CIRCLES: A Play.

Plot Overview:
It’s a story of learning to cope, of change, of hardship, and struggle, and happiness, and love, and at its core, of learning to take steps back rather than continue to walk the same timeworn circles.

Susan discovers she has a devastating memory disease, and rather than deal with the inevitable hardship for all as her memory fades, she decides to leave the family.  College-aged Daniel and Jen have grown into opposites in many ways, but through a re-visiting of their past reconnect and force Daniel to push past his circles.  Meanwhile, Ted seeks his damsel in distress while Gabe proclaims Jen his damsel…

Settings:
A poor household.  A community college.  A dorm room.  A dance.  A city street.  A hallway.  An apartment.

Timeless.  Modern.
Characters

Young Daniel—age 9; easily excited and interested; considers his grandfather (Jack) as his father since he never knew his father


Young Jen—age 12; smart, out-spoken, loud

Susan—single mother of two; late thirties; kind and used to devoting her time solely to her children and holding her household together


Jack—Susan’s father; widowed; late 60s; living with Susan and the kids; 

Daniel—age 19; aged beyond his years; desperate to find meaning in his life and the bi-product of his grandfather’s teachings and attitudes

Jen—age 21; the rebelling child, out to prove her own strength and ability to find happiness—be it genuine or false


Gabe-age 23; fixated on girls, sleazy yet clever; largish build


Ted—age 20; deals with life through humor


Skyler—age 20 or 21; high-energy, cute, nice

Bartender
Girls 1 and 2—Skyler’s friends
Baby
CIRCLES: A Play

By Robert Rome

SCENE ONE

DANIEL:

My grandpa was my idol.  He used to know everything and how to do just….everything.  I mean, this man was so intelligent he could tell you the Fahrenheit boiling point of glass in one breath and how to best make a triple chocolate mousse pie with the exact same air.  Maybe not the most impressive of feats to those chemistry-major gourmet foods-minors out there, but to a six year old growing up in an area where breakfast was a holiday and new shoes came two blue moons after the old ones became dust, this man—this monolith—was a beacon of hope.  A symbol for all things well and good and pure in the world.

(DANIEL exits as lights dimly rise on table with SUSAN, DANIEL’s mother, JEN, DANIEL’s sister, and JACK, DANIEL’s grandfather sharing an eerily quiet breakfast.  Furnishings are sparse.)

SUSAN:

Dad.

JACK:

Mm?

SUSAN:

Dad, did you pick up the paper to—

JACK:

No, dear.

SUSAN:

Oh.  It’s right…here.  Right in front of me.  How silly.  I must have…  I must have just…

JACK:

What, dear?

SUSAN:

Nothing.  I just must have brought in the paper this morning and forgotten.

JACK:

Mm.  That’s odd.

SUSAN:

Yes.  I never… (Continues to stare at the paper in disbelief, her thoughts and speech slow.) I never forget.

YOUNG JEN:

Did someone tell Daniel?

SUSAN:

We will, honey.

YOUNG JEN:

When?

SUSAN:

When…he’s ready.

YOUNG JEN:

He’s ready, mom.  He’s stronger than you think.  He’s ready.  Why are you waiting?

SUSAN:

You’ve spilled, honey.  Please use your napkin more carefully next time.

YOUNG JEN:

But ma!  There’s no spill!  Where?  Grampy!

JACK:

Do what your mother says.

YOUNG JEN:

Ugh!  You two are so unfair to me!

JACK:

Finish your breakfast, Jennifer.

YOUNG JEN:

But Grampy!  What about Daniel?  You’ve gotta tell him sometime!

JACK:

We will, dear.  When your mother’s ready.

YOUNG JEN:

Mom?

SUSAN:

Perhaps…perhaps when he wakes up.

JACK:

Sometimes I worry about that boy.  Sleeps so long, so late.

SUSAN:

It’s only ten o clock.

(JACK grunts as if in answer and continues nibbling on his food and reading.)

YOUNG JEN:

Ten o’ clock!  Why when I was Daniel’s age, I was up by six every morning!  Isn’t that right, Grampy?

