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MONOLOGUES:Women
EUROPE OF THE WOMAN

Enormous room. Ophelia. Her heart is a clock.

OPHELIA (CHORUS/HAMLET)

I am Ophelia. The one the river didn’t keep. The woman dangling from the rope. The woman with slit arteries. The woman with the overdose SNOW ON HER LIPS. The woman with the head in the gas oven. Yesterday I stopped killing myself. I am alone with my breasts, my thighs my womb. I crush the instruments of my captivity the chair the table the bed. I demolish the battlefield that was my home. I tear the door open to let in the wind and the scream of the world. I smash the window. With my bleeding hands I rip up the photographs of the men whom I loved and whom I was used by on the bed on the table on the chair on the floor. I set fire to my prison. I throw my clothes into the fire. I dig the clock that was my heart from out of my breast. I go out on to the streets, dressed in blood.


         
                         --Heiner MULLER

ANGEL CITY
(Sax stops, drums stop, stage lights back up. Special lights out. miss scoons stands on the platform smiling down at rabbit, who stares at her in disbelief. )

MISS SCOONS: I look at the screen and I am the screen. I’m not me. I don’t know who I am. I look at the movie and I am the movie. I am the star. I am the star in the movie. For days I am the star and I’m not me. I’m me being the star. I look at my life when I come down. I look and I hate my life when I come down. I hate my life not being a movie. I hate my life not being a star. I hate being myself in my life which isn’t a movie and  never will be. I hate having to eat. Having to work. Having to sleep. Having to go the bathroom. Having to get from one place to another with no potential. Having to live in this body which isn’t a star’s body and all the time knowing that stars exist. That there are people doing nothing all their life except being in movies. Doing nothing but swimming and drinking and laughing and being driven to places full of potential. People never having to feel hot pavement or having to look at weeds growing through cracks in the city. People never having to look the city square in the eyes. People living in dreams which are the same dreams I’m dreaming but never living. 

++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++
tympani: Then why don't you leave? You can walk out easy enough.
(rabbit considers a second. Suddenly stage lights dim sharply. Rectan​gle lights. Scrim turns deep blue. Saxophone comes in slow, heard offstage. miss scoons appears from up left on the platform reading from a notepaper and crosses slowly behind the rectangle so that she's framed by it. tympani fills in on the drums as rabbit watches her. )
miss scoons: (overly dramatic) "No more pain, she cried, as they lowered half the bleeding city into a deep dark hole and covered it over with smoking rubber tires. She slowly became aware of the truth behind the power of money. The very thing she had desperately tried to avoid all these long months as she shuffled aimlessly up and down the length and breadth of the City of Angels with a toothpick in her hand. Now it stood before her. Glaring down like some awesome demented saint. Its teeth chattering through rusted-out alleyways. Its breath blowing las-civiously at her gingham skirt. All innocence was now behind her. All dreams of the life of man free and unfettered as she once knew it was on the plains of Nebraska. Here was the hard-core cement. The concrete reality of the dreaming-machine. The terrifying destruction which faced her head-on was now met by her own indivisible courage which she felt welling up from some deep primeval source which she knew not of. Suddenly the solution was clear. In her mind's eye was a simple equation. It appeared like a flashlight in a hooker's nightmare. 'Money equals power, equals protection, equals eternal life.' And with that she collapsed at the foot of La Cienaga."










--Sam SHEPARD

RICHARD III/
Enter the corpse of Henry the Sixth, with halberds to guard it; lad y anne  being the mourner', attended by tressel and berkeley

ANNE.

Set down, set down your honourable load—
If honour may be shrouded in a hearse—
Whilst I awhile obsequiously lament
Th'untimely fall of virtuous Lancaster.
Poor key-cold figure of a holy king!
Pale ashes of the house of Lancaster!
Thou bloodless remnant of that royal blood!
Be it lawful that I invocate thy ghost,
To hear the lamentations of poor Anne, 

Wife to thy Edward, to thy slaught'red son,
Stabbed by the selfsame hand that made these wounds!
Lo, in these Windows that let forth thy life
I pour the helpless balm of my poor eyes.
O curséd be the hand that made these holes!
Curséd the blood that let this blood from hence!
Curséd the heart that had the heart to do it!
More direful hap betide that hated wretch
That makes us wretched by the death of thee
Than I can wish to wolves—to spiders, toads, 

Or any creeping venomed thing that lives!
If ever he have child, abortive be it,
Prodigious, and untimely brought to light,
Whose ugly and unnatural aspect
May fright the hopeful mother at the view;
And that be heir to his unhappiness!
If ever he have wife, let her be made
More miserable by the life of him
Than I am by my young lord's death and thee!
Come, now towards Chertsey with your holy load, 

Taken from Paul's to be interred there;
And still, as you are weary of this weight,
Rest you, whiles I lament King Henry's corse.
 'Enter Richard, Duke of Gloucester'

                                                                                                                                                                              --  SHAKESPEARE
In Old Vermont
 ROGER. Do you remember when we were in Vermont that time?
MAUD. Of course.
ROGER. Do you remember that?
MAUD. Yes. (Pause.) The sky.
ROGER. The sky. Yes.
MAUD. Cold. The cold. The evenings. Sitting.
ROGER. "Old, old, old New England."
MAUD. Fire.
ROGER. The fire. Oh, yes.
MAUD. I like the mornings. Do you know why?
ROGER. Why?
MAUD. It will become warm.
Also, in the evenings. When the sun goes down. In afternoons.
In winter. When the sun goes down.
It becomes warm. In afternoon. The sun shines.
All the snow is bright.
The cold protects us.
It can warm us.
In the winter.
In the snow.
'
Like skating on the ice.
The shock comes.
With the fissure. Falling. (Pause.)
For  moments.
For one moment. When you know that you arc cold. (Pause.)
Then it seeps in.
When the cold comes it is warm.
As if you'd wet the bed.
The rabbits turn. They turn to white.
I like it in the winter. For we . . . For we are protected. (Pause.)
You hear?
THEN WE ARE ALONE!
IN A VACATION HOME. WE'RE WAITING!
FOR THE WHAT? THE SPIRIT.
Indians could come. Where would we hide? Where would we
go then? We'd not made provisions. It is much too late.
We could have cut a cellar in the ground or made a secret room
between the logs, or in the roof.
A deep, deep cellar down. Beneath the rug. They'd never find it!
Do not tell me that. Not if you tamped it down. Not if you
tamped the dirt down. Trampled it and fit the logs in.Covered
with an Oriental rug in red.
They'd stomp, they'd stomp, they'd all try to search out our
hiding place.
But they could not. They couldn't find it.
So don't tell me that.
If we had built it. If we'd built it. If we'd took the time
But no!
The shock of when they come.
The tommyhawk.
The genitals hacked off.
The cold and roasting flesh.
Your own hands severed and your eyes like boils.
Like fevered boils, like ponds. Like flying geese.
Our screams mean nothing.
Far above the summer scene.
The hot. The sickly heat.
The fire. Burning down.
The wings.
The flapping of the windowshade.
The upturned lamp.
A candle guttered.
Someone finds a bag of salt.
That they had overturned.
                                                                                                                                   (A long pause.)
ALL MEN ARE WHORE : an enquiry
PATTI. He said he thought of me with great affection, still. He had this fantasy where he came over and he knew something was wrong, he came in I was in the kitchen here there was this huge, ah, I don’t know, a maniac, he’d hurt me, he had hurt my face, he bruised me, I had bruises on my breasts, I had become all helpless, I thought I was going to die and I whimpering when he came in he saw what the man was doing, and he filled with rage he tore him off of me and threw him on the floor and killed him.

He says, “You should not be let to live,” he did vile things to him, I don’t know, he kicked him in the testicles, or put his eyes out. (Pause.)

Because he’d hurt me and this filled him with such rage the man should not be let to live. Because he thought of me with great affection still.

15

PATTI: Come here come here 
I know what you want. 

I  don’t  have to say it !
I know.

You don’t have to say it.
I know; you don't want it. I know. 

But come here.
It's alright.
I'm here.
Come on
No.
Come on.
Yes.
Come here.
You lie down, now.
That's alright.
You lie down.

Good.
That's good.

Good.
Now be quiet. You be quiet now.
I  know.
Now I am going to make you feel good.
I know.
You be quiet, now. That's alright.
I know what you want. (Pause.)
You don't have to tell me that yon want it.
That's allright
You just be still now.
That's  allright. (Pause.)
Good.

                                                                                                                                                         --DaviD MAMET
A FAMILY AFFAIR

Act I / Bolshow’s house.

LIPOCHKA. I love dancing. The new dances. I love them. There is nothing in the world more exciting than going dancing. You drive off to a do at the Assembly Room say, or to someone’s wedding, you’re simply dripping scent and hothouse flowers, you’re dressed up like a drawing in a fashion magazine. Or a toy. A man’s toy. You sit prettily. You feign disinterest in the proceedings. Inside ten seconds some young fellow’s materialised at your shoulder and he mutters, “May I have the pleasure of this dance?” The pleasure of this dance... If he looks as if he can tell funny stories, or better still he’s an army man, you lower your eyelids fractionally and reply, “why yes you may”. Never take students, poets, or clerks. Stick out for an army man. With a great big sword. and a moustache. And epaulettes. And little tiny bells on his spurs going tinkle-tinkle as he strides across the room. Ooh ....! The sound of a young colonel as he buckles on his sword! Like thunder crackling in my heart. I want a military man. I don’t want a pudding in a dull civilian suit. I’d sooner die. 

Most women at dances sit in the corners with their doughty old legs crossed. Can’t think why. It’s such fun! It’s not difficult. At first I was a bit embarrassed in front of my tutor- a Frenchman actually- but after twenty lessons I understood perfectly. I learn quick. The other girls don’t, because they are dim witted, superstitious, and lacking the beneficiaries of a decent education. My dancing master touches my knees. Mama gets horribly angry. But he has to do it. It’s part of the course.

 (Strange faraway look). I was just having a vision just then. An officer in the Imperial Guard has proposed to me. We are celebrating our engagement in the grand style. Shimmering candles...waiters in white gloves...My dress is made of tulle or gauze. A waltz strikes up. But I decline to dance. My beau is disconcerted. I blush for shame. Perhaps he suspects that I am unschooled! He asks me what’s the matter? What’s the matter? (Shrieks). I haven’t danced for a year and a half, that’s the matter! I’ve forgotten the stupid steps!

