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Ask Me Anything 
CHARACTERS: 

 

STEVE:  early twenties; attractive, dressed for a job interview. 

MARTIN:  the same. 

LEO:  older, businessman. 

 

PLACE and TIME: 

 

An office with a desk and chairs.  Present day. 

 

Ask Me Anything was written and first performed for a playwriting master class taught by Tina 

Howe at the William Inge Theatre Festival, April 29, 2006, at Independence Community College, 

Independence, Kansas.  Roles were performed by Luke Yankee (Steve), Steven Kohlar (Martin), 

and the author (Leo). 

 

Ask Me Anything was first produced in a full-stage production as a part of the Miami Summer 1-

Acts Festival at New Theatre in Miami, Florida on July 5, 2013.  It was directed by William 

Roudebush with the following cast: 

 

Steve……………………………………………..………………………………Glenn Hutchinson 

Martin…………………………………………………………………………………..Jordan Hale 

Leo………………………………………………….………………………..………....Joel Kolker 
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Scene:  An office.  A desk with a chair and two other chairs.  A small stack of folders is on the 

desk.  At rise, STEVE is standing next to the desk.  MARTIN enters.  He is carrying a folder. 

MARTIN:  I’m here for the interview. 

STEVE:  Right.  Take a seat.  (MARTIN sits in one of the chairs.  STEVE indicates the folder.)  Is 

that your application? 

MARTIN:  Oh, yes.  Sorry. 

(Hands it to him.  STEVE opens the folder, leafs through some of the papers, then sits behind the 

desk, still reading the papers.  MARTIN watches him intently.) 

STEVE (reading papers):  Hmm.  (Turns a page.)  Hmm. 

MARTIN:  Something wrong? 

STEVE (still reading):  Hmm. 

MARTIN:  What is it?  Did I leave out something? 

STEVE (closing folder):  You do realize that the position you’ve applied for is extremely sensitive.  

We’ll need to do a thorough background check on you. 

MARTIN:  I signed the waiver.  But... 

STEVE (interrupting):  Yes, I see you signed the waiver.  Very good.  But there’s more to this 

than just signing the waiver saying that you will allow us to investigate everything about you going 

back to, oh, high school and beyond.  This is, after all, a very sensitive position in the company. 

MARTIN:  Really?  I didn’t know that.  I thought... 

STEVE (interrupting):  You thought you were applying for the data entry position in the accounts 

receivable department. 

MARTIN:  Yes. 

STEVE:  That position has been filled. 

MARTIN:  Oh. 

STEVE:  But you caught our eye in another area. 

MARTIN:  Oh, really?  What? 

STEVE:  Well, as I said, it’s a highly sensitive position.  You’d be responsible for some very 

confidential information and the processing thereof.  So I’m going to have to ask you some 

questions that will determine whether or not you’re the right person for the job. 

MARTIN (hesitant):  Okay. 

STEVE:  You sound hesitant. 
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MARTIN:  No.  It’s just that... 

STEVE (interrupting):  You thought you were applying for another job. 

MARTIN:  Yeah. 

STEVE:  You did sign the waiver, though.  It would be a pity to let that go to waste.  And you did 

go to all the trouble to come down here – get dressed up nicely – for this interview.  And you’re 

probably just what we’re looking for in this highly sensitive job. 

MARTIN:  Okay. 

STEVE:  So, I’m going to ask you these questions. 

MARTIN:  Okay. 

STEVE:  Good.  Ready? 

MARTIN:  Yes, sir. 

STEVE:  Have you ever had sex in a public place? 

MARTIN (stunned):  What? 

STEVE:  I’m sorry, I’ll speak up.  Have you ever had sex in a public place? 

MARTIN:  Uh.... 

STEVE:  Perhaps I should have asked if you’ve ever had sex and then gone from there. 

MARTIN:  Why....? 

STEVE:  We have to know these things.  You did sign the waiver. 

MARTIN:  How, uh, how...uh, what do you mean by “public?” 

STEVE:  In a park.  A parking garage.  A public toilet.  A glory hole.  A tea room. 

MARTIN:  I don’t even know what some of those places are. 

STEVE:  Certainly you know what a park is. 

MARTIN:  Well, yes...but a – what did you call it – “glory hole?”  “Tea room?” 

STEVE:  Oh, then you’re not homosexual. 

MARTIN:  What? 

STEVE:  If you were a homosexual you’d know what those terms meant. 

MARTIN:  Well, I... 

STEVE:  Are you homosexual? 
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MARTIN:  Can you ask me... 

STEVE:  You signed the waiver. 

MARTIN:  I know, but still.... 

STEVE:  You’re not a homosexual? 

MARTIN:  Yes.  I mean no. 

STEVE:  Yes to which question? 

MARTIN:  The first one. 

STEVE:  You mean yes to sex in a public place and no to being homosexual? 

MARTIN:  No... and .... yes. 

STEVE:  So that’s a no to sex in a public place but yes to being homosexual. 

MARTIN:  I think so. 

STEVE:  You think? 

MARTIN:  Yes...I’ve never had sex in a public place. 

STEVE:  What about outdoors? 

MARTIN:  Why do you – I know I signed the waiver – but... 

STEVE:  We can’t run the risk of someone who engages in risky behavior being in a position that 

is highly sensitive.  There’s all sorts of reasons – you can understand.  Blackmail, temptation.... 

MARTIN:  But what about being gay? 

STEVE:  Oh, that’s fine.  We’re very open-minded.  We just don’t want to find you being gay in 

a place that could put you at risk of some activity that would compromise you – or us.  Now, the 

next question:  Have you engaged in sexual activity within the last 24 hours. 

MARTIN:  No. 

STEVE:  Are you sure? 

MARTIN:  Yes.  I live alone.  I don’t have a, uh, you-know, so... 

STEVE:  What about self-abuse? 

MARTIN:  What? 

STEVE:  Jacking off. 

MARTIN:  No. 
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The play is not over.  To find out how it ends, contact the playwright at 

pmw@barkbarkwoofwoof.com. 

mailto:pmw@barkbarkwoofwoof.com
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Another Park, Another Sunday 
 

A sequel to A Tree Grows in Longmont 

CHARACTERS: 

 

ALLEN:  20’s.  A spirit. 

JILL:  20’s.  A spirit. 

 

PLACE and TIME: 

 

An open space in a public park. 
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The lights come up on the empty stage. There is a sapling center stage.  There are leaves on the 

young branches.  There is a small placard on a stake in front of the sapling. 

ALLEN and JILL enter.  They are both in their mid-twenties.  ALLEN is wearing a polo shirt, 

jeans, and sneakers.  JILL is wearing faded and shredded jeans, a Dan Marino t-shirt with a denim 

vest over it, and combat boots.  As they enter, they are talking and laughing. 

JILL:  So, when I pulled into the clinic parking lot, the cop comes over to me… 

ALLEN:  Was he hot? 

JILL:  Very cute but…  You know the type.  Big biceps, nice bulge, but too dumb to play dead in 

a cowboy movie.  So, anyway, he comes over to the car and says, “License and registration, 

please.”  I batted my eyes, y’know, like this, all innocent: “What seems to be the problem, officer?”  

He says, “You were going forty-five in a thirty-five miles per hour zone.”  So, I get this sad look… 

ALLEN:  Oh, so pitiful… 

JILL:  Right.  So, I got this sad look and said, “I’m sorry, officer, but I’m late for my chemotherapy 

treatment.”  And he gets this real pathetic look – I mean, we’re talking tearing up – and says, “May 

the Lord bless you.”  And he even opened the car door for me and guided me to the door.  Nothing 

like having a terminal illness to get out of a ticket.  (Chuckle.)  My last encounter with the local 

constabulary.  It was so worth it. 

ALLEN:  Well, we did have a police escort for you from the funeral home to the cemetery.  That 

was probably the only time in your lifetime that you were following the cops. 

JILL (snort):  In my lifetime.  Missed it by that much. 

(JILL looks at the tree and nods approvingly.) 

JILL (cont’d):  Looks good.  Growing nicely. 

ALLEN:  Yeah, looks like they had some rain last week. 

JILL:  I really think it was nice of them to plant a tree for you.  All I got was a stone slab: “Jill 

Michelson – 1964–1988.”  Ta da.  At least yours is 3-D. 

ALLEN:  Yeah, but dogs pee on it and at some point, it’s gonna die.  Like everything.  And at least 

you’re all in one place.  They sent my ashes all over.  The family got some, Philip got some, they 

scattered some on Mom and Dad’s graves. 

JILL:  Ha!  “You wanna piece of me?” 

ALLEN (laughing):  Really.  But hey, I did get to go to Alaska. 

JILL:  No shit?  How was it? 

ALLEN:  Well, I spent most of the time in the computer bag or on the window sill of the hotel 

room.  But, yeah, it was nice of him.  We always said we’d go.  So why let a minor inconvenience 

like being dead stand in the way, right? 
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JILL:  Yep.  So, here we are.  Another park, another Sunday. 

ALLEN:  How do you know it’s Sunday? 

JILL:  Because every Sunday like clockwork the Knutsons come out and visit their grandparents.  

Winter, spring, summer, and fall.  Sometimes they bring a picnic, but most of the time it’s just 

flowers or maybe a wreath if it’s like the holidays. 

ALLEN:  Well, that’s nice. 

JILL:  Bessie thinks so; she says it’s nice of them to remember her.  But she still thinks Steve’s 

wife is a tramp, even after all these years. 

ALLEN:  Well, yeah, she was making the rounds even we were in high school.  I think the only 

reason she married Steve was because he had a full-time job and a big dick. 

JILL:  The necessities of life in a small town. 

ALLEN:  So, let me ask you something. 

JILL:  Shoot. 

ALLEN:  You’ve been dead longer than me. 

JILL:  Thirty years longer, by your count. 

ALLEN:  So, is this it? 

JILL:  Is what it? 

ALLEN:  This.  Death.  The big sleep.  The long goodbye.  The dirt nap.  Eternity. 

JILL:  Yeah, pretty much. 

(Silence.  ALLEN looks around, goes to the tree, inspects it, looks at the leaves, then looks at JILL.) 

JILL (cont’d):  What were you expecting?  Clouds?  A chorus of angels?  St. Peter at the gate?  A 

reunion with your parents?  With Sam? 

(More silence.  ALLEN walks to the edge of the space, then comes back to JILL.) 

ALLEN:  Answers, I guess. 

JILL:  Answers?  To what?  To life’s burning questions?  Is there a heaven?  A hell?  The meaning 

of life?  Forty-two?  How many licks does it take to get to the center of a Tootsie Pop?  Things 

like that? 

ALLEN:  Well, okay.  Yeah. 

JILL:  Oh, c’mon, really?  You thought that just dying would be the great reveal? 

ALLEN:  It’s what they were telling us all along. 
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JILL:  Yeah, people who were alive.  But they don’t know.  There’s one answer for you.  All that 

crap the preachers and popes and televangelists told you about heaven and hell and the afterlife 

and stuff?  That’s all bullshit.  They came up with it as both a control mechanism and a way to 

raise money for their churches and vacation homes in the Caymans.  They know that there are two 

things the mind can’t comprehend: the first is its own mortality.  That once you check out, that’s 

it.  There’s no tunnel of light, there’s no chorus, there’s no judgment.  It’s just lights out.  Your 

mind can’t grasp that, so… Hallelujah!  Be good and get your wings; be naughty and it’s Pitchfork 

City.  And pass the collection plate; credit and debit cards accepted. 

