re not gonna make it you know! 

      CELIA.  What? // Why do you [say that]—? 

      KEITH.  ’Cause over fifty percent of all marriages end in divorce, right? Isn’t that the statistic? 

      CELIA.  (Amused and maybe relieved.) Keith! What—?!? 

      KEITH.  And what if you end up hating me? 

      CELIA.  Keith! I’m // never gonna hate you! 

      KEITH.  I mean, you’ve seen it: Married people who hate each other?, We’ve all seen that! > 

      CELIA.  Keith— 

      KEITH.  It’s so latent. And awful. But I get it. Especially in women because women give up more when they get married. I mean—your names!!, You give up your names right out of the gate! 

      CELIA.  But…I’m not doing that! I’m keeping my name! 

      KEITH.  Well, yeah, but you’re gonna be doing more housework than you’ve ever done before, // because > 

      CELIA.  Wha—?!? 

      KEITH.  that’s what happens! Husbands create seven extra hours of housework a week for their wives: That’s a fact!, I read that!, And I don’t want to be that guy. 

      CELIA.  Keith! You’re not gonna be that guy because I’m not gonna let you be that guy. And anyway, I’m the messy one! We’ve lived together for three years and I’m the one who makes more housework for you! 

      KEITH.  Celia: You’re not listening to me. I asked you a question and you didn’t answer it. What if this [us, married]…doesn’t work? 

      CELIA.  What if what doesn’t work? 

      KEITH.  Us. You and me. Married. 

      CELIA.  When did you ask me that? > 

      KEITH.  Just now. 

      CELIA.  You didn’t ask me that. 

      KEITH.  Yes I did. 

      CELIA.  No you didn’t. 

      KEITH.  Well, I’m asking you now!: What if we get married…and we can’t make it work? What’ll we do? 

      CELIA.  Keith—God— (A little beat as she searches for an answer.) 

      KEITH.  Split up? 

      CELIA.  I don’t know… 

      KEITH.  Get a divorce? 

      CELIA.  (Searches.) I guess. 

      KEITH.  Just like that?!? 

      CELIA.  (Struggles to make sense of what he’s saying.) Yeah, if that’s what we want, yeah, // but I— 

      KEITH.  Well, that’s not something I’m ever gonna want!!! 

      CELIA.  Well, me // neither!! 

      KEITH.  I don’t want to get divorced!! 

      CELIA.  Well, let’s not, // then! 

      KEITH.  We have to promise each other right now that when we get married we will never get divorced!! 

      CELIA.  All right!, I promise! That’s kinda what today // is all about! 

      KEITH.  No—but wait: If we do that…then we’d be stuck with each other. 

      CELIA.  Keith?!? What’re you [talking about]—? Babe: (Little beat.) I want to be stuck with you. (Beat. Realization.) The question right now seems to be…do you…wanna be stuck…with me? (Beat.)  

      KEITH.  (Gasps. Elation! A solution!) Oh my God! 

      CELIA.  What? 

      KEITH.  Oh-my-God! Oh-my-God! 

      CELIA.  What? 

      KEITH.  That’s what this is! That’s what this is all about!! 

      CELIA.  What?, What what’s all about? 

      KEITH.  I never…answered…that question! 

      CELIA.  Huh? 

      KEITH.  I never answered you, when you asked me to marry you! 

      CELIA.  Yes, you did! 

      KEITH.  No, I didn’t! I just…stood there all stupid, ’cause you // surprised the heck out of me! 

      CELIA.  Yeah, but then you picked me up and hugged me and spun me around! 

      KEITH.  Yeah, and the next thing I know, we’re just doing all the things people do when they decide to get married—the invitations, you’re trying on dresses, checking out bands and venues—which we didn’t like any of, so we decided to do it here, in the house we bought together… 

      CELIA.  Yeah! And all that wasn’t YES? 

      KEITH.  No, ’cause I didn’t say it! 

      CELIA.  Yes, you did! 

      KEITH.  When? 

      CELIA.  (Ponders.) Well— 

      KEITH.  Do you remember hearing me say YES? 

      CELIA.  Well, I don’t know… No, I guess // not, but— 

      KEITH.  No, you don’t, because I didn’t say it! And I want to! I wanna say yes! 

      CELIA.  Well then say YES, and let’s go do this! (She starts to go.) 

      KEITH.  All right, well, then ask me again!! 

      CELIA.  (Stopping.) What?— 

      KEITH.  Ask me again right now! If I’ll marry you! Like you did that night—that beautiful Friday night in June, just like this one—so I can say YES! 

      CELIA.  Sweetie— 

      KEITH.  I wanna say YES, Celia. I need to say YES. So ask me again., Please., Now. 

      CELIA.  Okay, okay. 

      KEITH.  Thank you. 

      CELIA.  Just—here— (She goes to take Keith’s makeshift blindfold off.) 

      KEITH.  (Feeling Celia groping for his blindfold.) What are you doing?!? 

      CELIA.  Taking our blindfolds off— 

      KEITH.  (Stopping her.) No! // Stop!  

      CELIA.  (Trying to take his blindfold off repeatedly throughout what follows.) Yes, so I can look into your eyes and > 

      KEITH.  (Thwarting her attempts.) No, no! 

      CELIA.  ask you if you’ll marry me > 

      KEITH.  No–no! 

      CELIA.  like I did that night. 

      KEITH.  No! No! Don’t! ’Cause when I say YES, then we will have seen each other on our wedding day before the wedding part, and that’s bad luck! 

      CELIA.  (Amused/exasperated.) All right. (Beat. She gets on bended knee and takes Keith’s hands in hers.) Keith Goodwin: I know this isn’t the way this is typically done…but nothing about us is very typical…and so: I love you…and… (She stops. She’s confused. Beat.) 

      KEITH.  Babe? 

      CELIA.  Sorry. (Collects herself. Keith is happy.) I love you…and… (Again, she stops and struggles. After a beat, she pulls away from Keith, pulls off her blindfold, and stares at him.) 

      KEITH.  What? (He rips his blindfold off. Their eyes meet for the first time today. And maybe for the first time in a long time.) What’s wrong? Celie? (Beat.) 

      CELIA.  I—… (Realization. Stone cold dead serious.) I can’t do this. 

      KEITH.  What? 

      CELIA.  I can’t ask you [to marry me]…again…because—… Oh, God: (Beat. Painful realization.) I don’t want you to say yes. 

      KEITH.  What? 

      CELIA.  I don’t want this. (Long, long beat.) Oh, God. I’m sorry, I’m so sorry— 

      KEITH.  No. It’s okay. ’Cause… (Realization.) …I…don’t…either. (Long, long, long beat—of disbelief. This is completely uncharted territory. Then, suddenly:) 

      CELIA.  But—wait: I love you! 

      KEITH.  Me, too. 

      CELIA.  I really // do! 

      KEITH.  I love you, too. (Long, long, long, painful beat of confusion.) 

      CELIA.  What do we do?!? 

      KEITH.  I don’t know. (Long, long, long beat as Keith searches for an answer. This silence should be awful.) I guess…we should go tell everybody. 

      CELIA.  What? What do we tell them? 

      KEITH.  I don’t know. (Searches.) Somethin’. (Beat. Lights fade as Celia and Keith start to go and tell everybody their news. Lights fade. Existential space vacuum sound/music/transition. And we move on to…) 

      

UH-OH 

       

       

      It’s 7:30 on the same Friday night in the same alternate suburban reality. Lights up on Bill and Sarah in the study. Bill is wearing earbuds—watching episode 3 of season 4 of a very funny comedy on his iPad. Sarah reads from her iPad. Bill enjoys what he’s watching. Loudly. Sarah is irked by this. She looks at Bill disdainfully; she looks away; she thinks; she looks at him again and gets his attention—maybe with a little smack on the shoulder or the leg. 

       

       

      SARAH.  Bill—… 

      BILL.  (De-earbudding.) Yeah? 

      SARAH.  (Full of something to say…but thinks better of it and instead says, laughing:) Nothin’. (She goes back to her iPad; Bill re-earbuds. He enjoys what he is watching. Even more. Sarah is irked by this. She looks at Bill disdainfully; she looks away from him; she thinks; she looks at him again and gets his attention again, probably with another little smack.) Bill? 

      BILL.  (De-earbudding.) Yeah? 

      SARAH.  (Full of something to say…and again thinking better of it, smiling, and finally saying:) Nothin’. 

      BILL.  You sure? 

      SARAH.  (Totally convincing.) Yeah! Yeah–yeah–yeah! (She goes back to her iPad. Bill re-earbuds. He enjoys what he’s watching. Even more. Sarah is irked by this again. She looks at Bill disdainfully; she looks away from him; she thinks; she looks at him again and gets his attention again, probably with another little smack.) Bill? 

      BILL.  (De-earbudding.) Honey, what?!? 

      SARAH.  (Again full of something to say and again thinking better of it, laughing at herself and finally saying:) Nothin’. 

      BILL.  Well, I’m watching something, here., Let me watch., Shh! (Beat. Sarah has just been shushed by her husband. She is taken aback and a little furious. She stares at Bill while he re-earbuds and watches whatever he’s watching. He loves and laughs at what he’s watching even more. Sarah has had it and decides that she really does have something to say to Bill.) 

      SARAH.  (Exasperated and giving him a final little attention-getting smack.) Bill! 

      BILL.  (Also exasperated; de-earbudding.) Honey, what? (Little beat.) 

      SARAH.  Just… (She wants to say something else but instead smiles and says:) I love you! 

      BILL.  Well, I love you, too!, What’s goin’ on? > 

      SARAH.  Nothing! 

      BILL.  Are you okay? 

      SARAH.  Yeah!, Yeah! I just… 

      BILL.  What? 

      SARAH.  Well…just—… Can I ask you something? 

      BILL.  Yeah. 

      SARAH.  (Really asks the question.) How long does it feel like we’ve been married? 

      BILL.  (Receives and processes.) What? How long does it fe//el like we’ve been married? 

      SARAH.  …feel like we’ve been married—yeah—to you, yeah. 

      BILL.  Um…well, about a year and a half, because // that’s how— 

      SARAH.  That’s how long it feels like we’ve been married, to you, about a year and a half? 

      BILL.  Um…yeah, because that’s how long we’ve been married. Best year and a half of my life. 

      SARAH.  Aw. [That’s sweet.] 

      BILL.  Why do // you ask? 

      SARAH.  (Little explosion.) Wow! Only one little year. And a half of another one, huh? 

      BILL.  Yeah. (Little beat.) Does it feel…longer to you or something? 

      SARAH.  What?!? No!—Wait: Uh-oh: Yeah–it does–maybe. A little. 

      BILL.  What do you mean? 

      SARAH.  Well, Bill: (Beat as she searches for how to put this.) I’m bored. 

      BILL.  Oh. 

      SARAH.  Yeah. I mean—it’s a Friday night, and look at us. We’re just sitting here. You’re watching something, I’m reading something. 