She practises, waltzing badly. She’s in her underwear. One, two, three. One, two, three.

Enter Agrafena

AGRAFENA: Caught you! In the act!

                                                                                                        --Alexandre Ostrovski

ORPHEUS  DESCENDING
All their faces wear faint, unconsrious smiles. lady looksfrom face to face; then utters a slight, startled laugh and springs up from the table and crosses to the stairs.

lady, as if in flight :

Excuse me, I have to go up, Jabe's knocking for me (lady goes upstairs. The women gaze after her).

carol, 
suddenly and clearly, in the silence: 

Speaking of knocks, I have a knock in my engine. It goes knock, knock, and I say who's there. I don't know whether I'm in communication with some dead ancestor or the motor's about to drop out and leave me stranded in the dead of night on the Dixie Highway. Do you have any knowledge of mechanics? I'm sure you do. Would you be sweet and take a short drive with me? So you could hear that knock?


 val: 

I don't have time.
 
carol: 
What have you got to do?

val: 

I'm waiting to see about a job in this store.

 carol: 

I'm offering you a job.
 
val: 

I want a job that pays.

 carol: 

I expect to pay you.
Women whisper loudly in the background.

 val: 
Maybe sometime tomorrow.

carol: 

I can't stay here overnight; l'm not allowed to stay overnight in this county.
Whispers rise. The word "corrupt" is distinguished.
(Without turning, smiling very hrightly): What are they saying about
me? Can you hear what those women are saying about me?


val:

 Play it cool. . . .

 
carol: 

I don't like playing it cool! What are they saying about me? That l'm corrupt? 

 
val: 

If you don't want to be talked about, why do you make up like that, why do you—— 


carol: 

To show off!


 val: 
What?


carol: 

l'm an exhibitionist! I want to be noticed, seen, heard, felt!
I want them to know l'm alive! Don't you wanc them to know
you're alive?

 val: 

I want to Live and I don't care if they know l'm alive or not. 


 carol: 
Then why do you play a guitar? 


val: 
Why do you make a goddam show of yourself? 


carol: 
That's right, for the same reason.

 val: 

We don't go the same route. . . . [He keeps moving away front her; she continually follows him. Her speech is compulsive.]


carol: 

I used to be what they call a Christ-bitten reformer. You know what that is? — A kind of benign exhibitionist. ... I delivered stump speeches, wrote letters of protest about the gradual massacre of the coloured majority in the county. I thought it was wrong for pellagra and slow starvation to cut them down when the cotton crop failed from army worm or boll weevil or too much rain in summer. I wanted to, tried to, put up free clinics, I squandered the money my mother left me on it. And when that Willie McGee thing came along — he was sent to the chair for having improper relations with a white whore — [Her voice is like a passionate incanta​tion] I made a fuss about it. I put on a potato sack and set out for the capitol on foot. This was in winter. I walked barefoot in this burlap sack to deliver a personal protest to the Governor of the State. Oh, I suppose it was partly exhibitionism on my part, but it wasn't completely exhibitionism; there was something else in it, too. You know how far I got? Six miles out of town — hooted, jeered at, even spit on! — every step of the way — and then arrested! Guess what for? Lewd vagrancy! Uh-huh, that was the charge, "lewd vagrancy", because they said that potato sack I had on was not a respectable garment. . . . Well, all that was a pretty long time ago, and now l'm not a reformer any more. I'm just a "lewd vagrant". And I'm showing the "S.O.B.S." how lewd a "lewd vagrant" can be if she puts her whole heart in it like I do mine ! All right. I’ve told you my story, the story of an exhibitionist. Now I want you to do something for me. Take me out to Cypress Hill in my car. And we'll hear the dead people talk. They do talk there. They chatter together like birds on Cypress Hill, but all they say is one word and that one word is "live," they say "Live, live, live, live, live!" It's all they've learned, it's the only advice they can give.— Just live. . . . [She opens the door.] Simple! — a very simple instruction. . . .
Goes out. Women s voices rise from the steady, indistinct murmur like hissing geese. 

women's voices: 
— No, not liquor! Dope!
— Something not normal all right !
— Her father and brother were warned by the Vigilantes to keep her out of this county.
— She's absolutely degraded !
— Yes, corrupt!
· Corrupt! (Etc., etc.)

          
 --Tennessee WILLIAMS

ACTE II Scene 2
ORESTES has just left to kill CLYTEMNESTRA. ELECTRA is left alone with the dead body of AEGISTHEUS.
ELECTRA
[To herself.] Will she scream? [Silence. She is listening.] He's walking down the passage. When he opens the fourth door… Oh, I wanted this to happen. And I—I want it now, I must want it. [She looks at aegistheus.] That one —yes, he's dead. So this is what I wanted. I didn't realize how it would be. [She comes closer to the body.] A hundred times I've seen him, in my dreams, lying just where he is now, with a sword through his heart. His eyes were closed, he seemed asleep. How I hated him, what joy I got from hating him! But he doesn't seem asleep; his eyes are open, staring up at me. He is dead, and my hatred is dead, too. And I’m standing here; waiting, waiting. That woman is still alive, she's in her bedroom, and presently she'll be screaming. Screaming like an animal in pain. No, I can't bear those eyes any longer. [Kneeling, she lays a mantle over the King's face.] What was it, then, I wanted? What? [A short silence. clytemnestra screams.] He's struck her. She was our mother—and he's struck her. [She rises to her feet.] It's done; my enemies are dead. For years and years I've revelled in the thought of this and, now it's happened, my heart is like a lump of ice. Was I lying to myself all those years? No, that's not true, it can't be true. I’m not a coward. Only a moment ago I wanted it, and I haven't changed. I’m glad, glad, to see that swine lying at my feet. [She jerks the mantle off the dead King's face.] Those dead-fish eyes goggling up at nothing—why should they trouble me? That's how I wanted to see them, dead and staring and I’m glad, glad… [clytemnestra's screams are weakening.] Let her scream! Make her scream, Orestes. I want her to suffer. [The screams cease.] Oh joy, joy! I’m weeping for joy; my enemies are dead, my father is avenged.
--J.P.  SARTRE

Adaptation Stuart Gilbert

ON SEDUCING ANGELS / women 

She   It was easy to put the hook on him. ‘Soon as by the second night I could’ve had him. (snaps fingers). Just 

like that. But, but … I waited for the third evening, knowing full well the odds. There, you see, he said laughing : it’s just for the bath salts not for your hair ! Listen good, nothing could’ve been easier than to hook him. A shoo in!

Beat.

After the clinch I left for a month quick as a bunny, I was an absentee every third day. Exactly, I ran off. I didn’t even ever as much as sent an e-mail. But, keep clean snow in a pot! and t’ll get filthy by itself. I did more than I could even when it already was a dead end.

Beat.

I threw out the chickees that slept in his pad, as if it were a normal thing. I did that while crying and laughing. I turned on the gas five minutes before he came in. I borrowed money in his name : nothing helped.

Beat.

But one night I slept my eight hours and in the morning I got up, cleaned myself from toe to crown, I ate and told myself : It’s all over. Basta!
Beat.

Truth be told, well… I got to tell you : I screwed him two more times. But on God’s head and my mother’s soul : it was nothing.

Beat.

Everything passes. (a beat) Everything gets to be a bore.
KATHARINA AT THE HOSPITAL
She   I really need my sexual rapports, but regular, the rest is blah-blah-blah. I work like a horse, yeah! I don’t give a hoot in hell about morality. I don’t!

Beat.

The doc says I’m goin’ to catch myself hell, here… in the ovaries. Anyway I get a bit more yellow every day. A real pumpkin I am. Now, you see, I see things otherwise. Yeah! Quite differently. Frankly, I prefer a good he-goat to masturbation any day.

Beat. No shit! 

ENCOURAGING ART
She   The good little girl who refuses nothing to her darling and gives herself to him must know this:good will is not all, it’s talent he expects from her.

Beat.

Even if his “I love you” nails her to the bed full speed ahead it’s not the speed that counts for him when he empties his balls.

Beat.

Even if at the start love blows on the flames he still needs a talented ass to spend the winter with. You get what I mean? Far more than sweet, sweet looks, which also are a necessity, it often comes right down to gifted thighs, superbly alert.
MARGARETE STEFFIN

Margarete:   when you asked me the first time whether i was wet, i asked myself : what does that mean? when you asked whether you should check to see I was ashamed of myself, i was wet.

beat.

and when you asked whether i would come as you took me the first time. i didn’t know that i could come. But i said nothing and i came, i came, i love you.

beat.

i behaved like an inexperienced girl even though i had lived with a man for four and a half years. but only though you did i become a woman.

beat.

i also began through you to love myself and i didn’t ask anymore: what will come next? finally i learned to enjoy the present without fear of future changes between us.

beat.

when i come to you let it be in such a way as if i came to you every day, in the few hours i spend with you let me have no wishes of my own.

beat.

when i am with you you must tell me what has been going on for you but do not tell me about the other women. and may i myself say only: yes.









              --Bertolt BRECHT 

WAITING WOMAN                                                    

In “A Telephone  Call, " the protagonist is a young woman anxiously awaiting a phone call  from a man she hopes will ask her out on a date.

Please, God, let him telephone me now. Dear God, let him call me now. I won’t ask anything else of You, truly I won't. It isn't very much to ask. It would be so little to You, God, such a little, little thing. Only let him telephone now. Please, God. Please, please, please. 
   This is the last time I’ll look at the clock. I will not look at it again. It’s ten minutes past seven, He said he would telephone at five ‘I’ll  call you at five, darling. " I think that's where he said  “darling”. I’m almost sure he said it there. I know he called me "darling” twice,  and the other time was when he said good-by. "Good-by, darling”.

