Everything Secure (First draft Oct.22nd 2005)

Set:  the set consists of only doors and one stool or uncomfortable folding chair.  The chair starts off DSC but is moved around throughout the show.  Pre show we can barly make out the doors because of the lighting.  The lights are suspended from a traveler, they are those really bright but sometimes dim (depending on the covering) neon lights you see in warehouses. They hang just above the  chair and are very low starting off.  There is a door to the immediate Right of the chair. AnExit sign is lit above it  Lights fade down except for the neon light.  Just before the light wash fades out the neon lights flick off.

Lights up on the outside of the exit door which is now closed.  There is a girl, Aimee, standing outside smoking a cigarette.  Checking her watch, trying to smoke it as fast as she can.  The only light is a spot from the light outside the entrance.  It’s cold and early morning,  A few yawns and then the last draw of the smoke.  She rigs the buzzer which is on the door somewhere (necessary props piece)*annoying buzzer sound then a voice: -----------production office? The girl: “It’s Amy”.  With that the door opens and black.  

 Lights up and we are inside of this dusty old warehouse.  There is a very uncomfortable chair resting against the wall just inside , dust all over the place, a few discarded coffee cups, empty pack of smokes.  All along the back of where a wall should be is a line of doors.  Different sizes, colors, but all earth tones, browns, greys etc.  The first door on one end is the Men’s washroom (this door is painted a musky grey/blue and has the male washroom symbol on it.  On the other end a reddish/rusty red color door which is the female washroom (also has a female washroom symbol on it)  In –between there is a door marked “Wardrobe” another “Hair/makeup” another “Set” another double set of doors marked “craft services”, and another small door marked “Stairs”, they are all brown or shades of it.  Actors will come in and out of these doors and act as interruptions to the main character but not always bad interruptions, more like distractions from time to time.  The main entrance/exit is where the actors and others go to smoke.  The main door is also used by the Fed-Ex Man, the Coffee Guy, The caterers, news crews .  

Aimee is unpacking her knapsack.  She is obviously not new at this because she unpacks a fleece blanket and puts it in the base of the chair to act as a cushion.  She tests it out a few times and adjusts it to suit her needs.  She then pulls out a few books, plays, a sketch book and a discman.  She sits and gets settled away.  Once everything is to her liking she  picks the walkie talkie up off the floor where the other worker had left it she heads for the craft services door.  Very lazily she pushes through and has a cup of coffee in one hand , cookie in the other and the walkie on her belt.  She comes back to her seat, takes a slurp of coffee just test it, she burns her lip 

Aimee: “FUCK!!!”

She proceeds back into craft and comes back with a can of pepsi pressed to her lip.  She sits and pokes at her lip for a few minutes.  Then she puts the can down and wanders her eyes from the floor to the audience.  Adderssing them:

Aimee: God I don’t want to be at work today!  Don’t get me wrong, the money isgreat! (taking off a layer to reveal a t-shirt reading security)  I mean , I get $10 an hour to sit here for 12 hours a day.  They feed me, give me water, coffee ( usually just get it myself ) pretty much anything I want they will give.  I even get catered 4 star meals for supper!  

(She takes another sip of coffee , almost burning herself again.  This time she takes off the cover to let it cool down and puts it in the cupholder of the chair .)

Aimee: I mean, it wasn’t the job that I wanted originally, I came up to audition to be an extra in a “movie of the week” feature for television, it was me and two of my best girls.  We heard about them and said well, why not audition, got to get in the door somehow and “it’s who you know” not what you know. Dana knew one of the casting agents so we thought great. We headed uo to an old Wal-Mart, in a mall.  Seemed hilarious at first but good choice for space. So we get fitted ,talk to the dresser, the director, the assistant, and it pretty much seems solid that we’ll all get work.  They ask us if we have any theatre, or film experience and then ask us what we do for work.  We are all actors, we graduated from the same theatre class, majoring in acting.  It was looking real positive.  I actually had worked on the stage with the same director years before so I thought for sure we had this hooked.  But It turns out sometimes it’s not who you know because I’m sitting at this door letting actors in rather than being let in. I sit here, “securing the premises”…whatever , I don’t even do that, I watch this door and wait.  If I hear keys start to jingle, it’s the office crowd (accountants, production assistants,etc..);If I get a knock  on the door it’s usually the actors or transport and when I hear…(cut off by the sound of a buzzer going off)

Aimee: FED-EX

(She get’s up, goes to the exit door, opens it to reveal FED-EX dude)

Aimee: hey how are ya today?

FED: Oh not bad and yourself?

Aimee: Awake!  (they both laugh, while the conversation happens she signs for the delivery)

FED: See you again

Aimee: Yep, have a good one.

(taking a quick look around outside the door, then back inside closing it again)  

Aimee: (to herself eyeing the receipt and then searches for a name) Hanna Tower (trying to figure out which one is Hanna, repeating her name several times as she rifles through pics in her mind)  Oh, right, production coordinator…(heads towards the door marked stairs as she pulls the handle)…Oh, right, I’ll be right back. (cue sound of someone running up over stairs, a door closing, a few seconds of silence, then door opens and closes and then running down the stairs again..sound get’s closer and door opens.  Aimee back.