JACK:

That’s absolutely right.  Now you go along and get your things ready.  Just ‘cause you don’t go to no fancy school doesn’t mean you’ve got nothing to learn.  A human being should learn at least a dozen new things each day, I always say.  And I full well intend to teach you a hundred and forty-four today.  Now how many human beings you suppose that makes you?

(JEN sticks out her tongue and attacks a paper with pencil.)

I swear she grows older every day.

SUSAN:

I think that’s a safe bet.

JACK:

(Chuckles.)  You always were a sweet one.  (Kisses her cheek.)  Done with that problem yet, Scrapper?

YOUNG JEN:

Scrapper!  That sounds like a dog’s name!  Well I’ll have you know I’m a lady.

JACK:

Well pardon me, Madam Scrapper.

YOUNG JEN:

Grampy!

JACK:

You alright there, Squirtz?

SUSAN AND YOUNG JEN:

(Looking up and speaking at the same time) Hm?

JACK:

Not you.  (Nods head toward JEN.)  The big one.

SUSAN:

Oh, me?  I’m fine.  Just…dandy.  (Tries a smile.  Fails.)

JACK:

You sure?

SUSAN:

It’s just…I could swear this paper wasn’t here.

JACK:

Looks read already.

SUSAN:

And that’s the thing of it.  I know its been read and I know I’ve read it.  Look.  Here in the margins—little notes, little summaries just like I do—so I know I’ve read it.  I just…don’t…

YOUNG JEN:

(Leaping upright triumphantly) Got it!

SUSAN:

…remember.

(JACK spends a concerned moment more with SUSAN before turning his full attention to JEN.)

JACK:

Got it!  That’s wonderful!  How many is it?

YOUNG JEN:

Twelve people?

JACK:

(Looking skeptical) You sure about that, dear?

(JEN sticks out her tongue, re-checking, then nods insistently.)

Brilliant!  Absolutely brilliant, dear!  You’re the new Einstein!  (JACK sweeps JEN up in his arms and spins her.  She giggles.)

YOUNG JEN:

Who was he?

JACK:

Well, Squirtz, come with me and we’ll learn all about it.

(Smiling and giggling JACK and JEN exit SL.  JEN still in JACK’s arms.)

SUSAN:

(Still staring at the newspaper, shaking her head.)  I’d better check on, Daniel.  (She stops just before the UC door.)  Now what was it I wanted to tell him?  (Her shoulders slump a little as she pushes through the door anyway.)

(Lights dim to black.  End of Scene One.)

SCENE TWO

DANIEL:

Grandpa used to say if the world ever got too big for you, all you had to do was fold it up into a tight little square and stick it in your back pocket and everything would be just fine.  I never did fully understand that.  Just that no matter how big things would seem to get, it always seemed like nothing’d ever get too big for him to handle.

That’s probably what made him seem so incredible.

(DANIEL steps back into the background again as lights rise on a bedroom.  Again, the room is sparsely furnished.  JACK is sitting in a wooden chair flipped backward and pulled up close to the edge of a bed where SUSAN is sitting, a broken woman.)

SUSAN:

It’s getting worse, Jack.  It’s getting so much worse.

JACK:

I don’t believe you’ve ever called me Jack before.  Not in public.

SUSAN:

Damn it, dad!  What are you talking about?  We aren’t in public.

JACK:

Well, we’re under public scrutiny.  Isn’t that right, Daniel?  Daniel.

YOUNG DANIEL:

(From behind boxes in corner; out of sight.)  Yes Grampy?

JACK:

Go along and play now, won’t you?

YOUNG DANIEL:

(Stands up.)  But I wanna listen!  I never get to listen!  How do we learn if not through listening?

JACK:

Smart child you got there, Susan.

SUSAN:

(Smiles sadly.)  He’s something, all right.

JACK:

Listen, Daniel.  Come here.  Come right up over here onto Grampy’s lap.  Now there’s some learning, Daniel—most learning, in fact—that’ll fill your head up with so many wondrous things you’ll think it’s going to explode it gets so big.  Some learning can teach you how to take the whole world and shrink it on down to the size of this here little coin.  And once the world is the size of a coin you can do whatever you want with it.  You want it to disappear—voila.  It’s gone.  (YOUNG DANIEL releases a quiet, “Whoa”).  Now look in your pocket.