    I must stop this. I mustn't be this way. Look. Suppose a young man says he’lI call a girl up, and then something happens, and he doesn't. That isn't so terrible, is it? Why, it's going on all over the world, right this minute. Oh, what do I care what's going on all over the world? Why can't that telephone ring? Why can't it, why can't it? Couldn't you ring? Ah, please, couldn't you? You damned, ugly, shiny thing. It would hurt you to ring, wouldn't it? Oh, that would hurt you. Damn you, I’ll pull your filthy roots out of the wall, I’ll smash your smug black face in little bits. Damn you to hell.                                                                                                                                 --Dorothy Parker

CRESSIDA

If I be false, or swerve a hair from truth

When time is old and hath forgot itself,

When waterdrops have worn the stones of Troy,

And blind oblivion swallow’d cities up,

And mighty states characterless are grated

To dusty nothing, yet let memory,

From false to false, among false maids in love

Upbraid my falsehood! When they have said ‘as

   false

As air, as water, wind, or sandy earth,

As for to lamb, as wolf to heifer’s calf,

Pard to the hind, or stepdame to her son;’

Yea, let them say, to stick the heart of false-

   Hood,

‘As false as Cressid.’






Shakespeare/Troilus & Cressida 

SCENES FOR MEN AND WOMEN:
BETRAYAL
Scene Nine.Robert and Emma's House. Bedroom. 1968. Winter.The room is ditnly lit. jerry is sitting in the shadows. Faint music through the door.The door opens. Light. Music. emma comes in, closes the door. She goes towards the mirror, sees jerry.
EMMA
Good God.
JERRY
I’ve been waiting for you.
EMMA

What do you mean?
JERRY

I knew you'd come. He drinks. 

EMMA
I’ve just come in to comb my hair. He stands.
JERRY
I knew you'd have to. I knew you'd have to comb your hair. I knew you'd have to get away from the party.
She goes to the mirror, combs her hair. He watches her.
You're a beautiful hostess.
EMMA
Aren't you enjoying the party?

JERRY
You're beautiful. He goes to her.
Listen. I’ve been watching you all night. I must tell you, I want to tell you, I have to tell you -

EMMA
Please -
JERRY
You're incredible.

EMMA
You're drunk.
JERRY
Nevertheless. 

He holds her.
EMMA

Jerry.
JERRY
I was best man at your wedding. I saw you in white. I watched you glide by in white.

EMMA
I wasn't in white.
JERRY
You know what should have happened?

EMMA
What?

JERRY
I should have had you, in your white, before the wedding. I should have blackened you, in your white wedding dress, blackened you in your bridal dress, before ushering you into your wedding, as your best man.

EMMA
My husband's best man. Your best friend's best man.

JERRY
No. Your best man.

EMMA
I must get back.
JERRY
You're lovely. I’m crazy about you. All these words I’m using, don't you see, they've never been said before. Can't you see? I'm crazy about you. It's a whirlwind. Have you ever been to the Sahara Desert? Listen to me. It's true. Listen. You overwhelm me. You're so lovely.

EMMA
I’m not.
JERRY
You're so beautiful. Look at the way you look at me.

EMMA
I'm not ... looking at you. Please.

JERRY
Look at the way you're looking at me. I can't wait for you, I'm bowled over, I'm totally knocked out, you dazzle me, you jewel, my jewel, I can't ever sleep again, no, listen, it's the truth, I won't walk, I’ll be a cripple, I’ll descend, I’ll diminish, into total paralysis, my life is in your hands, that's what you're banishing me to, a state of catatonia, do you know the state of catatonia? Do you? Do you? The state of... where the reigning prince is the prince of emptiness, the prince of absence, the prince of desolation. I love you.

EMMA
My husband is at the other side of that door.

JERRY
Everyone knows. The world knows. It knows. But they'll never know, they'll never know, they're in a different world. I adore you. I’m madly in love with you. I can't believe that what anyone is at this moment saying has ever happened has ever happened. Nothing has ever happened. Nothing. This is the only thing that has ever happened. Your eyes kill me. I’m lost. You're wonderful.

EMMA
No.

JERRY
Yes.
He kisses her. 

She breaks away. 

He kisses her.

Laughter off. 

She breaks away. 

Door opens. Robert.

EMMA

Your best friend is drunk.
JERRY
As you are my best and oldest friend and, in the present instance, my host, I decided to take this opportunity to tell your wife how beautiful she was.
ROBERT
Quite right.
JERRY
It is quite right, to ... to face up to the facts ... and to offer a token, without blush, a token of one's unalloyed appreci​ation, no holds barred.
ROBERT
Absolutely.
JERRY
And how wonderful for you that this is so, that this is the case, that her beauty is the case.
ROBERT
Quite right.
Jerry moves to Robert and takes hold of his elbow.

JERRY

I speak as your oldest friend. Your best man.
ROBERT
You are, actually.
He clasps jerry's shoulder, briefly, turns, leaves the room.

Emma moves towards the door. Jerry grasps her arm. She stops still.

They stand still, looking at each other.









                  --Harold PINTER

MAX. 

I’ m stopping. You're just a bloody woman.
She slams the table.
SARAH. 

Stop it! What's the matter with you? What's happened to you? (Quietly.) Please, please, stop it. What are you doing, playing a game? 

MAX. 

A game? I don't play games.
 SARAH. 

Don't you? You do. Oh, you do. You do. Usually I like them. 

 MAX 

I’ ve played my last game. 

 SARAH 

Why?



MAX

 Slight pause. 

The ...
Pause.
 SARAH.

 What? 

 MAX. 

The children ... 

 SARAH. 

What children?

MAX. 

The children ...
She sits next to him.
SARAH.

I want to whisper something to you. Listen. Let me whisper to you. Mmmm? Can I ? Please ? It's whispering time. Earlier it was teatime, wasn't it? Wasn't it ? Now It's whispering time.
Pause.
You like me to whisper to you. You like me to love you, whispering. Listen. You mustn't worry about... wives, husbands, things like that. It's silly. It's really silly. It's you, you now, here, here with me, here together, that's what it is, isn't it? You whisper to me, you take tea with me, you do that, don't you, that's what we are, that's us, love me
He rises.

MAX. 

You're too bony.
The LOVER / Harold PINTER
THE REAL THING 

Tom Stoppard

Charlotte goes into the kitchen, closing the door.
HENRY.  Are you all right ? (Annie nods) 

ANNIE.  Are you all right ? (Henry nods)

Touch me (Henry shakes his head)

Touch me.
ANNIE. Come on, touch me.

Touch me anywhere you like  
HENRY. No.

ANNIE. Touch me.

HENRY. No.

ANNIE. Coward.

HENRY. I love you anyway.

ANNIE. Yes, say that.  
HENRY. I love you.

ANNIE. Go on.

HENRY. I love you.

ANNIE. That’s it.

HENRY. I love you.

ANNIE. Touch me then. They’ll come in or they won’t. Take a chance. Kiss me      

HENRY. For Christ’s sake.  

ANNIE. Quick one on the carpet then.

ANNIE.  Non, pas du tout. I lied to you.
HENRY. You’re crackers.

ANNIE. I’m not interested in your mind  
HENRY. Yes, you are.     

ANNIE. No, I’m not, I lied to you. 

 (Pause. Henry smiles at her). I hate Sunday.


CUT
THE REAL THING. SCENE THREE / MAX  and ANNIE. 

                    A living-room. max is alone, listening to a small radio, from which Herman’s Hermits continue to be heard, at an adjusted level. The disposition of furniture and doors makes the scene immediately reminiscent of the beginning of Scene 1 The front door, off stage, is heard being opened with a key. The door closes, annie, wearing a topcoat, appears briefly round the door to the hall. She is in a hurry.
annie: Have you got it on?
(She disappears and reappears without the coat.) How much have I missed?
MAX: Five or ten minutes.
annie: Damn. If l'd had the car, I’d have caught the beginning.
MAX: Where have you been?
ANNIE: You know where I’ve been. Rehearsing.
(The music ends and is followed by henry being interviewed on Desert Island Discs, but the radio dialogue, during the few moments before MAX turns the sound down, is meaningless under the stage dia​logue.)
max: How's Julie? 

ANNIE: Who?

MAX: Julie. Miss Julie. Strindberg's Miss Julie. Miss Julie by August Strindberg, how is she?
ANNIE: Are you all right?
MAX: This probably —
ANNIE: Shush up.
MAX: This probably isn't anything, but —
ANNIE: Max, can I listen?
(max  turns the radio sound right down.) What's up? Are you cross?
MAX: This probably isn't anything, but I found this in the car, between the front seats.
(He shows her a soiled and blood-stained white handkerchief.)
ANNIE: What is it?
MAX: Henry's handkerchief.
ANNIE: Well, give it back to him. (She reaches for it.) Here, I’ll wash it and you can give it to Charlotte at the theatre.
MAX: I did give it back to him. When was he in the car? (Pause) It was a clean handkerchief, apart from my blood. Have you got a cold? It looks filthy. It's dried filthy. You're filthy. You filthy cow. You rotten filthy—
(He starts to cry, barely audible, immobile. annie  waits. He recovers his voice.) It's not true, is it?
ANNIE: Yes.
      MAX: Oh, God. (He stands up.) Why did you?
ANNIE: I'm awfully sorry, Max—
MAX: (Interrupting, suddenly pulled together) All right. It happened. All right. It didn't mean any-thing.
ANNIE: I’m awfully sorry, Max, but I love him. 

MAX: Oh, no. 

ANNIE: Yes.
MAX: Oh, no. You don't.
ANNIE: Yes, I do. And he loves me. That's that, isn't it? I'm sorry it's awful. But it's better really. All that lying.
MAX: (Breaking up again) Oh, Christ, Annie, stop it. I love you. Please don't—
annie: Come on, please—it doesn't have to be like this.
MAX: How long for? And him—oh, God.
(He kicks the radio savagely. The radio has gone into music again—the Righteous Brothers singing 'You've Lost That Lovin' Feelin"—and MAX's kick has the effect ofturning up the volume rather loud. He flings himself upon annie in something like an assault which turns immediately into an embrace. annie does no more than suffer the embrace, looking over MAX's shoulder, her face blank.)