She stretches a little then grabs her coffee and a pack of smokes.  She goes to the door marked exit and opens it.  Lights up inside, steps out, too cold, back inside with her hand hung outside the door.  We hear a couple voices getting closer.  Two people enter the stage having a conversation about work and stuff.  They carry work type tings, a bug make-up bag the other a satchel, they are finishing a smoke.  

Aimee: Morning ladies

1st woman: (stopping convo.) Good morning , how are you ?

Aimee: Not bad, and yourself?

1st woman: Hungover like you wouldn’t believe. (throwing her butt in the butt can)

(the second woman not acknowledging Aimee’s presence at all, starring at her funny, etc)

2nd woman: (interjecting) SO , anyways (pulling the other girl inside , causing Aimee to have to maneuver around them uncomfortably) bill says that he likes my hair short and ….fading in through the building , in through the hair/makeup doors.

Aimee: (finishing he rsmoke now, outside looking in after the girls)  Some people.  What? Would it hurt you so much to say hello, or good morning , or even just to smile for fucksakes!  GAAWD!  (Stopping , suddenly realizing the audience there)  Sorry, I’m a little hungover myself today!  And…I forgot you guys were there.  So this is my routine.  I get paid to sit and hang out.  Now there is a rare occasion when I get to be on duty on the back door , but I almost like it better down here because you get to meet some very interesting folks in this business we call show, even if  you only play a minor , supporting Security part.  I’ve started treating the job as a role actually.  I ‘m an actor playing a “security guard” in the movie happening in my mind.   You may think I’m a bit of a knob, but I’m telling ya, this job gets mighty boring after the first few weeks when you run out of books to read. (snuffing out cigarette and going back inside) (just about to close the door when a voise cries out from offstage)

Voice: hold on!  Hold the door!

Aimee: (looking out by this point a girl is running towards the door) “no prob”. (She get’s closer, smoking and running, obviously winded  in a hurry, she snuffs the cigarette she’s half finished out on the bottom of her heel.)

Voice now attractive blonde:  thanks, god I’m late! ( Runs past and into hair and makeup. stops, turns back) “Good Morning”

Aimee: (laughs a little) thanks, you too!

(the girl smiles and goes on again)

Aimee:see?  Do you see what two seconds can do?  Her saying that just made my day a little bit better. (goes back in and shuts the door)  I don’t like leaving the  post for too long, even to get a coffee or to pee because that fucking buzzer is a pain in the ass for the ladies upstairs to deal with  and when they’re shooting a scene that needs quiet the buzzer might fuck up the scene.  The sound travels up and into the production office upstairs down the hall and to the left.  And can be easily heard onset.  But with the luck I have, every time I decide on a bathroom break or to go get a coffee, the buzzer goes off.  Everytime!  It’s like clockwork!  Let’s do a test run shall we? (she get’s up and in pink panther style lurks toward the bathroom door, slinking around, and then as soon as she get’s her hand on the door to open it, girl3 & 4, two more extras come to the door with their bike gear on, they obviously rode to work today…they’ve been around all week shooting. And then the knock on the door)

Aimee: (to audience) Well, at least it was a knock and not that annoying buzz (the girls, not getting an answer right away ring the buzzer.)  (cringing) Well, spoke too soon on that one. (opens door)

Girl1: hey there, rainy old day out. (both girls soaked)

Aimee:  jeez, I thought it was going to be a gorgeous day again.  

Girl2: Not if it keeps up like this.

(both girls push their bikes on through into the door marked wardrobe)

Both: Talk to you late, have a good one , etc…

(Aimee , alone again)

(looks around outside, mimes getting dripped on, the closes the door again)

Aimee: So like I was saying… (another knock)

(opening it)

Guy1:

Guy2:HEY!  Morning to you.

Aimee: morning

(they walk on and head to wardrobe)

Aimee: (closing door again)  So I was say..(buzz)  hold on, sorry.(opens door again, signes for Fed.ex) takes parcel and brings it over to the corner.)  I’m just gonna leave that there because for sure there will be at least 2 more, I’ll being em up at the same time then. Turning to go back to seat, on the walki “Um, Kelly to Amy, what’s your 20?”

Amy:I’m at the door, where I usually always am, why?

Kelly: did a fed –ex come in yet.

Amy: (half laughing but not ) yep, do you need it now

Kelly: yes please , just drop it at the first office. Thanks.

Amy:  No , prob doll.(not into walki)  D’you see what I mean.  Weird how stuff happens. Anyways, I have to run withthis, be right back, watch the door would you?

(Amy disappears into the “stairs” door) sounds of running and doors again) By the time Amy get’s back  it’s perfect timing as 5 other extra’s /mains show up at the door. I open the door right away seeing as how I definetly know they are out there.  It’s Abby, Dave, Dana, Chris and Jill. Opening the door)

Aimee:  Jeez, (joking) you guys can make some racket!  (Abby and Dave start to raz me , making fun of me and my “Security position”  all of them are obviously friends with Aimee, or have become so over the past week)  

Dave:  So, got anything good to read today?