ALLEN:  What’s the other thing that the mind can’t comprehend? 

JILL:  Your parents having sex. 

ALLEN:  Oh, yeah, I got that.  So, how do you explain this? 

JILL:  What, our meeting up like this? 

ALLEN:  Yeah.  If there’s no afterlife, then… how’d we get here? 

JILL:  Oh, that.  Can’t explain it. 

(Silence.) 

JILL (cont’d):  I do know this.  If you’re looking for answers, they were all there when you were 

alive.  You just didn’t see them or pay attention. 

ALLEN:  So, Thornton Wilder got it right. 

JILL:  Wow, I’m impressed.  You actually did read “Our Town.”  Yeah, the graveyard scene when 

dead Emily looks back on her twelfth birthday and realizes that life was all there if she’d only seen 

it. 

ALLEN:  Well, no, I blew off reading it in school.  But I saw the play when Philip was in it at the 

university.  He did the sound effects.  He did a great job clucking like a chicken. 

JILL:  I’ll bet.  Yeah, that’s pretty much it.  But it’s not like you can’t figure that out now. 

ALLEN:  A little late, isn’t it? 

JILL:  No, not really.  I mean, yeah, you can’t go and holler in someone’s ear to fucking pay 

attention.  They need to figure it out on their own and not miss anything. 

ALLEN:  So, there’s no such thing as reincarnation? 

JILL:  Another misconception.  Another threat.  Be good or you’ll come back as a banana slug.  

Besides, who’d really want to come back and go through it all again?  Really?  The whole birthing, 

being squeezed out like a watermelon through a garden hose, and then all that growing up, being 

raised by people who have no clue what they’re doing, or the idea that being a human being is the 

height of evolution?  And then, no matter what, dying and then doing it all again?  Lather, rinse, 

repeat?  What kind of sadist came up with that shit? No, we’re better off like we are now. 
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The play is not over.  To find out how it ends, contact the playwright at 

pmw@barkbarkwoofwoof.com. 

mailto:pmw@barkbarkwoofwoof.com
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Any Second Now 
CHARACTERS: 

CLARK:  Mid-twenties.  Average Guy. 

KAREN:  Mid-twenties.  Pretty Girl. 

FRED:  Middle age.  Average Man. 

ETHEL:  Middle age.  Matronly. 

HAL:  Mid-twenties.  Hot Hunk. 

 

PLACE and TIME: 

 

A waiting room at Characters Equity.  Now and forever. 
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The scene is a waiting room like that in a doctor’s office or a small business.  It is sparsely 

decorated with perhaps a landscape scene on the wall and comfortable but used furniture: a 

small sofa, a few chairs, a coffee table with magazines, and a potted palm in one corner.  A small 

table off to the side has a coffeemaker and cups.  Stage Left is a door leading off.  Stage Right is 

a reception desk with an office chair, a phone. and a computer. 

At rise, CLARK is sitting at the reception desk talking on the phone.  He is a young man in his late 

twenties or so, average-looking, wearing business-casual clothes such as khakis and a button-

down shirt. 

CLARK:  Well, I’ll see what I can do.  Ten-minutes are all the rage now, and they usually keep 

the number of characters under five.  The largest I’ve seen is ten, but that was for a crowd scene 

and they were cut by the time they finally got to the reading.  (Pause as he listens.)  Right.  Oh, 

no, we haven’t seen too many full-lengths recently.  (Another pause.)  No, it’s not that, it’s the 

attention span.  No offense, but most playwrights these days can’t go ten minutes without getting 

up to pee or go make a sandwich.  No, of course I don’t mean you.  I know you can go all day 

without a break.  All right, I’ll see what I can do.  You too.  G’bye. 

(Hangs up phone, sighs, and starts searching on the computer.  Phone rings.) 

CLARK:  Characters Equity, this is Clark.  Hm, let me check. 

(Goes back to the computer.  As he searches, the door opens and a young woman enters.  This is 

KAREN.  She is mid-twenties, pretty, dressed for work: skirt, blouse, low heels.  She is carrying a 

folder.  She looks around briefly, then approaches CLARK.) 

KAREN:  Excuse me… 

(CLARK holds up a finger indicating for her to wait.  She nods, backs away.) 

CLARK (on phone):  Yeah, no, he’s not available at the moment.  He got called in last night at 

two a.m.  He’s fixing a plot hole in Act Two of a full-length that’s in rehearsal in Denver.  I know, 

right?  Why can’t these people do their dreaming in the middle of the day like normal people?  Oh, 

hell no, that was the night shift.  Worst job in the place.  They get some crazy requests, and by 

morning, poof.  We keep telling them to write the idea down, then call us.  Well, what can I tell 

you, Stan; that’s the business.  Sure.  Okay.  G’bye. 

(Hangs up the phone, then smiles politely at KAREN.) 

CLARK (cont’d):  Hi, how can I help you? 

KAREN:  They sent me here from down the hall. 

(Hands CLARK the folder.  He glances through it and nods.) 

CLARK:  Oh, from Ingenues, right? 

KAREN:  Right.  They said to see you. 

CLARK:  Great.  Have a seat, I’ll be right with you. 



15 
 

(CLARK goes back to working on the computer.  KAREN, a bit flustered, sits in one of the chairs.  

A moment later the door opens and FRED and ETHEL enter.  They are a middle-aged couple, 

somewhat dowdy in appearance; he in slacks and a sweater, she in a housedress.) 

ETHEL:  I told you it was too good to last. 

FRED:  I know, I know. 

ETHEL:  We could have made it work.  If only we’d been given the chance.  But… 

CLARK:  You’re back soon.  What happened? 

ETHEL:  Fired. 

FRED:  Right in the middle of the scene, too.  I had a great line coming up, but then all of a sudden, 

wham.  Deleted.  All seven pages.  Poof.  Like we never existed. 

CLARK:  Did he say why? 

FRED:  Do they ever? 

ETHEL:  Something about “it’s just not working.”  And then we’re gone. 

FRED:  Kids these days.  They just don’t know how to write for us anymore. 

ETHEL:  Ain’t that the truth.  We used to be leads, but now we’re either kindly grandparents or 

nosy neighbors, or worse, just props. 

(ETHEL goes to sit on the sofa, sees KAREN.) 

ETHEL (cont’d):  Oh, hello. 

KAREN:  Hello. 

ETHEL:  I’m Ethel, and this is Fred. 

FRED:  Hello. 

KAREN (impressed):  You’re the real ones?  Fred and Ethel from…? 

ETHEL:  Oh, that’s just who we’re best known as.  We’ve done lots of other characters, but when 

you’re part of history, it’s just easier to keep the name.  And he looks like a Fred, doesn’t he? 

KAREN:  Well, I don’t know too many Freds. 

ETHEL:  It’s not a popular name any more.  Nowadays they’re all Jared and Kyle and Ryan… 

FRED (disapproving):  And Hunter and Tanner and Connor.  Those aren’t names; they’re jobs! 

ETHEL:  Oh, Fred.  (To KAREN.)  I didn’t get your name. 

KAREN:  Oh, I’m so sorry.  I’m…  (Thinks for a second, then smiles.)  I’m Karen now.  Had to 

think of it for a moment. 
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ETHEL:  That used to happen to me.  One day you’re one, the next day you’re the other.  (Looks 

at KAREN closely.)  You look familiar; have we worked together before? 

KAREN:  We might have.  I’ve done so many characters it’s hard to keep track. 

ETHEL:  Yes…  (It’s coming back to her.)  For Bill Inge.  You were Marie, I was Lola.  The one 

about the dog. 

KAREN:  That’s right!  And then again where I was the beauty queen and you were the next-door 

neighbor. 

ETHEL:  Mrs. Potts.  And Fred was Howard, the lonely salesman. 

FRED:  Yeah, I always get the comic relief.  First Shakespeare, then a million others.  Did some 

work for Neil Simon, but could never get the New York accent quite right. 

KAREN:  You worked for Shakespeare? 

FRED (proudly):  Sir John Falstaff, if you please. 

ETHEL:  And I was Nurse in “Romeo and Juliet”! 

KAREN:  Wow! 

FRED:  Of course, the actors get all the credit, and Shakespeare gets quoted out the ass, but who 

do you think inspired him in the first place? 

(The door opens and HAL enters.  He is a handsome and muscular young man in his twenties 

wearing a skin-tight t-shirt, jeans, and cowboy boots.  He strides across the room and goes to the 

desk.) 

HAL:  Hey, Clark.  I’m done for the day. 

CLARK:  Hi, Hal.  How’d it go? 

HAL:  Just a cameo.  No lines.  Just showed up in some fantasy scene for some guy who’s 

struggling with coming out and I was, uh, well, his nocturnal inspiration.  Kinda feel sorry for the 

actor that actually has to play the part.  But, hey, if that’s what the playwright wants… 

CLARK:  Better than the last time, though. 

HAL:  Hell yes.  Didn’t even make it to the first read-through.  The playwright’s boyfriend said 

“You wrote that character just so you could have some hot young hunk on stage, didn’t you?”  

(Snorts.)  So, what’s wrong with a little eye candy?  Worked for Bill Inge.  Now there was steady 

work.  Hell, I even kept the name. 

KAREN:  Oh.  My.  God.  I thought you looked familiar. 

(HAL turns to see KAREN, and he does a double-take.) 

HAL:  Wow.  Is that you? 
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KAREN:  It is! 

(They embrace.) 

HAL:  I haven’t seen you since…  

KAREN:  I know!  But we did those three for Inge: I was Madge, you were Hal, then I was Marie 

and you were Turk, and then I was Elma and you were Bo.  That was the one where I got… 

demoted. 

ETHEL:  The same thing happened to me.  I was Lola, then Mrs. Potts, and then the generic “best 

friend.”  Almost ended up as the nosy neighbor on that TV show about a witch. 

FRED:  Dodged that bullet. 

HAL:  Yeah, sorry to hear that. 

FRED:  That’s show biz.  One day you’re so famous they name a beer after you.  Next thing you 

know, you’re playing a grumpy grandpa to three boys and a widower.  Practically killed the actor. 

KAREN:  That’s so sad. 

HAL:  So how come you’re not up in Ingenue or Leading Lady?  Hell, I thought you’d still be 

there. 

KAREN:  I don’t know.  I showed up as usual, and they said, “Oh, you’ve been reassigned.  Report 

to Seconds.  It’s down the hall.”  So now I’m just a supporting character. 

(FRED, ETHEL, and HAL all trade looks, and FRED shakes his head.  KAREN sees this.) 

KAREN (cont’d):  What? 

ETHEL:  We don’t use that word, dear. 

KAREN:  You mean “supporting”? 

FRED:  Yeah, we don’t say that. 

KAREN:  Why not?  Isn’t that what you do? 