                                                                                                      CUT

Duet /Joyce Carol OATES
A., a young man B., a young woman
Lights up. a. anfl o. are speaking agitatedly together.
a.: Look, you know I love you but—
B.:I love you—
a.: —I told you and told you l'm not the kind of guy you lo—
B.: Please don't be angry with me!—
A.: —play games with—
B.: I just want to explain, why I haven't been home—
a.: —when I cal! you, and you don't answer—
B.: —I was at my sister's, I had to gel to a place of—
a : —what am I going to think? You want me to think—what?
D.: —quiet, where I could—
a : l'm not the kind of guy who's going to be pushed around—
B: —I just want to explain, please—I never meant—
a.: —so we better get this cleared up right now—
D.: —to make you think I was—I mean, I wasn't—
a.: You act like you're scared of me how's that make me feel for Christ's sake I love you—
B.: —I mean I didn't love you—I mean, I do—
a.: —it's just that l'm getting seriously pissed off the way—
B.: —it's just I'm scared of—
A.: —the way things are going, y'know?—
B.: —you—
A.: —like this game you're playing, like you're scared of me—that's an insult—
B.: If 1 could only have a, a little more—
a.: If 1 thought for one minute you were—
B.: —space to breathe in?—
a.: —betraying me—
B.: —I think we could, oh I know we could—like in the beginning—
a.: —Jesus Christ, I— (Shakes head  ominously)
B.: —work things out—
A.: —1 don't know—
B.: —I love you so—
A.: —sometimes I think—
B.: —it's just I get so scared, like last night—
A.: —we'd both be better off—
B.: —I almost wish I was—
A.: —dead.
B.: The way you look at me, your eyes—
a : Jesus!—I'm crazy about you—
B : That first lime I—
A.: —first lime I—
B.: —saw you—
A.: —saw you—
B.: —1 knew.
A.: —I knew.
End on a rapturous note. A. and B in a prolonged kiss. Lights out

EDMOND/David Mamet

Scene One
The Fortune-Teller

EDMOND and the FORTUNE-TELLER seated across the table from each other.
FORTUNE-TELLER:    If things  are  predetermined  surely they must manifest themselves.
When we look back—as we look back—we see that we could never have done otherwise than as we  did.
(Pause.)
Surely, then, there must have been signs.
If only we could have read them.
We say, "I see now that I could not have done otherwise . . . my  diet  caused   me.   Or   my   stars . . . which caused me to eat what I ate ... or my genes, or some
other thing beyond my control forced me to act as I did....”
And those things which forced us, of course, must make their signs: our diet, or our genes, or our stars.
(Pause.)
And there are signs. (Pause.)
What we see reflects (more than what is) what is to be.
(Pause.)
Are you cold?
EDMOND:    No. 
FOKTUNE-TELLER: Would you like me to close the window?
EDMOND:    No, thank you. 

FORTUNE-TELLER:    Give me your palm. 

(EDMOND does so.)

You are not where you belong. It is perhaps true none of us are, but in your case this is more true than in most. We all like to believe we are special. In your case this is true.
Listen to me. (She continues talking as the lights dim.) The world seems to be crumbling around us. You look and you wonder if what you perceive is accurate. And you are unsure what your place is. To what extent you are cause and to what an effect. . .
SCENE  NINE.
Upstairs At The Whorehouse.
EDMOND and the WHORE are in a cubicle.
WHORE:    How are you?
EDMOND:    Fine. I’ve never done this before. 

WHORE:    No? (She starts rubbing his neck.)
EDMOND:    No. That f'eels very good. (Pause.)
WHORE:    You've got a good body.
EDMOND:    Thank you.
WHORE:    Do you work out? (Pause.)
EDMOND:    I jog.
WHORE:    Mmm. (Pause.)
EDMOND:    And I used to play football in high school.
WHORE:    You've kept yourself in good shape.
EDMOND:    Thank you.
WHORE (pause):  What shall we do?
EDMOND:    I'd like to have intercourse with you.
WHORE:    That sounds very nice. I'd like that, too.
EDMOND:    You would?
WHORE:    Yes.
EDMOND:    How much would that be?
WHORE: For a straight fuck, that would be a hundred fifty.
EDMOND:    That's too much.
WHORE:    You know that I'm giving you a break. . . .
EDMOND:    ... no ...
WHORE: . . . Because this is your first time here. ...
EDMOND: No. It's too much, on top of the sixty-eight at the door. . . .
WHORE: ... I know, I know, but you know, I don't get to keep it all. I split it with them. Yes. They don't pay me, I pay them.
EDMOND:    It's   too   much.   (Pause.   The   WHORE sighs.)
WIIORE:     How much do you have?
EDMOND:    All I had was one hundred for the whole thing.
WHORE:    You mean a hundred for it all. 

EDMOND:    That only left me thirty.
WHORE:    Noooo, honey, you couldn't get a thing for that.
EDMOND:    Well, how much do you want?
WHORE (sighs):    Alright, for a straight fuck, one hun​dred twenty.
EDMOND:     I couldn't pay that.
WHORE:    I’m sorry, then. It would have been nice.
              

EDMOND:    I'll give you eighty.
WHORE:    No.
EDMOND:    One hundred.
WIIORE:    Alright, but only, you know, 'cause this is your First time.
EDMOND:    I know.
WHORE:    .  .  .  'cause we split with them, you understand.  .  .  .
EDMOND:     I understand. 

WHORE:    Alright. One hundred.
EDMOND:    Thank you. I appreciate this. (Pause.) Would it offend you if I wore a rubber? . . .
WHORE:    Not at all. (Pause.)
EDMOND:    Do you have one? . . .
WHORE:    Yes. (Pause.) You want to pay me now? .  .  .
EDMOND:    Yes. Certainly.
(He takes out his wallet, hands her a credit card.)
WHORE:    I need cash, honey.
EDMOND:    They said at the door I could pay with my . . .
WHORE:    . . . That was at the door . . . you have to pay me with cash. ...
EDMOND:    I don't think I have it.  .  .  . (He checks through his wallet.) I don't have it. . . .
WHORE:    How much do you have? .  .  . 

EDMOND:    I, uh, only have sixty.
WHORE:    Jeez,   I'm  sorry,   honey,   but   I   can't   do it. .  .  .
EDMOND:    Well, wait, wait, wait, wait, maybe we could .  .  . wait.  .  .  .
WHORE:    Why   don't   you  get  it,   and   come   back here.  .  .  .
EDMOND:  well, where could I get  it?.....

WHORE:  Go to a restaurant and cash a check, I’ll be here till four......

EDMOND: I’ll. I’ll.....um, um......yes. Thank you........

WHORE. Not at all.

                                                                                                                EDMOND leaves the whorehouse.

SCENE  FIFTEEN
The Coffeehouse.
EDMOND seated in  the coffeehouse,  addresses the waitress,, GLENNA.
EDMOND:    I want a cup of coffee. No. A beer. Beer chaser. Irish whiskey.
GLENNA:    Irish whiskey. 

EDMOND:    Yes. A double. Huh. 

GLENNA:    You're in a peppy mood today.
EDMOND: You're goddamn right I am, and you want me to tell you why? Because I am alive. You know how much of our life we're alive, you and me? Nothing. Two minutes out of the year. You know, you know, we're sheltered. 
GLENNA:    Who is?
EDMOND: You and I. White people. All of us. All of us. We're doomed. The white race is doomed. And do you know why? ... Sit down. . . . 

GLENNA: I can't. I’m working.
EDMOND: And do you know why—you can do anything you want to do, you don't sit down because you're "working, " the reason you don't sit down is you don't want to sit down, because it's more comfortable to accept a law than question it and live your life. All of us. All of us. We've bred the life out of ourselves. And we live in a fog. We live in a dream. Our life is a schoolhouse, and we're dead.
(Pause.)
How old are you?
GLENNA:    Twenty-eight.
EDMOND:    I've lived in a fog for thirty-four years. Most of the life I have to live. It's gone. It's gone. I wasted it. Because I didn't know. And you know what the answer is? To live. (Pause.)
I want to go home with you tonight.
GLENNA:    Why?
EDMOND:    Why do you think? I want to fuck you. (Pause.) It's as simple as that. What's your name?
GLENNA:    Glenna. (Pause.) What's yours? 

EDMOND:    Edmond.











--David MAMET

THE STRANGENESS OF OTHERS/  ACTE II : SCENE SIX / NICK WARD/  
Katy and Carl. Katy is alone. She has been crying. Enter Carl.
Carl Hey, Katy?

Katy What?
Carl (speaking very fast, breathlessly) I met this bloke, today - I was just hanging around like and I met this bloke - now he's a photographer, but professional. You know . . . Anyway he says he wants an assistant - He said I got to ring him for an interview and he'd give me - well, he might - this job. Assistant photographer. He said he might, but I think he will, you know.
Katy What do you mean, you were hanging around?
Carl What do you mean? Don't you think it's bloody great?

Katy Where?
Carl It's bloody great.
Katy I'm pissed off, Carl. I hate it here.
Carl Are you listening to me?
Katy Are you listening to me?
Carl Katy.
Katy I fucking hate her.
Carl Did you hear what I said? It's what I want. What I've been looking for.
Katy I want to get the fuck out of it, Carl. I hate her.
Carl Listen. You're not bloody listening - Fm going to be a photographer's assistant. I showed him that shot I took of you at the station. When we got here. Remember? He liked it. (Pause) Katy. . . Katy? It's great. Katy Ring then. 

Carl What?
Katy You'd better ring then. Bloody ring him . . . Look I don't mean to be . . . It's great, love. I'm pleased for you. Really.
Carl I love you. You know that.  (He kisses her.)
Katy Yeah.
Carl Hey. You been crying? 

Katy No . . . Ring him. 

Carl You have been crying. 

Katy I fucking haven't. I should know.

Carl I love you. (He kisses her). Do you want to do it? 

Katy Ring him, will you? 

Carl Let's do it. Eh?
Katy Ring him, Carl. That's where your head is.

Carl (laughs) Right.

Carl leaves, followed by Katy.
THE STRANGENESS OF OTHERS ACT 3/SCENE SIX
Carl and Katy. Carl  is wearing new clothes.
Katy Carl.
Carl What?
Katy What's up?
Carl Nothing.
Katy There is.
Carl Nothing's up. Right. Nothing's up . . . What's up with you?
    Pause.
Katy We need money. 

Carl Earn it then.
Katy To pay the rent. (Pause.) Carl, are you listening to me. We need to pay the rent. Give me some money to pay the rent . . . She'll kick us out. She said she would.
Carl Great.
Katy What d'you mean?
    Pause.
Carl I’m leaving. I’m getting out of it. 

Katy What?
Carl I’m leaving you, I’m getting out. 

Katy What?
Carl I’m getting out of it. 

Katy What?
Carl Leaving you. Right? 