Aimee: No, not really, same shit over and over again.

Dana:  I’ve got a decent magazine inside if you wanna borrow that.

Aimee: cool

Abby:  I may have some naked pics of Dave in my purse to keep you entertained for the next “little while”(emphasizing “little”, maybe as a dig towards him)

Dave: Nice Abby, Nice.

Chris: (checking his watch) Oh, jeez bye’s, we’re gonna be late for makeup, I’m heading in.

Jill: Yes keener!  We got another 15 minutes you know.  Plus, we’re only gonna end up smoking again or sitting  around . (chris get’s up and goes inside, by this point I am lighting another smoke )

Amy: (said on the side, all of the others pause and freeze for this brief  moment)


Jill was my eye candy here at work, there was something about her, I couldn’t put my finger on it but I knew there was just something there.  She played a woman pilot in the army.  Her out fit looked very sexy, her hair all done, bright red lips, oh,god I wanted her. And something told me she might swing in that direction.  But I wasn’t sure, and I wouldn’t ask or inquire because I think Iwas afraid to know.  

Abby, Dave, Dana, &Jill finish their smokes and start to head in.  All go in and into the wardrobe door.  Jill , however, lingers for a while.

Jill:  So, what’s your deal, you look familiar but I haven’t been able to place you since we started here.

Amy: well, you know I’m an actor, I wne to Grenfell….(cutting me off)

Jill:  Yeah, I know all that, but what do you do when you aren’t here.  What do you do for fun when the “uniform “comes off.  

Amy: Uniform? (pointing at my blue tattered jeans and the security shirt I made for myself)

Jill:  you know what I mean

Amy:  Well, I hang out.  I go out downtown from time to time, not really into crowds though.  I watch movies, go to movies, shop, play, I don’t know, your normal everyday stuff.

Jill: maybe I’ve seen you downtown or something (taking another cig out…searching for a lighter.  I beat her to it and light her smoke.  She gently cups her hand around mine blocking the wind. And gives me a wink)

Amy: maybe.  So what’s your deal?

Jill:  My deal, well, I’m working here now, when this is over I go back to my part time at the hospital ( she acts out scenarios and stuff at the hospital for interns and stuff.  She’s like a case study for them,), I’d like to be able to see my son soon.

Amy: Son?! (surprised, maybe taken aback)

Jill: yup, he’s 11 and he’s a dolly.  Smart kid….

Amy:  That’s great.  If you odn’t mind me asking, how old are you.

Jill: Don’t you know you are never supposed to ask a woman her age?

Amy: Yeah, but were not 40 year olds now are we?

Jill: 30, what about you?

Amy: Guess?

Jill: Um…27 ..28 yeah, 28

Amy: No but thanks.

Jill: You can’t be older than I am so you must be a spring chicken.

Amy: I’ll be 24 in December.

Jill: Fuck!  Jesus, sure you’re a baby.

Amy: believe me, I’m not that.  I’ve been through more in my23 years than half the 40 year olds I know.

Jill: that’s what it is, you’re very mature.

We sat and chatted for a few more minutes until you were called to wardrobe.  

Jill: That’s my cue. I’ll talk to you later,

(Jill leaves the scene and pauses as she heads into wardrobe, she looks back at me, I smile, she goes in)

Amy:  Now, what an exciting time I’m having!  Alone again, sitting here in this chair.  God you know, I think I’ve read this book 6 times this week already!  Fuck, it wasn’t even good the first time.  (throwing the book back in the bag)  So…(tapping fingers on lap) Let’s see, I guess I could type for a while. (eyeing comp.bag) um…no, not really motivated yet.  Oh, I started to write a book when I started this job.  Nothing too exciting.  I was actually working on a script, THE script, for the last 4 years and had the whole thing saved on a disk.  I was so excited, I had never actually finished anything I’ve written so this was to be celebrated , I thought.  I was typing the last few pages , saved them, went to the bathroom, and on the way back I ran into an old friend.  I was really excited to see him so I decided to go with her for a coffee.  Not thinking I logged off the computer I was at , took my purse and  left.  One problem , I didn’t realize I had l;eft the disk there until 3 hours later.  I walked  for an hour or more in the rain to get it back.  But to my dismay, and horror it was no where to be found.  I put up adds for weeks trying to get this disk back.  I mean this was my work, my everything, the last four years of my life and years of stuff recorded, and now it’s gone.  I wouldn’t except it.  I tried everything.  I offered a reward, and nothing.  I took it as a sign you know?  I don’t how you feel about that kind of stuff, you know fate and all that crap.  But I took this as a definite sign that that play was not meant to be.  So instead, I turned it into a book.  And so far that seems to be going alright.  It passes the time you know, allows me to get all the shit in my head out.  Even if it comes out in scrambles, in sudden blurts, whatever form it comes out in at least it’s there, on the page, vulnerable, much like me I guess. The door marked stairs opens.  Two or 3 men come out in some sort of army costumes.  They chit chat and go towards the exit)

Guy1: Hey there, bored yet?

Amy: Always, how’s it going for you guys? Shooting yet?

Guy2: Nope, sitting around, much like you.

Guy3:  So do you do this everyday?