HAL:  Yeah, but it sounds like all we do is make the lead look good.  But we’ve got our own turf, 

if you know what I mean.  Without us, it’d be just a straight story line with no subplot, no depth, 

nothing to make it interesting.  (Grins broadly and assumes a muscle-flexing macho pose.)  Or 

something to look at. 

FRED:  It could be worse. 

HAL:  Yeah.  We could be down there. 

(HAL indicates somewhere offstage.  FRED and ETHEL recoil in disgust.) 

KAREN:  What’s “down there.” 
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The play is not over.  To find out how it ends, contact the playwright at 

pmw@barkbarkwoofwoof.com. 

mailto:pmw@barkbarkwoofwoof.com
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Chewie, Get Us Out of Here 

CHARACTERS: 

SPOCK 

KIRK 

MCCOY 

CREWMAN 

SCOTTY 

VARIOUS VOICES  

 

PLACE and TIME: 

 

A planet somewhere in the Alpha Quadrant.  A long time ago, in a galaxy far, far away. 

 

PRODUCTION NOTE: 

 

All the roles can be played by any age, any gender. The play requires voice-overs from a lot of 

well-known science fiction films and television series. The voice-overs do not have to be genuine 

recordings from the referenced films and TV series; in fact, it would be more in keeping with the 

sense of the play if they were voiced by an off-stage actor or actors. 
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The setting is a bare stage.  At rise, SPOCK, wearing a blue shirt, KIRK, wearing a gold shirt, and 

MCCOY, wearing a blue shirt, are gathered around a CREWMAN, wearing a red shirt, who is 

lying prostrate on the floor.  MCCOY is examining the CREWMAN with a tricorder, which looks 

a lot like a hand-held calculator. 

MCCOY:  He’s dead, Jim. 

KIRK (opens communicator):  Beam us up, Scotty. 

HAL (V/O):  I’m sorry, Dave, I can’t do that. 

KIRK:  Who is this? 

ADAMA (V/O):  This Battlestar is off limits until we are sure the Cylons have left the quadrant. 

KIRK:  The Cylons? 

LEIA (V/O):  Help me, Obi-wan Kenobi; you’re my only hope. 

KIRK:  Who is … Obi-what?  Whoever this is, beam us up!  We have an emergency! 

THE DOCTOR (V/O):  Please state the nature of the medical emergency. 

KIRK:  Now we’re getting somewhere.  We need an emergency beam out!  This is Captain Kirk! 

KLAATU (V/O):  Klaatu barada nikto! 

KIRK:  No!  Not Klaatu!  Kirk!  We already have a doctor! Who are you? 

BRITISH ACCENT (V/O):  Where is your tardis? 

KIRK:  My what? 

BRITISH ACCENT (V/O):  You asked for Doctor Who.  I’m sorry, he – I mean she – is not 

available.  Please leave a message after the tone. 

(PHASER blast is heard.) 

KIRK:  Leave a message?  I can’t do that!  We’re under attack! 

ROBBIE THE ROBOT (V/O): Danger, Will Robinson! 

(Another phaser blast.) 

RIPLEY (V/O):  Get away from her, you bitch! 

LUKE SKYWALKER (V/O):  I’ve got a bad feeling about this! 

ET (V/O):  Phone home! 

KIRK:  I’m trying! 

SPOCK:  Captain, if I may.  (Points tricorder at communicator.)  Fascinating. 
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MCCOY:  You always say that, but you never explain it. 

SPOCK:  It’s quite simple, Doctor.  The flux capzapitator has been thrown out of alignment by a 

build-up of tachyon particles which are causing the Bandersnatch to burble when it should 

frumphaven.  Therefore, the gigglesnort has been thrown out of phase, causing a temporal 

distortion in the chronoton compensator.  That has caused a surge in the plasma conduit of the 

fourth Jeffries tube.  This will require an immediate venting of the Schrodinger compartment, 

which could cause either immediate mortality of the test subject of the feline species.  Or not, 

depending, of course, on the location of the observer. 

(KIRK and MCCOY are flabbergasted.) 

MCCOY:  Say what? 

SPOCK:  Put succinctly, Doctor, we are fucked. 

KIRK:  We have to get out of here! 

BRITISH ACCENT (V/O):  But you can’t.  (“Can’t” is pronounced with a long A.) 

KIRK:  Yes.  We.  KHAN!!!!!! 

SPOCK:  Calm yourself, Captain. 

MCCOY:  We have to at least TRY to get off this forbidden planet.  I’m a doctor, not a castaway. 

YODA (V/O):  Do or do not.  There is no try. 

KIRK:  Oh, shut up, you green-blooded wizened little troll. 

MCCOY:  I think that’s my line. 

KIRK:  What is? 

MCCOY:  I get the green-blooded insults.  It’s in my contract.  (Pointing to SPOCK.)  And they’re 

supposed to be directed at him. 

KIRK (sarcastic):  Well, excuuuuse me! 

MCCOY:  It’s bad enough that you get to kiss all the nubile young alien women. 

KIRK:  Yeah, where is Ann Francis now that I’m all hot and bothered under this cheap toupee? 

MCCOY:  All I get is the occasional spat with Spock and southern-fried cornpone humor, which 

ain’t worth a tribble-fart on a Georgia peanut farm.  Now I gotta play doctor on this third rock 

from the sun and look at some poor struggling actor where all he gets to do is put on his resume 

“Dead Guy.” 

SPOCK:  Are you quite sure he’s dead, Doctor? 

MCCOY:  Well, he has to be.  He’s wearing a red shirt.  That’s the rule:  Red shirt means you’re 

dead before the first commercial. 
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SPOCK:  Look again, Doctor.  He appears to be breathing. 

(They gather around the crewman, who moves slowly and with their help sits up.) 

CREWMAN:  Where am I? 

KIRK:  You’re alive! 

(MCCOY examines him with the tricorder.) 

MCCOY:  I don’t believe it.  He’s not dead, Jim. 

CREWMAN:  I see dead people. 

MCCOY:  We need to get him back to the ship right now.  He’s the only one who saw the Golden 

Fleece.  He’s the only one who can decipher the Da Vinci code. 

KIRK:  But how can we do that when the whatchamacallit is on the fritz and our creedizan is 

fubarred because of the snafu? 

MCCOY:  What he said.  What did you say? 

SPOCK:  You are incorrect.  I can unlock his secrets if he will permit me to mind-meld with him. 

CREWMAN:  Sure, I’ll do anything as long as I get to go to Comic Con for free until the residuals 

run out. 

MCCOY:  Then what? 

CREWMAN:  I’ll open a carpet-cleaning business in the Valley. 

(SPOCK kneels next to the CREWMAN, puts his hands on him in the mind-meld spots.) 

SPOCK (deep in the mind-meld mantra):  My mind to your mind.  Your thoughts to my thoughts.  

Mairzy doats and dozy doats and liddle lamzy divey. 

(SPOCK and the CREWMAN emit a series tones like the five tones from “Close Encounters of the 

Third Kind.”) 

SPOCK (in a trance):  Hmm…  Oh really?  Hmm…   

KIRK (impatient):  What, Spock? 

SPOCK (coming out of it):  Several things.  It would appear that this crewman not only has solved 

the Da Vinci code, but he is highly enamored of the way Crewman Gandhi wears his uniform. 

CREWMAN (trancelike):  There once was a boy from Madras… who had the most beautiful ass…. 

MCCOY:  How is that going to get us off this planet? 

KIRK:  I don’t know, but if we have to spend the night here, I’m sleeping standing up. 

SCOTTY (off-stage):  Captain! 
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The play is not over.  To find out how it ends, contact the playwright at 

pmw@barkbarkwoofwoof.com. 

mailto:pmw@barkbarkwoofwoof.com
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END OF PLAY. 

With apologies to Murray Burnett and Joan Alison. 

 

CHARACTERS: 

 

STAGE DIRECTIONS 

RESPONDENT 1 

RESPONDENT 2 

RESPONDENT 3 

PLAYWRIGHT 

FIVE READERS (optional; they do not speak and exit at the beginning of the play.) 

 

PLACE and TIME: 

 

A conference room at a theatre festival.  Present day. 
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The setting is a conference room being used for readings at a theatre festival.  There are five music 

stands with chairs behind them in the front of the room or on the low stage if available.  There are 

READERS in each chair with script notebooks on each stand.  Off to one side is another music 

stand with a chair.  STAGE DIRECTIONS is sitting in the chair off to the side.  The 

RESPONDENTS and PLAYWRIGHT are sitting in the front row of the chairs for the audience.  

Each has a notepad and pen. 

STAGE DIRECTIONS (reading from script):  Lights out.  End of play. 

(Polite applause like golf claps from RESPONDENTS and PLAYWRIGHT.  The READERS collect 

their scripts and exit.  RESPONDENTS sit on the edge of the stage or pull their chairs around to 

face the audience.) 

RESPONDENT 1:  Well, thank you very much.  (To audience.)  Let’s give another round of 

applause to our actors…  (Waits for applause.)  …And to our playwright for bringing us this very 

interesting story.  (More polite applause.)  So.  Let’s talk about this story.  I took some notes and 

a few words popped into my head as we went along.  Now of course the last thing I would want to 

do is to re-write your play, but I couldn’t help noticing some inconsistencies and perhaps a few 

plot holes that you might want to take a look at when you do your re-writes.  Of course, that’s 

assuming you’ll do that.  After all, I believe it was Neil Simon who once said that a play is never 

written, it’s re-written.  (Self-satisfied chuckle, then looks at notes.)  I’m not quite sure we know 

what kind of play this really is – well, actually, who really knows what kind of play any play really 

is – but it seems to be torn between a love story, a history play – there’s a lot of foreknowledge 

required in terms of geopolitical events and the time and place – and then there’s also the aspect 

of the suspense of a thriller, with bad guys chasing the good guys and ending up trying to determine 

who the real hero is.  After all, the main character really doesn’t have that many redeeming 

qualities; he seems to live only for the moment, for himself, and while I thoroughly enjoy the idea 

of an anti-hero becoming a hero in the end, he’s just another one of the schemers that populate this 

story.  You have the skeevy policeman on the take, the crime boss, Señor Martinez, who buys and 

sells people for any price, and the cut-rate smuggler; you make them all seem somehow noble, 

while the only true hero is relegated to being portrayed as a weak and wishy-washy do-gooder 

named Laszlo who can’t even trust his own wife to, as they say, do the right thing.  So, while I get 

the mise en scene of this particular milieu, I’m not really sure that you do, and…  Well, I’ve talked 

enough.  (To RESPONDENT 2.)  Over to you. 

RESPONDENT 2:  Mise en scene?  Milieu?  Seriously? 

RESPONDENT 1:  Yes, I believe that’s what I meant.  After all… 

RESPONDENT 2 (interrupting):  Okay.  Well, we all know you have a PhD in theatre.  You’re a 

doctor of theatre.  You can cure a ham. 

RESPONDENT 1:  Ha ha. 