      BILL.  I thought we liked reading. And watching stuff. 

      SARAH.  Well—we do, but I’m bored, and being bored at this stage of the game—I mean, a year and a half in—is not what I hoped and dreamed, honestly. 

      BILL.  Okay. 

      SARAH.  Yeah, I feel like I’m languishing. 

      BILL.  (Receives and processes.) Languishing? 

      SARAH.  Yeah, and I don’t wanna languish. I wanna have fun and do exciting things! 

      BILL.  Okay. Okay, okay. Honey: I think I might know what this is. You’re just—I think—… You know what? This is just what happens. 

      SARAH.  Huh? 

      BILL.  Yeah—I was just reading about this somewhere— (Searches his iPad.) —can’t remember where—I’ll send you the link—but…there was a big study done recently about how after the first year/year and a half of marriage—the “honeymoon period” they call it—romance and passion can fade a little, and, when that happens, couples just have to work a little harder to figure out how to rekindle whatever it is they’ve lost, and the best way to do that—the study said—is for them to try to find the fun again. And maybe we just need to…find the fun again. 

      SARAH.  Oh! Yeah! Maybe we do! (Little beat.) So let’s find it! 

      BILL.  Huh? 

      SARAH.  Let’s find the fun again! Right now! You first!, Find the fun!, Go! 

      BILL.  Well, honey, you know what? I don’t really feel like we’ve lost the fun, actually— 

      SARAH.  Well, I do. 

      BILL.  Well…can we find it tomorrow? I’ve had a long week, and I just wanna // watch [my show]— 

      SARAH.  I don’t think I can wait that long. 

      BILL.  Oka//y— 

      SARAH.  Yeah, I need to find the fun now. 

      BILL.  Oka//y. 

      SARAH.  Because I don’t wanna be bored, because being bored…well, it’s just not good for people., Do you think it’s good for people? > 

      BILL.  No— 

      SARAH.  ’Cause I don’t think it is., ’Cause, see, I was just reading something, too, here, actually… (Quickly searches on her iPad.)  Argh, I can’t find it—but it was in an article that was written about a study that was done by…experts…on…people who just can’t. Be. Bored. 

      BILL.  Oh? 

      SARAH.  Yeah, it’s about how there are people in this world who just can’t help themselves but take extreme action when // they get bored, and— 

      BILL.  Wait, “extreme action”? 

      SARAH.  Yeah. 

      BILL.  Like what? Like skydive, bungee jump, bullfight—? 

      SARAH.  No, like kill. 

      BILL.  What? 

      SARAH.  Kill. The theory is that that’s what they’ll do when they’re bored: Kill. 

      BILL.  What? 

      SARAH.  Kill. In the cases cited in the article, kill the people they love most. 

      BILL.  What?—No! 

      SARAH.  Yeah. Because their hopes and dreams haven’t been fulfilled. It’s a [psychological] thing. (Indicates her head.) > 

      BILL.  Really? 

      SARAH.  They call it—argh!—I can’t remember what it’s called, but there are people who have this [psychological] thing, // and— 

      BILL.  Well, like people like who? 

      SARAH.  Well, like people in prison. 

      BILL.  Really? 

      SARAH.  Yeah! 

      BILL.  I had no idea. 

      SARAH.  Yeah, it’s a [psychological] thing, and, well—I was just thinking: (Little beat. Really, truly asking:) What if I was one of those people? What if when I got bored, I killed? I killed you. (Little beat. Then, really, innocently asking:) What would you do? 

      BILL.  Um—… 

      SARAH.  (Really, truly asking.) Would you stay with me? 

      BILL.  (Considers.) I—. I—… 

      SARAH.  (Matter-of-factly.) Yeah, it’s a tough one. ’Cause if you stayed, I’d probably kill you, ’cause I’m bored. But if you left, you’d be a promise-breaker, because we are married, and you did promise to stay with me in good times and in bad, for better or for worse, in sickness and in health, and—if you left me, you’d be breaking a vow. (Little beat.) That’s a tough one. You’d kinda end up losing either way. (Little beat. Then, really, innocently asks the question:) What would you do? 

      BILL.  (Receives and processes.) Um…well…I’d like to think that—A) that something like this would never happen, and B)…that…I’d stay. Because I love you. And because we’d be dealing with mental illness. And you’d need my help in dealing with that, so, yeah: I’d stay. And help you get better. Help you…not be bored. 

      SARAH.  If you knew I was gonna kill you, you’d stay? 

      BILL.  I think I would. 

      SARAH.  Really? 

      BILL.  Yeah. 

      SARAH.  Really? 

      BILL.  Yeah. I can’t imagine my life without you, s//o… 

      SARAH.  Aw, that’s really sweet of you, Bill. (She gives Bill a quick kiss. All is well. Bill resumes watching his show. Sarah gets her bag or reaches into a drawer and produces a gun, which she points at Bill with conviction and authority and know-how. Eventually Bill notices that his wife is pointing a gun at him.)  

      BILL.  What—? Honey! (He kind of puts his hands up because…what else do you do?) What are you doing? 

      SARAH.  (Totally reasonable discovery.) Bill: I think I’m one of those people who kills the people they love most when they’re bored, and I never-ever-ever-ever-ever thought I’d get bored with you, with us, with things, but I did: Uh-oh. 

      BILL.  What?!? You’re—one of those people? 

      SARAH.  Yeah. 

      BILL.  Well, how do you know? 

      SARAH.  I took a test. They had one of those tests, “Could You Kill?: A Personality Test,” at the end of the article. And I did really well on it. Or—poorly. Anyway, I answered all the questions “right.” I have all the symptoms. And it said that I. Could. Kill. [Amazing, right?] 

      BILL.  Oh. 

      SARAH.  Yeah. How ’bout that, huh? 

      BILL.  How ’bout that. (Beat.) Sarah… (Bill tries to leave.) 

      SARAH.  (Still totally reasonably.) Oh, no–no–no. Don’t you go, Bill. You’re not going are you? You said you wouldn’t. You just said you’d stay with me. And help me get better. 

      BILL.  Yeah, when this was all hypothetical!, Where did you get a gun?! 

      SARAH.  At the SuperCenter. 

      BILL.  Oh. 

      SARAH.  To keep us safe. From the outside. 

      BILL.  Oh. (Beat. A standoff. Then, a plea.) Sarah. I love you, Sarah. Sarah, please… 

      SARAH.  BAM! (Sarah shoots Bill. At least five more times—fast. Bill screams. But…it’s a water gun—and this should be a total surprise! To Bill and to the audience!) Bam-bam-bam-bam-bam-bam-bam-bam-bam! (Sarah soaks Bill’s shirt with the water gun. [Tip: Bill should wear a shirt that shows the water stain well.] She explodes with laughter. She just pulled off the best practical joke ever! She is thrilled.) HAHAHAHAHAHAHAHA!! I got you so bad! HAHAHAHA!!! It’s not real! It’s a squirt gun! It’s not real! I got you so bad!!! Oh, my God!, Your face! Hilarious! You thought I was gonna kill you?!?! I’m not gonna kill you! I’m your WIFE! I LOVE you! I’m not gonna kill you! 

      BILL.  (Distraught.) Sarah!!! 

      SARAH.  Oh, Bill! Baby, I was just playin’! I made the whole thing up! There’s no such study! No…test! People who kill the people they love most when they’re bored?!? People don’t do things like that! And if they do—well, they’re crazy! And I’m not crazy! I would never do something like that. I’m sorry! (She gives him a little kiss on the head.) I’m so sorry, baby! I was just trying to wake us up, shake things up, to help us find the fun again. You gotta find the fun in a marriage or it’ll fizzle. 

      BILL.  Yeah, well, that wasn’t really very fun for me. 

      SARAH.  Oh, baby, come on! I was just playin’, // silly goose! (She squirts him again.)  

      BILL.  (Distraught.) Sarah: (A beat of him sorting through what has happened. He asks the hard question.) Do I…bore you? > 

      SARAH.  No! 

      BILL.  So much that you wanna kill me? 

      SARAH.  No! Bill! Don’t // be silly! 

      BILL.  And is our life…not what you hoped and dreamed?!? 

      SARAH.  Well, not exactly—but it’s okay: > 

      BILL.  Whoah— 

      SARAH.  I’ve learned to adjust my expectations. (Whoops.) > 

      BILL.  What?!? 

      SARAH.  I mean— 

      BILL.  You shouldn’t have to do that! I haven’t had to do that! You’ve fulfilled my expectations! Exceeded them, even, and I want to fulfill yours! Exceed them, even! 

      SARAH.  (Stone cold dead serious.) All right. Then do it. Fulfill, exceed, right now, go. 

      BILL.  Well, I don’t…feel like I know how to do that right now. 

      SARAH.  Bill: How ’bout just…try. 

      BILL.  Okay. 

      SARAH.  And keep trying. 

      BILL.  Oka//y. 

      SARAH.  Every day. 

      BILL.  Oka//y. 

      SARAH.  And never stop. 

      BILL.  Oka//y. 

      SARAH.  Ever. 

      BILL.  Okay. 

      SARAH.  (Pointing the squirt gun at him.) Till the day you die. [See notes on “Uh-Oh”.] (She playfully squirts Bill in the face and kisses him. Bill is still pretty freaked out and confused. Lights fade. Existential space vacuum sound/music/transition. And we move on to…) 

      

LUNCH AND DINNER 

       

       

      It’s 7:30 on the same Friday night in the same alternate suburban reality. Lights up on Kelly in the bedroom. She is just home from work. She has probably just changed her clothes and might be hanging her work clothes on a hanger. She is preoccupied with her phone. We hear Mark enter the house. 

       

       

      MARK.  (From off, calling to his wife.) Heeey! 

      KELLY.  (Calling to her husband.) Hey! I’m in here! (Beat. Mark enters the bedroom, preoccupied with his phone.) Hey. 

      MARK.  Hey. (A routine coming-home-from-work kiss. They barely look at each other as they do this, because they’re both buried in their phones and in their respective coming-home-from-work routines. In what follows, Mark takes off his shoes, loosens his tie, unbuttons his shirt—all the while checking his phone. While neither Kelly nor Mark pays much attention to the other, absolutely nothing is wrong. This is a settled, content couple. All is well. Until it isn’t.) How was your day? 

      KELLY.  Great! Crazy, but it’s Friday! 

      MARK.  Yay, Friday! 

      KELLY.  How was yours? 

      MARK.  Great. Crazy, but it’s Friday! 

      KELLY.  Yay, Friday! (Beat. Kelly is buried in her phone. Mark is buried in his.) 

      MARK.  How was your deposition? 

      KELLY.  Oh, super! 

      MARK.  Glad to hear it. (Beat. Mark is buried in his phone. Kelly is buried in hers.) 

      KELLY.  How was your presentation? 

      MARK.  Went excellent. 