Amy : yep, 7am-7pm.

Guy3: I wouldn’t be able to hack it.  Anyways, must smoke I guess.

Amy: sure. Talk to you later.

(they are all outside now.  Door is shut. They mime conversation)

Amy: I think that’s the 20th person to ask me that in the last two weeks:” So do you do this everyday?”  No, I just sit here for my health!  I keep occupied for the most part though.  I’ve made some good connections over the past little while, and some of these people are so fucking hillarious! (an older man enters from the craft door with a cup of coffee) like this guy.

Amy: Hey Arthur!

Arthur: Good Morning to you.  Everything secure?

Amy: you know it.

Arthur: You know I’ve been here an hour already and I don’t even have my makeup on.

Amy: I’m sure they’ll get to you soon.  They ‘re a bit behind today.  Some scenes got switched and what not.

Arthur: you know, when I was working on…..

(Arthur continues miming a monologue to himself as Amy stands and gives a side.  Towards the end of this side Arthur makes his way outside for his smoke))

Amy: Arthur here, he’s an old pro, well , he thinks he is, and likes to give everyone else the impression that he used to be great.  He can tell you stories of every shape, color and context.  He definetly makes for a deadly storyteller if nothing else.  I feel kind of sad for him though.  For all the stories he tells there are a few that see some of the bullshit he tries to pass off, and call him on it, or just walk away.  I just let him talk until he’s done and thank him.  H’s as good as gold, he’s probably about 60 yrs old and still lives takes care of his poor old mother.  Now that’s commitment.  That’love, people could learn great things from this man, but no one really gives him the time of day except for me.  He knows everyone thinks he’s full of it.  He says to people “my agent got me this job, as I was finishing another”  I overheard him telling this to another actor one day.  He had already told me his neighbour  who’s in the business hooked him up with it.  You see there is no agent, there is no pro about him.  He just needs to feel like he has purpose , like most of us. (Arthur comes back in)

Arthur: Well, back at it I guess, get ready for my closeup I suppose!  Talk to you later sweetheart.

Amy: Yeah, I’ll catch ya later Arthur

  I feel kind of like a bartender sitting here sometimes, people come out, smoke, tell me their woe’s and go again.  I try to give them my advice, lead them in some sort of direction, after all, I might as well offer my 2 cents while I’m sitting here.

(Sound of a buzzer. A delivery from the Coffee Co. this time.  I sign and send him upstairs)

Amy:  Well, that’s good, more coffee.  I probably drink the most out of everyone here.  I’m pretty sure I’ll end up turning into a coffee bean like my mother says.  I usually start off with 4 coffee’s in between 7am and 9 and then I stop counting because it hurts to think about all the caffeine in my system by the end of the day.  You know, coffee has almost become a hobby for me.  I sit all day , the only break I get is to go to Craft and get a coffee, even if I don’t want it.  I get to see some of the office people that way too.  You know, the minute I get out of here I always think, god, I don’t want to see another coffee , and then as soon as I get home I put on a pot.  Force of habit I guess.  On the occasional day off that I have I even get the shakes.  I’ve really got o cut back or something.  Same with smoking.  You know, I  was quit before I started working at this racket.  I had been quit about 5 days.  And now, pack a day. It’s horrible!  My poor lungs cry out every morning for me to stop.  And I will, I only have like another week left after this.  Then I’ll quit.  Oh, you don’t think so? Yeah, who am I kidding, I’ve been trying to quit for over a year now.  Maybe I’m just not ready to.  It’s ridiculous to say but a cigarette can be my only company some days. Especially when there are no extras or people running around.  (wardrobe door opens , Jill comes out in her costume, hands amy a cig)  

Jill: C’mon, let’s smoke.

Amy:  You make it hard for me to quit!(putting the smoke to my lips)

Jill:  (grabbing the cig back) Well, you don’t have to you know

Amy: (fumbling at her hand to take it back) No, I was just kidding!

Jill(giving it back , smiling) Well, light it then, I haven’t got all day.

Amy: Actually you probably do.  I don’t think they’re shooting your stuff until 3;00.  

Jill: What, well what time is it now?

Amy: (looking at watch) 12:15

Jill: you’re fucking joking right?

Amy: (just looking at her with that “would I lie to you “face)

Jill: Oh well, they’re paying me. 

Amy:(reaching inside the door) Might as well get comfy

Jill: (smiling) Well, now that’s service!  Thanks Amy.

Amy: (side) Oh my god, she actually used my name!  I’m such a knob!  But everyone else here pretty much calls me security girl so this was a definite moment, I thought anyways.(she heads back in again)

Jill: Hey,where are you going?

Amy: (returning with another chair) I thought I might join you

Jill : of course. I thought you were leaving me.

Amy:  Nope, you’re the first good company I’ve seen in a while.  Gotta milk it.

Jill: great.

(Scene freezes as Amy addresses the audience again.)

