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The Apple & The Tree


The Apple & The Tree

Written by Mark Edward Quinn White

Center shallow grave, to the right a mound of fill with a shovel sticking out of the top.  Upstage left of the grave is a large tree, old.  The leaves have turned brown if there are any leaves at all.

The Gravedigger enters from the dark smoking a cigarette.  As he crosses to the grave, he tosses the cigarette on the mound of fill.  He picks up the shovel, and starts filling.  After he has a rhythm, he starts to sing “I Think We’re Alone Now” by Tiffany.

A dark light, moonlight, slowly fades up on the scene.  Half way through the song the Gravedigger goes behind the tree and pees.  When he finishes peeing he returns to shoveling.  After he has a rhythm, he picks up where he left off in the song.

Slowly, the lights brighten as the sun rises over the scene (this may take the duration of the play, or a few minutes).  Small birds chirp.

The Gravedigger finishes the song, and stops shoveling.  A bird chirps.
Gravedigger:  Hello?


Hi?  No.



The coast is clear.  He looks at the head of the grave.


Hello.



He looks around again.


Hi?  Um…


Hey.  No fudge!



He stops looking at the grave.

Hello father – that’s good, two words, best I’ve done yet.



He looks at the grave for a moment and collects his thoughts.
Forgive me father.  No – bless me father.  For I have sinned.  It has been… actually this is my first time at confession, I’m sort of a virgin.  Hope you don’t mind.


He starts shoveling.
I’m a brand spankin’ new Irish Catholic.  Not new Irish, new Catholic.  Well, I’m not really Irish, as you can tell.  And I’m not really Catholic either.  My wife Karen is, and I go to her church, so… don’t drink though.  Not that every pseudo Irish Catholic drinks.  Just thought I’d tell you I’m not a stereotype.  Like every Catholic priest touches little boys, that’s not true either.  

Church was just something I had to sit through as a kid.  I always believed in God, but let’s face it: church is boring.  I’d day dream about ninja’s flying through the big stain glass windows at the alter, and I’d have to fight them to save the day.  I respect a persons right to worship, and I figured by killing the ninjas, people could worship in peace.  It didn’t really make much difference to me.  But Karen is Catholic, and she thinks that divorce is a sin.  And I’d be a sin to divorce  Karen, so I started going for her.  And for Emily.  Thought it would be nice to have two parents bring her to church on Sundays.  Hold her dad’s hand while we sing the hymns.  The three of us squat into a little pew, helps her have faith, teaches her about her spirit.

I met Karen back in university.  She came back to my place.  We talked and drank wine in the bath till morning.  Terribly romantic, actually, something I learned from my dad.

I was offered a position at the college.  So we moved here, almost two years ago, bought a safe quiet house in a safe quiet suburb, and I became a teacher, just like my dad – Professor actually.  I one-upped him.  Karen opened a fantastic restaurant, and Emily started kindergarten.

He takes a break from shoveling, checking to see how much more he has left to do.
When I married Karen I adopted Emily.  Karen had been with Emily’s father for a while, a few years, and right after Emily was born he was killed in a car accident.  Tire blew out on his car, small sports car, slid under a transport truck.  We don’t hide things from Emily, so she knows that’s I’m not her real father.  I’m her dad.  Daddy.  My parents didn’t tell me I was adopted until I was sixteen.  What an age to hear that everything your thought your life was based on is a lie.  I remember when dad told me, it was a horrible weekend.  But Emily is fine.  Children are like goldfish, they bounce back.  We visit her father’s grave every father’s day.  Emily brings him a little card made with glue and macaroni.  She tells the birds on our way out “don’t go eating my father’s card.”


He takes a picture out of his wallet, and shows it to the grave.
She had her picture taken with Santa.  You can’t see it, but that’s her.  She sat on his lap, starred at this strange man with this strange beard, and smiled this funny smile.  It was the first time she had ever seen an Asian Santa.