      KELLY.  Awesome. (Beat. Kelly and Mark are buried in their phones.) 

      MARK.  Oh, how was your luncheon? 

      KELLY.  Huh? 

      MARK.  You had a luncheon today, // didn’t you? 

      KELLY.  Oh, yeah, // yeah. 

      MARK.  How was it? 

      KELLY.  Really good. 

      MARK.  Good, what’d you have? 

      KELLY.  Hm? 

      MARK.  For lunch, at the luncheon? 

      KELLY.  Oh, sex. (She says this nonchalantly, buried in her phone, as if she were saying she had a BLT.) 

      MARK.  (Finally really looking at Kelly and taking in what she just said.) What? 

      KELLY.  Sex. (Still thinks she’s saying something like “a BLT,” and still buried in her phone.)  

      MARK.  What?!? 

      KELLY.  Sex, had sex for lunch, it was really good. (She still thinks she said she had a BLT for lunch, and that it was really good. Beat. Kelly slowly comes to realize what she just said—and she covers extremely well because she’s not about to admit that she knows what she just said. Smiling:) I mean…salmon! I had salmon! They had chicken, beef, salmon, and a vegetarian option, and I had the salmon!, It was really terrific salmon—had a nice little mango sauce! 

      MARK.  (Takes in this information, trying to figure out what just happened.) Hone//y— 

      KELLY.  What’d you have? (Moving on, grabbing her work clothes, and exiting to hang them up in the closet.) You didn’t have a luncheon, did you? 

      MARK.  …No… 

      KELLY.  (From off.) No, I didn’t think so, so what’d you have?, // For lunch? 

      MARK.  (More to himself than to her.) A meatball sub. 

      KELLY.  Huh? 

      MARK.  I had a meatball sub. 

      KELLY.  (Returning.) Was it good? 

      MARK.  It was oka//y… 

      KELLY.  Great! (She aggressively occupies herself with some sort of activity to deflect. Lotioning aggressively is very funny. After a little beat:) 

      MARK.  Honey, can we just go back for a second? Did you just say that you had sex for lunch? Is that what you just said? 

      KELLY.  No! 

      MARK.  Um…I think you did. 

      KELLY.  No, // I said— 

      MARK.  No, I think you did.  

      KELLY.  No, // I said— 

      MARK.  No—you did! > 

      KELLY.  No! I said I had salmon! 

      MARK.  No, you did—twice—three times—no four! Four times!! After I asked you how your day was and how your deposition was, I asked you what you had for lunch at your luncheon, and you said, “Sex,” and I said, “What?,” and you said, “Sex,” and I said, “What?,” and you said, “Sex, had sex for lunch, it was really good.” (Little beat.) Why did you say that?!? 

      KELLY.  (Laughing it off, like he’s crazy.) Well, honey, I don’t know—I mean, I had salmon! I didn’t have sex for lunch at the luncheon!, I mean, who has that for lunch at a luncheon?! > 

      MARK.  I don’t know, Kelly— 

      KELLY.  What kind of a thing is that for a person to have for lunch at a luncheon?! 

      MARK.  (Uncorking a little.) I don’t know, Kelly, what kind of a thing is that for a person to have for lunch at a luncheon, huh?!? (Beat. Kelly busies herself.) Kelly!!: Why did you say that? 

      KELLY.  Well—Honey—I don’t know. 

      MARK.  You don’t know? What do you mean you don’t know? 

      KELLY.  It just…it slipped, I guess. 

      MARK.  It slipped? 

      KELLY.  Yeah— 

      MARK.  (Getting worked up.) It slipped, you guess?!? 

      KELLY.  Yeah, and don’t get all worked up, ’cause it was nothing. 

      MARK.  What was // nothing?!? 

      KELLY.  It was just what they had—for lunch at the luncheon— 

      MARK.  Just what w//ho had? 

      KELLY.  …and it was really good! 

      MARK.  What do you mean it was really good?!? 

      KELLY.  It was just different than the way you make it. 

      MARK.  Make what? 

      KELLY.  Love— > 

      MARK.  Kelly!! 

      KELLY.  Argh! Lunch!, I mean lunch!, Lunch!— > 

      MARK.  What—?!? 

      KELLY.  And besides, like I said, it was nothing! 

      MARK.  Kelly!— 

      KELLY.  It was nothing!, It was nothing!, It was nothing! It was just—… 

      MARK.  WHAT?!? 

      KELLY.  I was just—… I was hungry! 

      MARK.  (Receives and processes.) You were hungry?!? 

      KELLY.  Ye//ah! 

      MARK.  You were hungry?!? 

      KELLY.  Yeah! 

      MARK.  (Exploding.) Well, then…have a SANDWICH! (Beat. Everything settles. Kelly busies herself—maybe grabs a magazine and leafs though it.) Kelly, WHO? Who did you have sex for lunch with? 

      KELLY.  Oh, honey, I don’t even know… 

      MARK.  You don’t even know?!?, > 

      KELLY.  No— 

      MARK.  You don’t know?!? 

      KELLY.  No— 

      MARK.  What do you mean you don’t know? 

      KELLY.  Just that! And besides, it doesn’t matter. 

      MARK.  It doesn’t matter?!? 

      KELLY.  Yeah, ’cause it was just what they had, > 

      MARK.  Why do you keep saying that?!?  

      KELLY.  (A defensive blurt.) and it looked really good and I hadn’t had any for a long time, and so I had some!!! (Beat. Everything settles. The truth is out.) 

      MARK.  Kelly, you haven’t had any for a long time because you don’t let me near you anymore. 

      KELLY.  (And we rev up again.) That’s not right. 

      MARK.  I know! 

      KELLY.  No! I mean you’ve got it wrong. 

      MARK.  What? 

      KELLY.  You don’t let me near you. 

      MARK.  No! 

      KELLY.  Yes! Every time I try to get near you, you shrink! 

      MARK.  What?!? 

      KELLY.  You shrink! 

      MARK.  I // shrink? 

      KELLY.  Yeah—away from me. And you make a face. 

      MARK.  I do not! 

      KELLY.  You do! 

      MARK.  No, you shrink and you make a face when I try to get near you! 

      KELLY.  No, you do that!, You do that!, Every time I try to seduce you! 

      MARK.  Every time you try to seduce me?!? 

      KELLY.  Yes. 

      MARK.  Kelly: Honey: I can’t remember the last time you tried to seduce me! (Beat. A standoff. Then, a huge realization.) Oh, my God!, Are you having an affair?!? > 

      KELLY.  No! 

      MARK.  You’re having an affair, aren’t you?!? > 

      KELLY.  I’m not!! 

      MARK.  Are you having an affair?!? 

      KELLY.  No!! > 

      MARK.  Answer me!!! 

      KELLY.  I’m not having an affair!!! (Beat. A standoff. Mark puts his shoes back on and starts to go.) What are you doing? 

      MARK.  I’m—… (He stops, turns to his wife, and what he says next is loaded. He’s playing what he thinks is her game now.) I’m…hungry. I want something for dinner. And I’m thinking of going out for it. For my dinner. (He starts to go.) 

      KELLY.  (Realizing what Mark means, stopping her husband.) No! Mark! Wait—please don’t do that! Please don’t go! Please! 

      MARK.  Well, it’s dinnertime, and I gotta eat, ’cause let me tell ya: I’m very hungry. 

      KELLY.  Okay: I understand that. But—I’m hungry, too. So… (This is an olive branch that becomes a gentle, tentative seduction.) …why don’t you—right now—let me…apologize…and maybe…make a little something. For you. For dinner. So that…you don’t have to go out for it. (Little beat.) 

      MARK.  I don’t know, Kelly— 

      KELLY.  Please. Mark. I made a mistake. It was a mistake. Let me try to make this up to you. (Little beat.) 

      MARK.  All right. (Little beat.) And maybe…I could…make a little something for you, too. 

      KELLY.  That’d be nice. 

      MARK.  ’Cause I can make it better than whoever made it for you for lunch. At the luncheon. I know I can. 

      KELLY.  Okay. 

      MARK.  ’Cause dinner is a way better meal than lunch. 

      KELLY.  Way better. (Mark goes to kiss Kelly; Kelly shrinks/pulls away from him and turns away, making a face. [Note: These “shrinks” and “faces” are kind of like what you do when someone smells bad. Big enough to read; small enough to be real. Tip: It’s a two-part move. Shrink/pull away first, then turn away and make a face.]) 

      MARK.  Hey! Honey?!? 

      KELLY.  Huh? 

      MARK.  You just did it again. 

      KELLY.  Huh? 

      MARK.  You shrank. 

      KELLY.  Oh— 

      MARK.  Away from me. And you made a face. 

      KELLY.  Oh, God. I’m sorry. I’m so sorry, honey. (An awful beat. Then, she goes in for a conciliatory touch or hug or kiss. Mark shrinks/pulls away from Kelly and then turns away, making a face.) Honey! 

      MARK.  What? 

      KELLY.  You just did it, too. 

      MARK.  Huh? 

      KELLY.  You shrank. // Away from me. > 

      MARK.  Oh, God— 

      KELLY.  And you made a face. 

      MARK.  I did didn’t I? 

      KELLY.  Yeah, you did. 

      MARK.  I’ve been doing that haven’t I? > 

      KELLY.  Yeah—why? 

      MARK.  Oh, God—Kelly: 

      KELLY.  What? 

      MARK.  Remember—… (A difficult confession.) Do you remember a few weeks ago when I told you I had a Cobb salad for lunch at that luncheon I had? 

      KELLY.  Yeah. 

      MARK.  I didn’t have a Cobb salad. 

      KELLY.  Didn’t sound like you. 

      MARK.  I had sex. 

      KELLY.  (Hurt.) Oh. 

      MARK.  And I swear to you: It was nothing. It was just what they had. And I was really hungry. 

      KELLY.  Okay. (Little beat.) Um…Do I [know who with]—… Who with? 

      MARK.  Oh, honey, I don’t even know. (Beat.) I’m really sorry. (Little beat.) [See notes on “Lunch and Dinner”.] 

      KELLY.  Me, too. (Long beat.) I knew, you know. I knew. (Beat.) 

      MARK.  (Getting up, resigned.) Well…I guess I’m [gonna get started on dinner]—… Want me to get started on dinner? (He starts to go.) 

      KELLY.  No— 

      MARK.  I got pork chops on my way home, there was a special at the SuperCenter. 

      KELLY.  You don’t have to make anything. 

      MARK.  Yeah, I do, it’s // dinnertime, > 

      KELLY.  No, you don’t— 

      MARK.  and it’s my turn to cook. > 

      KELLY.  Yeah, but— 

      MARK.  Unless you wanna order in. 

      KELLY.  No—I don’t wanna order in, and I don’t want pork chops. 

      MARK.  Well, we gotta eat, it’s dinnertime.  