Amy:  You talked about your kid for a while.  God, you seem like such a cool , awesome mother. You’ve got him into the music and art scene already and he’s only 11.  He’s such a lucky kid.  You tell me the day isn’t in the picture anymore, never “really was “ you said . Then you told me about other acting work you do and have done.  I don’t know why I didn’t know you existed before.  Then I told you a bit about me. But that’s not important.(fade back into scene)

Jill: Well, I’ll go check and see if anything else needs to be done to beautify me.  Anything look like it’s missing?

Amy: (looking her overas she stands and twirls) Lips

Jill: right , my lips, fucking old red lipstick,!  It dries my lips right out!  And this fucking outfit, god, I’ve never been so itchy.  Anyways, I’ll talk to you in a bit.  How late you working?

Amy: I’ll be here til 7

Jill: kay, I’ll see you in a bit then.(smiling, touching my shoulder)

(Amy stays outside while she walks in and disappears into the hair and makeup door.  She takes a deep breath and falls back into the chair, having some sort of fantasy in her head) The lights dim a little and then to black) When they come up again, Amy is still outside (it’s second later) but there is someone sitting in her chair. It’s a young man wearing a ripped up pair of jeans like Amy’s and also sporting  a “Security” shirt, same as amy’s.)

(Amy finishes her smoke and heads inside.  She is startled by this person sitting in her chair)

Amy: Hey, get up. You aren’t supposed to be here today.

MarK: You needed to hang out with someone

Amy: I’m fine here , alone, thank you very much.

Mark:  Well, I’m here now so I’ll stay for as long as you want.

Amy: (grabbing her head in her hands)  You know, you can’t just start showing up like this.  It’s busy here lately and you’re just going to get in the way.

Mark: or I could be helpful, depends on your mood I guess.  And obviously you need me now.

Amy: what makes you think that?

Mark: who’s the girl?

Amy: No one.

Mark: (menacingly) Oh, come on now, I know we can do better than that.  Who is she.

Amy: Nobody okay, she’s an extra, Dave introduced us…

Mark: And….

Amy: and nothing.  She’s cool, someone to talk to anyways.

Mark: Nothing else?

Amy:  No

Mark: okay listen, don’t’ even think about it.  She has a kid, she’s 30, sh..

Amy: Oh, fuck off, who are you to tell me what to be thinking.  And I’m not even thinking abut that either thanks you very much!

Mark: (laughing , rolling on the ground) Yeah , right, oh, haha, that’s the funniest thing I’ve heard all year!  And I’ve heard a lot!!!

Amy: (shushing him and trying to get him up off the floor)  Shut up!  What are you trying to do ?  Get me fired?  C’mon, grow up.  You have no idea.

Mark: Um , yeah , I do, and I can safely and cautiously tell you not to even think about it. (Mark starts picking away at Amy’s stuff)

Amy: get out of that. Look, what do you want?

Mark:  (finding a pack of smokes) I’m taking one of these. (tips one out, a joint comes out after it)  Oh…..and what is this?

Amy: (lunging at him)   It’s mine, now fuck off!

Mark: Okay, okay, jeez, someone a little crooked arse today. 

Amy: I’m not crooked.  I just didn’t expect you today is all.  And you have this way of turning me crooked!

Mark: Well now, that’s my job isn’t it? (putting a cigarette to his lips and lighting it)

AmY(quickly shoving him outside) Not in there you idiot.

Mark (landing outside) Fine!  God, some picky!  Bring that joint out too.

Amy: No, I’m not smoking that now, and specially not with you.  You know how you get.

Mark: No, how do I get?

Amy: you know,all pie eyed and then you try to start givingme advice and the next thing you know I’m listening to you and I’m no better off than before.

Mark: oh, well, that was …not what I was expecting.  Look , I’m just trying to help you.  You need me, you know it.  And even if you don’t think it, I just pop up and remind you.  You can’t get rid of me easily you know!

Amy: Oh yes I can (picks up his jacket, throws is out the door at him, then shuts the door)

           Now, that’s better.  Peace and quiet.  Sits for a second.  Mark stand on the opposite side of the door.  Just starring at it.  He begins to laugh.  His laughter becomes more and more aggressive .  Amy , on the other side is plugging her ears, rocking back and forth, trying to block him out)

Amy: I can’t hear you!

Mark: oh, yes you can or you wouldn’t be saying that!

Amy: Go away!

Mark: no!  I wanna hang out!

Amy: No, I’ve got stuff to do and a lot on my mind, go away now!

Mark: (Whining) Please Amy, oh please just let me back in, I’ll be good I promise.  I wont even talk, I wont even move please!

Amy: No, just GO AWAY! (as she get’s these last words out the door pens to the stairs.  It’s lisa the lunch lady) (Mark disappears from outside while this interaction takes place)

Lisa: Hey darlin, here (tosses me a sandwich).  How’s it going? 

Amy: good, good.  You know, staying awake

Lisa: yeah, I hear ya.  Fuck I’m run ragged here today.  Let’s have a smoke.

Amy: sure.

(lisa puts he box of sandwiches down, while Amy quickly bolts to the door to see if Mark Is still waiting outside.  To her surprise he is gone. Amy breathes a sigh of relief)

Lisa: you alright?

Amy: yeah, just one of those mornings

Lisa: Yeah, I hear ya girl.  Wanna switch jobs for a bit, I needs a nap!