Katy No. 

Carl I’m going. 

Katy No. 

Carl Now.
He grabs a plastic bag, containing his old clothes. Katy tries to stop him. They struggle over the bag.
Katy No.
Carl Right now.
Katy What? What...? No. No ... What about the rent...? What d'you mean ..?
Carl I’m going. Pause.
Katy Carl - this isn't happening . . . No . . . What d'you mean . . . (Shouting) What the fuck is   happening? What the fuck . . .

 (Breaks down. Pause.)

          You love me. Who?
Carl I’ve got to go. Right?
Katy Fucking who?
Carl You won't understand.
Katy Who?
Carl (leaving) I’ll see you soon. Right?

 (Carl leaves.)
Katy Liar. . . This isn't happening. No. Fucking liar. (Pause.) Carl... ? Carl... ? Carl, don't go. No. You won't ever leave me will you? Carl? 

(Exit Katy.)
                                                                                                                                             --Nick WARD
AFTER MISS JULIE

Patrick Marber / after Strindberg

Christine    What?
He can't speak. He's decided to run awqy with Miss Julie.
What?
John    I’ve just got things . . . to do.
Christine    Fine. I’ll wait for you at the gate.
John    The gate.
Christine   At the end of the drive.
John    I know.
Christine exits. John paces, working  it out, excited.
After a while, Miss Julie enters dressed to travel. She carries  a suitcase, bag, hatbox and a birdcage covered with a cloth. John. helps her.
Julie
I saw Christine going out.
John
She's off to church.
He gazes at her.
Julie
Does she suspect?
John
No, nothing. You look . . . so beautiful.
Julie
Do I?
John
Yes.
She opens her case and takes out a child's white dress with a pink  ribbon.
Julie    Look. My dress. It was in the nursery.

 She holds it against herself. He caresses her.
Julie    Come with me. There was a fortune in Daddy's desk. Come with me, wherever you want, don't leave me alone.
John    Show me.

 Julie    It's in my bag.
He takes out a huge wad of  notes. Stares at them in amazement.

 John    It would take me five years to earn this.
Pause.
Fine. Let's go. But now!

 Julie    I’m ready!
He puts on his jacket, she helps him.
John    We have to go now!
Julie    I’m ready! You haven't got any shoes on!
John    I’ll get some.
She gestures to her father's shoes. 

Julie    Wear those.

He hesitates. She insists now.
Put them on...
He hesitates.
Put them on, John.
He thinks then puts them on, she watches him intently.
John    And no luggage, it's a giveaway.
Julie    Yes, only what we can take in the compartment.
He notices the birdcage.

John    What's that?

She removes the cloth.

Julie    It's Serena, she's mine. I can't leave her here.
John    Don't be ridiculous, we can't take that!
Julie    Don't be cruel, let me take her!
John    Put it down. Put the cage down! Put - the cage -down!
Julie    DON'T ORDER ME!
John    Shh! Your father might be back any minute -Christine - anyone. Give me the cage.
Julie    I'm not leaving her here. Let's set her free.
John    It's a house bird, it wouldn't survive a day out there.
Julie    Then kill her.
Pause.
Are you  scared?
John    No.
She takes the bird out of  the cage.
Julie    Please don't let her suffer.
She stares at the bird.
Must you die and leave your mistress behind?
She gives John the bird. He takes it over to the chopping block.
John    Please, no scenes. It's a dumb animal. I'm going to kill it and then we'll go ... understand ... I suggest you look away .. . UNDERSTAND.
She nods. He looks around  for the hatchet. She hands him the bread knife.
He looks away. She stares, transfixed.
Julie (quietly)    Don't. . .
He cuts the bird's head off.
He wipes the blade on a rag.
There's blood between us.
John    Let's go.
Julie    Go? With you? Now?
She picks up the decapitated bird and smears blood   from it onto his face.
Who's scared of blood? Who's scared of blood? Tell me, who's scared of blood?
She hisses him aggressively then thrusts her hand into his trousers.
How much would this bleed? Would it bleed like me . . . like last night...? I could use your skull to drink from . . . open you up like a carcass and climb inside you . . . thrash about in your weak, wet chest. . . roast your heart with my breath and eat it whole. You think I’m weak? Because I wanted you inside me? It's just biology — just chemicals — you think I want to run away with you and carry your brats in my body . . . feed your spawn with my blood . . . you've got another thing coming Mister . . . come on! You think I want your child? You think I want to take your name? Look at me . . . what is your name? Your surname? I've never heard it. . . maybe you haven't got one? I'd be Mrs Scum, Mrs Barrow Boy . .. mmm? Is that what you want? A nice little wife? A nice girl like me? You dog who wears my crest upon your buttons. That's what you are! Buttons. You think I'd share you with my cook? Come on . . . aren't you having fun ?
She removes her hand and sits at the table.
Daddy will be home soon, he finds his desk open, second drawer down, his money gone. He rings on the bell - twice for his lackey - that's you - and then he sends for the police. And I say it was HIM officer. (cockney) 'He's the one what did it'. And I tell them everything. And then Daddy bas a heart attack and drops down dead. End of the line. The train will terminate at this station. The bloodline clots. No heirs. No more of us. Dead. But what of the lackey? Oh, that'll be the pauper's line, third stop after the gutter, it ends in jail.
Enter Christine. She stands in the doorway.

 Julie. And here's the mother. 'Got a fag, ducks?'
Christine surveys the scene: the suitcase, the dead bird, the cash, the dress, the blood on John’s face..
She produces a cut-throat razor from  her bag.
Christine (measured)    I remembered at the gate; your razor's broke. You couldn't shave. You can now. I borrowed this from the gatekeeper.
Julie    His dog screwed my dog.
Christine hands  John the razor.
Christine    Go and shave. We're late for church.
John exits.
Julie    Christine, you're my friend, we've always had our little chats, haven't we? Listen —
Christine    Where were you going?
Julie  New York. Not my idea, but if you listen ... oh you're angry . . . listen: me and John . . . we're in love with each other -
Christine    I don't want to know.
Julie    You see we simply can't stay here and —
Christine    He's not going anywhere.
Julie (snaps)    Please try to be calm, Christine!
Beat.
It's a very nice name, Christine. So we can't stay here for various reasons too complicated to go into but I’ve had this brilliant idea which is that all three of us go to New York together and we open a nightclub . . . I've got some money, you see . . . you mustn't tell anyone I stole it. . . and me and John would run it and you could be in charge of the kitchen. Wouldn't that be nice? Do say yes because if you say yes then everything 'll be nice and not dreadful. Oh, can I have one?
Christine gives Miss Julie a cigarette and a light.
Julie    Thank you. You'd love New York . . . The Metropolitan . . . that's a museum and The Empire State Building which is so high that when you're at the top the people on the street look like insects. . . you're not allowed to drop a coin on them because it kills them . . . and in the winter the children skate on the lake in Central Park, when I was there with my father I skated . . . he made me . ..

She pauses, remembering something.

And I’m sure the nightclub will be a terrific success and there'11 be dancing and we'll drink whenever we want because we'll own all the drink . . . and with your looks, I'm not flattering or patronizing you, you'll meet a nice husband, a rich American, you'll see ... the Americans are charmed by us .. . they die for the accent. . . and we'll live on the ,Upper . . . East Side ... or West Side .. . East or West. .. it doesn't matter really ... or we can always come home again . .. back here ... or somewhere else ... don't you think ?
Christine    You believe all this?

 Julie    No.
John  appears, the razor in his hand.
Christine    So you were going to run away. You're as mad as she is.
He hands her the razor.
John    Show some respect, she's still your mistress.
Christine    What this?!
She points at Miss Julie.
This puddle! This is what comes of moral weakness.

 She puts the razor down.
John    And you're superior? She slept with me, so did you, where's the difference?
Christine    Listen to him, cock of the walk! I’ve never sunk as low as her. Or you. I'm not a thief.
John   You stupid bitch! The whole war you traded on the black market, what's that, good honest toil?
Christine    I'm going to church.
John    That's right, you cling to your superstition.
Christine    Our saviour suffered and died on the cross for all our sins and if we approach him in faith and with a penitent heart, he will take ail our sins upon him.
John    Including backhanders to the butcher?
Christine  picks up the wad of notes and  puts  them in her bag. Then she takes the car key from  the cupboard.
Christine    And I’ll take these in case anyone was thinking of leaving before his Lordship gets home.
She exits. Silence.

WOYZECK/(BUCHNER)                                                               

SCENE 4
MARIE is sitting with the CHILD on her knee.

She holds a bit of mirror and is looking into it

As SHE puts on a pair of earrings.

MARIE. The way the stones sparkle, I wonder what they are? What was it he said? _Go to sleep, dear. Eyes shut. Tight! (The CHILD covers his eyes). Tighter! That’s right. Stay that way, or the sandman will come after you! (SHE sings four lines beginning, “Mädel, machs Ladel zu”).
Lock up, my girl, so lock up, do

(Yodelling)

Or the gypsy man will come for you

(Yodelling)

And he will take you by the hand

(Yodelling)
And carry you off to the Gypsy Land!

(Yodelling)

(Again, looking in the mirror) Real gold! (Pause) It’s just a small corner of the world they keep for us, a small bit of mirror, but don’t I have as red a mouth as any grand lady with a mirror six foot high and a gorgeous gentlemen to kiss her hand? The poor, that’s us. (The CHILD sits up).Sh! Eyes shut! Look, the Sandman! (SHE uses the mirror to make flashes on the wall.) Runnin’ across the wall! If your eyes are open he’ll throw sand at you and blind you!

       (Enter WOYZECK. SHE jumps up and covers her ears with her hands).   

WOYZECK. What’s that you got?

MARIE. Nothin’.

WOYZECK. I see somethin’. Through your fingers. It shines. 

MARIE. Oh, that. I found an earring.

WOYZECK. I never found nothin’ like that. Two. At one time. (Pause)
MARIE. So I’m a.... whore?

WOYZECK. It’s okay. _ Marie, how that kid can sleep ! Lift him by the arms, he’s rubbin’ against the chair. Bright drops of sweat on his forehead. Nothin’ but work, work, work under the sun. We sweat even in our sleep -us, the poor. Here’s some more money, Marie: my pay and somethin’ from the captain.

MARIE. God reward you, Franz.