(YOUNG DANIEL opens up his pocket and pulls out the coin.)

YOUNG DANIEL:

Whoa!  How did you--?

JACK:

You see, when the world’s the size of a coin you can do whatever you want with it.  You can make it go or not go wherever you want and you can make it turn into whatever you want.  All you gotta do is concentrate.  Now see some people, they can’t see how in the world you can shrink the whole huge world into an itty bitty coin.  So instead, they just give up and say, ‘let’s just live in it.  Let’s make no difference at all.’  Now run along.  And don’t spend it all in one place!

YOUNG DANIEL:

Thanks Grampy!  (Exits.)

SUSAN:

I’m not sure any of that made much sense, Jack.

JACK:

Again with the “Jack”!  Soon you’ll have to start calling me Grampy too, young lady!  Besides, no harm in bribing a little kid.  So long as you stuff as much good knowledge in their head as you can while you do it.

SUSAN:

Dad, look at me.  This is really serious.  I need you to be serious for this.  Can you please--  Just stop the anecdotes and parables and lessons just for one minute and listen to what your daughter needs to tell you.  No reading into it.  No deflecting it.  Just—

JACK:

‘Course, dear.

SUSAN:

I’m really sick, dad.  I went to a doctor yesterday.

JACK:

A doctor!  What do you need a doctor for?  They’ll just snatch up all your pennies and prescribe you something even more expensive to try and cure what ails you.  Just lots of water, some chicken soup, nice lemon marange pie and some good tea’ll stop just about anything you’ve got.  Don’t you worry about a thing, Susan.  I’ll just whip up some n—(Rises to leave.)

SUSAN:

Dad.  Listen to me.  Sit back down and listen.

JACK:

Ok.  But a doctor’s not going to solve anything I can’t.

SUSAN:

Well you can’t!  Not this time, ok?  This is something you just—(she starts crying, unable to continue.)

JACK:

I’m sorry, dear.  I was just trying to help.

SUSAN:

This isn’t about you, dad.  I’ve got a degenerative memory loss.  

JACK:

That’s ridiculous.  Everyone knows the Santino family is known for their good memories.

SUSAN:

I’ve been gradually forgetting things.  More and more.  A few weeks ago the newspaper.  

Then Jennifer’s appointment and for an instant—no, it was more.  I was talking to Daniel about mom and I just couldn’t for the life of me remember her name…

JACK:

You forgot your own mother’s name?

SUSAN:

  And then little things, like what I wanted to tell someone, or where I put something.  Just dozens and dozens of little things that I keep forgetting but I shouldn’t.  The doctor said—he’s said it’s just going to keep getting worse and worse and worse.  First just with little things but then bigger and bigger ones.  Things I use less frequently like mom’s name or…your name…

JACK:

You can call me whatever you want, dear.  It doesn’t matter.  As long as you’re still here.

SUSAN:

Soon, though, he said, it’s going to be more and more frequent things.  Newer relationships.  Then gradually older ones.  Then just…nothing.  Nothing at all.  Dad, I’m not going to even know my children’s names!  Not the first time they walked or talked, not their favorite colors, not the way they laugh…  Dad, I’m not even going to know their names!

(JACK pulls SUSAN close into his arms as she cries uncontrollably.  He consoles with, “shh” and “there there”s and slowly rubbing her hair and lightly scratching her back.)

JACK:

It’s gonna be ok, Squirtz.  Shh.  Shh.  It’s gonna be ok…

(Lights dim to black.  End on Scene Two.)

SCENE THREE

DANIEL:

(Reading from an old note.)  Dearest family,

Beloved father, and dearest, dearest children.