RESPONDENT 2:  All righty then.  I want to turn my attention to the role of – (Looks at notes.)  -

- I believe her name is Lois?  She seems to be rather thinly drawn, and I’m not really sure of the 

relationship you’ve put her in with – (Again to the notes.) – I think his name is Rich?  Anyway, 

there’s a suggestion that they have a past, but it’s not really clear, and I’m wondering if you can’t 

give us more of a backstory on them, because the way you portray her now, it clearly seems – or 
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it seems to me – that the only reason she’s interested in him is to manipulate him with her sex, and 

I think we’re long past the time when someone has to, excuse my French, sleep their way to the 

top.  (Glaring at RESPONDENT 1.)  Wouldn’t you agree?  There are more ways to get ahead in 

this crazy world, isn’t that right?  Even in this mise en scene and milieu? 

RESPONDENT 1:  I have no idea what you’re talking about. 

RESPONDENT 2:  The hell you don’t.  You knew I was up for that position. 

RESPONDENT 1:  Now is not the time… 

The play is not over.  To find out how it ends, contact the playwright at 

pmw@barkbarkwoofwoof.com. 

mailto:pmw@barkbarkwoofwoof.com
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Good Vibrations 
CHARACTERS: 

 

MIKE:  Male, any ethnicity, 30’s, average build; nerdish. 

RON:  Male, any ethnicity, 30’s, good solid build; ex-jock. 

 

PLACE and TIME: 

 

High school gym, 20th class reunion.  Present day. 
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The scene is a high school gym set up for a 20th class reunion.  This can be designated by a simple 

banner that reads “WELCOME CLASS OF [WHATEVER YEAR WAS 20 YEARS AGO].   

MIKE is standing onstage.  He is in his late 30’s, average-looking guy, perhaps a bit nerdy as 

designated by his clothes, but not stereotypical, and his shirt, tie, and pants are high-quality.  He 

looks around, nodding and smiling at his fellow classmates, maybe lifting a hand to wave hello, 

but he doesn’t mind standing by himself. 

RON enters.  He too is in his late 30’s, well-built, still in good shape, well-dressed if a bit flashy, 

and he has the air of confidence that the former star athlete in high school has and still uses to 

win friends and sell cars.  He too looks around, waves a silent hello, maybe indicates a high-five, 

winks broadly at someone.  Then he sees MIKE and grins broadly.  He strides over and puts out 

his hand in greeting. 

RON:  Mike, old buddy!  How the heck are ya?  Haven’t seen you in ages! 

MIKE:  Hey, Ron, good to see you too.  How’ve you been? 

RON:  Great, never better.  Wow, you look… well, you haven’t changed.  Still… 

MIKE:  Yeah, still look like the nerd. 

RON:  Aw, no, you look great.  Lotsa guys our age turn into flabby old couch potatoes, but you 

look good. 

MIKE:  Well, I ride my bike a lot. 

RON:  Oh, that’s great.  (Chuckles.)  Down to the comic book store? 

MIKE (grinning):  No, about thirty miles a day or so. 

RON (impressed):  Hey, that’s… wow, that’s a lot. 

MIKE:  Thanks.  You look good, too. 

RON (false modesty):  Aw, yeah, thanks.  Hit the gym every so often.  (Can’t help bragging.)  Still 

benchin’ about two-eighty-five.  (Feels his own biceps.)  Got the old guns up to eighteen inches.  

Yeah, tryin’ to maintain. 

MIKE:  Yeah, I saw your pictures on Facebook, shirt off and everything. 

(A cell phone beeps and vibrates a text message alert.  Both MIKE and RON pat their pockets, but 

ignore the phone.) 

RON:  Well, y’know….  Uh, speaking of Facebook, I saw where you posted about your 

anniversary with your friend. 

MIKE:  Yeah, that was a couple of weeks ago.  Joe and I were together for fifteen years. 

RON:  Uh huh.  Looks like a nice guy. 

MIKE:  He was.  He died a few years ago. 
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RON (genuine):  Oh, I’m so sorry. 

MIKE:  Thank you.  It means a lot coming from you. 

RON:  Yeah, I know I gave you some shit back in school, but… 

MIKE:  That’s okay.  That was then. 

RON:  Yeah.  Um, I couldn’t help noticing that you referred to him as your “husband.” 

MIKE:  Yes. 

RON:  You guys were actually married? 

(Another cell phone alert and vibration.  They ignore it.) 

MIKE:  Well, no.  We got together before it was legal, and by the time the Supreme Court ruled, 

we already had everything: we owned a house, two cars, joint banking, even a dog.  Everything 

but the license.  We didn’t really need it.  So, yeah, he was my husband. 

RON:  But he was a guy. 

MIKE:  Well, yeah.  I mean, I’m gay.  You knew that. 

RON:  Yeah, I did.  But… y’see, Mike, marriage is between a man and a woman.  I mean, that’s 

the way it’s always been.  Now I like you and I respect you, but calling what you and … 

MIKE:  Joe. 

RON:  Right, what you and Joe had… well, that’s not what most folks consider to be normal. 

(Cell phone alert and vibration again, this time from RON.) 

MIKE:  You need to get that? 

RON:  What?  Oh, no, no, it’s probably just my wife Mary, buggin’ me about something.  You 

know. 

MIKE:  Yeah.  You didn’t bring her? 

RON:  Nah, she’s got some Junior League thing or something.  So anyway, look, Mike, I just 

wanna say that… well, I don’t know how you guys can go around and say you’re married when… 

well, it’s not like you’re gonna have kids or anything. 

MIKE (indulgently, he’s seen this all before):  I understand, Ron.  You have kids? 

RON (proudly):  Two boys: Tom and Jerry.  Both star athletes, too.  Tom’s built like Junior Mr. 

America, and Jerry, he’s a hell of a figure skater.  Got Olympic gold written all over him.  (Pulls 

out cell phone, scrolls through pictures, shows it to MIKE.)  There’s Tom, posing for the local 

teenage bodybuilding contest.  All oiled up and everything.  And there’s Jerry, doing a double 

axel. 
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MIKE:  Wow, they’re very… attractive. 

RON:  Thanks.  So, y’see, I’m not sayin’ that I’m Mr. Perfect.  I mean, hell, everyone’s got their 

problems and so does every marriage.  But Mary and I and the boys… we’re a normal family. 

The play is not over.  To find out how it ends, contact the playwright at 

pmw@barkbarkwoofwoof.com. 

mailto:pmw@barkbarkwoofwoof.com
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Goodbye, Bobby 
 

An epilogue to Can’t Live Without You 

 

CHARACTERS: 

 

DONNY HOLLENBECK:  Mid-thirties.  A writer. 

BOBBY CRAMER:  Mid-twenties.  A character. 

 

PLACE and TIME: 

 

Donny’s writing place in his home. 
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The setting is the writing place of DONNY HOLLENBECK.  It is a room in his home with a desk, 

a chair, a computer with a monitor and printer, and a bookshelf loaded with a variety of books.  

There is another chair, perhaps a rocker or a comfortable old easy chair.  It is late morning. 

As the lights come up, DONNY, a man in his mid-thirties wearing a t-shirt, shorts, and sneakers 

without socks, is sitting at the computer writing.  BOBBY, an attractive and well-built young man 

in his mid-twenties, wearing a polo shirt, jeans, and sneakers, is sitting in the easy chair watching 

DONNY as he writes.  DONNY talks to himself as he writes, but we cannot understand his 

mutterings.  Then he stops writing, stares at the monitor, reading back, whispering what he’s 

reading, then stops.  He nods, then slowly, deliberately types. 

DONNY:  The.  End. 

(DONNY leans back in his chair, staring again at the monitor.  BOBBY, who has been watching 

patiently, sits up in the chair.) 

BOBBY:  That’s it?  You’re done? 

DONNY:  For now. 

BOBBY (teasingly, like an impatient child):  Let me see, let me see, let me see. 

(DONNY gestures to the monitor.  BOBBY gets up and leans over DONNY’s shoulder, reading 

silently off the screen.  He too whispers as he reads.  When he gets to the end he nods and smiles.) 

BOBBY:  Well, all right.  The End.  So, now what? 

DONNY:  I think I’ll make a sandwich. 

BOBBY:  A sandwich? 

DONNY:  Yeah.  PB and J. 

BOBBY:  Then what? 

DONNY:  I dunno, maybe take a nap, take a walk down to the beach, maybe check in on Facebook, 

or see what’s on Netflix.  I might even take a nap. 

BOBBY:  Yeah, but don’t you have some decisions to make? 

DONNY:  Yeah, I do.  Blackberry or boysenberry jam. 

BOBBY:  Huh? 

DONNY:  On the sandwich.  That’s not a decision I make lightly.  Y’see, certain jams can 

overwhelm the peanut butter and then it becomes a J and PB, which kinda upsets the balance.  Not 

enough jam, and the bread becomes like a desiccant, absorbing the moisture from the peanut butter 

to the point that it sticks to the roof of your mouth and that makes it an unpleasant experience 

altogether.  (He smiles smugly at BOBBY.) 

BOBBY (annoyed):  You know what I mean.  What are you going to do with the novel? 
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DONNY:  Oh, that. 

BOBBY:  Yeah, that.  The Great American Novel that you’ve been working on since I-don’t-

know-when, mainly because I’m the main character and I don’t really get the concept of the 

passage of time outside of the confines of the story.  Right now, I’m stuck on… (Goes to look at 

the monitor.) … August 9, 2015, my wedding day, and Richard and I are heading off on our 

honeymoon.  (Looks around.)  This does not look like the honeymoon suite at the Vue Pointe 

Hotel.  So, now what?  Are you going to send it – me – off to your agent, whatshername, Barbara? 

DONNY:  No.  She’s retired.  She’s living in her mom’s condo in Boca. 

BOBBY:  So, who replaced her? 

DONNY:  No one.  I don’t have an agent anymore. 

BOBBY:  Where do you send your stuff? 

DONNY:  What stuff? 

BOBBY:  Your writing!  I know you gave up cranking out the trashy romance novels, but I know 

you’ve been doing other writing.  I can hear it from my folder.  It’s like living in an apartment 

building: I’ve got neighbors and I hear them moving around. 

DONNY:  Oh, that.  That was just me keeping busy with other things when I’m not with you. 

BOBBY:  Anything serious? 

DONNY:  No, you’re my one and only. 

BOBBY:  Well, good.  So, are you going to get a new agent now that you finally have something 

to show them? 

DONNY (shrugging):  Nah, probably not. 

BOBBY:  Why not? 

DONNY:  Because not all writing is meant to be published, Bobby. 

(DONNY starts to exit.) 

BOBBY:  Hold it! 

(DONNY stops.) 

BOBBY (cont’d):  So, after all these years, all this time… two computers, three houses, at least 

one girlfriend, and that’s it?  By the way, whatever happened to Anna? 

DONNY:  Yeah, pretty much.  Oh, about Anna.  After I moved out, she met a really nice guy 

named Luke.  They got married and the baby’s due in a couple of months.  So, she got what she 

wanted and I got what I wanted.  (Starts to exit.)  I’d fix you a sandwich, but since you’re a fictional 

character and a figment of my imagination, you don’t eat much. 
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BOBBY: Wait!  Come back here! 

(DONNY stops, then comes back.) 

BOBBY (cont’d):  Let me get this straight.  You just spent years writing a novel that comes out to 

almost nine hundred pages in single space 12 pitch, spilling your guts – actually, my guts – and 

for what?  Just to send me back to sit in a drawer again? 