We went to the ice cream place and had chocolate sundaes, a treat for her being a good girl.  We don’t normally give her sweets.  “No fudge,” we tell her.  Emily was sitting very quiet, eating her sundae.  Karen and I were talking about decorating, and the tree, trying to get Emily more excited than she was (we can be big kids too), and Emily put her hand up and said “that wasn’t Santa Claus.”  We were floored!  She’s so young, how can she not believe in Santa?  “Santa Claus is Jesus Christ.”  Karen wasn’t sure if she should be shocked at what Emily said, or mad that she was swearing.  And then Emily added: “They look alike.”  And it’s true, you know.  If you look at pictures of Jesus and pictures of Santa, they do in fact look alike: beards, shaggy-like hair, the look of peace and forgiveness in their eyes, both last names start with “C” (though you can’t tell that from a picture).  Emily said that after Jesus rose from the grave on the third day he went to Heaven: a beautiful, pure, white place, with fantastic magic and joy.  I guess the North Pole is a beautiful pure white place, there’s reindeer, and Christmas is full of magic.  She says that every year, on his birthday, Jesus goes around the world and rewarding good people for being good people.  Santa Claus is Jesus Christ, just aged a few years.  It keeps Christmas In Christmas.

You know, when I was Emily’s age, I’d sit with the Wish Book and write my letter to Santa.  I’d list everything out: such-and-such-a-thing on such-and-such-a-page in this-or-that-size in whatever-colour, blah, blah, blah.  I was convinced Santa went shopping at Sears just like everyone else, filled his cart, and what he couldn’t get in store, he’d order from the Christmas Catalogue and put it on his Sears card.  I thought Santa was billionaire.

“Santa’s not rich, silly.  It’s magic!”

She’s great.  You knew her: she’s smart, she’s funny, she’s beautiful.  Karen and I tried to conceive a child, but it turns out that’s easier said than done.  I though it was my fault, thought my boys weren’t really… stepping up to the plate.  I figured it was genetic, a family thing, inherited low sperm count.  And until then I had no interest in finding my birth family.  But when it comes to kids, you have to do whatever you can.  So I decided to give it a shot.

It’s not an easy thing to do, especially since there was no record of a father.  For a while I thought I was the reincarnation of Jesus.  You know, no father?  But I realized that was just silly, to say the least.  So I did some research, searched articles, archives, newspapers, hospital records, and eventually found a name for my birth mother.  Teresa.  Mother: Teresa.  Father?  Could be anyone at this point.

Teresa is a nurse in Winnipeg.  She moved away after she put me up for adoption.  She met my birth father when she was thirteen.  He was her thirty year old camp counselor.  She said she was cold one night, and he put his arms around her, and there was nothing she could do to stop him.  I have two half brothers, a half sister, and a step father named Walter.  He’s an engineer.  She told me my father’s name, and why I was put up for adoption, given a second chance.  See, she found out she was pregnant, didn’t bother to get in touch with him (turns out he was the only part of Sacred Heart Summer Camp she wanted to forget), my grandmother wouldn’t let her keep me, and no one believed her when she told them what happened, she didn’t give a name, just some guy, he was just some guy, and everyone thought she was a whore after that, and I would have stopped her from doing what she wanted with her life, she wouldn’t have become a nurse, so she put me up for adoption, it was what people did, it was what was best for both of us.  And I’m fine with that.  I had a great family growing up, I love them.  We’re okay.  She’s glad I finally found her, and she’s proud that I had become such a strong man with a beautiful family of my own.  She was glad I gave her a second chance.

That’s sort of it in a nutshell.

I came home with this newfound knowledge.  Went to church that Sunday, and I prayed to God to help me find him, I prayed, I really prayed, for the first time since I was a kid.  Karen handed me the church bulletin, I fanned myself, flicked through it, and my eyes caught something.  I had heard your name a million times, but when I read it… we have the same nose.  We have the same hair.  Eyes.  Smile.  I shook your hand millions of times. We have the same hands.


Pause.
How do you tell your Catholic Priest that he’s your biological father?  During communion: “Thanks for the body and blood of Christ, Father.”  Burst in on a choir practice singing: “You’re my real father, Father.”  So I never told you.  I even counted the letters in your first name: seven letters.  Just like mine.