      KELLY.  Yeah, well, I’m not really very hungry right now. // I’ve kinda— > 

      MARK.  Yeah [me neither]— 

      KELLY.  I’ve kinda lost my appetite. 

      MARK.  Me, too… (Beat. They’re stuck. Mark sits next to Kelly.) Of course, you know…if we don’t eat…we’ll starve. 

      KELLY.  We will. (Long beat. Then, not looking at each other, Kelly and Mark suddenly reach for each other in the space between them and grab hands at the same exact moment, and hold on for dear life. Lights slowly fade. Existential space vacuum sound/music. And we move on to…) 

      

FORGOT 

       

       

      It’s 7:30 on the same Friday night in the same alternate suburban reality. Lights up on Jill and Kevin in the dining room. They are eating dessert: Jill’s birthday cake. The cake is covered with a lot of blown-out candles. Before it was cut, there were around 40 candles on it. Kevin is excited about his slice of cake. Jill is just staring at hers—and at all those candles. 

       

       

      KEVIN.  Mm! I really like the buttercream. (He eats some cake.) Mmm! Mm! It’s good! I think it’s really good, what do you think? (Jill is not listening. She is preoccupied with the cake.) Sweetheart? 

      JILL.  (Coming to—with a smile.) Hm? Oh, yeah, mm, delicious! 

      KEVIN.  I really like it. The recipe called for a lighter whipped cream kind of thing, but I tried that buttercream you said you liked, and it works, I think. It’s really good! (He notices that Jill hasn’t eaten her cake.) Jill, you haven’t even tried it, sweetheart. 

      JILL.  Yeah—sorry—I’m just—… (She starts to laugh.) That’s a lot of candles, huh? On my cake! (She laughs more. A strange laugh.) 

      KEVIN.  Oh. I guess, yeah. (He jokes:) I mean, we’re not gettin’ any younger! (He laughs. Jill laughs harder.) 

      JILL.  Nope! Nope! We’re not! (She laughs even harder.) 

      KEVIN.  Are you okay? 

      JILL.  Yeah, yeah. Just… (Her laughter subsides.) got me thinkin’… 

      KEVIN.  About what? 

      JILL.  (Not angry—an honest question.) Whatever happened to that baby we said we wanted so much? 

      KEVIN.  (Receives and processes.) Huh? 

      JILL.  (Really wondering.) Whatever happened to that baby we said we wanted so much? 

      KEVIN.  (At a loss.) Um… 

      JILL.  I only ask ’cause I saw Lori and the girls today. They had a little birthday lunch for me. 

      KEVIN.  Oh, that’s nice! 

      JILL.  Yeah, and Lori brought Sophie with her. 

      KEVIN.  Oh!, // Aw! 

      JILL.  Yeah, she’s seven months old now! 

      KEVIN.  Get out!, // Wow! 

      JILL.  Yeah, and—anyway—we just got to talking…and Lori asked me…what about us. 

      KEVIN.  (Receives and processes.) What about us? 

      JILL.  (Just a fact—not blaming her husband.) She asked me if we were ever gonna have that baby we said we wanted so much. 

      KEVIN.  Uh-huh. 

      JILL.  Yeah, and I said I didn’t know., That we were talkin’ about it— 

      KEVIN.  Oh? 

      JILL.  Or at least thinkin’ about it. 

      KEVIN.  Oh— 

      JILL.  (Not blaming Kevin.) Yeah, and she said that we’d better stop talkin’ about it and thinkin’ about it…and do something about it soon because…the window is closing. 

      KEVIN.  (Not understanding.) What…window? 

      JILL.  (Urgent—but not mean.) Of opportunity. It’s closing. For me. Because I’m not young anymore. I mean, I’m not old, but I’m not young anymore. And…I don’t quite know how that happened or when that happened, but somewhere along the way…we forgot to have the baby! 

      KEVIN.  (Receives and processes.) What? 

      JILL.  We forgot to have the baby, Kevin. 

      KEVIN.  What do you mean we forgot to have the baby? 

      JILL.  Here, look. (She presents her phone.) Read this. 

      KEVIN.  (Reads from the calendar function on the phone.) Friday, June 9th: meeting with Marie in marketing. 

      JILL.  Yup. Went great. 

      KEVIN.  Good. > 

      JILL.  Mm-hm. 

      KEVIN.  Lunch with Lori and the girls. > 

      JILL.  Mm-hm. 

      KEVIN.  SuperCenter. 

      JILL.  Yup—we were out of a couple of things—and… (Pointing out a specific event.) …what’s it say right there? 

      KEVIN.  (Reading.) “Have the baby.” (Receives and processes. He looks at her.) Have the baby? 

      JILL.  (Not blaming Kevin. Just a fact.) Yeah. I didn’t do that today. I did all that other stuff. But not that. 

      KEVIN.  Sweet//heart— 

      JILL.  Today was our target date. 

      KEVIN.  Our what? 

      JILL.  Our target date. For having the baby. We picked it a few years ago, remember?, And I put it in my calendar. (Refers to her smartphone.) 

      KEVIN.  I don’t remember picking an actual day. 

      JILL.  (Here’s where the pain and, eventually, the rage start to come out.) Well, I do. We said that by the time I was of a certain age would be a good time to have a baby. > 

      KEVIN.  I don’t remember us saying that. > 

      JILL.  And I’m of a certain age now, Kevin! > 

      KEVIN.  I thought that was just a general kind of “Wouldn’t it be nice if…” > 

      JILL.  I am of a certain age today, Kevin! > 

      KEVIN.  kind of thing, I didn’t know you had picked an actual day! 

      JILL.  (Topping him.) I mean, I woke up this morning and checked my phone to see what I had to do today, and BAM!, There it was!, “Have the baby.” (Beat. Then, violently to her phone.) That’s why I HATE these things! Everything’s too SMALL! And you can only see the day you’re IN! Pieces of it! You can’t see what’s COMING! And how are you supposed PLAN and live your LIFE when you can’t see what’s COMING?!? (She slams her phone on the table.) GOD!!! (Beat. Kevin is at a loss.) 

      KEVIN.  (Finally, trying to help:) Sweetheart, there’s an alert function. You could have set an a//lert— 

      JILL.  (Shutting Kevin down.) KEVIN! (Little beat. Then, kind.) I’m sorry—but how did we let this happen? How did we forget to have the baby? 

      KEVIN.  (Receives and processes.) Jill: I don’t think we forgot to have the baby. We’ve just been…busy, I think. I mean, we’ve been so busy lately. 

      JILL.  Yeah, I guess. But…doing what? What have we been so busy doing that we forgot to have the baby? 

      KEVIN.  Well—I think we’ve just been busy getting stuff in order so we can have the baby. 

      JILL.  What stuff? 

      KEVIN.  Well, I don’t know—do you want some coffee?— 

      JILL.  No—what stuff have we been getting in order? 

      KEVIN.  Just, you know, I thought we wanted to get all our ducks in a row before // we [have a kid]. 

      JILL.  Our ducks? > 

      KEVIN.  Yeah. 

      JILL.  We don’t have any ducks, Kevin!  

      KEVIN.  I k//now, I just— 

      JILL.  What are you talking about?!? 

      KEVIN.  Well, I don’t know, exactly. I just I thought that there were some places we wanted to go and some things we wanted to do—unencumbered—b//efore we— 

      JILL.  (Not mean—a real question.) We’ve had nine years, Kevin. To go places and do things. And in nine years, where have we gone? 

      KEVIN.  Lots of pl//aces. 

      JILL.  And what have we done? 

      KEVIN.  Lots of…things: We’ve got a good life, Jill. I’m happy. And I thought you were happy. And I thought we were happy, just us. 

      JILL.  We are! I just think we could be happier: I want a baby, Kevin. > 

      KEVIN.  Sweetheart— 

      JILL.  Do you? (Little beat.) 

      KEVIN.  Can we talk about this later? > 

      JILL.  No! 

      KEVIN.  Why don’t you just eat your cake, and let’s // talk about this later. 

      JILL.  Kevin, I don’t want to eat my cake! 

      KEVIN.  Why not?, I // made it for you! 

      JILL.  Because…that cake…is a pretty big part of the reason why I feel like the window is closing! 

      KEVIN.  Wha—why? 

      JILL.  All those candles, Kevin! 

      KEVIN.  Huh? 

      JILL.  (An attack.) Why would you put that many candles on my birthday cake?!? 

      KEVIN.  Well, because that’s how old you are. 

      JILL.  Yeah. Why would you remind me of that? 

      KEVIN.  I’m not reminding y//ou— 

      JILL.  Why would you remind a woman of a certain age how old she is?!? 

      KEVIN.  Sweetheart—I just thought they’d be pretty— 

      JILL.  Well, they aren’t pretty. They’re ugly! > 

      KEVIN.  Jill! 

      JILL.  Because they look like what Lori said: that the window is closing! 

      KEVIN.  Jill: Why do you keep saying that! 

      JILL.  Because it’s closing, Kevin!, It’s closing! 

      KEVIN.  (Trying to help.) Well, you know what they say: Another one’ll open!, Another one’ll open! 

      JILL.  (Shutting Kevin down.) That’s doors, Kevin, that’s doors! (Little beat.) 

      KEVIN.  [That was unnecessarily mean.] You know what I mean. 

      JILL.  (She knows she was out of line.) I’m sorry. I’m sorry. I just—… I thought we wanted a family. 

      KEVIN.  We did. But I just thought that this [you and me without kids] is what we wanted now. 

      JILL.  No! I think we forgot what we wanted. 

      KEVIN.  I thought we forgot on purpose. 

      JILL.  No! I didn’t! I had it planned! I’ve been planning on it!  

      KEVIN.  Well, I haven’t been. (Little beat.) I like our life, Jill, // and— 

      JILL.  But don’t you think it could be better?— 

      KEVIN.  No. I don’t. 

      JILL.  (Receives and processes.) Oh. Okay. (Little beat.) Okay. [See notes on “Forgot”.] (Beat. Kevin defeatedly starts to clear the dishes. Birthday party’s over. He exits into the kitchen as the lights fade on Jill. Existential space vacuum sound/music/transition. And we move on to…) 

      

WHERE WAS I? 

       

       

      It’s 7:30 on the same Friday night in the same alternate suburban reality. Lights up on Abbie in the garage. She holds a stuffed doll—“Dolly.” She is searching for something. At the top, Liz is yelling to Abbie from inside the house—because she is far away from Abbie. 

       

       

      LIZ.  (Calling to her wife, from off.) Abbie? (Little beat.) Abs? (Little beat.) Abbie, where are you? 

      ABBIE.  (Searching intensely, half answering Liz.) Garage. 

      LIZ.  ABBIE!! 

      ABBIE.  (Yelling to her wife.) Garaaaaage! (Abbie searches for a beat.) 

      LIZ.  (Finally bursting into the garage.) Hey! So listen, Tess found Monkey, Kitty, and Giraffey, and I found One-Eyed Lobster, but we still can’t find Dolly anywhere! 