DONNY:  Single-space Palatino Linotype 12-pitch, to be precise.  And yes. 

(DONNY starts to exit again.) 

BOBBY:  Dammit, get back here! 

DONNY:  Look, you can come with me to the kitchen.  It’s not like you’re on the holodeck of the 

Starship Enterprise and that you’ll just disappear if you leave this room.  You can follow me if you 

want.  God knows you’ve been doing that forever. 

(DONNY exits, leaving BOBBY alone for a moment, then DONNY reenters.) 

DONNY (cont’d):  I know you’re disappointed.  But writing is one thing, publishing is another.  

First, I have to find a publisher who will consider it.  Then in the unlikely chance that they’ll pick 

it up, they’ll give it to an editor with a B.A. in English from some snooty college who will first 

hand it off to an intern to proofread it and fix the typos and punctuation.  Then the editor will go 

through it like Sherman through Georgia and hand it back for re-writes, which I will either have 

to accept or forget about it.  Then, miracle of miracles, it actually hits the presses.  Then there’s 

the book tours and signings and interviews, all to sell it, and then it ends up on Amazon for five 

bucks used.  Oh, and let’s not forget the reviews by those stuffy old bores who are out for revenge 

because their magnum opus got turned down by Scribner and Sons, so they projectile vomit all 

their pent-up grad school seminar bullshit about inner meaning and semiotics on to you.  I’m the 

one that’s gotta do all the work, but it’s you that they’re after.  Is that what you want to go through? 

BOBBY:  So why did you do it? 

DONNY:  Because you made me. 

BOBBY:  I made you? 

DONNY:  Yes.  I remember very distinctly the night you showed up.  Anna and I were having 

dinner at this nice little place in Greenwich Village.  We were celebrating our one-year anniversary 

of sharing the apartment and having decent jobs.  I was about halfway through my dinner – chicken 

breast with broccoli and a side of rice – when I looked up and there you were, across the room, 

wearing that very same outfit and smiling at me.  I looked at you, you smiled and nodded, and 

wham. 

BOBBY:  Wham? 

DONNY:  I knew everything about you.  It was like an instant download.  Your entire life history, 

from growing up, to going to boarding school, to summer camp in New Mexico, to meeting 

Richard, to Jill and Josh and Robby….  It was all there.  And all I had to do was write it all down. 
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BOBBY:  I remember.  Took you long enough. 

DONNY:  Well, yeah, I had to make a living.  That’s where Amanda Longington and the trashy 

romance novels came in.  A guy’s gotta eat.  But I still had you hanging around.  I couldn’t get rid 

of you. 

BOBBY:  Yeah, I can be persistent. 

DONNY:  The word you’re looking for is “annoying.” 

BOBBY (laughing):  Whatever it took.  But now it’s done.  So… I can’t believe you don’t want 

to do anything with it.  With me. 

DONNY:  Sometimes writers just write to write. 

BOBBY:  Oh, that’s deep.  I’m gonna put that in a fortune cookie. 

DONNY:  You don’t get it, do you?  It’s more than just a hobby or a diversion, like collecting 

stamps or bottle caps.  It’s a passion, a need within us to tell stories, create new worlds, to see 

ourselves as someone else… 

BOBBY (interjecting):  In your case, a well-built, good-looking guy who’s forever twenty-one. 

DONNY:  Would you rather I made you short, bald, and pudgy? 

BOBBY:  No, I’m good. 

DONNY:  All right, then.  But writing is what I do.  It’s my way of – 

BOBBY:  Dealing with life.  Putting it in perspective. 

DONNY:  See, you do get it. 

BOBBY:  Yes, because that’s what you were thinking.  It’s your justification for holing up in this 

little room with no friends and no life outside of me.  Look, I get it.  And I’m very glad you wrote 

it; I mean, c’mon, I can’t live without you.  But there’s gotta be more. 

DONNY:  I have friends. 

BOBBY:  Name one. 

DONNY (pointing to the kitchen):  I’m really hungry.  I wasn’t kidding about the sandwich. 

BOBBY:  All right, already!  Go.  Not like I’m going anywhere. 

(DONNY exits as before, but a moment later re-enters.  BOBBY looks at him curiously.) 

BOBBY (cont’d):  I say go with the blackberry. 

(Beat.) 

DONNY:  Why me? 
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The play is not over.  To find out how it ends, contact the playwright at 

pmw@barkbarkwoofwoof.com. 

mailto:pmw@barkbarkwoofwoof.com
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Last Exit 
CHARACTERS: 

 

MALCOLM:  mid-forties. 

ARNOLD:  ten years younger 

 

PLACE and TIME: 

 

A living room of a home in New Mexico.  Present day. 

 

Last Exit was first staged in a reading at World and Eye Art Center in Fort Lauderdale, Florida, 

on March 16, 2013.  The cast was as follows: 

 

Malcolm…………………………………………………….…………..Philip Middleton Williams 

Arnold……………………………………………………..…………………..William Roudebush 

 

Last Exit was first performed in a full production at the Miami 1-Acts Festival at New Theatre in 

Miami, Florida, on July 4, 2014, directed by Jerry Jensen.  The cast was as follows: 

 

Malcolm……………………………...……………………………………………..Gabriel Bonilla 

Arnold………………………...…………………….…………………………….. Hector Dominik 
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An almost-empty living room of a home in New Mexico.  There are some moving boxes on the 

floor; some sealed, some open.  At rise, MALCOLM is standing in the middle of the room.  He is 

in his mid-forties, dressed in jeans and a t-shirt.  He’s a little dirty and sweaty from packing.  He 

has just finished a cell-phone call and is putting the phone in his pocket when ARNOLD enters.  

He is ten years younger than MALCOLM.  He enters quickly and a little out of breath. 

ARNOLD:  I’m sorry I’m late; I’m on my dinner break so I don’t have a lot of time.  I’m glad 

you waited. 

MALCOLM:  Yeah, I was just trying to call you.  That’s okay.  I’ve got a little time.  The van 

just left with all the big stuff; the rest will go in the car with the plants and the computer. 

ARNOLD (looking around):  Where’s Sam? 

MALCOLM:  Oh, he’s out front having a last sniff and pee in the yard.  You want me to call 

him? 

ARNOLD:  No, that’s okay… it’ll only confuse him.  You have his travel water dish and 

everything? 

MALCOLM:  All set.  Got his leash and his red toy and his … everything. 

ARNOLD:  Just don’t give him any Diet Coke.  Remember what happened that time when we 

were going to your folks’ place and he had a sip? 

MALCOLM:  Yeah, it took me a lot of Resolve to get that mess cleaned up.  No, I’ve got some 

good clean water for him.  He’ll be all right. 

(ARNOLD looks around the room for a moment.) 

ARNOLD:  I’ll move my stuff back in tomorrow.  It shouldn’t take too long. 

MALCOLM:  Mike’s gone? 

ARNOLD (tersely):  Yep.  Back to St. Louis…or wherever he came from.  Glad that’s over.  (He 

pauses as if he expects MALCOLM to say something, but he just nods.)  Go ahead, you can say 

it. 

MALCOLM:  No.  I’m not going to say anything. 

ARNOLD:  No “I told you so?”  Hey, c’mon, you’ve earned yourself a good gloat.  Free of 

charge.  All yours.  I can take it. 

MALCOLM:  No.  Not a word.  I’m over it.  (Changing the subject.)  Oh, I left you those pages 

out of the photo album you wanted, and the slides, too. 

ARNOLD:  The ones from Europe? 

MALCOLM:  Yeah, including that day we went to Notre Dame and you bought those rosary 

beads for your mom. 
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ARNOLD:  Then we were all out of cash and we couldn’t cash the Traveler’s Check so we had 

to walk all the way from the Louvre to the hotel up by the Arc de Triomphe. 

MALCOLM:  Paris may be lovely in the spring, but it’s a frozen wasteland in December. 

ARNOLD (chuckling):  And then riding on the train to Italy with nothing to eat for eight hours? 

MALCOLM:  And going to the Vatican to get those damn beads blessed at the papal audience 

and missing getting in to see the ceiling of the Sistine Chapel? 

ARNOLD:  So we climbed all the way up to the top of St. Peter’s dome… 

MALCOLM:  …So we could look down on the roof of the Sistine Chapel! 

(They both laugh.) 

MALCOLM:  I left you the pictures from Jamaica, too, the ones from Dunn’s River Falls, and 

going snorkeling 

ARNOLD:  Off the reef at Runaway Bay. 

MALCOLM:  And that blurry one of the barracuda. 

ARNOLD:  Yeah…  What about the ones from Trinidad? 

MALCOLM:  I left you some of those, too. 

ARNOLD:  Did you keep any? 

MALCOLM:  Oh, yeah, the ones of us skiing with my family and sailing in Michigan.  I figured 

you didn’t really want them.  And I have copies of everything, anyway. 

ARNOLD:  Of course you do. 

MALCOLM (indicating a box on the floor):  That one is full of your records and tapes.  I kept all 

of mine, and besides, I didn’t think you’d want my Beatles and Beach Boys collection.  I left you 

all of yours. 

ARNOLD:  Including my Joe Jacksons?  Thanks. 

MALOCLM:  Well, he’s not exactly my style. 

ARNOLD:  I know.  Thanks for storing them for me.  There was just no room in that tiny little 

place we had. 

MALCOLM:  Yeah, I figured.  You barely had room for a bed. 

ARNOLD:  We managed. 
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MALCOLM:  I’m sure you did. 

ARNOLD:  You should have come by sometime. 

MALCOLM (after a beat or two):  No.  That wasn’t gonna to happen. 

ARNOLD:  Yeah, I guess not. 

MALCOLM:  Well… (Turns to go.) 

ARNOLD:  Wait…. 

MALCOLM:  What? 

(ARNOLD goes to the record box and pulls out a cassette tape.) 

ARNOLD:  I want you to have this. 

MALCOLM:  What is it? 

ARNOLD:  Read it. 

MALCOLM (reading the label):  “Turning Japanese” by The Vapors. 

ARNOLD:  You remember that? 

MALCOLM:  Should I? 

ARNOLD:  It was the first song we ever danced to.  “Turning Japanese, I think I’m turning 

Japanese, I really think so.” 

MALCOLM:  Oh, right. 

ARNOLD:  You remember.  The University of Colorado Gay-Lesbian Spring Fling at the 

Eldorado Ranch.  I saw you across the room, all big and muscly in your polo shirt, and I said, 

“Wow, who is that?”  So I worked up the nerve to ask you to dance.  This was the song they 

were playing. 

MALCOLM:  I remember all that…dancing with you… I just don’t remember the song.  Sorry. 

ARNOLD:  And we exchanged phone numbers and you called and… 

MALCOLM:  And you brought flowers. 

ARNOLD:  And we went to dinner at the organic restaurant in Boulder and I was so nervous that 

I barely ate a bite. 

MALCOLM:  It was the flowers that did it, though.  (A beat.)   Fifteen years. 
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ARNOLD:  Yeah.  Fifteen years. 

(A beat.) 