I have taken the coward’s path out.  I could never bring myself to end myself, but nor could I ever bring myself to put my children through what I know was coming.  We all know how much worse my memory was getting and it would not stop there.  Please, please forgive me, for I want your memories of me to be only those of strength and character.  If it ever stops.  If I remember again.  If it returns, you can be sure I will too.  Instead, though, know that I love you with all my heart and soul and I only wish for better things in your life than I could ever provide.

With so much love if all was well and fair in the world it would stop this damnable disease,

Susan P. Santino.  Mommy.  Ma.  Squirtz.  And Dear.

Do me proud, my children.

(DANIEL exits and lights rise on same bedroom scene.  YOUNG DANIEL’s face is buried in his pillow.  The covers are swirled around him.  JACK knocks on the door.)

YOUNG DANIEL:

Don’t come in!

(JACK enters.)

I said don’t.

JACK:

Sorry.  My hearing must be bad.  (He continues to enter and takes a seat.)  How you doin’, kiddo?

YOUNG DANIEL:

Fine.  (His voice is muffled by the pillow this entire time.)

JACK:

Hey.  Hey.  I’ll tell you what.  Come here.  Come on, it’s just Grampy, no harm.  Come here.  Have a sit.  Sit straight and proper.  Good.  Now how’d you like to hear it all?

YOUNG DANIEL:

All what?

JACK:

All what?  All what?  All everything!  The whole world.  Meaning of life, how every bitty cog and turbine works just right to make everything go.

YOUNG DANIEL:

Why mommy left?

JACK:

Everything.  Well, you see--  Whoa, I can’t start my story with you crying and dripping snot all over me like that now can I?  Get yourself a tissue, boy!  (YOUNG DANIEL obliges.)  Now before I start, I’m gonna need you to do one thing for me.  Think you can do it?

YOUNG DANIEL:

I don’t know what it is.

JACK:

I need you to take all that blame and guilt and everything bad like that that you feel inside and I need you to pull it out for me.  Pull it out, and crumple it up like a piece of paper, and throw it in that trashcan over there.  Got it?  (YOUNG DANIEL nods.)  You done?  (He nods again.)  Good. See—hand me that paper, would you—it’s all about circles.

The whole danged world—pardon my French--is all just a bunch of circles.  People make it that way, you see?  See, people want so much to walk forward all the time they aren’t willing to take the steps back you sometimes need to move forward.  Three, sometimes four steps back at a time.  Sometimes you have to take so many steps back in order to move forward you can’t even see forward anymore.  So instead, people walk in great big perfect circles.  So at least as far as they can see, every step is one forward.  You see?  It’s all just a matter of circles.  No matter how big the world gets, just find the circles and the way off the line.  And if that’s still too big, just fold the world up into a tight little square and stick it in your back pocket until it isn’t so big anymore.

Good night, Daniel.  (JACK kisses his forehead.)  Sleep well.  (JACK begins to exit and stops at doorway.)  I love you, kiddo.

YOUNG DANIEL:

(Once JACK’s left, YOUNG DANIEL lays in his bed staring up at his ceiling, thinking.  After a few moments he reaches over to his lamp—the only source of light in the room—and says)

I love you too, Grampy.

(Then he turns out his light, leaving the stage black.

End of Scene Three.

End of ACT ONE.)

SCENE FOUR

DANIEL:

Years pass, and I move up and on and out.  I (DANIEL gestures toward YOUNG DANIEL standing beside him) becomes I.  (Gestures toward himself.  YOUNG DANIEL exits in the surrounding darkness.)  And before I know it, I’m successful in every sense of the word.  Smart.  Youthful.  …Attractive.  Well off.  The ground drops away from my cheek and before I know it I’m standing twelve feet up and looking at the sky and thinking, ‘Just a little farther.  And soon, those clouds will be my pillow.’

After all, I’m in college.  I have important things to pay attention to…

(Lights rise on a couch whose surface and base are cluttered with used candy wrappers, popcorn bowls, etc.  Sitting on the couch is TED, DANIEL’s roommate.  The couch is facing an off TV.  DANIEL steps back and enters the scene.)

TED:

Alright, alright.  So let me get this straight.  You think Batman could beat Superman with just a fistful of kryptonite and no prep time?  You’ve got to be kidding me.