      ABBIE.  Here. (She tosses Dolly to Liz and continues searching.) 

      LIZ.  Well, why didn’t you let us know?, Tess is kinda melting down. (Calling off, starting to go.) Found her, Tess! (Returning.) Oh—and Caleb is watching—… (Abbie is still searching.) What are you doing? 

      ABBIE.  I don’t know, just looking for something. 

      LIZ.  Oh., Okay., Well, I know it’s Friday and they get to pick what they want to watch for TV time, but Caleb wants to watch Strike Force Pandas, and—is that okay for Tess? 

      ABBIE.  It’s fine. I vetted it. 

      LIZ.  Well, it’s a little violent, don’t // you think— 

      ABBIE.  Liz, if you don’t like it, put on Tina Tadpole Goes Exploring. 

      LIZ.  Well, I’m just not sure Tess should // be watching that. 

      ABBIE.  (Searching.) Could you just handle it tonight? 

      LIZ.  Huh? 

      ABBIE.  Could you just get everybody down tonight for a change? 

      LIZ.  Oh. [This is weird.] Yeah. Sure. 

      ABBIE.  Thanks. 

      LIZ.  Are you okay? 

      ABBIE.  Yeah. 

      LIZ.  Okay. [Are you sure?] Well, I think I’m gonna put on Tina Tadpole Goes to Copenhagen, ’cause I’m just not sure about Pandas. 

      ABBIE.  Fine. 

      LIZ.  Okay. (She starts to go; Abbie continues searching. Liz stops.) And—hey—you really are a lifesaver. Thanks for finding Dolly. (Abbie is searching more intensely.) Hey! Abbie, what are you doing? 

      ABBIE.  I’m not…sure. I came in here to find Dolly— 

      LIZ.  Yeah, and you found her!, Thanks! 

      ABBIE.  Yeah—but I just feel like something else…is missing. 

      LIZ.  What? > 

      ABBIE.  I don’t know. 

      LIZ.  What’s missing? 

      ABBIE.  This is so weird. (She searches, maybe a little desperately.) 

      LIZ.  Abbie—what are you doing? What are you looking for? (Abbie doesn’t reply and is still searching.) Hey! What can’t you find? 

      ABBIE.  I think it’s… (A genuine discovery.) …me. 

      LIZ.  (Receives and processes.) What? 

      ABBIE.  Myself. I can’t find it. (Little beat.) 

      LIZ.  Abbie: What [are you talking about]—? 

      ABBIE.  (Upset.) I have no idea where it is! (Beat.) 

      LIZ.  (Trying her best to figure out how to respond.) Okay, okay. Well… (Trying her best to figure out how to be helpful.) …um…Well, babe: It doesn’t seem like it’s the kind of thing you’re gonna find out here. 

      ABBIE.  Well, this is the only place I haven’t looked. (Explosion.) God! Where is it?!? Have I lost it? 

      LIZ.  (Mostly to herself.) I’m beginning to think that maybe you // have. 

      ABBIE.  I mean—when’s the last time you saw me? (She says this as if she’s saying, “When’s the last time you saw it?”) 

      LIZ.  Huh? 

      ABBIE.  When did you see it last? 

      LIZ.  I don’t know… 

      ABBIE.  Think! 

      LIZ.  I don’t know! 

      ABBIE.  Liz, help me out here! Think!! 

      LIZ.  Okay! Well… (At a loss. She thinks. Then, a realization.) …It’s been a while, I guess. 

      ABBIE.  Okay. 

      LIZ.  A long time, actually. Since…before the kids. 

      ABBIE.  What? 

      LIZ.  Yeah, I haven’t seen it—since the kids, Abbie. Since Caleb. 

      ABBIE.  What? No, // no. 

      LIZ.  Yeah. Now that I think about it, this is all making sense, actually. I haven’t really seen you…since the kids. 

      ABBIE.  What do you mean you haven’t seen me?!?, I’ve been right here. 

      LIZ.  No you haven’t. I mean, you’re here, but I never see you. > 

      ABBIE.  Yes, you do! 

      LIZ.  You’ve kind of disappeared on me. 

      ABBIE.  I have not disappeared! I’m right here all the time: You’re the one who’s disappeared!, You’re the one who doesn’t even seem to want to participate in this family! 

      LIZ.  Excuse me? 

      ABBIE.  You’re never here! You never see me because you’re never here! 

      LIZ.  What do you mean I’m never here? 

      ABBIE.  You work! All the time! You’ll never have to go through anything like this because you get to do whatever you want for yourself by yourself whenever you want to. 

      LIZ.  What do I get to do for myself by myself? 

      ABBIE.  You get to get in your car! And drive! To work! By yourself! Do you know what I would give to be able to drive! In my car! By myself! Anywhere? You leave me here all alone, > 

      LIZ.  I don’t leave you! 

      ABBIE.  and it’s a lot for one person—doing EVerything and giving EVerything—and I am so used up by the end of every day because I have been giving and doing and giving and doing and maybe that’s what this is! Maybe I didn’t lose it after all!, Maybe I just gave it all away, and there’s just not enough of me to go around, and now I am all! Used! Up! (Little beat.) Maybe that’s what this is. (Beat.) 

      LIZ.  (Contritely.) Abbie: I know how hard it is, w//hat you do. 

      ABBIE.  No you don’t., You have // no idea. 

      LIZ.  Okay, you’re right, I don’t, but listen: This is the deal we made. This is how we decided to do this. This is how you wanted to do this. And—you know, you don’t give me much of a chance. To “participate.” In this family. Because you do it all. You did it all: You had them, you nursed them…and one of us had to work, and that one of us was me, (Into attack mode.) and so I worked! And I am working! So hard! What I do is hard you know! 

      ABBIE.  (Apologetic.) I know— 

      LIZ.  (Apologetic.) No, you don’t know! I am not always here because I am making the money so that there is a here. 

      ABBIE.  Oh, don’t do that, // pull that! 

      LIZ.  I’m not doing anything! I’m just saying that I make sure there is a here so that you can take care of here. And—you’re the one who’s never here, you know! 

      ABBIE.  I’m here all the time! 

      LIZ.  For me! You’re never here for me! (Everything stops.) I mean—it’d be nice, you know, if you slept. In the bed. With me. More than once in a while. // But you don’t. 

      ABBIE.  Liz: Tess can’t sleep without me right now, you know that! 

      LIZ.  I know! And I’m not even upset about that, because Tess needs you, Caleb needs you…and I think that’s probably where what you’re looking for is—with the kids. And that’s where it should be. (Little beat.) I mean, I would love for you to find yourself—or whatever—I really would. But…I don’t think that’s something that you get to have right now. And I don’t think I get to have it either, right now. And I think…that’s just the way it goes. 

      ABBIE.  Yeah, well, right now, I don’t like the way it’s going very much. 

      LIZ.  Well, tough, ’cause this is how we decided to do this. 

      ABBIE.  Yeah, well, sometimes I hate the way we decided to do this, > 

      LIZ.  (Starting to go.) Well, join the club. 

      ABBIE.  because sometimes the way we decided to do this makes me hate you. (Liz stops. Abbie realizes what an awful thing she has just said; Liz turns and faces Abbie, processing the awful thing Abbie just said. Liz and Abbie really look at each other for the first time in a long time. And then, an apology.) Oh-my-God //—Liz! > 

      LIZ.  Wow. >  

      ABBIE.  (The apology turns into a realization that she has found what she’s been looking for—and it’s in Liz’s eyes.) Oh-my-God! 

      LIZ.  (Starting inside.) You know, sometimes > 

      ABBIE.  (Still realizing that she has found what she’s been looking for.) Oh-my-God! 

      LIZ.  the way we decided to do this all makes me feel pretty much the same way, // so, we’ll call it even. 

      ABBIE.  No—Liz—wait! Look at me! (She grabs Liz by the shoulders and looks into her eyes.) Oh, my God! 

      LIZ.  What? Come on, // let go of me. (She breaks free.) 

      ABBIE.  (Grabbing Liz again, trying to look into her eyes.) I found it! I think I found it, Liz! 

      LIZ.  (Trying to break free.) Abbie: Can we please drop that, // please! 

      ABBIE.  Oh-my-God, Liz! (Abbie doesn’t let Liz go and looks deep into her eyes. Shaken to her core:) There it is. Right there. I found it. (Little beat.) There I am. (Little beat.) And there you are. (A little beat as Liz catches on.) 

      LIZ.  Yeah. Here I // am. 

      ABBIE.  Oh, God! (She hugs Liz.) I’ve been looking in all the wrong places. (Liz does not return the hug.) I’m so sorry. I don’t hate you. > 

      LIZ.  I know. 

      ABBIE.  I love you. > 

      LIZ.  I know. 

      ABBIE.  So much. 

      LIZ.  I know. (Beat.) 

      ABBIE.  We’ll figure this out, right? We’ll figure this out. 

      LIZ.   (Still hurt; she wants to say, “Yes,” but the best she can give Abbie is:) People have been figuring this stuff out for a long time, so…(Little beat. She starts to go.) All right. Well, I’m gonna go do tubby time and tinkle time and book time and bed time. 

      ABBIE.  No, I’ll do it. 

      LIZ.  Abbie! No! Tomorrow. Take tonight off and do it with me tomorrow.  

      ABBIE.  Liz— 

      LIZ.  Abbie—tomorrow! 

      ABBIE.  All right. I’m sorry. 

      LIZ.  Me, too. (She starts to go.) 

      ABBIE.  But—just so you know—we’ve already watched Tina Tadpole Goes to Copenhagen, and we’re up to Tina Tadpole Goes to Istanbul now, so… (Beat. Liz stops, gives Abbie a look…and exits. As she does so:) 

      LIZ.  (Yelling off.) Caleb! Tess! Two minute warning! (Lights fade on Abbie in the garage. Existential space vacuum sound/music/transition. And we move on to…) 


      

DESTINY 

       

       

      It’s 7:30 on the same Friday night in the same alternate suburban reality. Lights up on the SuperCenter. A Man and a Woman are shopping. The Man pushes a shopping cart full of stuff for a newly single guy’s new condo. The Woman also pushes a cart—or maybe she just has a basket—with some four-packs of wine and some snacks. After a shopping beat, the Man and the Woman bump into each other. 

       

       

      MAN and WOMAN.  (In unison.) Oh! I’m sorry!, I’m so sorry— (The Man and the Woman realize that they know each other—and they are extremely surprised to see each other.) Oh! Oh-my-God! Emily/Jake! Hi!—Oh, my God!!—Hi!!—What the heck—?!? Wow!! This is [crazy]—yeah!!! Wow!!! 

      JAKE.  I can’t even believe [I’m seeing you here]!— 

      EMILY.  I know! This is // crazy!!! 

      JAKE.  How are you?!?, How // are you?!? 