WOYZECK. Gotta go. See you tonight, Marie. Bye. (He leaves).

 MARIE. I am a whore, I could stab myself to death. This world, this world! We’re all goin’ to hell, man, woman, and child.
SCENE 6 

MARIE. DRUM MAJOR.

DRUM MAJOR. Marie!

 MARIE. (Looking at him with a fixed expression). Now walk up and down a bit, okay? – Chest of a bull. Beard of a lion. Never saw the likes of this before. - Oh, I am the proudest woman in the world!

DRUM MAJOR. And when I have my plumed helmet on and my white gloves, God in Heaven! Like the prince always says, “Hell, what a guy!”

MARIE. (Mockingly) Are you kiddin’? (Going right up to him). A man!

DRUM MAJOR. As for you: a real wench. Christ, you an’ me could breed a race of drum majors! Huh? (He embraces her).

MARIE. (Switching moods). Hands off!

DRUM MAJOR. A wild cat, eh?

MARIE. (Violently). Touch me if you dare!

DRUM MAJOR. I see the Devil in those eyes of yours.

MARIE. (After a pause) Who gives a  hoot ? I wish I could kill myself. What a life ! When it’s all said and done, men or women, let them all go to hell!  It’s all one
 (…)

SCENE 7
WOYZECK. (Staring at her and shaking his head). Hm. Can’t see a thing, can’t see a thing. You should be able to see it like you could grab it with both hands.

MARIE. (Intimidated). What’s the matter with you, Franz? _You must be out of your mind!

WOYZECK. A sin so thick, so wide -- enough stink to smoke the little angels out of Heaven. You got a red mouth, Marie. Is there a blister on it? Look, Marie, you are as lovely as sin, can mortal sin be so lovely?

MARIE. Franz, your fever’s gettin’ to you.

WOYZECK. Hell! -- Did he stand there like this? Like this?

MARIE. As the day is long, as the world is old, many people can stand on one spot, one after the other.

WOYZECK. I saw him !
MARIE. A guy might see a lot if he got two eyes and ain’t blind and the sun is shinin’.

WOYZECK. With my own eyes.

MARIE. (Getting fresh with him). So what?

WOYZECK. Whore!

MARIE. 
Don’t you dare to touch me, Franz. I’d rather have a knife in my body than your hand on me. Even my father didn’t dare touch me when I stared him in the eye, not since I was ten years old.

WOYZECK. Woman! No, there should be something about you. Everyone is an abyss. You get dizzy looking down into it. Could it be true? She walks like innocence. No, Innocence, you have a mark on you. Do I know? Do I know? Who knows ?

He goes.
SCENE 16

MARIE, KARL, THE IDIOT BOY, CHILD.

MARIE. (Bible in hand, reading.) “Jesus Christ... who did no sin, neither was guilt found in his mouth...” Lord, God, Lord God, do not look at me. (Turning to another page). “And the Scribes and Pharisees brought unto him a woman taken in adultery and when they had set her in the midst...” (She turns the Page and skips a few verses). “Jesus said unto her, ‘Neither do I condemn thee: go and sin no more.’” (Clasping hands together). Lord God! Lord God! I cannot! Give me just enough strength to pray! (Her CHILD snuggles up to her). How my child cuts into me! – All that in broad daylight!

KARL. (The idiot boy is telling himself fairy tales on his fingers). This one has the gold crown, he’s the King.- The Queen won’t guess I’m Rumpelstiltskin so I get her son. – For what saith Blutwurst? “Livewurst, come hither!” (He takes the child and is silent.)
MARIE. My Franz didn’t come home. Yesterday. Or today- It’s gettin’ so hot (She opens the window. Opening the Bible at another page). “And stood at his feet behind him weeping, and began to wash his feet with tears, and did wipe them with the hairs of her head, and kissed his feet and anointed them with ointment....” (Beating her breast). Everything- dead! Saviour, Saviour! I want to anoint your feet! 

SCENE 21

The woods. WOYZECK and MARIE come through them slowly.
MARIE:  The town’s that way. It’s dark.

WOYZECK. Stay a bit. Here, sit down.

MARIE. I’ve got to get back.

WOYZECK. You won’t get sore feet from walking. I’ll save you that.

MARIE. What’re you on about?

WOYZECK. D’you know how long it’s been, Marie?

MARIE. Two years this Whitsun.

WOYZECK. D’you know how long it’s going to be?

MARIE. I’ve got to go, there’s supper to get.

WOYZECK. Are you cold, Marie? AND yet you’re warm! – And you’ve hot lips, hot breath. Hot, hot whore’s breath! I’d give heav’n to kiss them again, though.When we’re really cold, then we don’t feel the weather any more. You won’t feel the damp in the morning.

MARIE. What’s that you say?

WOYZECK. Nothing.






A Silence.

MARIE. The moon’s up. ’All red.

WOYZECK. Like blood on iron.

MARIE. What d’you mean? – Franz, you’re so pale.

                         He draws the knife.

No Franz!

Merciful God. Help! Help!

                   He stabs at her.

WOYZECK. There! There! There!

Why don’t you die? – Die, die!

      Ha, still moving? Even now; even now?

                                                           He holds the head back and cuts her throat.

  Still moving?

                                                           Lets the body fall.

Now are you dead? Now? 

Dead, Dead, Dead. 

He moves away backwards from the body, then turns and runs
t ranslation Gregory MOTTON
GOODFELLAS / Martin Scorcese
INT. HENRY AND KAREN’S HOUSE. EVENING
HENRY and KAREN are having a row.

KAREN: You haven’t been home in two weeks, Henry. You’re not going out tonight! (She throws his       car  keys out of the window.)

HENRY : Hey! Say, hey. Karen, will you grow up? I’m still gonna go out!

KAREN :  Not without your car keys, you’re not!

HENRY : Are you nuts? Is that it? Are you fucking nuts? What’s your problem?

KAREN :  Yes, I’m nuts! Something’s going on!

HENRY :  Stop with that, already.

KAREN :  No.

HENRY  : Enough! Stop with that! 

KAREN  :  No! I’m telling you, I look in your face and I know that you’re lying! (HENRY throws a      lamp at KAREN. She screams.)  
         Get out!

HENRY  : Shut up.

KAREN :  Get out! Get out of my life!

HENRY  : You’re fucked up in the head, Karen. This is all in your mind.

KAREN :   You’re a lousy bastard!

HENRY :   You got a problem.

KAREN  :   Go ahead. Go to your ready-made whores! That’s all you’re good for! Get out of my life!I

            Can’t stand you!

             (HENRY storms out.)
COWBOY MOUTH

Sam Shepard

(cavale sings something like  "Put the Blame on Mame" in stripper style and picks up the Sears   catalogue. )

cavale: Hey, Slim, I wanna electric dishwasher.
slim: We don't have any dishes.
cavale: But I want one. I don't have any housewife shit. I want some stuff ladies have.
slim: You don't want that shit, you're not the type. Look, tomorrow I’ll take you into town and buy you a nice calico shirt. Just like your pal Nerval. How's that, my little rabbit?
cavale: Fuck Nerval. I wanna dishwasher. I wanna stovepipe and a scrambled-egg maker. Here, Slim, we can get it all in the catalogue. All the stuff you always miss when you get like Mr. Yesterday. Then you'd be gladder, Slim. We could even get Raymond a little cradle. And a rattle. And booties. And a black baby lamb with a bell in its tail.
slim: I don't need no black baby lamb with a bell in its tail and I ain't gettin' no cradle for no dead crow. I have a baby! My own baby! With its own cradle! You've stolen me away from my baby's cradle! You've put a curse on me! I have a wife and a life of my own! Why don't you let me go! I ain't no rock-and-roll star. That's your fantasy. You've kept me cooped up here for how long has it been now? l've lost track of the time. A long time. A long fucking time. And l'm still not a star! How do you account for that?
cavale: I don't know. I never promised nothin'.
slim: But you led me on. You tempted me into sin.
cavale: Oh, fuck off.
slim: Well, it's true. What am I doing here? I don't know who I am anymore. My wife's left me. She's gone to Brooklyn with the kid and left me. And here I am stuck with you.
cavale: You can go if you want.
slim: I don't want! I do want! I don't want! I want you!
cavale: Then stay.
slim: I want her too.
cavale: Then go.
slim: Good-bye!
Slim gets up and stomps over to the drums. He starts bashing them violently. cavale goes through a million changes. Plays dead. Rebels. Puis on a bunch offeathers and shit to look alluring. Rebels. Motions like she's gonna bash the amps with a hammer. Hides in a corner.
Then, shaping up, she grabs her .45. slim is still slamming. She yells over the drums. )
cavale: Look, you jive motherfucker, l'm still packing this pistol.
I'm still the criminal. Fil fill you with—I’ll—Hey, listen to me.I'm threatening your life. You're supposed to be scared. Look, baby, kidnapping is a federal affense. It means l'm a desperate . . . 
slim: (stillslamming the drums) It's "offense," not "affense." 
cavale: What? Hey, what do ya' mean? 
slim: (stops drumming and sorta slumps over) I mean your grammar stinks. I mean you talk funny. I mean— 
cavale: Shit. Goddammit. How could you? How can you bust up my being a hard bitch with that shit? What a lousy thing. You know l'm sensitive about my talking. Shit. Just when I was really getting mean and violent. Murderous. Just like François Villon. You fuck it up. You wreck everything. 
slim: Cavale? 
cavale: Yeah?
slim: How corne we're so unhappy? 
cavale: Must be the time of year. 
SLIM: Yeah. It's that time of year, ail right. That must be it. Maybe we could change it. cavale: What? slim: The time of year. Let's change the time of year to India summer. That's my favorite time of year. What's your favorite time of year? 
cavale: Fall.
slim: Okay, we'll change the time of year to fall. Okay? 
cavale: Okay.
SLIM: Okay, now it's fall. Are you happy? 
cavale: Yeah.
slim: Good. Now tell me a story. 
cavale:  Stop asking me that.  I can't tell no stories unless l'm inspired. Who wants to listen to something uninspired? slim: Okay, then tell me what it means to be a rock-and-roll star. Tell me that. l'm supposed to be a rock-and-roll star. You're going to make me into a rock-and-roll star, right? 
cavale: Right.
slim: So tell me what it means, so l'il have something to go by. 