DANIEL:

He’s done it before.

TED:

Yeah!  But once he had time to liquidate it and put it into little Bat-darts and practice throwing them at his Bat-pinyata of Superman for like twelve hours.  Dude, in that twelve hours Superman could just step out of the world and throw it into the sun before Robin could even say, “Holy We-just-got-screwed, Batman!”  To which, I’ll admit, Batman would probably respond with, “Quick!  To the sun-proof bat-bubble, chum!”  That or, “Stop being such a sissy, Robin.”  Either way.

DANIEL:

Whatever.

TED:

What’s that?  You mean “Whatever” as in ‘You just won the argument, Ted’ whatever?

DANIEL:

That’s exactly what I meant by “whatever.”

TED:

Niice.

DANIEL:

Hey, Ted? (DANIEL starts picking up the trash around the couch.)

TED:

Yessir?

DANIEL:

You ever wonder if there’s more?

TED:

Uh oh.  Mr. Serious begins his tirade against laughing.  Here we go again…

DANIEL:

I mean it, man.  You ever think—I don’t know—that there’s more out there.  That we’re missing something big.  Some monumental element of life.

TED:

Yup.  All the time.  …Women.  We both need to find ourselves a nice, skinny, bubbly little girl.  Little girl meaning woman, of course.  Cultured lady, if you will.

DANIEL:

I don’t think you’ll ever take me seriously.

TED:

Not until you take yourself less seriously, that’s for sure.  Relax, man!  This is college.  C-O-L-L-E-G-E.  Heck, this is the place where I learned to spell college.  Kick of your shoes.  Relax.  Watch how horrible the world has become on the 5’o clock.

DANIEL:

Why do you get up every morning, Ted?

TED:

Oh boy.

DANIEL:

Come on.  Answer the question.

TED:

Same answer as the last two times, Daniel.  ‘I get up every morning because it’s morning and that’s when you do when you see it’s morning.’  Sun comes up.  Person gets up.  That’s how the world works, dude.  No greater purpose.  No higher calling.  Just…obligation.

DANIEL:

I know.  I know.  It just feels…I don’t know…wrong, I guess.  Like there should be so much more.

TED:

I know, dude.  And you’re right.  There should be and there probably is if you go looking hard enough for it.  But the fact of the matter is there has to be some point in your life when you just stop and look around and say, “Hey.  Revelation!  I like my life where it is right now.  Let’s stay here and spend the time to actually grow and—who knows—even mature.”  You get it?  It’s a joke.  Maturing?  Get it?  Nevermind.

You can’t go looking forever.

DANIEL:

What if forever’s still ahead of me, though?

TED:

Deep.  Go then.  Save the world.  Be a big blue boy scout.  You gotta love the alliteration.  Do you love the alliteration?  I do.

DANIEL:

Bye, Ted.  I put a trashcan within reach.  Just incase, you know, you actually want to reach the same distance to put your trash into it.

TED:

Yeahh…  Good luck with that.  Oh hey, and if you find a damsel in distress…

DANIEL:

Don’t worry.  I’ll send her over.

(Door closes as DANIEL exits.  Lights bump out with door closing.

End of Scene Four.)

SCENE FIVE

DANIEL:

At some point I realized that—despite all his words to the contrary--Grandpa had his own circles; his own patterns that he would run through over and over again, pretending he was walking forward with each step.  When he was allowed to hold onto something he would hold so tight it would either break in his arms, or rebel.

At a rave.  Flashing, colored lights, music, possibly glow sticks and people dancing in the background.  JEN is leaning against a bar, very scantily clad and sketchily against GABE.

JEN:

Shoot.

GABE:

What?

JEN:

 Daniel’s here.

GABE:

Who?

JEN:

God, can’t he f-ing people-watch somewhere I don’t hang out?  Get off of me, ‘tard.  Daniel.  Little badass do-gooder brother Daniel.

GABE:

Want me to do something?

JEN

(Chuckles.)  Yeah, like what?  Beat the crap out of him or something?  Yeah, sure.  Whatever.

(DANIEL approaches.)