Amy: Sure, I’d love to , my legs are cramped up.

Lisa: you mustfind it pretty hard down here by yourself.  Fuck , I’d be bored to tears!

Amy: Some days I am.  Not so bad when the extras are around though.

Lisa: No , I spose not.  Bad for us though, I have to make yet another trip to the grocery store!  Fuckers are eatin us out of house and home! (snoffing cig)  Anways my love, I’l be back in a while for a smoke again.  Take care.

Amy: yeah, you too.(exit Lisa)

           Well, you can come out now!  I know you’re still here somewhere, you never go far, always disappearing but never far! (she waits…loks around, outs her smoke, goes back inside)  Okay then, fucking stay outside!  I don’t care. (slamming door) (She eyes the pack of smokes in her hand and checks around to make sure no one is coming.  She pulls the joint form the pack and goes back outside, turning up her walki.)  

Soetimes I think that this is the only thing that keeps me sane you know?  That’s horrible to say and you know, people say it’s not addictive, but it is.   Or at least I am the only one who thinks so.  It helps me write more than anything else.  It stimulates something in my brain and I can just go on for hours.  It may be pointless banter, chaotic, scrambled, but at least it’s something right.  I mean, the deadliest writers wrote their best stuff high on something!  Fuck , look at Alice in Wonderland for fuck sakes, genious, but fucked ! And that’s what writers like me for example are here for.  No one has to know that I get high (not all the time) and write.  It just seems to make things appear more real to you.  You don’t give a shit what you write because it will come out so great when it hits that paper.  Constant thoughts, jumping so fast I can barely get them all out in entirety for fear they might jump out of myhead and into..

Voice: Mine? To be poked and prodid at. To be criticized and moked.  To be picked a part, analyzed, dissected, stitched back up and placed lovingly back into your mind.  I make it make sense don’t I?

Amy: not you again.  Fuck , look, I toldyou I wasn’t cool with you being here today.  I thought you actually got the hint this time!  Fuck , you don’t know when to quit do you?

Mark: No, but you do (takes the joint from my hand and takes a nice long haul) Now, see that’s better.  (the higher mark get’s the more paranoid Amy get’s.  he sits on a chair , puffing back on it while amy goes a little frantic trying to make sure nobody comes.  He hands it back to Amy after a few minutes.  He starts to laugh again, amy  poke a finger in his rib)

Amy: I watned you didn’t I ?  So if you are gonna sit there I need you to be good.  

Mark: Me be good?  Don’t worry yourself about that .  It’s you I’m worried about.

Amy : why do you say that?

(Craft door opens and Jill comes out Looking totally dragged out)

Amy Oh shit (putting out the joint under her shoe, Mark Just leans back in the chair and relaxes.  Amy tries to get him to leave, too late)

Jill: Hey, whats up?  Long time no see?

Amy: y-e-ah….um, so how’s everything going in dere,,um (coughs) there?

Jill: Good. (noticing something in Amy’s hand, thinking it’s a lightshe reaches for it)

  Can I , oh, it’s not a light, even better though.  I’m not on for another 2 hours now, light that up. (Amy reaches into her pocket and gets out the lighter.  First she lights Jill’s smoke,  Jill proceeds to sit on Mark.  Mark welcomes it, egging Amy on.  Mark at this point is obviously not real, some figment of the imagination.  Jill sits comfortably on him , wel, the chair)

(Amy hesitates than lights it up handng her the first draw.)

Jill: thanks, fuck this is good.

Amy:  Yeah It’s okay from time to time. (Mark laughes, Amy gives him a look, he stops)

Jill: I used to smoke all the time when I was younger, I still have an occasional one now and then. (handing Amy the joint)

Amy: yeahm it stimulates me to write sometimes

Mark: oh, don’t start in with that writers crap again (Amy shooting him yet another look)

Jill: Yeah, when I was in school it worked good for pulling all nighters for papers and stuff.

Amy: yeah.

Jill: Yeah

(They are now both pretty high.  Mark is still laughing a little.  The higher Amy get’s he does times 2, he starts to hum a little song to himself while trying to sneak a peak at what’s under Jill’s clothes.  Amy, eyeing him the whole time.  )

Mark,: Nice ass she’s got!  Great tits by the looks of it oo!

Amy: Give it up!

Jill: what?

Amy(embarrassed) oh, I uh, was thinking about something,,and I uh, sometimes have to tell myself things aloud so I’ll do it quicker.  

Mark: ahahahahahaha!!!  OMG!   You look like a crazy person!  She thinks you’re nuts now!  You fucked it up!   (he rolls out of the chair, Jill just sirs on the actual chair now, he rolls on the ground laughing to kill himself

Jill: Oh, no, man, I talk to myself all the time.  I thought I was nuts for a while but it’s a pretty common thing I’ve come to realize.  So , no worries, I do it too.

Amy: As long as you don’t think I’m nuts!?

Jill: It would take a lot for me to think that

(Amty looks at mark on the ground with a look like “See!” on her face)

Mark stops laughing but stays on the ground. 

Jill: So 

Amy:so (overlapping)

Amy: no you go

Jill: No you first.

