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….

She fades out as Amy goes into a monologue.