cavale: Well, it's hard, Slim. l'il try to tell you but you gotta stay quiet. You gotta let me fish around for the right way to tell ya'. I always felt the rhythm of what it means but I never translated it to words. Here, hold Raymond. Come on. It's like, well, the highest form of anything is sainthood. A marvelous thief like Villon or Genêt . . . they were saints 'cause they raised thievery to its highest state of grace. Ole George Carter, black and beat to shit on some dock singing "Rising River Blues" . . . he was one. He sang like an oie broke-down music box. Some say Jesse James was one . . . and me ... I dream of being one. But I can't. I mean I can't be the saint people dream of now. People want a street angel. They want a saint but with a cowboy mouth. Somebody to get off on when they can't get off on themselves. I think that's what Mick Jagger is trying to do . . . what Bob Dylan seemed to be for a while. A sort of god in our image . . . ya' know? Mick Jagger came close but he got too conscious. For a while he gave me hope . . . but he misses. He's not whole. Hey Slim . . . am I losing ya'? I mean, just tell me if l'm getting draggy. It's just hard and it's real important.
slim: No, baby, it's beautiful.
cavale: Well, I want it to be perfect, 'cause it's the only religion I got. It's like . . . well, in the old days people had Jesus and those guys to embrace . . . they created a god with all their belief energies . . . and when they didn't dig themselves they could lose themselves in the Lord. But it's too hard now. We're earthy people, and the old saints just don't make it, and the old God is just too far away. He don't represent our pain no more. His words don't shake through us no more. Any great motherfucker rock-'n'-roll song can raise me higher than all of Revelations. We created rock-'n'-roll from our own image, it's our child ... a child that's gotta burst in the mouth of a savior. . . . Mick Jagger would love to be that savior but it ain't him. It's like . . . the rock-'n'-roll star in his highest state of grace will be the new savior . . . rocking to Bethlehem to be born. Ya' know what I mean, Slim?
slim: Well, fuck it, man. I ain't no savior.
cavale: But you've got it. You've got the magie. You could do it. You could be it.
slim: How?
cavale: You gotta collect it. You gotta reach out and grab ail the little broken, busted-up pieces of people's frustration. That stuff in them that's lookin' for a way out or a way in. You know what I mean? The stuff in them that makes them wanna' see God's face. And then you gotta take all that into yourself and pour it back out. Give it back to them bigger than life. You gotta be unselfish, Slim. Like God was selfish, He kept Himself hid. He wasn't a performer. You're a performer, man. You gotta be like a rock-and-roll Jesus with a cowboy mouth. 
slim: You fucking cunt!
(He jumps up and starts tearing the place apart, throwing things against the walls and screaming his head off. )
slim: You stupid fucking cunt! Two years ago or one year ago! If it was then! If this was happening to me then, I could've done it! I could've done it! But not now! Not fucking now! I got another life! I can't do it now! It's too late! You can't bring somebody's dream up to the surface like that! It ain't fair! It ain't fucking fair! I know I could do it, but you're not supposed to tempt me! You're twisting me up! You're tearing me inside out! Get out of my house! Get the fuck out of my house!
cavale: This ain't your house. This is my house.
slim: It's nobody's house. Nobody's house.
(He collapses, exhausted from his violence. cavale goes to him as if to soothe him, then realizes it's her dream being busted and not his. She starts yelling at him while he  just lies there wiped out. )
cavale:  You're fucking right—nobody's house. A little nobody with a big fucking dream. Her only dream. My only dream. I spread my dreams at your feet, everything I believe in, and you tread all over them with your simpy horseshit. Fuck you. Fuck you. Poor, poor baby. I take your world and shake it. Well, you took my fantasy and shit on it. I was doing the streets looking for a man with nothing so I could give him everything. Everything it takes to make the world reel like a drunkard. But you have less than nothing, baby, you have part of a thing. And it's settled. And if it's settled I can't do nothing to alter it. I can't do shit. I can't give you nothing. I can't. I can't. You won't let me.
slim: Come here.
(He pulls her to him. They hug each other. A pause. They lie on the bed. )
slim: Listen to the traffic. It sounds like a river. I love rivers. I love the way they just go wherever they want. If they get too full they just overflow and flow wherever they want. They make up their own paths. New Paths. I tried to make a dam once in a river. It was just a little river. I put a whole bunch a' rocks and sticks and shit in that river. I even put a tree in that river, but I couldn't get it to stop. I kept coming back day after day putting more and more rocks and mud and sticks in to try to stop it. Then one day I stopped it. I dammed it up. Just a little trickle coming out and a big pool started to form. I was really proud. l'd stopped a river. So I went back home and got in bed and thought about what a neat thing l'd done. Then it started to rain. It rained really hard. All night long it rained. The next morning I ran down to the river, and my dam was all busted to shit. That river was raging like a brush fire. Just gushing all over the place. Gushing up over the sides and raging right into the woods. I never built another dam again.
cavale: You're so neat. You're such a neat guy. I wish I woulda' known you when I was little. Not real little. But at the age when you start finding out stuff. When I was cracking rocks apart and looking at their sparkles inside. When I first put my finger inside me and felt wonderment. I would've took you to this real neat hideout I had where I made a waterfall with tires and shit, and my own hut. We could've taken all our clothes off, and l'd look at your dinger, and you could show me how far you could piss. I bet you would've protected me. People were always giving me shit. Ya' know what? Once I was in a play. I was real glad I was in a play 'cause I thought they were just for pretty people, and I had my dumb eyepatch and those metal plate shoes to correct my duck foot. It was The Ugly Duckling, and I really dug that 'cause of the happy ending and shit. And I got to be the ugly duckling and I had to wear some old tattered black cloth and get shit flung at me, but I didn't mind 'cause at the end l'd be that pretty swan and all. But you know what they did, Slim? At the end of the play I had to kneel on the stage and cover my head with a black shawl and this real pretty blonde-haired girl dressed in a white ballet dress rose up behind me as the swan. It was really shitty, man. I never got to be the fucking swan. I pàid all the dues and up rose ballerina Cathy like the North Star. And afterwards all the parents could talk about was how pretty she looked. Boy, I ran to my hideout and cried and cried. The lousy fucks. I wish you were around then. I bet you would've pro​tected me.
SLIM: Poor baby. (pause) Well, what're we gonna' do now? 
cavale: We could howl at the moon. 
slim: Okay. Ready?
(They both let out howls, then laugh and fail on the floor. They play the coyote and the crow game on their hands and knees. slim  talks in an old cracked, lecherons voice.)
slim: Now, the coyote is mean. He's lean and low-down. He don't fool around with no scraggly crows. When he sees hisself somethin' he likes, he chomps it down.
(He growls and goes after cavale. She scurries away. )
cavale: Little crow didn't do nothin'. Jes' out here peckin' in the desert. Checkin' out the sand for little corn grains. Jes' a little somepin' to nibble. 
slim: Coyote gettin' hungry 'bout now. He ain't seen a chicken for he don't know how long. Crow look pretty good at this point. He don't care if it be fat and saucy. Just a little somepin' ta tear the wings off of. 
cavale: Without no wings little crow bait have a hard time singin'. Starts to run ail crazy through the night. slim: Coyote he howl and chomp down on that crow now. Tear into that crow now!
(He jumps on cavale  and tears into her. They roll around on the floor for a while, then stop.)
slim: Now coyote full. He ate up his tidbit, Now he roll on his back and make a big belch and fart and scratch his back against some cactus bush. cavale: Little crow feel pretty good inside coyote belly. Not bad she says for a day on the range. Not bad at ail. Though she may never see daylight again. Not bad at all.
(A pause. )
slim: Now what'll we do?
cavale: I don't know.
slim: We could call back the lobster man just for laughs.
cavale: Okay. Let me do it, okay?
slim: Sure.
cavale: Goody. (she runs to the telephone and picks it up) Hello. Is this the lobster man? It is? Could you corne back over here again? We need some cheering up. You would? Oh great! Thanks a lot. Bye. (she hangs up) He's coming right over. 
slim: Good.
cavale: Let's play a trick on him when he comes, okay?
 slim: Like what? cavale: I don't know. 
slim: What could we do?
                                                                                                  (…)