And I actually started to cry.  I broke down, after all these years, I had finally found my family, my whole family.  Emily was looking at me in the pew, you were giving the sermon of homily, whatever you call it, something about family and forgiveness.  Fitting.  She tugged at my arm: “are you thinking about your fam-i-ly?”  Yes, I told her, and she held my hand for the rest of the service.  “Fam-i-ly.”

He shovels with vigor, hoping to get the job done before the sun comes full up.  He stops, still bent, with the shovel in the ground.
Christ I look like an idiot.  Look at this shovel?!  It’s made for midgets.  Fits in the trunk of my car.


He crosses to the tree.
My back is killing me.


He starts to rub his back against the tree.

And I’m so fuckin’ tired.  Sorry, bad habit, I shouldn’t swear, I know.  But there’s lots of things I shouldn’t do.  You ever have one of those days where everything is going great and then the bottom just falls out of ‘er?  Well then you understand.


He takes a pack of smokes out of his jacket, and lights one.
Emily laughs when I tell her this one joke, it’s her favorite joke, probably my best joke too.  It’s funny: why is Six afraid of Seven?  Give up?  Because Seven Eight Nine.


He laughs to himself.
And the reason I’m telling you this is because that’s how many cigarettes I have left: seven, eight.  Nine.  I haven’t had a smoke in over four years.  Just seemed like the thing to buy with the newspaper at one in the morning.

As he smokes, he stretches, using the tree as support.  When he finishes his cigarette, he tosses the butt on the grave.
I think Emily likes numbers.  She sometimes counts my keys at the breakfast table, always starts counting from the War Amps key tag.  He favorite number is nine million and two: that’s how many stars she says she can count from her bedroom window.  We don’t let her stay up late often, but when she does she likes to watch the night sky.  She picks out which stars are the brightest, and which ones are related to the man in the moon.  She names all the brothers and sisters, aunt, uncles, nieces and nephews.  She even picks out which ones are the mommy and daddy.  We told her that some of those stars have burned out, it just takes years and years for the light to reach us on earth.  “So you mean the man in the moon has more fam-i-ly than the ones outside my window?!”  Karen said we should get a nice telescope for the summer.  I’d like her to see the meteor showers in August.  I think she’d like to count all the visiting neighbors.


He picks up the shovel and smashes the cigarette butt on the grave.
Just making sure it was out.  Don’t want to burn everything down.


He props himself up on the shovel.
I told my parents I was trying to find out.  Dad was great with it.  Like he is with everything.  He taught me to drive, to shave, about women, love and life.  He even taught me how to dig a hole a then fill it back in.  He says it’s all about finding a rhythm.  Not too fast, not too slow.  “Sing a song, b’y.  Whistle while you work.”  (I only listen to what Emily likes, and lately that’s been old 80’s tapes I had at the cabin.  She likes Tiffany the best, so we listen to that one a lot.)  Dad would always just make up a tune, dig to that.  He gave me my first tool set, my first snow shovel.  And when I got my first car, he gave me a road side emergency kit, still have it: road salt, kitty littler, spare tire, tire iron, pump, jumper cables, and this here shovel in case I got stuck.

In elementary school, maybe seven or eight, my teacher asked us who our hero was.  Everyone else said some famous person’ name, but I said “my dad.”  My teacher asked why, and I said “cause he never gets sick.”  He may have sneezed or coughed, but I never once saw him sick.  Never got the flu, never had the cold.  We’re a lot alike, my dad and me.  Except his hands are cracked and worn, strong, honest-days-work, hands.  I don’t have my dad’s hands.


He shovels, finishing filing in the grave.
One of the best memories I have of my dad, is the day I knew he loved me, no matter what.  I had just found out I was adopted.  Packed my backpack, took off on my bicycle.  I had turned sixteen two weeks before.  I was going into grade eleven.

I rode to the next town over.  I didn’t have any friends in my own town, I was kind of a loner kid.  I headed to Kevin’s house, took me about an hour.  Every peddle down the road I had visions of my jeans getting caught in the chain of my bike and I’d get sucked around the wheels, or transport trucks smashing into me, just so I didn’t have to deal with it.