Amy: Um, okay, uh, well, I’ll just get this out of the way then.  Are you seeing anyone right now?

Jill: I was just gonna ask you the same thing.

Amy: really?

Jill: Yeah, um, NoI’m not

Amy : me either

Jill: right

Amy:okay

Jill: so

Amy: How about tomorrow night when I get off work I come get you, we geta movie , get a drink, whatever?

Jill: I would love that. I’ll get a sitter

Mark:  Sitter Amy!  Sitter!  She has a kid!  Tick-tock!  Responsibility! 

Amy: (overriding Mark as he continues the comments getting louder and louder)  Great, soI’’ll be there around 8:30?

Jill: Sure, would you like to know where I live?

Amy: Oh , yeah, that’d be handy wouldn’t it.

Jill: 42 bellcrest st.

Amy: perfect.

Jill: so, you’re gonna show up right?

Amy: Of course.  It’s a date

Jill: Great.  Well I should head back in, now that I’m all high and shit!  Maybe I shouldn’t have done that.  Thanks though.  Well, hoefully I’ll see you later tonight if not, tomorrow.  I can’t wait( she touches amy’s arm as she goes back inside) Oh, do you want my number in case something comes up?

Amy: No.  I’ll be there.

Jill(smiling brightly) Okay, I like that. I’ll see you then. (she gives Amy a small peck on the cheek and disappears)

Amy: (takes a deep breath and then proceeds to do a victory dance all around the area )

(mark sits there and stares at her until she finally comes to a stop and sits on the chair)

(The two of them sit in silence for a few long seconds just staring ahead.  Mark shakes his head moderately.  Like he knows what will eventually happen.  Amy sits and smiles)

Mark: (slight hesitation.)  Amy, um

Amy: I know (still smiling)

Mark: No you just…

Amy: I know, leave okay, I know what I’m doing

Mark: yeah I know that, but you’re doing It again.  

Amy: Am not

Mark :are so!

Amy:not

Mark:yep

Amy:oh, just fuck off…..(pause)  and don’t pretend to understand..

Mark:  why don’t  you find yourself an actual lesbian for once.

Amy: because that’s not the way it works.  I would love to actually go on a date with a real life lesbian, to be in a relationship with a real lesbian , like myself, but THERE ARE NONE!  I’ve looked!  It’s like the lesbian mothership hovered overhead and decided “Hmmm….lets remove all the lesbians but 1 from this New Found Land and monitor the results of this experiment”  I mean, come  off it!  Haven’t I suffered enough?  It’s like the quest for the holy fucking grail , gimme a break.  Actual Lesbian’s Mark, Do not exist.  They are a figment of the imagination.  Well, except for me.

Mark:  You gotta stop smoking so much pot.

Amy:Shut up!  I’m trying to be realistic about this.  I feel like going online to see if there is a site where you can get mail order lesbians.  Seriously now, Out of all the women I’ve been with I can honestly say that only 1 of them was actually a lesbian.  Ball park figure of women I’ve been with;12 girls. And one dude.  

Mark: quoi?

Amy : oh, don’t pretend you didn’t know.  

Mark: No, I just want you to say it again

Amy: So I made out with a guy and gave my first and only hand job to a guy on the parking lot of a take out joint called “Hiscocks”.

Mark:(breaking out into maniacal laughter once again) Oh fuck, now that’s funny!

Amy: We were leaned up against the car, kissing each other, we had been drinking and we went there with friends who had already gone in to order some food.He had put his hand on my thigh in the backseat of the Ford Tempo that night.  I had no interest in this dude at all, obviously, I am GAY.  So I just play along with it at first , just to see what he would actually do, I mean, I didn’t know if mabe my feelings for girls was just a phase or something, well, no , but maybe and I had actually never been with a guy in that way before.  I had kissed lot’s of guys before but this was even more hilarious so I thought I should take advantage.


So , he turns me around. Keep in mind we are on the side of the takeout joint leaning on the tempo. He turns me around so that I have my back leaning on the car and he is facing me.  He kisses me, fuck it was irritating.  He had this beard-like thing happening on his face, it burned a little.  As he kissed me a little more and down my neck he undoes my zipper.  I hesitated for a second and stopped his hand. “Please “ he said. He didn’t even wait for me to answer.  He instantly had his hand in my pants, it felt good for a split second as it first went in .  But then it was, well, he had basically no clue what he was doing.  He , oh, it was just really bad.  So to keep myself amused while he tries to do whatever it was he was trying to do for me, I unzip his jeans and reach in for his piece.  So like I said, I’ve never done it before so I wasn’t actually sure how to handle it…(the sudden alarming sound of the buzzer.  Fed ex. Amy get’s up,  opens the door)

Amy: hey there

FED: Hey , it’s a fed for hanna tower.(looks at amy curiously, trying to place her)

Amy: I can sign for that (leans down onto her leg to sign it.)

FED: Hey is your name Amy.uh, Anthony.

Amy: Uh, yeah..

FED:  Hey!  Man it’s been a long time.  It’s me Satchmo.

Amy(refraining from laughing)  Um..oh, my god! (embarrassed trying to hold back the laughter)How have you been man?