      EMILY.  Great!—God—What the heck // are you doin’ here, > 

      JAKE.  Yeah, what are you [doin’ here]—?!? 

      EMILY.  in the middle of nowhere? 

      JAKE.  Well—um—I live here, now, actually. 

      EMILY.  (Confused/surprised.) Oh. 

      JAKE.  Yeah. Work. They shifted the division here, so— 

      EMILY.  Wow. Here? 

      JAKE.  Yeah, I transferred just—Tuesday, actually. 

      EMILY.  Oh. Wow. 

      JAKE.  Yeah, and what about you? What the heck brings you // to—? 

      EMILY.  Oh, I’m—I was on vacation. 

      JAKE.  Wait–what–here?!? 

      EMILY.  No!—I had a connecting flight and missed it—delays—so I’m stuck here overnight. They put me up in a hotel. 

      JAKE.  Oh—at the [hotel over by the airport]? 

      EMILY.  Yeah. 

      JAKE.  Oh. (Beat. These two are amazed to see each other—and are finding themselves deeply attracted to each other. Emily tries to snap them out of it.) 

      EMILY.  So how are you?!? > 

      JAKE.  Good, good! 

      EMILY.  Boy—you look good! 

      JAKE.  Aw, thanks, so do // you! 

      EMILY.  You do!, You look really good! > 

      JAKE.  Thanks— 

      EMILY.  God, have you been working out? > 

      JAKE.  A little, yeah. 

      EMILY.  God, ’cause you didn’t used to. 

      JAKE.  No, I didn’t. 

      EMILY.  I know, and you shoulda! 

      JAKE.  Well, I do now! 

      EMILY.  I guess you do!, ’Cause you look good, pal, mm, wow! 

      JAKE.  Thanks! And you’re not lookin’ so bad yourself! 

      EMILY.  Naw— 

      JAKE.  No, seriously: You look amazing. Wow. (They are hot for each other. But Jake remembers that Emily is a married woman, and Emily remembers that Jake is a married man.) S//o > 

      EMILY.  Hey, how’s Jennifer—? 

      JAKE.  how’s Jonathan doin’? 

      EMILY.  Huh?—Oh!—Good! (She doesn’t want to talk about Jonathan.) > 

      JAKE.  Where were you guys on vacation? 

      EMILY.  How’s Jennifer?, How’s Jennifer? 

      JAKE.  Good!, (He doesn’t want to talk about Jennifer.) Where’d // you guys go on vacation? 

      EMILY.  I’d love to see her—and the kids? How do they like it here? > 

      JAKE.  Um—well— 

      EMLY.  Oh—wait—are they here?!? > 

      JAKE.  Um—nope, nope. Where [did you guys go on vacation]—? 

      EMILY.  Is this a little family outing to the SuperCenter?!? > 

      JAKE.  Um…nope— 

      EMILY.  Oh, I’d love to see them, meet the kids!, Where are they?!?, They must be all grown up! 

      JAKE.  Um—yeah—um—…they’re not here. 

      EMILY.  Oh. 

      JAKE.  They’re—um…Jennifer and I are not together anymore. 

      EMILY.  Oh. 

      JAKE.  We’re divorced. 

      EMILY.  Oh, Jake! I’m sorry! I didn’t know!, // I didn’t know! 

      JAKE.  Yeah. Well, it was pretty recent. And pretty ugly. 

      EMILY.  Oh, Jake—I am so sorry. 

      JAKE.  Aah—you know what? Don’t be. It was a long time comin’. So…don’t be. 

      EMILY.  Oh. All right! I won’t be! (Awkward laugh into an awkward beat. Maybe we see a flash of how hot they are for each other/how lonely they are. Jake quickly saves them, again remembering that Emily is a married woman.) 

      JAKE.  So—how’s Jonathan? What were you guys doing for your vacation? Where’d you go? 

      EMILY.  Um…nowhere.  

      JAKE.  What? 

      EMILY.  We didn’t go anywhere. Um…Jonathan is…not with me. > 

      JAKE.  Oh. 

      EMILY.  Because—argh! He’s—um—… (She struggles to find the words and then finds them.) He’s dead. 

      JAKE.  What?!? 

      EMILY.  Yeah, Jonathan died. 

      JAKE.  Oh, no!, // Em! > 

      EMILY.  Yeah. 

      JAKE.  I’m sorry, I didn’t even know… 

      EMILY.  Well, it just happened—a few weeks ago—so how could you [have known]? It was awful. Car accident—freakish—awful. 

      JAKE.  Oh. I’m so sorry. 

      EMILY.  Yeah, so…I’ve been dealing with that. 

      JAKE.  Oh, // Em… 

      EMILY.  Needed to get my head together. Decided to just go somewhere far away. (Emotional.) So…I just picked an island and went. 

      JAKE.  Argh—I’m sorry, Em. // I’m so, so sorry. 

      EMILY.  (Recovering.) Yeah. And the worst and weirdest part is…we were just about to file for divorce. 

      JAKE.  Oh, no. 

      EMILY.  Yeah. And…then he died. (Sad, then recovering quickly.) Which was kind of a relief, actually, (Trying to make a joke.) because now we don’t have to get one! (Laughing sheepishly.) 

      JAKE.  (Eventually getting her lame joke.) Oh, yeah! (He laughs uncomfortably.) 

      EMILY.  Yeah! 

      JAKE.  Wow! That’s [funny and awful]…!  

      EMILY.  Yeah! (And Jake and Emily are laughing the way two people would laugh at such an awful thing. An awkward silence. They try to save themselves from the awful silence.) Any//way— 

      JAKE.  So…what brings you to the SuperCenter?!? 

      EMILY.  Oh—you know? I don’t even know. The hotel listed the SuperCenter as an area attraction, // so… 

      JAKE.  Oh. [That’s weird.] 

      EMILY.  Yeah!, And I’m just checkin’ it out, gettin’ myself some wine—I needed some wine—and they have wine here! In these nifty little four-packs! (She shows him the wine in her shopping cart.) 

      JAKE.  Yeah! Nice! 

      EMILY.  Yeah, so—what about you?!? What are you doing at the SuperCenter on a Friday night?— // Lame. (Checking out his cart.) 

      JAKE.  Just gettin’ some stuff for the new place., I got a condo— 

      EMILY.  Ferret food? 

      JAKE.  Yeah. I’ve got a ferret now. They’re supposed to be great for companionship if you need…companionship. 

      EMILY.  Oh. (Sad. Then, saving him.) Well, I didn’t know you could get ferret food here. 

      JAKE.  Yeah, they have everything here! 

      EMILY.  Yeah. Including your ex-husband! —Or your first ex-husband! 

      JAKE.  Yeah!, Or your first ex-wife, as the case may be! 

      EMILY.  Yeah! (Beat. Laughter into the realization that they are pathetic. Jake rescues them.) 

      JAKE.  God! This is so crazy—seeing you here! 

      EMILY.  Yeah! It’s kind of unreal! 

      JAKE.  Um—YEAH! So…you know what? How ’bout—a toast! 

      EMILY.  What? 

      JAKE.  Yeah! I propose a toast. Can I [use your wine for the toast]…? (He grabs a couple of her wine bottles.) 

      EMILY.  Huh? Oh—sure. 

      JAKE.  To you. (He twists open one of her little bottles of wine and offers it to her.) And me. (He twists open a little bottle of wine for himself.) And…chance! (They clink and drink.) God—what are the odds?!? Both of us here, in this town. On a Friday night. At the SuperCenter?!? 

      EMILY.  Yeah! 

      JAKE.  I mean, we met at one of these [SuperCenter] // way back whenever! > 

      EMILY.  (Enjoying and mocking the memory.) Yeah… 

      JAKE.  Singles’ Night at the SuperCenter, right? 

      EMILY.  Yeah—I can’t believe that was actually a thing!  

      JAKE.  Yeah—me neither—and, anyway, now…here we are [at the SuperCenter], both single again. I mean, it kinda feels like a sign or somethin’, doesn’t it? 

      EMILY.  Yeah. 

      JAKE.  (Making light.) Like maybe there are mysterious forces at work, here. 

      EMILY.  (Laughing.) Yeah, like maybe the universe is trying to tell us something. 

      JAKE.  Yeah. Like that maybe this is… (And it’s suddenly stone cold dead serious.) …destiny or something. 

      EMILY.  Yeah. (And suddenly they’re kissing passionately. They break. They’re stunned for a quick beat. And then:) 

      EMILY/JAKE.  Oh, God. Oh, God! > 

      JAKE.  Okay. You know what? I know this might sound crazy…but do you wanna get outta here?, Come over to my place?, And finish what we just started?, // I think it’d be really fun. 

      EMILY.  (Advancing.) Yeah, yes, yes, I do. 

      JAKE.  Great. (He kisses Emily quickly and passionately. Emily pulls away.) 

      EMILY.  Mm—you know what? How about my hotel? It’s real close. 

      JAKE.  Okay. (Emily kisses him quickly and passionately. Jake breaks away.) Too far. How about my car!, It’s right here!, It’s an SUV!, It’s big!, It’s clean— (He kisses Emily quickly and passionately. Emily breaks away.) 

      EMILY.  No—too far: Bathroom! (And they’re kissing…and they’re on the floor being extremely inappropriate in the SuperCenter…for a long time…until they come to their senses and realize how ridiculous what they’re doing is…how public it is…and how classless it is…and stop—utterly humiliated. Little frozen horrified beat.) 

      EMILY/JAKE.  Oh my God! (Quick horrified beat.) Oh my God! (Another quick horrified beat.) Sorry!—No!—Me!—I am so sorry! Oh my God! (They check to see if anyone saw what just happened, and it looks like no one did.)  

      EMILY.  Okay—you know what? I think I’m gonna go. 

      JAKE.  Yeah. 

      EMILY.  Because this is a bad idea. (They get a little closer to each other in each of the following lines, until the next kiss. They are saying one thing but their bodies are doing another.) 

      JAKE.  Yeah. Very bad. 

      EMILY.  ’Cause this is just way too soon for me. 

      JAKE.  Yeah, me too. 

      EMILY.  I’m not ready for anything // like this yet. 

      JAKE.  Me neither. 

      EMILY.  And it’s also just really desperate > 

      JAKE.  Yeah. 

      EMILY.  and pathetic > 

      JAKE.  Yeah. 

      EMILY.  and needy. 

      JAKE.  Yeah. 

      EMILY.  And really unattractive. 

      JAKE.  Totally unattractive. (And they’re kissing again—until they come to their senses again and pull away from each other.) 

      JAKE/EMILY.  Oh, my God!—Stop it!—What was that?!—Argh! 

      EMILY.  What is happening?, What just happened?!? God! What…happened [to us]? 

      JAKE.  Well—we just kissed. A lot. > 

      EMILY.  No— 

      JAKE.  And almost just did it in the Super//Center. 

      EMILY.  No—Jake! Come on! What happened to us? I mean—right now it feels so stupid that…we didn’t make it. What happened? 