MALCOLM:  I left you all of your kitchen stuff; pots, pans, all those things you cook with.  I did 

take the microwave. 

ARNOLD:  That’s good; you’d starve without it. 

MALCOLM:  Well, I did take the china set I gave you for that first Christmas. 

ARNOLD:  Yeah, we agreed to that.  Just leave me the good cooking stuff. 

MALCOLM:  I did.  Oh, and I left your coffee mug. 

ARNOLD:  Which one? 

MALCOLM:  The one from the rehab center.  The one that cost us ten thousand dollars.  You 

know; the one with the Serenity Prayer on it. 

ARNOLD:  “God grant me the serenity to accept the things I cannot change; courage to change 

the things I can…” 

MALCOLM:  “And the wisdom to know the difference.” 

ARNOLD:  Yep. 

MALCOLM:  For what it’s worth, I was really proud of you. 

(They look at each other for a moment, then look away, glancing around the room, fighting back 

emotions.) 

MALCOLM:  Well…  (Turns to go.) 

ARNOLD:  Wait…. 

MALCOLM:  What? 

ARNOLD:  So, how far are you going to go tonight? 

MALCOLM:  I’m going to try to get as far as Roswell, maybe even into Texas before we stop 

for the night.  But it’s almost six-thirty now, so we’ll stop at midnight no matter where we are. 

ARNOLD:  How long will it take you to get there? 

MALCOLM:  Miami is fourteen hundred miles, according to MapQuest.  Getting across Texas 

should take a whole day itself, then down the panhandle.  Day after tomorrow, I guess. 

ARNOLD:  That’s a long drive by yourself. 
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MALCOLM (lightly):  You’re welcome to come along. 

ARNOLD (chuckling):  Yeah, sure. 

MALCOLM:  Yeah.  Well… (Turns to go.) 

ARNOLD:  Wait…. 

MALCOLM:  What? 

ARNOLD:  You got all the paperwork done? 

MALCOLM:  For the realtor?  Yeah.  Kathy’s going to stop by tomorrow to pick up the listing.  

You’ve signed off on the title, so when it sells, I’ll get the proceeds, which should make up for 

the year’s worth of mortgage payments you owe me.  (Beat.)  Our first and last house. 

ARNOLD:  How much do you think you’ll get for it? 

MALCOLM:  I don’t know.  The market is stuck, so I’ll be lucky to break even. 

ARNOLD:  Well, now that I’ve got a job and Mike is gone, I’ll be able to pay you my share until 

this place sells. 

MALCOLM:  Then what will you do? 

ARNOLD (shrugging):  Don’t know.  Get a new place, go back to Colorado, find something.  

Don’t worry; I always land on my feet. 

MALCOLM:  That you do.  It’s what I loved about you.  One of the things. 

ARNOLD:  And you.  You’ve landed a great job in Miami, doing what you love. 

MALCOLM:  Yeah, well, I’m not sure if I’m ready to go back to teaching.  I’m a little rusty. 

ARNOLD:  They’ll get used to you.  You’ll figure it out. 

MALCOLM:  It’s been almost ten years.  Going from selling windows back to teaching is quite a 

jump. 

ARNOLD:  You’ll be fine. 

MALCOLM:  If you say so. 

ARNOLD:  I do. 

MALCOLM:  Okay, well…. 

(They look at each other, then they embrace in a last hug.) 
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ARNOLD (choking up):  Drive carefully.  Call me when you get there. 

MALCOLM:  I will. 

(MALCOLM turns to go.  He is almost gone, but ARNOLD stops him.) 

ARNOLD:  Wait…. 

MALCOLM:  What? 

ARNOLD:  Just…  Why didn’t you stop me? 

MALCOLM:  What? 

ARNOLD:  Stop me. 

MALCOLM:  Stop you from what? 

ARNOLD:  From leaving.  From moving in with Mike. 

MALCOLM:  Would it have made any difference? 

ARNOLD:  Maybe. 

The play is not over.  To find out how it ends, contact the playwright at 

pmw@barkbarkwoofwoof.com. 
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‘Til Dough Do Us Part 
CHARACTERS: 

 

JOEL:  Twenties. 

PAUL:  Joel’s fiancé.  Same age. 

MIKE:  Joel’s ex.  Same age. 

 

PLACE and TIME: 

 

A coffee shop not unlike your local Starbucks.  March 17, 2020. 

 

Written for the Quarantine Bakeoff play series, March 2020. 
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The set is a coffee shop, not unlike your local Starbucks.  The chairs and tables are stacked up 

against the back wall.  Stage Right is the door into the shop.  Stage Left is the counter area with a 

register, and behind it is the coffee makers and other accoutrements of selling fancy coffees and 

drinks. 

 

At rise, it is early morning.  The shop is dark; the only light on the scene is light from off Stage 

Right that suggest a streetlight throwing light in through the windows.  There is silence, then two 

shadowy figures, JOEL and PAUL, enter from Stage Right and approach the door.  Indistinct 

whispering, then the sound of someone pulling on the locked door.  It rattles, but it does not open.  

Another pull, more rattling. 

 

JOEL:  Shit. 

 

PAUL:  What time is it? 

 

JOEL:  Five after six.  They’re supposed to be open. 

 

(JOEL presses his face against the door.  Then he knocks loudly on the door.) 

 

JOEL:  Hey!  I know you’re in there!  C’mon, open up! 

 

(Off Stage Left a flashlight beam shines on stage.) 

 

MIKE (off):  Hold your goddam horses!  I’ll be right there! 

 

(Noises off Stage Left of someone banging around, hitting pots or something.) 

 

MIKE (off):  Ow!  Shit piss fuck! 

 

(MIKE enters from Stage Left, hobbling, holding his knee.  He is wearing a baker’s apron covered 

with flour, and latex gloves.  He puts the flashlight on the counter, then goes to a wall switch and 

turns on the store lights.  They come up, revealing the empty store.  He goes to the door and looks 

to see who it is.  His shoulders sag.) 

 

MIKE:  You have got to be kidding me. 

 

(MIKE unlocks the door.  JOEL starts to push it open, but MIKE pushes it closed again.) 

 

MIKE:  Wait!  Wait until I get at least twelve feet away, okay?  Store rules. 

 

JOEL:  Okay, sorry. 

 

(MIKE crosses to the counter, then waves JOEL and PAUL in.  They are wearing jackets.) 

 

MIKE (in barista mode):  What can I get for you? 
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JOEL:  Very funny.  Nice to see you, Mike. 

 

MIKE:  You too, Joel.  Been a while. 

 

MIKE:  Yeah.  (To PAUL.)  Hi, I’m Mike. 

 

(PAUL steps forward, offering his hand, and MIKE waves him off.) 

 

PAUL:  Oh, right.  (Waves back.)  Hi, I’m Paul.  Nice to meet you. 

 

MIKE:  Yeah, nice to meet you, too.  Heard a lot about you. 

 

PAUL:  Oh, yeah? 

 

MIKE:  Well, at least on Facebook.  You like cats. 

 

PAUL:  Uh, yeah, I do. 

 

MIKE:  That’s nice.  (To JOEL.)  So, what do you need?  I paid you back the deposit, I signed off 

on the lease, I even gave you back that yellow polo shirt that you told me made me look like a 

well-muscled frat boy. 

 

JOEL:  No, we’re good on all that.  Um…  (Looks around the shop.)  So, how come all the tables 

and chairs are over there?  You guys refinishing the floor or something? 

 

MIKE:  No, company policy while the quarantine is in effect.  We’re strictly on a to-go basis.  

They even shut off the free wi-fi.  And to top it off, the circuit breaker in the back room flipped 

for some reason and it’s gonna take the coffee a few minutes to brew up.  So, if you don’t mind 

waiting… 

 

JOEL:  No, we – I didn’t come in for coffee. 

 

MIKE:  Yeah, I didn’t think so. 

 

JOEL:  I came for my ring. 

 

(Long uncomfortable beat.) 

 

PAUL:  Hey, it’s not that big a deal. 

 

(JOEL and MIKE look at PAUL, who subsides.) 

 

MIKE:  I was kinda wondering when you’d want it back. 

 

JOEL:  Yeah.  Y’see, Paul and I are getting married. 
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MIKE (genuinely happy):  Well, that’s great.  I’m really happy for you. 

 

JOEL:  Thank you. 

 

PAUL:  Wow, that’s great. 

 

MIKE:  What, you thought I’d be upset or something? 

 

PAUL:  Well, yeah.  I mean, you guys were together for so long… 

 

MIKE:  Water under the bridge.  I’m the one who blew it.  Didn’t really pay attention, y’know, 

didn’t keep the spark going.  I guess I just thought he’d always be… y’know, there.  That life 

would just go on without disruption… Then one day, kinda outta nowhere, what was everyday 

normal isn’t so normal anymore and … the old ways just don’t work.  Next thing you know, there’s 

this distance between us, like we’re afraid to touch each other or even talk about it.  (Beat.)  Oh, 

hell, listen to me, carrying on. 

 

JOEL:  That’s okay.  It was good while it lasted. 

 

MIKE:  It was, wasn’t it? 

 

(They look at each other, smiling, remembering the good times.) 

 

PAUL:  Uh, guys… 

 

MIKE:  Oh.  Yeah, right.  The ring.  (He pulls off his gloves and tries to pull off the ring.  It won’t 

budge.)  Shit.  (Keeps trying.)  It’s really on there.  Must’ve put on a little water weight or 

something.  (MIKE is really struggling with it.) 

 

PAUL:  Here, let me… 

 

MIKE (flash of anger):  No, I can do it! 

 

PAUL (backing away):  Okay, okay already. 

 

(MIKE spots a bottle of hand sanitizer on the counter.  Goes to it and squirts some on hands, starts 

rubbing it in.) 

 

MIKE:  Well, finally this shit’s good for something. 

 

PAUL:  Do it for at least twenty seconds. 

 

MIKE:  I know.  And sing a song or something.  Like the national anthem. 

 

JOEL:  Or recite a poem. 
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MIKE:  I sing like a hinge and I don’t know any poems. 

 

JOEL:  Sure, you do.  “T’was brillig, and the slithy toves…” 

 

MIKE:  Ohmygod.  The Jabberwocky.  I forgot all about that. 

 

JOEL (chanting, almost singing):  T’was brillig, and the slithy toves. 

 

MIKE (chanting along):  Did gyre and gimbel in the wabe. 

 

JOEL:  All mimsy were the borogoves 

 

MIKE:  And the mome raths outgrabe! 

 

(They both laugh uproariously.) 

 

PAUL (bursting in):  Beware the Jabberwock, my son!  The jaws that bite, the claws that catch!  

Beware the Jubjub bird, and shun the frumious Bandersnatch! 

 

(MIKE and JOEL stop laughing and look at PAUL.) 

 

PAUL:  Oh.  Sorry. 

 

MIKE:  No, it’s okay.  (Pulls off the ring.)  Oh, look.  (Hands it to JOEL.)  Best wishes. 

 

JOEL:  Thanks. 

 

MIKE:  When’s the wedding? 

 

JOEL:  Actually, we’re on our way to Key West now.  Just a quiet ceremony on the shore and then 

off on a cruise. 