DANIEL:

Oh, hey Jen.

JEN:

(Spoken in DANIEL’s face) Come on, let’s leave.

GABE:

(As they are leaving) Nice meeting you.  Bye, dude.  Uhh…Parting such sweet sorrow, but—

JEN:

Shut up, f-tard.

(They exit.)

BARTENDER:

Drink?

DANIEL:

No, thank you.  I don’t.

BARTENDER:

You’re kidding me, right?

DANIEL:

No.

BARTENDER:

You come to a rave, plop against a bar counter, and don’t drink?

DANIEL:

Yeah.

BARTENDER:

And that’s your sister?

DANIEL:

Yes.

(BARTENDER chuckles.)

What?

BARTENDER:

Nothing, man.  Nothing.  Plop away.  Go—People watching or whatever.  (He chuckles again.)

(DANIEL leans against the bar counter.  We recognize from his posture the sibling connection between Jen and him.  DANIEL pulls out a notebook.  Opens it up, surveys the scene, and then begins writing a bit.  Every now and then he pauses to soak in more of his surroundings then continues writing.

Three GIRLS approach the bar.)

GIRL 1:

Hey, there.  Could I get a chocolate martini, please?

BARTENDER:

Of course, beautiful.

GIRL 2:

Can I have a rum and coke?

BARTENDER:

Not a problem.  And for you?

GIRL 3 (SKYLER):

I’ll have whatever he’s having.

(BARTENDER plops an empty beer mug onto the table.)

BARTENDER:

(To SKYLER) Will that be all?

SKYLER:

What’s he doing here then?

BARTENDER:

Not drinking, that’s for sure.  He said he was people watching.  Whatever that’s mean.

SKYLER:

He’s cute.

GIRL 1:

God, Skyler, you’re such a flirt.

GIRL 2:

(Receives drink.)  Thanks.  Yeah, he is kinda cute, though.  Maybe he’s just waiting for someone to ask him to dance.

GIRL 1:

So?  Are you going to?

SKYLER:

Going to what?

GIRL 1:

Introduce yourself.  Ask him to dance.

SKYLER:

I dunno.  Should I?  You think I should?

GIRL 1:

Go on.  Do it!

GIRL 2:

Yeah.  Definitely.  Go!

SKYLER:

Okay, okay.  Just back off.  I’m going.

(Approaches DANIEL.  He doesn’t look up.)

Hey.

(DANIEL nods, still writing.)

People watching?

DANIEL:

Bartender’s got a good memory.

SKYLER:

What are you writing?

DANIEL:

All of it.

SKYLER:

All what?

DANIEL:

Everything.  The whole world.  The meaning of life.  All of it.

SKYLER:

So what’s it say?

DANIEL:

Nothing useful.  Just a bunch of words spread all over the page, shuffling around trying to figure out where they should go.

SKYLER:

You’re cute.

DANIEL:

Thanks.

SKYLER:

Can I sit here?

DANIEL:

Of course.  Sorry.  You are too.  Pretty, I mean.

SKYLER:

So tell me.  What brings a fellow like you to a dance like this?

DANIEL:

If you’re searching for the meaning of life, where better to find it then at a rave?

SKYLER:

Oh.  Right.  How silly of me.

DANIEL:

It was a joke.

SKYLER:

I got it!

DANIEL:

So what’s your name?

SKYLER:

Skyler.

DANIEL:

I’m Daniel.  Nice to meet you, Skyler.  (They shake hands.)

SKYLER:

So tell me about yourself, Daniel.

DANIEL:

I believe in the good in people.  I have a roommate that’s obsessed with Superman.  And I’m horrible at picking up girls.

SKYLER:

That’s ok.  I happen to know that one in particular is going to quite extensive lengths to pick up you.

DANIEL:

Oh, really?  Could you tell me where I could find her?

SKYLER:

(She laughs a little)  Clever.  So are you a comic book fan yourself?

DANIEL:

I will admit having read a comic or two on occasion.

SKYLER:

Really?  I love comic books.  No joke.  Honest.  I just thought you’d think I was a dork if I said that.