FED: Oh not bad.  Gone back to school again, doing English this time, got this part time.

Amy: Great.

FED: Yeah (smiling away at her like he is still into her after all theses years)So, that last night I , um, I’m sorry about that..  Still think about that now sometimes

Amy: (Still holding back laughter) No..worries.um…I just threw the shirt out.

FED: Cool.  So what are you working on the movie or something?

Amy: Yeah, security believe it or not.

FED: Really?  That’s pretty funny.

Amy: Guess so, (uncomfortable now)  Well, anyways..

FED: yeah, uh, can I get your number or something..uh..coffee or something?

AMY:  I’m Gay Satchmo.

FED: Oh, you are, um, okay , uh, .  Were you then?

AMY: yeah, think so.  Sorry

FED: that’s cool well, it was a pleasure, uh for me, um(really uncomfortable) by. (exit satchmo)

(Amy closes the door. Pauses. Turns and looks at mark and loses it laughing)

Amy: Oh my god, was that not the most ridiculous thing that has ever happened tous?  What are the chances?  I didn’t even know he lived here?!

Mark: “small” world (gesturing with his fingers, imitating Satchmo’s lack of manhood)

(They both laugh for a few more seconds until mark buts back in)

Mark: well now you have to finish the story.

Amy:I think they can guess what happened now Mark, theres no sense.

Mark: oh, come on , please!
Amy: alright, but only if you’ll go away for a while, I got to get some stuff done.

Mark: okay, but I will be back.

Amy: Alright, so where was I ?

Mark: Oooooh, at the part where you unzipped his pants

Amy: Right, okay, so he’s still trying to get me to achieve some kind of pleasure from the jazz hands/spirit fingers happening in my pants, when I unzip his pants.  So I reach in there and I’m  thinking to myself “what am I supposed to do with this?”

I can’t quite get a hold of it, the way I think I should be  so I reach around him and drop his pants and boxers a little so I can at least get a grip on it.  Next thing, his thing is there, exposed, I looked at it for a second and thought, “Fuck , that has to be the ugliest thing I’ve ever seen”.  It just isn’t a pretty thing.  So I’ve got it in my hand and he get’s his hand out of my pants and pushes us closer into the car so that we more or less look like were just kissing or something. I don’t really know what to do at first, so I just check out the situation, texture, his weird balls, I’m not trying to give him any kind of pleasure at this point, just , exploring I guess.  So then he starts into the moaning.  I started to laugh and he got quieter. Then I started to pull on it a little.  UI just tried to think about what they did in the movies because that’s really the closest I’ve ever come to even seeing one of these suckers.  So I started the “jerking” motion and he’s just about losing his mind.  Now, I think I left out a pretty important part.  His bird, well, It wasn’t the biggest thing you’ve ever seen.

Mark: Not even close!

Amy: it was actually very small.  I felt weird putting my whole hand around it.  So then, he asks me if I’ll quote on quote “suck it”  , “No fucking way”  I replied, he begged me, but I was totally not putting that thing in my mouth.  Plus I was already getting bored .  So he told me to jerk faster.  I did, just to amuse him. And then it happened.  He started to sweat, cried out “holy jesus” and came, all over my shirt.  I nearly shit myself with laughter.  He turned away and shook himself.  I went around the building, and disappeared inside still laughing.  I threw the shirt out in the bathroom. And that’s basically it.

Mark:  I fucking love that story.  His little nubbin, squirting all over your plaid shirt!

Amy:  Okay, I told it.  So now you go away right?  I seriously don’t need your distractions right now so go outside for a while or something.

Mark ; okay okay, well, what time is it?

Amy: (looking at watch) Jeez, it’s 3:30pm, where the fuck did this day go.

Mark: would you mind getting the door for me?

Amy: I can do that

Mark : (outside door) I’ll be back

Amy: I know.

(Mark exits SR)

Amy: (watching him walking away, she takes smokes from her back pocket and lights a smoke.  She inhales a few draws and then goes out to sit down on the chair outside.  Jill comes out around the door marked stairs. With a smoke in her mouth lighting it as she comes outside.)

Jill: (peeking around the corner, smiling at Amy)  Hey there girlie, how are you now?

Amy: Good and you? (get’s up and offers her chair to Jill, she takes it) 

Jill: better now , thanks.

Amy: are you guys shooting up there yet.

Jill: Oh yes, just not the stuff we were called in for . At fucking 8am!  That’s the only thing that pisses me off about it.  If there is a call time, and scene time, it should work that way. 9pufing ferociously on her smoke)…sorry,just had to vent.

Amy: Hey , no prob. Get it out.

(Just as she says this We hear “that’s 15”.  Within seconds there are people going everywhere, in and out of doors, up and down stairs, overlapping sounds, complete chaos for a few minutes.  We lose sight of Amy And jill sitting on chair because so many people outside.  But then we hear 5 minutes yelled on walkie and across crowd.  Everyone disappears and Jill and Amy sit there, withdrawn.)

Amy: Well, that was quick, you should probably go though.

Jill: yeah, I suppose (she puts out her smoke) I’ll see you later than.

Amy: yeah, for sure.