 

MIKE:  Well, that’s great.  And the cruise is still going on even with the… 

 

JOEL:  Yeah, they said they’ve sterilized the ship from stem to stern and sanitized all the cabin 

boys. 

 

MIKE:  You kids have a great time. 

 

(PAUL’s cell phone rings.  He answers it.) 

 

PAUL:  Hello?  Yes, this is he.  What?  You’re kidding!  No, we can’t rebook!  This is our wedding 

trip!  What?  Well, shit!  (Hangs up, panic-stricken.)  The airline cancelled the flight!  They can’t 

rebook us until this whole thing is over! 

 

JOEL:  Holy shit!  Now what do we do? 
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MIKE:  That’s terrible, but you’ll just have to put off the wedding for a few … weeks…. Months? 

 

JOEL:  No, we can’t!  The license is only good until tonight.  Then we’d have to start all over 

again. 

 

PAUL:  The mortgage is in both our names.  The bank was gonna give it to us based on the fact 

that we were going to be married.  Now it’s all fucked up.  (Turns furiously to JOEL.)  Why the 

fuck did you wait so long to get the tickets?  We could have done this back in January before all 

of this shit happened, but NO!  You had to wait until just the right time, you said, when it was 

gonna be cheaper! 

 

MIKE:  Hey, don’t take it out on him!  That stupid virus isn’t his fault. 

 

JOEL:  No, he’s right.  I was waiting. 

 

MIKE:  Until the prices went down? 

 

JOEL:  No.  Until I could get the ring back. 

 

MIKE:  Shit, you could have done that any time.  I would have given it back without a fight. 

 

JOEL:  Yeah.  That’s what I was afraid of. 

 

MIKE:  What, that I wouldn’t put up a fight? 

 

JOEL:  Yeah. 

 

MIKE:  Why? 

 

JOEL:  Because that would have meant that it still meant something to you.  That we still…  That 

I still… 

 

PAUL:  Oh, shit. 

 

MIKE:  No, not to worry.  It’s all right.  I gave him the ring back.  We’re done. 

 

PAUL:  Is it?  Are you really done? 

 

JOEL:  Yes, Paul.  We are. 

 

MIKE:  I said I gave him the ring back. 

 

PAUL:  Yeah, I know, but… 

 

JOEL:  Don’t worry.  I love you. 
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MIKE:  What Joel and I had was one thing.  You guys have something else.  I mean, it’s always 

different with someone new; you figure things out, you get to know them, know their ways. 

 

PAUL:  Yeah.  You find things out.  Like how they like their coffee: two sugars and one ice cube. 

 

MIKE:  He still does that? 

 

PAUL:  Oh, yeah, every morning. 

 

MIKE (chuckling):  And sugar on his rice. 

 

PAUL:  I know!  Who does that? 

 

MIKE:  He does!  Oh, and does he still make that little squeaky giggle when he… when you guys 

are… y’know… done? 

 

PAUL:  Ohmygod.  Yes! 

 

JOEL:  Hey, guys… I’m still in the room.  I mean, right here. 

 

MIKE:  Oh, don’t worry.  We’re all friends here.  No secrets, right? 

 

JOEL:  Not any more, apparently. 

 

PAUL:  It’s okay.  I love you for all of that.  Even that cute little curve in your… 

 

JOEL (cutting him off):  Yeah, okay, Mike knows all about it. 

 

MIKE:  Bet your ass I do.  Why do you think I always liked that song “Up Around the Bend”? 

 

JOEL:  Oh, Jesus! 

 

MIKE:  Yeah, I heard him call him out, too. 

 

PAUL:  Uh huh. 

 

JOEL:  Okay, guys, c’mon. 

 

MIKE:  We’re just having a little fun. 

 

JOEL:  I know, but…. 

 

(JOEL shakes his head, then despite himself, he chuckles.  MIKE does too, and then finally PAUL.  

It becomes a soft laugh, then louder until they are all laughing uproariously.  JOEL spreads his 

arms as if to hug them.  At first, they hesitate, keeping their distance.) 
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MIKE:  Oh, what the hell. 

 

(They come together for a group hug, still laughing, and maybe a sob is heard.  Finally, they break 

apart and separate back to the approved distance.) 

 

MIKE:  So, getting married.  Wow.  How come we never did that? 

 

JOEL:  You didn’t want to.  You said we were fine as we were. 

 

MIKE:  Oh, yeah.  I did say that, didn’t I. 

 

JOEL:  Uh huh. 

 

MIKE:  So, whose idea was it this time? 

 

PAUL:  Mine. 

 

MIKE:  Of course.  I mean, he’s quite a catch. 

 

PAUL:  I know.  So why didn’t you want to do it when you had the chance? 

 

MIKE:  I dunno, I just didn’t feel like we had to.  I mean, we had everything you get with being 

married: the house, the dog, the backyard with the garden.  Why bother? 

 

JOEL:  You said you didn’t want to fit into the heteronormative paradigm and have our relationship 

based on that socioeconomic strata.  One course in modern economics and I’m living with a 

subscription to Mother Jones with size eleven feet. 

 

MIKE:  I didn’t say it like that.  I just… I’ll do it when I’m ready. 

 

JOEL:  Seeing anyone now? 

 

MIKE:  Well, no. 

 

JOEL:  Dating? 

 

MIKE:  Not really. 

 

JOEL:  Never did cancel your account on Manhunt, did you? 

 

MIKE:  Bet you still have yours, don’tcha? 

 

PAUL:  He does.  Good thing, too. 

 

MIKE:  Why’s that? 
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PAUL:  It’s how we met. 

 

MIKE:  Seriously? 

 

PAUL:  Yeah.  I was online and saw his profile.  I sent him a smile, he replied, we started chatting, 

then met for coffee, and…. 

 

JOEL:  That was pretty much that. 

 

MIKE:  Huh.  Well, I guess that’s now the safest way to meet someone: a silicon friendship rather 

than carbon-based.  At least until this whole pandemic thing is over.  And you guys are happy? 

 

PAUL:  We are. 

 

JOEL:  Yeah.  Me too. 

 

MIKE:  Good.  Good. 

 

(Beat.) 

 

JOEL:  Yeah.  (Looks at his watch.)  Well, hey, we’d better get going and see if we can at least 

maybe get on another flight. 

 

MIKE:  No chance of that. 

 

JOEL:  What’re you talking about? 

 

MIKE:  Heard it on the news just before you got here.  The airlines are basically shutting down 

until further notice.  They’re telling everyone to “shelter in place” for now. 

 

PAUL:  Oh, shit!  Now what’ll we do? 

 

MIKE:  Relax.  There are worst places.  We’ve got fresh bread, blueberry scones – you still like 

those, right? – and the coffee will be ready in a few.  And if you still wanna get married, well, we 

can take care of that, too. 

 

JOEL:  Huh? 

 

MIKE:  Well, aside from my life-fulfilling job as a purveyor of caffeinated beverages and 

overpriced baked goods to the tote-bagging listeners of NPR and The New Yorker podcasts, I am 

also The Right Reverend Mike of the International Brotherhood of the Order of Perpetual 

Indulgence, a duly-recognized church based in P.O. Box 242, Sugar Ridge, Ohio. 

 

JOEL:  You mean…? 
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The play is not over.  To find out how it ends, contact the playwright at 

pmw@barkbarkwoofwoof.com. 
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Viral Love 
CHARACTERS: 

 

PERSON A: Any age, any gender, any ethnicity 

PERSON B: Any age, any gender, any ethnicity 

 

PLACE: 

 

A bare stage. 

 

Written for the Coronavirus One-Minute Play Festival, February 2020. 

 

Viral Love was first produced by Fantasy Theatre Factory of Miami, Florida, on May 15, 2020, 

as part of the Short & Sweet: Let’s Play Festival.  It was directed by Cassidy Sandler with the 

following cast: 

 

PERSON A………………………………………………………...……………..Jesse Castellanos 

PERSON B……………………………………………………………………………Noah Levine 
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A bare stage.  PERSONS A and B enter from opposite sides, meet center stage but stand about 

twelve feet apart. 

PERSON A:  I had a great time tonight. 

PERSON B:  Oh, me too.  That dinner was fantastic. 

PERSON A:  Well, next time I’ll make sure Grub Hub gets the order right.  Sorry about the 

anchovies. 

PERSON B:  Oh, I didn’t mind.  I picked them off and fed them to my cat.  And the movie was 

great.  Thank you for sharing it with me, and your Netflix password.  I had no idea Adam Sandler 

could be funny.  Or act. 

PERSON A:  I know.  Um, look, we’ve been on some great dates.  I’ve really liked being on them 

with you. 

PERSON B:  Me too. 

PERSON A:  So… do you think we’re ready to take the next step? 

PERSON B:  You mean…? 

PERSON A:  Yeah.  I mean, when a relationship gets this far… maybe it’s time to… 

PERSON B:  Oh, there are so many things to consider.  That’s a real commitment, and not without 

… danger. 

PERSON A:  I understand.  But I want you to know how much you mean to me.  And I want to 

share myself with you.  I really do need to show you how much… 

PERSON B:  I get it.  I really do.  And I feel the same way.  But I’m not sure I’m ready to… 

PERSON A:  To meet me in person.  Okay.  I don’t want to force it at all.  We have time.  And 

plenty of Purell.  So… 

The play is not over.  To find out how it ends, contact the playwright at 

pmw@barkbarkwoofwoof.com. 
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Which Way to the Beach 
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ERIC:  early thirties 

GEORGE:  middle-aged, 50’s 

MARJORIE:  his wife, also 50’s 

RICK:  late twenties 

STEVE:  early thirties 

 

PLACE and TIME: 

 

The lobby of a restored Art Deco hotel on South Beach.  Present day. 
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The scene is the lobby of a restored Art Deco hotel on South Beach.  A front desk is Stage Right, 

and Stage Left is a couch, chairs, and end table with a phone, and a potted palm next to it to give 

it a tropical flair.  Up center is the entrance to the lobby from the elevators and the rooms. 

At rise ERIC is standing behind the front desk.  He is in his early thirties, and he is wearing the 

uniform of a front desk clerk.  He is on the phone. 

ERIC:  Front desk.  Yes, breakfast is served until nine a.m.  May I connect you to the dining room?  

(Pause as he listens.)  Yes, there’s still room on the bus for the tour of the Everglades.  May I make 

a reservation for you?  (Another pause.)  Very good.  You’re welcome.  (Hangs up and goes back 

to work.) 

(GEORGE and MARJORIE enter from up center.  They are a middle-aged couple. GEORGE is in 

casual business attire: sports coat, shirt with no tie, and loafers.  MARJORIE is similarly attired.) 

GEORGE:  You go see if you can get a paper.  I want to talk to the desk clerk. 

MARJORIE:  Ask him about the pillows. 

GEORGE:  I will.  Go find a paper. 

(MARJORIE crosses Left towards the newsstand off stage.  GEORGE goes to the front desk.) 

ERIC:  Good morning, sir, how can I help you? 

GEORGE:  Good morning.  George and Marjorie Engstrom, Room 242. 

ERIC:  Yes, sir, welcome to the Emerald Palms.  We’ve been looking forward to your visit. 