DANIEL:

Really?  No, that’s awesome.  So—just curious here—who do you think would win in a fight: Superman or Batman?

SKYLER:

Oh, Superman.  No question.

DANIEL:

I have a friend I think you should meet…

(Lights black.  End of SCENE FIVE.)

SCENE SIX

DANIEL:

Grandpa knew the problems.  He knew what he had to do, but he refused to.  When something was forced out of his grasp, he would pretend he never held it all.  And as a consequence of growing up raised only by this former beacon of hope that always seemed to know everything and be able to do everything, we—I, at least—learned to do as he did: either to hold on too tight—too quiet—or to not hold on at all.

(DANIEL enters to see JEN and GABE hooking up, JEN holding a joint in her hand.  They are in a hallway just outside the rave.)

DANIEL:

Jennifer!  What do you think you’re doing?

JEN:

You’re just like everywhere, aren’t you?

DANIEL:

What is that?

JEN:

Ha.  When you’re older, little bro.

DANIEL:

I’m trying to talk to you, Jen.

(She blows smoke in his face.  He coughs.)

JEN:

Talk to that.

(She tries to leave.  DANIEL steps in front of her)

Fine.  Gabe?

GABE:

Mm?

JEN:

Hit him, Gabe.

DANIEL:

I’m your brother, Jen.

JEN:

Hit him.

DANIEL:

Are you kidding me?  You don’t even me.  And I’m guessing you don’t even know her, either.

GABE:

It’s a f-ed up world, man.  Sorry.

(He swings at DANIEL, DANIEL sidesteps and snaps GABE’s arm.)

OWW!!!  Jeez!

DANIEL:

Go.

(Cradling his arm, GABE exits.)

JEN:

Where’d you learn that?

DANIEL:

What do you care, Jen?  You don’t care about anything, isn’t that right?  I try so hard, and you just—you just let yourself run wild, doing anything, everything, thinking it makes you the top of the world.  And don’t even try and blame in on our childhood.  I was raised with just the same difficulties you were, and you don’t see me parading myself around like some—never mind.  You probably aren’t even listening.  (He stops himself.)

JEN:

Some what?  Say it, Daniel, some what?

DANIEL:

Jen, look at yourself.  Ever since mom died you—

JEN:

What?

DANIEL:

It was a long time ago, Jen.  That’s all.

JEN:

No, what did you say?  You said “since mom died”, didn’t you?  Didn’t you!

DANIEL:

So?

JEN:

Mom’s not f-ing dead, Daniel!  She didn’t f-ing—(she starts crying)—shoot.  I can’t cry in front of—(she chokes up more).  (More quietly) She’s not dead.

DANIEL:

(Mechanically, as if he’s repeated it to himself many times before).  I know, I know.  She just left.  And she left cause she had to.  Not because of us.

JEN:

It’s Grampy’s fault.

DANIEL:

Heh.

JEN:

What?

DANIEL:

You still call him Grampy.

JEN:

So?

DANIEL:

So here you, trying so hard to be all—whatever.  And yet there are you, still just a little girl talking about Grampy.

JEN:

Daniel.

DANIEL:

Yeah?

JEN:

I—I…

DANIEL:

Just say it Jen.

JEN:

I--jeez, this is harder than I thought.  I—I saw her, Daniel.  Look.  There it is.  I saw—I saw her.

DANIEL:

What are you talking about?

JEN:

I’m talking about mom, kiddo.  I—

DANIEL:

No, you can’t be…

I— You’re—kidding, right?  You don’t really mean you—

JEN:

I went to Grampy last week.  He knew, Daniel.  The entire f-ing time.  He knew, all these years and he didn’t tell us.  She’s alive.  She’s well.  She’s--

DANIEL:

Shut up, Jennifer.

JEN:

What?

DANIEL:

Just—shut up.  You’re high.  You’re lying.  You’re—

JEN:

I’m not lying, Daniel.  I am not lying.

DANIEL:

No…why would he—I don’t understand.  She’s really— A week ago?