FOOL FOR LOVE

Sam Shepard
                                      CHARACTERS
THE OLD MAN sits in the rocker facing up right so he's just slightîy profile to the audience. A bottle of whiskey sits on the floor beside him. He picks up bottle and pours whiskey into a styrofoam cup and drinks. He has a scraggly red beard, wears an old stained "open-road" Stetson hat (the kind with the short brim), a sun-bleached, dark quilted jacket with the stuffing com-ing oui at the elbows, black and white checkered stocks that are too short in the legs, beat up, dark Western boots, an old vest and a pale green shirt, He exists only in the minds of MAY and EDDIE, even though they might talk to him directly and ac-knowledge his physical presence. THE OLD MAN treats them as though they all existed in the same time and place. MAY sits on edge ofbed facing audience, feet on floor, legs apart, elbows on knees, hands hanging limp and crossed between her knees, head hanging forward, face staring at floor. She is abso-lutely still and maintains this attitude until she speaks. She wears a blue denimfull skirt, baggy white t-shirt and bare feet with a silver ankle bracelet. She's in her early thirties. EDDIE sits in the upstage chair by the table, facing MAY. He wears muddy, broken down cowboy boots with silver gaffer's tape wrapped around them at the toe and instep, well-worn, faded, dirty jeans that smell like horse sweat. Brown western shirt with snaps. A pair ofspurs danglesfrom his belt. When he walks, he limps slightîy and gives the impression he's rarely offa horse. There's a peculiar broken-down quality about his body in general, as though he's aged long before his time. He's in his late thirties.
On the floor, between his feet, is a leather bucking strap like bronc rider s use. He wears a bucking glove on his right hand and works resin into the glove from a small white bag. He stores at MAY as he does this and ignores THE OLD MAN. As the song nears the end of its fade, he leans over, sticks his gloved hand into the handle ofthe bucking strap and twists it so that it makes a weird stretching sound from the friction of the resin and leather. The song ends, lights upfull. He pulls his hand out and removes gloves.
EDDIE:  (seated, tossing glove on the table.) (short pause) May, look. May? l'm not goin' anywhere. See? I'm right here. l'm not gone. Look (She won't.) I don't know why you won't just look at me. You know it's me. Who else do you think it is. (Pause) You want some water or somethin'? Huh? (He gets up slowly, goes cau-tiously to her, strokes her head softly, she stays still.) May? Come on. You can't just sit around here like this. How long you been sittin' here anyway? You want me to go outside and get you something? Some potato chips or something? (She suddenly grabs his closest leg with both arms and holds tight burying her head between his knees.) I’m not gonna' leave. Don't worry. I'm not gonna' leave. I'm stayin' right here. I already told ya' that. (She squeezes tighter to his leg, hejust stands there, strokes her head softly.) May? Let go, okay? Honey? I’ll put you back in bed. Okay? (She grabs his other leg and holds on tight to both.) Come on. I’ll put you in bed and make you some hot tea or somethin'. You want some tea? (She shakes her head violently, keeps hold​ing on.) With lemon? Some Ovaltine? May, you gotta' let go of me now, okay? (Pause, then she pushes him away and returns to her original position.) Now just lay back and try to relax. (He starts to try to push her back gently on the bed as he pulls back the blankets. She erupts furiously, leaping off bed and lashing out at him with herfists. He bocks off. She returns to bed and stores at him wild-eyed and angry, faces him squarely.)
EDDIE: (after pause) You want me to go? (She shakes her head.)
MAY: No!
EDDIE: Well, what do you want then?
MAY: You smell.
EDDIE: I smell.
MAY: You do.
EDDIE: I been drivin' for days.
MAY: Your fingers smell.
EDDIE: Horses.
MAY: Pussy,
EDDIE: Come on, May.
MAY: They smell Hke metal.
EDDIE: Fm not gonna' start this shit.
MAY: Rich pussy. Very clean.
EDDIE: Yeah, sure.
MAY: You know it's true.
EDDIE: I came to see if you were ail right.
MAY: I don't need you!
EDDIE: Okay. (turns to go, collecta his glove and bucking strap) Fine.
MAY: Don't go! 
EDDIE: I’m gain'.
(He exits stage left door, slamming it behind him; the door booms.)
MAY: (agonized scream) Don't go!
(She grabs pillow, clutching it to her chest then throws herself face down on bed, moaning and movingfrom one end ofbed to the other on herelbows and knees. EDDIE is heard returning to stage left door outside. She leaps offbed clutching pillow, stands upstage right ofbed, facing stage left door, EDDIE enfers stage left door, banging it behind him. He's left the glove and bucking strap off stage. They stand there facing each other for a second. He makes a move toward her. MAY retreats to extreme upstage right comer ofroom clutching pillow to her chest. EDDIE stays against left wall, facing her,
EDDIE: What am I gonna' do? Huh? What am I supposed to do?
MAY: You know.
EDDIE: What.
MAY: You're gonna' erase me.
EDDIE: What're you talkin' about?
MAY: You're either gonna' erase me or have me erased.
EDDIE: Why would I want that? Are you kidding?
MAY: Because I’m in the way.
EDDIE: Don't be stupid.
MAY: I’m smarter than you are and you know it. I can smell your thoughts before you even think 'em.
(EDDIE moves along wall to upstage left comer. MAY holds her ground in opposite comer.)
EDDIE: May, I’m tryin' to take care of you. All right? MAY: No, you're not. You're just guilty. Gutless and guilty. 
EDDIE: Great.
(He moves down left to table, sticking close to wall.) (Pause) 
MAY: (quietly, staying in comer) I’m gonna' kill her ya' know. 
EDDIE: Who? 
MAY: Who. 
EDDIE: Don't talk like that.
(MAY slowly begins to move down stage right as EDDIE simulta-neously moves up left. Both of them press the walls as they move)
MAY: I am. I’m gonna' kill her and then I’m gonna' kill you. System-atically. With sharp knives. Two separate knives. One for her and one for you. (She slams wall with her elbow. Wall resonates.) So the blood doesn't mix. Fm gonna' torture her first though. Not you. Fm just gonna' let you have it. Probably in the midst of a kiss. Right when you think everything's been healed up. Right in the moment when you're sure you've got me buffaloed. That's when you'll die.
(She arrives extreme down right at the very limits of the set. EDDIE in the extreme up left comer. Pause)
EDDIE: You know how many miles I went outa' my way just to come here and see you? You got any idea?
MAY: Nobody asked you to come. 
EDDIE: Two thousand, four hundred and eighty.
 MAY: Yeah? Where were you, Katmandu or something? 
EDDIE: Two thousand, four hundred and eighty miles. 
MAY: So what!
(He drops his head, stores atfloor. Pause, She stores at him. He begins to move slowly down left, sticking close to wall as he speaks.)
EDDIE: I missed you. I did. I missed you more than anything I ever rnissed in my whole life. I kept thinkin' about you the whole time I was driving. Kept seeing you. Sometimes just a part of you.
MAY: Which part? 
EDDIE: Your neck. 
MAY: My neck? 
EDDIE: Yeah. 
MAY: You missed my neck?
EDDIE: I missed all of you but your neck kept coming up for some reason. I kept crying about your neck.
MAY: Crying?
EDDIE: (He stops by stage left door. She stays down right.) Yeah. Weeping. Like a little baby. Uncontrollable. It would just start up and stop and then start up all over again. For miles. I couldn't stop it. Cars would pass me on the road. People would stare at me. My face was all twisted up. I couldn't stop my face.
MAY: Was this before or after your little fling with the Countess?
EDDIE: (He bangs his head into wall. Wall booms.) There wasn't any fling with any Countess!
MAY: You're a liar.
EDDIE: I took her out to dinner once, okay?
MAY: Ha!
(She moves upstage right watt.)
 EDDIE: Twice.
MAY: You were bumping her on a regular basis! Don't gimme that shit.
EDDIE: You can believe whatever you want.
MAY: (she stops by bathroom door, opposite Eddie) I’ll believe the truth! It's less confusing.
(Pause) 
EDDIE: I'm takin' you back, May.
(She fosses pillow on bed and moves to upstage right comer.)
 MAY: I'm not going back to that idiot traûer if that's what you think. 
EDDIE: I'm movin' it. I got a piece of ground up in Wyoming.
MAY: Wyoming? Are you crazy? I'm not moving to Wyoming. What's up there? Marlboro Men?
EDDIE: You can't stay here.
MAY: Why not? I got a job. I'm a regular citizen here now.
EDDIE: You got a job?
MAY: (she moves back down to head ofbed) Yeah. What'd you think, I was helpless?
EDDIE: No. I mean—it's been a long time since you had a job.
MAY: I'm a cook.
EDDIE: A cook? You can't even flip an egg, can you?
MAY: I'm not talion' to you anymore!
(She turns away from him, runs into bathroom, slams door be​hind her. EDDIE goes after her, tries door but she's locked it.)
EDDIE: (at bathroom door) May, I got everything worked out. I been thinkin' about this for weeks. I'm gonna' move the trailer. Build a little pipe corral to keep the horses. Have a big vegetable garden. Some chickens maybe.
MAY'S VOICE: (unseen, behind bathroom door) I hate chickens! I hate horses! I hate ail that shit! You know that. You got me con-fused with somebody else. You keep comin' up here with this lame country dream life with chickens and vegetables and I can't stand any of it. It makes me puke to even think about it.
EDDIE: (EDDIE has crossed stage left during this, stops at table.) You'll get used to it.
MAY: (enters from bathroom) You're unbelievable!
(She slams bathroom door, crosses upstage to window.) 
EDDIE: I'm not lettin' go of you this time, May.
(He sits in chair upstage of table.)
MAY: You never had a hold of me to begin with. (pause) How many times have you done this to me?
EDDIE: What.
MAY: Suckered me into some dumb little fantasy and then dropped me like a hot rock. How many times has that happened?
EDDIE: It's no fantasy.
MAY: It's all a fantasy.
EDDIE: And I never dropped you either.
MAY: No, you just disappearedl
EDDIE: I'm here now aren't I?
MAY: Well, praise Jesus God!
EDDIE: I'm gonna take care of you, May. I am. I'm gonna' stick with you no matter what. I promise.
MAY: Cet outa' here.
(Pause)
EDDIE: What'd you have to go and run off for anyway. 
MAY: Run off? Me?
EDDIE: Yeah. Why couldn't you just stay put. You knew I was comin' back to get you.
MAY: (crossing down to head of bed) What do you think it's like sittin' in a tin trafler for weeks on end with the wind ripping through it? Waitin' around for the Butane to arrive. Hiking down to the laundromat in the rain. Do you think that's thrilling or somethin'?
EDDIE: (still sitting) I bought you ail those magazines. 
MAY: What magazines?
EDDIE: I bought you a whole stack of those fashion magazines be-fore I left. I thought you liked those. Those French kind.
MAY: Yeah, I especially liked the one with the Countess on the cover. That was real cute.
(Pause) 
EDDIE: All right.
(He stands)
 MAY: All right, what.
(He turns to go out stage left door.)
MAY: Where are you going?
EDDIE: Just to get my stuff outa' the truck. Fil be right back. 
MAY: What're you movin" in now or something? 
EDDIE: Well, I thought l'd spend the night if that's okay. 
MAY: Are you kidding?
EDDIE: (opens door) Then l'll just leave, I guess. 
MAY: (she stands) Wait.
(He closes door. They stand therefacing each otherfor a while. She crosses slowly to him. She stops. He takes afew steps toward her. Stops. They both move doser. Stop. Pause as they look ateach other. They embrace. Long, tender kiss. They are very sqft with each other. She pulls away from him slightly. Smiles. She looks him straight in the eyes, then suddenly knees him in the groin with tremendous force. EDDIE doubles over and drops like a rock. She stands over him. Pause.)
MAY: You can take it, right. You're a stuntman.
(She exits into bathroom, stage right, slarns the door behind her. The door is amplifted with microphones and a bassdrum hidden in the frame so that each time an actor slams it, the door booms loud and long. Same is true for the stage left door. EDDIE re​mains on the floor holding his stomach in pain. Stage lights drop to halftheir intensity as a spot rises softly on THE OLD MAN. He speaks directly to EDDIE.)
THE OLD MAN: I thought you were supposed to be a fantasist, right? Isn't that basically the deal with you? You dream things up. Isn't that true?
EDDIE: (stays on floor) I don’t know.