GEORGE:  Oh really?  Well, thank you.  Lovely place you have here.  (He looks around the lobby.)  

I remember this when it was a real dump, back before South Beach got all… 

ERIC:  Yes, sir, it went through quite a change back in the ‘90’s. 

GEORGE:  I’ll say.  When I was in college, we came down here for spring break from Minnesota, 

Miami Beach was full of old people who were waiting in line for the early bird special at Wolfies 

or to get in to the Jackie Gleason show.  We called it God’s Waiting Room.  Ended up going to 

Fort Lauderdale, y’know, ‘cause that’s where all the kids went.  We spent so much time drinking 

and chasing skirts – and bikinis – I don’t think we ever got down to the beach.  We weren’t even 

sure how to get there.  (Chuckles at the memories.) 

ERIC (chuckling):  Yes, sir. 

GEORGE:  Now it’s all… fancy and … 

ERIC:  Restored. 

GEORGE:  I guess that’s one way to put it.  Gotta say that when Steve – that’s my son, Steve – 

said he got us a room at the Emerald Palms, I thought he was putting us in the old folks’ home, 

y’know.  But this is … nice. 
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ERIC:  I’m glad you like it. 

GEORGE:  Yes, it’s a lot different than the old days.   You’d never see that rainbow flag out front. 

ERIC:  Oh, yes, well, it is Pride Week. 

GEORGE:  Oh, so that’s it?  So this place isn’t just for…? 

ERIC:  We welcome everyone. 

GEORGE:  Well, yes, of course.  Otherwise you wouldn’t have some old married straight couple 

from Minneapolis staying here, would you? 

ERIC:  We’re very happy to have you with us, Mr. Engstrom. 

GEORGE:  Glad to be here.  It’s not like I have a problem with it or anything.  I mean live and let 

live, y’know? 

ERIC:  Yes, sir.  To each his own. 

GEORGE:  Birds of a feather.  Now you take my son, Steve. 

ERIC:  Okay. 

GEORGE:  When he told us he was going to go to college in Miami, I kinda wondered what sort 

of place it would be for a kid from Minneapolis….  He was eighteen and he’d never really been 

out on his own… (Catches himself telling family secrets to a perfect stranger, then looks around 

for MARJORIE.)  I wonder what’s taking her so long to just buy a paper. 

ERIC:  Sir, is there something I may help you with? 

GEORGE:  Oh, yes.  Is it possible to get different pillows? 

ERIC:  Certainly.  I’ll have Housekeeping take care of it. 

GEORGE:  Thanks.  The ones we have are too big. 

ERIC:  Too big? 

GEORGE:  Yeah.  We’re used to flatter ones.  These are too…poufy. 

ERIC:  I understand. 

GEORGE:  Good.  (Pause.)  Is it okay if we wait here? 

ERIC:  Oh, Housekeeping will take the pillows up to your room for you. 

GEORGE:  No, I don’t mean that.  I mean, is it okay for us to wait here in the lobby?  Our son 

Steve and his friend are going to meet us here and take us out to breakfast.  (Looks at watch.)  Must 

be running a little late. 

ERIC:  Of course.  May I get you some coffee? 



59 
 

GEORGE:  Oh, no, I’m fine, thanks.  And thanks for taking care of the pillows.  (Pulls a bill out, 

hands it to ERIC.) 

ERIC (pockets bill):  My pleasure, sir. 

(MARJORIE reenters empty-handed.) 

MARJORIE:  All they had left was El Nuevo Herald.  That’s the Miami Herald in Spanish, and 

seeing as how your Spanish is limited to the menu at Taco Bell, I decided to skip it. 

GEORGE:  Damn. 

(Phone at desk rings.  ERIC takes the call, nods, then looks at GEORGE and MARJORIE.) 

ERIC:  Excuse me, sir, you have a call. 

GEORGE:  For me? 

ERIC:  Yes, sir, you can take it on the house phone. 

(GEORGE picks up the phone on the end table.) 

GEORGE:  Hello?  Hello?  Steve, is that you?  You’re breaking up.  (To MARJORIE.)  It’s Steve 

on that stupid smart phone of his.  (Back to phone.)  What?  Say that again?  (Pause.)  Okay.  I 

said OKAY.  We’ll see you when we see you.  (Hangs up, turns to MARJORIE.)  He says he’s 

“uck in affic on the auseway.”  Should be here in a few minutes.  He said Rick is waiting to meet 

us. 

MARJORIE:  He is? 

(RICK, a man in his late twenties, enters from Stage Left.  He is dressed nicely in slacks, a light 

summer sports coat with a rainbow flag lapel pin, and loafers without socks.  He starts to cross to 

the front desk but GEORGE steps over to greet him.) 

GEORGE:  Um, hello, you must be… 

RICK:  I’m Rick Sutton.  You must be… 

GEORGE:  I’m George, and this is Marjorie. 

MARJORIE:  Nice to meet you. 

RICK:  Same here. 

GEORGE:  Shall we have a seat?  (They go to the couch and chairs.)  Let’s talk a little before … 

MARJORIE:  So tell me, Rick, are you from around here? 

RICK:  Yes, Coral Gables.  I go to the university there and I… 

MARJORIE:  Jeb Bush lives there. 

GEORGE:  What’s your field? 
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RICK:  I’m finishing my masters in architecture. 

MARJORIE:  Oh, architecture, how wonderful!  Steve studied engineering. 

GEORGE:  Mechanical engineering.  Engines, ships, machinery. 

MARJORIE:  Yes, he was always good at drawing things.  He used to design scenery for plays in 

high school and even in college.  He was always drawing something.  Of course, nowadays they 

use computers. 

GEORGE:  So tell me, Rick, do you have a large family? 

RICK:  I have a brother and two sisters. 

GEORGE:  And your parents? 

RICK:  They’re divorced.  Mom and my stepmother Susan live in Seattle.  Dad’s still here. 

MARJORIE:  Oh, your mom and … Susan live in Seattle?  That’s a nice town. 

RICK:  They like it.  Mom’s a landscape architect. 

MARJORIE (impressed):  Well! 

GEORGE:  So, I guess it runs in the family. 

RICK:  What does? 

MARJORIE (warning):  George… 

GEORGE:  Drawing.  Artistic talent. 

RICK:  Yes, I guess so. 

GEORGE:  So, you must be busy here in Miami.  We saw all the building cranes when we were 

coming in from the airport. 

RICK:  Actually, I’m an interior architect. 

GEORGE:  A what? 

RICK:  Interior architect.  I design living space. 

GEORGE:  Oh. 

MARJORIE:  That must be interesting. 

RICK:  Yes, it is. 

MARJORIE:  You get to work with art and furniture. 

RICK:  Yes, I do. 
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MARJORIE:  You know, I’ve always wanted to know why they design furniture that is either 

lovely to look at but horrible to sit in, or horrible to look at but is so comfortable.  Like a 

Barcalounger. 

RICK:  Yes, it’s one of the great mysteries, isn’t it? 

MARJORIE:  Yes! 

GEORGE:  So, you make a good living at it? 

RICK:  Well, it can be… 

GEORGE:  So how much are you pulling in? 

MARJORIE:  George, please. 

GEORGE:  What?  We have a right to know! 

MARJORIE:  Oh, George!  (To RICK.)  I’m sorry; sometimes he can be inappropriate. 

RICK:  Oh, that’s okay, but… 

GEORGE (cutting RICK off):  No, dammit, Marjorie, I have to know a little about the man my son 

is going to spend the rest of his life with. 

(RICK tries to interrupt but they ignore him.) 

MARJORIE:  George! 

GEORGE:  We have a right to know. 

MARJORIE:  Yes, but you don’t have to give him the third degree. 

GEORGE:  No, Marjorie, we do.  Look, if he was marrying our daughter, you’d be all over him 

about his income and his family and where he went to school. 

MARJORIE:  It sounds like you’re trying to embarrass the young man. 

GEORGE:  Well, I’m sorry.  (To RICK.)  Look, you understand. 

MARJORIE:  George, you sound like you’re ashamed of all this. 

(A long beat.  GEORGE glares at MARJORIE.) 

GEORGE (thickly):  How can you say that? 

MARJORIE:  Well, you do.  You’ve never said anything at all about how you feel about Stevie 

and now you’re grilling this poor boy like he’s one of your suspects.  (To RICK.)  You know he’s 

been a police officer for almost thirty years and sometimes he forgets he’s not “on the job” as he 

puts it. 

RICK:  I see.  Look, I get it, but… 
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GEORGE:  I love my son.  I love him more than you can possibly imagine.  I am proud of him.  I 

went to every play he was in, every school pageant, and when he came to us and told us that he’s 

gay, I hugged him and told him that nothing – nothing – would ever make me not love him.  It 

took a lot of guts.  For both of us.  (Beat.  Deep breath.)  It’s you, Marjorie.  You’re the one who’s 

been ashamed all these years, worried about what your friends would say, worried about not having 

grandchildren.  Oh, you cover it up by trying to be accepting, but I know you.  Deep down you 

wish he was just a regular boy. 

MARJORIE:  No, George, that’s not true. 

GEORGE:  It is.  You go along with the polite society.  But when was the last time you heard one 

of your friends make a joke about fruits and fags and you laughed along with them, or you heard 

the pastor in church call them an abomination and dropped ten bucks in the collection plate instead 

of standing up and saying “My son is gay.”  C’mon, Marjorie, when have you ever taken a stand 

for our son? 

MARJORIE:  What good would it do?  You can’t change other people by telling them something 

like that.  And how can you say that I don’t love him? 

GEORGE:  I didn’t say that.  But admit it, Marjorie.  You’ve always been slightly embarrassed by 

him, even as a kid, when he didn’t go out on dates and was more interested in theatre than football.  

And when he invited us down here to meet the man he wants to marry (Looks at RICK.), and you 

realized that someday there’s going to be a big fat gay wedding announcement in the Minneapolis 

Tribune about your gay son getting gay married on the gay beach in the Gay Capital of South 

Florida, you wanted to be here so you could do your very best to talk him out of it. 

RICK:  Um, look, George, uh, Marjorie… 

MARJORIE (all business, cutting him off):  Just a second, Rick.  (To GEORGE.)  It may not matter 

to you.  It never has, what other people think.  But it does, George, and whether you like it or not, 

there are people in this world – friends of ours, family members, people we have to deal with in 

our lives that aren’t as enlightened as you are… or maybe it’s because you are used to being 

confrontational: my way or the highway.  Well, the world doesn’t work like that, George, and 

whether you like it or not, it matters to some people that my son is gay! 

GEORGE (smiling):  Well, there you go. 

MARJORIE:  There I go what? 

GEORGE:  That’s the first time I’ve ever heard you say that. 

MARJORIE:  Say what? 

GEORGE:  Gay. 

MARJORIE:  Don’t be silly, George, I’ve said it lots of times. 

GEORGE:  No, I’ve never heard you say “my son is gay.”  At least not to me, not in public, not 

out loud. 



63 
 

MARJORIE:  I didn’t think I had to.  It’s not something you brag about. 

The play is not over.  To find out how it ends, contact the playwright at 

pmw@barkbarkwoofwoof.com. 
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