I got to Kevin’s house, safe and sound, and we started drinking (what else do you do?!).  We spent the full weekend forgetting I wasn’t who I thought I was.  That night started with one beer.  One smoke, one beer, two smokes, one beer, three smokes, one joint, five smokes, three beer – I found a rationale and logic that night I never knew existed.

I slept down in the field with my friends that weekend.  Five, or six tents pitched, fire in the middle, like camp, you know?  We did nothing but bike around town, in the woods, swim, run, walk, hike, drink, smoke, drink smoke, forget, forget, forget.  Drank every brand of alcohol we could steal from his alcoholic parents (they were the stereotypical Irish Catholics), chain smoke, get high.  All weekend.

The third and final day of this magical weekend started like the rest: no sleep, wake and bake, smoke, Rotten-Ronnie’s for breakfast, Tim’s for coffee, smokes to keep us company as we walked the dead streets.  August: close to, if not thirty degrees in the shade.  Hot.  We went swimming to cool off, smoked a few more joints and cigs, got out and we headed for Kevin’s.

Kevin’s house was on the top of this huge hill, and his drive way was this long, steep, curve.  As soon as we got to the bottom of the driveway I feel this burn.  So I quickened my pace.  And then a deeper burning.  My bowels felt like they were on fire.  I quickened my pace.  It burned more.  I run.  It stings.  I run, it stings.

I looked up and I could see the basement door – it burns so bad.  I run to the top of the driveway (fastest time anyone has ever done that Kevin told me after), burst open the basement door, into the storage room, it burns, through the rec room, stinging, down the hall, I’m going to die, in the laundry room, my body lets go, I have no control, the bathroom, backpack and all, close the door my, legs are already wet.  I pull down my shorts, my underwear, and sit.

Sweet relief.

And after…I look down.  Covered.  I am covered in…

There is no fan in the bathroom.

I finish, I flush, I wrap my underwear in toilet paper and towels, cover it in shampoo, put it at the bottom of the garbage bag.  I scrub my legs and my behind.  Balls were coated.  I flushed a million times.  I heard Kevin: “got the shits, do ya?”  “Nooo,” I replied.  Then I put on my jeans, called dad to come pick me up, and left Kevin’s house.

I didn’t tell dad what happened, I just needed a ride home.  He came picked me and my bike up, and we drove in silence, dads hands tight to the wheel.  He was driving ten and two and dad never drives ten and two.  Three days prior I found out I was adopted, haven’t spoke to him since.  I didn’t know what to say, and I had just shat myself.  We pulled into the driveway and before we got out of the car dad looked at me and said, “you know that I love you, right?  Nothing is ever going to change about that.  I may not be your father, but I am your dad.”  And that was it.

That’s who my dad is.

I thought nothing could be worse than finding out I was adopted.  But to be sixteen and after shitting your pants like a baby?  I mean there was shit everywhere.  Everywhere.  All over my legs, shorts, underwear, some down in my socks, and I just hovered.  I wouldn’t dare sit.  There was shit everywhere.  Just shit, shit, shit.

He now realizes, for the first time, what he has done and why he is standing where he is.  He becomes very nervous.


Shit.  Shit, shit, shit, oh, God, shit, what have I…?  Shit…

He looks to the grave and frantically finishes his work.  If he has filled in the hole, he tries to make it look the way me found it.
Okay.  You have to finish, get through this and go home, sleep.  

After her Christmas concert was the first time I noticed it.  We went to get Emily and she was crying.  Figured it was a bully maybe?  Some one was picking on her.  But she was in Catholic school, there’s not supposed to be bullies in Catholic school.  Then she’d be crying after school when I’d go to pick her up.  It didn’t happen everyday.  Sometimes she’d be smiling after school.  She started crying before school.  I’d drop her off at the door and her little lip would quiver.  “If something’s bothering you, you can tell me,” I’d say.  I kept her home form school a few times, but she needs to go to school.  So we had meetings with the school, teachers, the nuns, you, and everyone said the same thing: she was a bright kid who loved to learn.  Great.  So why is she crying?