      JAKE.  Well…we met, and we fell in love…and we got married…and we got divorced. Just like a lotta people do. That’s what happened. Nothin’ special. 

      EMILY.  Yeah. (Little beat.) Right now it feels like that was a pretty dumb thing we did. I mean—the divorce part. Not the other stuff. 

      JAKE.  Yeah! It was! So let’s start over! Come over! 

      EMILY.  [No] Jake— 

      JAKE.  Come on! I’m being impulsive!, You see that? You never thought I was. > 

      EMILY.  You weren’t. 

      JAKE.  Isn’t that why we didn’t work, you said? I wasn’t // spontaneous enough, right? 

      EMILY.  No, no: We didn’t work because you didn’t really want to be with me. 

      JAKE.  I did!, // I did—! 

      EMILY.  Jake: You could hardly hear it the first time I said I loved you! 

      JAKE.  No— 

      EMILY.  And you didn’t want to marry me. 

      JAKE.  No [I wanted to marry you]! 

      EMILY.  Jake! You’re the one who got cold feet! 

      JAKE.  Only for a second, but I went through with it! // And so did you! [You had cold feet, too!] 

      EMILY.  Well, maybe you shouldn’t have. 

      JAKE.  No—maybe you shouldn’t have! It wasn’t your thing. (This exchange eventually becomes a heated argument, peaking with Jake’s line “Not my fault.”) 

      EMILY.  What? 

      JAKE.  Marriage. It bored you. I bored you, you said. 

      EMILY.  Yeah, well, it wasn’t fun! You weren’t fun. I wanted more. 

      JAKE.  Yeah, I guess you did, because you went out and got more, didn’t you! [You had an affair!] > 

      EMILY.  Yeah, > 

      JAKE.  Real classy! 

      EMILY.  well, only because you went out and “got more” first! [You had an affair first!] 

      JAKE.  Yeah, because we did not want the same things anymore. > 

      EMILY.  I know! 

      JAKE.  We didn’t see eye to eye on some really important stuff. 

      EMILY.  I know! Like—you didn’t want kids and I did! 

      JAKE.  No–no–no! It’s not that I didn’t want them!, We were just busy! 

      EMILY.  Yeah, well, we were just not good for each other, you know? I lost myself when I was with you, lost track of who I was, > 

      JAKE.  That’s not my fault! > 

      EMILY.  what I wanted! 

      JAKE.  Not my fault! And you know what? None of this really matters anymore because you’re the one who actually left, so… 

      EMILY.  (Receives and processes.) Yup. I did. 

      JAKE.  And I guess I still don’t really understand why that happened. [Because I’m still really hurt and confused about our breakup.] 

      EMILY.  I guess…it just wasn’t meant to be. 

      JAKE.  (Laughing at his earlier reference to destiny.) Not our destiny, huh? 

      EMILY.  Huh?—Oh, I guess not. (Little beat.) 

      JAKE.  And neither is this. 

      EMILY.  Huh? 

      JAKE.  Running into you like this. I mean, it’s flukey. But…it’s not destiny. Is it? 

      EMILY.  No. (Little beat. Jake laughs.) What? 

      JAKE.  I don’t know. Just…how come when two people meet and fall in love and it doesn’t work out…how come no one ever calls that “destiny”? 

      EMILY.  (Receives and processes.) I don’t know. 

      JAKE.  (Proclaiming to the world and trying to be funny.) “Hey everybody! I met this great woman and we fell in love, and we got married, but it didn’t work out so we got a divorce! It’s my DESTINYYYY!” (They laugh.) “And then I met another great woman and we fell in love, and we got married, and we had a couple of kids, but it didn’t work out either, and we got a divorce, too! It’s my DESTINYYYY!” (They laugh.) 

      EMILY.  Or!–OR! “Hey everybody, I met this great guy, and we fell in love, and we got married, but it didn’t work out, and we were gonna get a divorce, but he died, so now we don’t have to get one!, It’s my DESTINYYYY!, Woohoo!” (They laugh.) “And now I’m all alone…” (A beat as they realize that this is all sadder than either of them expected. Then, a deeper realization.) How come nobody ever calls that “destiny,” when they’re all alone. 

      JAKE.  I don’t know… (Sad little beat.) 

      EMILY.  (Saving them from their sadness.) You know what? (She grabs her bottle of wine.) Another toast. To you. And me. Alone. To…making the most of it. 

      JAKE.  Yeah. (They clink and drink.) God—this [wine] is so bad. 

      EMILY.  Awful. (They laugh; then, moving on:) All right—well [I’m gonna go]… (She starts to go.) 

      JAKE.  Yeah, I // guess… 

      EMILY.  Yeah, I guess I’ll see [ya]— (Stops herself and realizes something.) Oh!—… 

      JAKE.  What? 

      EMILY.  I was just gonna say “I’ll see ya”…but I don’t know when we’ll ever see each other again. (Weird and sad.) 

      JAKE.  (Receives and processes.) Yeah. (Little beat.) 

      JAKE/EMILY.  But if we do [see each other again]—… [If we see each other again]…what? (Little beat.) Nothin’. Yeah. Well, you take care—[why do we keep talking at the same time?]—you, too. (They start to go.) Bye, Jake/Em. (They exit. As they do, the Man and the Woman from “Obsessive Impulsive” make their way onto the stage, just as they did at the beginning of the play. We are repeating the opening moment of the play—exactly. Because we’re starting all over. Because we’re always starting all over. The Man and the Woman see each other and gasp. As they are just about to kiss—blackout…into music that seems happy—but is actually sad.) 

       

      The End 

      
        (And the beginning, too.)
      

    

    
      PROPERTY LIST 

      Shopping carts 

      Singing-telegram items, like flowers or balloons 

      Business/information card 

      Roll of toilet paper 

      Earbuds 

      2 iPads 

      Water gun that looks like a real handgun 

      2 smartphones 

      Magazine 

      Birthday cake with at least 35 candles, slices cut out 

      Stuffed doll 

      Bottles of twist-top wine, snacks 

      SOUND EFFECTS 

      Existential space vacuum sound/music 

	  

      NOTES FOR ACTORS AND DIRECTORS 

      On the play: 

      LOVE/SICK is not a realistic or naturalistic play, but it should feel like one. Each play in the cycle should be played realistically, naturalistically—until it explodes into the fantastical, the strange, the outrageous. “Obsessive Impulsive” is the exception: It is fantastical and strange and outrageous from the get-go, but—sadly—ends in a more realistic place. But in all of the other plays, the fantastical, strange, and outrageous elements must all emerge undetected. I don’t want LOVE/SICK to feel strange before it becomes strange. So don’t telegraph the strangeness. Let it sneak up on people. If you do this, LOVE/SICK will be more surprising for audiences. And this play must be surprising. Always. It must constantly pull the rug out from under the audience. Every reversal in this play should make the audience gasp. What thrills audiences—and what really makes them laugh—is the surprisingly strange and surreal places this play takes them.  

      In developmental productions of LOVE/SICK, I found it helpful to remind directors to tell the actors this: Don’t play the end of any of these plays at the beginning. Don’t play the known outcome (which is often sadness, despair, utter uncertainty) of any of these plays at the beginning. Fight with your partner to solve the problems you’re facing—together—before you descend into despair and the pain. This will keep the play surprising and buoyant. 

      It may help to think this way: Each play in LOVE/SICK (except “Obsessive Impulsive”) starts off in a simple, normal place in which one partner is living the status quo and the other partner is in crisis; each play gets surreal or strange or fantastical or outrageous as we reach a climax; and at the climax, each play bursts into painful, deep, multidimensional truth. Only when each play has burst into that painful, deep, multidimensional truth are you allowed to let in the despair. Don’t get defeated too soon. If you are defeated too soon, LOVE/SICK will be a silly dirge. And LOVE/SICK is not a silly dirge. It’s a serious comedy. It’s all about tricking audiences, getting them laughing and then gut-punching them with the depths it probes. If the plays feel tragic too soon, you’ll lose the fun and the funny. And I want LOVE/SICK to be fun and funny. Until it’s not. I want to make people wonder, “I was just laughing hysterically. How the heck did we get to this awful place?!?” 

      Finally, make audiences feel the love…and then the sick. The play is called LOVE/SICK, after all. The people in this play love each other desperately. And they’re all a little sick. Just like everybody. And, yes, LOVE/SICK is a comedy—but it is filled with despair. Don’t skip the comedy. Don’t cheat the despair.  

      On the characters: 

      Remember—the people in LOVE/SICK aren’t quirky. They’re pretty ordinary people dealing with extraordinary circumstances. It’s the circumstances that are quirky. 

      The characters in LOVE/SICK are desperately trying to solve their problems. They remain positive—until they just can’t anymore. 

      The characters in LOVE/SICK are always in discovery mode. And when they make a discovery, they are consumed by that discovery. Find the discoveries in this play. And play them fully. They should be gasp-inducing—literally. Actors who do this play should gasp over and over and over. The discoveries in LOVE/SICK should force inspiration. And “inspiration” literally means “breathing in.” We breathe in new ideas—audibly—in everyday life. Do the same in this play. Gasp. 

      The characters in LOVE/SICK are quite transparent. They are also mercurial. When they feel joy, they are as joyful as can be, so that when they crash-land into despair, it is devastating for all of us. When they are sad, they are as sad as can be, so that when they bounce back to joy, it is a wonderful ride for all of us. When they are angry, they can rage explosively. When they claw their way back to their right minds, we root for them. Watching them bounce from joy to despair back to joy to rage back to joy to terror—usually in an instant—well, that’s the ride you need to take (and take audiences on) with this play. 

      The characters in LOVE/SICK don’t live ironically. (Irony kills drama.) They don’t comment on what’s happening to them. They don’t editorialize as they live. They are unaware of what’s coming at them. And so—they are constantly getting blindsided. And surprised—which is actually what happens to us all in real life. We all try so hard to be in control of our lives, but we get blindsided on a daily basis. Contemporary comedy is heavily dependent on irony and seems to be convinced that we are in control of what happens to us and that we are all smart enough to be able to comment on our lives while we are living them. I don’t think this is true at all. We are not in control. We get smacked down by life all the time. And watching people get smacked down by life is just awful. And heartbreaking. And about as hilarious as it gets. (Smackdowns make for good drama—and good comedy.) 

      The characters in LOVE/SICK aren’t sarcastic. Actors: Use sarcasm sparingly. A good way to accomplish this is to activate the questions the characters in LOVE/SICK ask. Really ask the questions. Really seek answers. Rarely do the people in this play ask questions sarcastically, rhetorically, or knowingly. They really ask the questions and because they really want answers. Because they really don’t know the answers.  