Someone at the school recommended a therapist, but all he wanted to do was give her medication.  We don’t believe in mind-altering drugs.

This carried on for a while, every now and then she’d be crying.  I guess we just, sort of, got used to it.  And then, yesterday, Karen and I were doing some spring cleaning.  Emily’s going to have a yard sale next week, start saving for her telescope.  I was going through some old boxes and Karen was going through Emily’s drawers with her, cleaning out the pockets of her clothes and she found a little plastic bag with fudge in it.  We always tell her “no fudge.”  Karen asked her where she got it and she said “Someone gave it to me, it’s a secret.”  Karen asked her when and she said in school.  “What’s the secret, Emily?” I asked, and her little face changed.  She started to squirm.  “He said not to tell secrets, or something bad might happen.”  So I asked again, “Emily, what’s the secret?!”  Karen started towards me, but I just pointed my finger at her to stop.  “Emily, it’s not nice to keep secrets from Mommy and Daddy, who told you not to.”  She started to cry: “you won’t get mad at me…?”    She sobbed, and I got really scared.  So we sat her down, and she said…she told us that at school, the Father…you.  You were taking her into your office for private…for private lessons…and you would, touch her…forcing her to…and when you were finished, you would give her s sucker, or something sweet – we don’t let her eat sweets!

Hearing those words in her little voice broke my heart.  She’s five years old.

We put Emily to bed and I got in the car a drove.  That’s what I do when I need to think, I drive.  It was late.  I was tired.  I couldn’t sleep.  A little foggy.  Roads were kind of wet, slick.  That War Amps key tag, the one they use to send your keys back to you if they get lost, was hitting up against the radio dial.  Everything was sort of coming in and out.  Reminded me of the night I rolled my dad’s Four Runner: I was driving fifteen kilometers an hour, front right tire got caught in a washed out section on the side of the road, I jerked the wheel…the sound of the windshield cracking and the thud of my body as I undone my seat belt and fell on the roof…

So I was reminding myself to keep an eye out, War Amps key tag hitting the dial, radio coming and going, drive careful.  I came around the bend on the back road, saw a man on the side with a small car, he had a flat tire.  He hmust have heard me coming, saw the car and tried to flag me down.  That’s when I realized it was you.  All I could think was he touches her and gives her candy.  So I jerked the wheel.

My windshield is fine.


He gets down on the grave.  The sun has risen completely.
Did you hear that you sick fuck?  Huh?  Did you?  I hit you with my car, packed you in the trunk, went and bought a paper and looked through the obituaries, found a fresh grave, no one was on the road, I was fuckin’ lucky.  No one saw me dig this hole, no one saw me drop you in it, no one saw me pour a bag of road salt on your sorry ass, no one saw it, no one will ever find you, and I certainly won’t give a good Goddamn if you are not there to pass judgement on us miserable sinners this Sunday morning you disgusting cunt.  You only get one second chance.  Burn in hell mother fucker!

Pause.  He stands, cleans himself off, puts on his jacket, and looks at the grave.  He is overcome.  He walks to the head stone, kisses his palm and lays it on the head stone.  He gathers his belongings, puts his hand in his pocket to take out his keys.  They aren’t there.  He drops the shovel and pats himself down.  He searches every pocket on his person, and goes behind the tree and looks.

My keys.  Where’s my keys.

He does another quick pat down of himself and freezes.  He stares at the grave.  Silence.

Holy fuck.

Look, if you could just erupt my keys from the earth right now that would be great, cause I’ve had one hell of a night and I like to see my family now.

Bless me father for I have sinned.  It has been one minute since my last confession.  Last night I killed a man because he hurt my child.  I buried him on top of Lawrence Kauffman – is this a Jewish graveyard?  Lawrence Kauffman and my father have my car keys, and my house keys, and my office keys…and my War Amps key tag.

Silence.  He is exhausted, emotionally and physically.  He starts to dig, brokenly singing the Tiffany song once more.  As the lights fade, he continues to sing.  In the black we hear the shovel.  Silence.

Curtain.
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