      The characters in LOVE/SICK are not angry. They’re hurting. There are angry explosions in every play in LOVE/SICK, but that anger comes from the hurt and the pain that the characters in the play are experiencing. Rarely is this anger solely manifested as an aggressive attack on another person. It is usually manifested as confusion, pain, and desperation. It’s a cry for help. Remember—these people are desperately trying to solve their problems. They remain positive against all odds. They solve their problems by enlisting their partners’ help, not by pushing them away. The characters in plays four through nine are saying, “I am not very happy with you/us right now and I need you to help me figure out how to make me happy with you/us again. Right. Now.” 

      The characters in every scene in LOVE/SICK experience some sort of existential despair. Find the places in each play where the characters feel the kind of despair that makes a person feel like the earth is opening up and swallowing them. I call it the despair swallow. Or the despair free-fall. There’s at least one despair swallow or despair free-fall in every play. Find them. And play them fully. They’re physical. But not fake.  

      The characters in LOVE/SICK think physically. Actors: Always let us see you sort through the crazy things that happen to you in this play. It’s thrilling to watch people think and figure stuff out, because people actually think with their whole bodies.  

      The characters in LOVE/SICK are not caricatures. They are real people—feeling HUGE feelings. Actors: keep them grounded. Play the truth of the moment—all the while remembering how high the stakes are. Feel deeply. And think about this: What would you actually—actually—do in each situation? That will keep you honest and true while you execute the theatricality called for in the play. 

      If you are playing multiple characters in LOVE/SICK, don’t obsess over drastically differentiating the characters. The stories will take care of that. Tell each story, and distinct characterizations will reveal themselves. A tip: The couple in “Obsessive Impulsive” (the first play in the cycle) are the most innocent people in the play. The couple in “Destiny” (the last play in the cycle) are the most world-weary (but not defeated!) people in the play. 

      On the arc of the piece: 

      Each play in LOVE/SICK should be able to stand alone. However, the plays work together, using many stories to tell one story, and that story is a chronicling of the lifecycle of a relationship—kind of an e pluribus unum thing. I described this “one story” idea to director Sally Wood like this (she found it tremendously helpful): 

      “Obsessive Impulsive” is the meeting part. 

      “The Singing Telegram” is the breakup part/getting-out-of-a-bad-relationship-so-you-can-open-yourself-up-to-the-possibility-of-actually-finding-some-real-love part. 

      “What?!?” is the first-time-we-said-“I-love-you”-to-each-other part. 

      “The Answer” is the wedding part. 

      “Uh-Oh” is the being-married-is-a-little-harder-than-I-thought-it-would-be part. 

      “Lunch and Dinner” is the affair part. 

      “Forgot” is the would-we-be-better-off-if-we-split-up? part. 

      “Where Was I?” is the now-that-we-have-kids-what-do-we-do? part. 

      “Destiny” is the admission-that-we-tried-and-we-failed-but-we-will-try-again-because-we-have-to-keep-trying-but-not-with-each-other-because-we’ve-learned-from-our-mistakes-and-we-haven’t-given-up part. 

      On stage directions: 

      Many of the stage directions in LOVE/SICK are as important as the dialogue. They are actions that are crucial to telling the story. Don’t ignore them. They will help you.

      

	  NOTES FOR DIRECTORS 

      On the play: 

      LOVE/SICK is a tough play to direct. It’s nine different plays. You have nine different stories to tell—as part of one story. Tell each one well and the whole will take care of itself. 

      LOVE/SICK is a cinch to do. But it’s very difficult to put together. Know that actors generally struggle to learn the words. But once they really learn them, the play should be a total joyride for them. 

      On rehearsing: 

      If four actors are performing this play, I highly recommend calling all of your actors all of the time. That way the two actors you are not working with can run lines/help each other run lines. This play is tough to learn. 

      On transitions: 

      Be creative. Make them interesting. Don’t let the audience rest— but give them time to process what has just happened. I feel like there’s a Twilight Zone quality to this play—one that could be explored gently in the transitions. I think that’s what I’m looking for when I call for an existential space vacuum sound in between each play—something Twilight Zone-ish. Many have asked me what this existential space vacuum sound is. I think it’s just the sound of fear—the fear of being all alone. In the world. In the universe. 

      On the music: 

      Interstitial music will play a big part in LOVE/SICK. Julian Fleisher wrote music for the world premiere of the play, and it is available for licensing through Dramatists Play Service. You can find more information on ordering and licensing this music by going to the LOVE/SICK page on www.dramatists.com. I strongly encourage its use!  

      If you do use other music, try not to use music with lyrics. Music with lyrics tends to provide an analysis of what has just happened—and I really want the stories to speak for themselves. Let the plays be the songs.  

      

	  NOTES FOR DESIGNERS 

      On the set: 

      With the exception of the first and last play, all of the plays in LOVE/SICK take place in different rooms of a house. 

      LOVE/SICK has been presented on an empty stage with minimal scenic elements and a door that could be moved to different locations; it’s been presented with a cutaway view of a home as a backdrop, using minimal scenic elements and a door that could be moved to different locations; it’s been presented on a turntable divided into thirds; it’s been presented on a set with the SuperCenter as a backdrop, with props and scenic elements pulled from the SuperCenter, and a door that could be moved to different locations. It’s also been presented on a set that looked like the blueprint of a home: Scenic elements were built into and popped out of this set, and a movable door was used. (The name of each play was written on the walls with chalk as each play commenced. It was pretty cool.) 

      I’ve always wondered how this would work: A compressed cutaway of a suburban home could serve as the backdrop, with furniture and props crammed into each room, and pulled out and used and replaced as necessary. 

      Note that a door factors into every play except for the first one and the last one. Just keep that in mind. 

      On costumes: 

      The people in LOVE/SICK are solidly middle to upper-middle class. They dress decently. Urbanites: don’t condescend.

	  

      NOTES ON SPECIFIC PLAYS 

      General note on the stage directions: 

      Many of the stage directions in LOVE/SICK are as important as the dialogue because they are actions that are crucial to telling the story. Don’t ignore them. They will help you. The stage directions are particularly crucial in parts of “Obsessive Impulsive” (in the simultaneous dialogue sequences; in all the kissing sequences; in the advancing and retreating at the end; in the last moment); in “What?!?” (where they do and don’t make eye contact; when Andy tries to say, “I love you,” to Ben; in the last moment); in “Lunch and Dinner” (in the shrinking and making faces moments; in the last moment); and in “Where Was I?” (when Abbie finds what she is looking for—and it’s in Liz’s eyes). I only write this because I have spoken to actors who have crossed out all of the stage directions in the play so they could discover it for themselves—and they’ve struggled. I’m all for actors discovering stuff—but not when it creates more work than necessary. Crossing out all of the stage directions means you’re crossing out crucial parts of the story. Let the stage directions help you. I promise you they will—and they will free you so you can make the play your own. 

      OBSESSIVE IMPULSIVE: 

      “Obsessive Impulsive” is a funny play, but—actors: Remember how horrific it is that you (as the Man and the Woman) have kissed another person in a public place. You feel terrible for lapsing so badly. And you could get in serious trouble for your actions. Remember that you are always one step away from being institutionalized—because of your disorder. Remember that every apology is utterly sincere. You go through your lives apologizing constantly, and that’s exhausting. Most important: Remember that this is the first time you have fallen in love. 

      A tip on speaking in unison: Break down all unison speeches into dialogue and rehearse them as such. Have each actor play each side of the dialogue. This will help with clarity. Those unison speeches must feel like dialogue so the audience can hear the story amidst all the ridiculousness. Also, remember that speaking in unison doesn’t mean that your eyes must be locked. As you work on the opening speech, experiment with where you are making eye contact and where you aren’t. (The dialogue exercise should help with this.) 

      Note to actors and directors: The kisses in “Obsessive Impulsive” can be dangerous if actors try to actually kiss unrehearsed. Lips will get bloodied. Teeth might get chipped. For early rehearsals, I suggest doing the action of the kisses without physical contact—but with the physical intention of kissing and this sound: “mmmmm.” Using this method, actors will learn where the kisses are, and how long they are. Once the play is sculpted and actors are off book, add the actual kisses and the physicality of the kisses. And—although the kisses must be choreographed (for safety’s sake!), they must seem impulsive! 

      THE SINGING TELEGRAM: 

      The Singing Telegram Man does not want to sing his song to Louise once he realizes how she feels about Greg. He is trepidatious. But he has to do his job, and Louise is insistent. But—Louise must not see too much of his trepidation or she will look stupid. And Louise isn’t stupid. She’s just in love. And sometimes being in love and being stupid are one and the same. Figure out where we can see how unsettled the Singing Telegram Man is—unbeknownst to Louise. 

      I wrote the song “No Lie” to be used as the telegram, but you could also use the chorus of Meatloaf’s “Two Out of Three Ain’t Bad.” (If you want to use Meatloaf’s song, you’ll have to get the rights for it, separate from the performance license from DPS.)  

      UH-OH: 

      Note to the actress playing Sarah: In my mind, this play begins as a test. You have a fairly cruel practical joke to play. And you’re not entirely sure you want to play it—but, as the play unfolds, you’re forced to play it, because your husband has failed you and has no idea that he has. Because he doesn’t contribute to the fun factor in your relationship anymore. You believe that Friday nights and weekends should be for fun. And—for you—the past bunch of Friday nights and weekends have not been fun. They’ve been a total bore. And you don’t want to be bored. So you are taking action—to save your marriage. 

      If, when you express your boredom on page 43, Bill responded with something like, “Oh, no! Honey! You shouldn’t be bored! I’m so sorry! Let’s go do something fun!” that would solve the problem, and there would be no need for you to execute the prank. But Bill doesn’t say anything like that. He says, “This is just what happens.” And that is unacceptable—and marks the point of no return. The gun must be pulled—in order for you wake Bill up and save your marriage. 

      Bill—and the audience—should have no idea that you are playing a joke. Good pranksters don’t give any indication that they’re playing a joke. And you should be TOTALLY PUMPED that you succeeded so wildly at pulling off your prank. 

      On the water gun: Realistic-looking water guns are difficult to find. Find realistically-shaped water guns and paint them black. 

      LUNCH AND DINNER: 

      Below is an alternate ending to “Lunch and Dinner.” It begins after Mark’s line on page 54. If you like it, use it. 

      KELLY.  Me, too. (Long beat.) I knew, you know. I knew. (Mark goes to Kelly. Kelly turns on him and pushes him. Hard—out of rage and pain. She does it again. Mark grabs her arms to stop her. Suddenly, Kelly kisses Mark hard and fast. She breaks away and stares at a stunned Mark. Suddenly Mark kisses Kelly, hard and fast. The lights start to fade on Mark and Kelly making out like starving animals. This isn’t happy. It’s not the solution. But it’s a stab at a solution. Existential space vacuum sound/music/transition. And we move on to…) 

      FORGOT: 

      Note to the actress playing Jill: Jill is not angry at the top of the play. She is coming to a realization. And she is appealing to Kevin to help her process this realization. The anger comes at the explosion on page 58. 
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