JEN:

I know, I know.  I’m sorry.  It’s just that—

DANIEL:

Why didn’t you—

JEN:

I tried, okay?  I tried.  Listen.  But now I did, right?  And now—now we can finally talk.  Like Grampy wouldn’t let us, for all those years.  ‘It’ll desecrate her memory and all that.’  Daniel, we’ve held this in for too long.  I need someone to talk to.  You need someone to talk to…

DANIEL:

I don’t need anything.  I don’t need anyone’s help.  Especially not from you.

JEN:

Listen to me, Daniel.  Out of sight, out of mind, and all that.  It’s BS.  It’s a lie, Daniel.  I want to remember.  I need to remember.  And I--Daniel?
DANIEL:

I can’t--  I can’t talk about this--  No.  Not now.  I’m—I have to go.

(He exits quickly.)

JEN:

Daniel--!  Wait— (She takes another breath of the joint.)  Shoot.  (She throws the joint angrily to the ground, then looks around not knowing what to do, and leans against the wall, eyes closed knocking lightly against the wall behind her.)

(Lights dim.  End of Scene Six.)

SCENE SEVEN
DANIEL:

People are…strange.  Over the years you depend on the little tidbits of confidence adults have dropped your way to guide your actions.  You spend so long mulling over the words you heard on night that you’d never forget to define your life.  You people watch.  And among it all, you discover a few very small, very obvious truths.  People, are strange.  Weird.  Ironic.  And the most ironic part of it all is that the same dichotomies that make them so fascinating to watch, simultaneously make them so frustratingly unpredictable.

Daniel and Ted’s dorm room.
TED:

That’s…rough, man.  Real rough.  So, tell me more about this girl, though.  Skyler, is it?  (He tries to smile to raise the mood.)

DANIEL:

(Distant.)  Uhh, yeah.  Skyler.

TED:

Welll??

DANIEL:

Well she’s 5-foot…6 maybe?  Blonde hair.  Blue eyes.  Friendly.  Bubbly…You’d like her.

TED:

Uh huh.

(JEN knocks on DANIEL and TED’s dorm room door.)

TED:

I got it.  Yowza!  This her?  She’s hot.

DANIEL:

Hey, Jen.

TED:

Jen?  As in “person-I-was-just-talking-about-who’s-my-sister” Jen?  Ooo, awkward.  However, my hitting on her is probably not as awkward as me staying in this dorm while you two politely say whatever it is you have to to each other.  So, if you’ll excuse me—and the mess, Daniel can be a real slob sometimes—I’ll be going in search of that damsel you were telling me about.  Boxing gloves and the knives, fyi.  Just in case.  Later, beautiful.

DANIEL:

Ted…

TED:

Sorry, sorry!  Focus, Ted.  Focus.  Skyler is your prey, not absolutely gorgeous Jen over here.

DANIEL:

Ted!

TED:

Yeah.  I gotcha.  I’m gone.

(TED exits.)

JEN:

He’s…

DANIEL:

Not your type?  Too dorky for you?  An f-tard?  Isn’t that what you call them?

JEN:

That wasn’t what I was about to—

DANIEL:

Then what were you about to?  Why are you here, Jennifer?

JEN:

So we can talk.

DANIEL:

We did talk.  You were smoking and I left.  Remember?

JEN:

I think you may have skipped a few key details there, kiddo.  Mind if I sit—(she looks around at all the trash-covered surfaces) somewhere.

DANIEL:

You can stand.

JEN:

I don’t understand why you’re blaming me, Daniel.  I didn’t do any of this.

DANIEL:

And I don’t understand why you can’t just leave me alone?  Why you can’t just be normal and decent and polite?  Why can’t just accept that mom’s gone, and that even if she wasn’t she’d have forgotten us anyone so she might as well be dead, for all we’re concerned.

JEN:

Because I’m not happy like that!  And neither are you.

DANIEL:

I’m happy.

JEN:

No you aren’t.  Look at yourself.  You go to—to f-ing raves not for the experience, but to watch other people have it.  You slink around, touting your own horn like you’re some sort of altruistic war-hero and we’re all supposed to revere you, but for all your talk what do you do?  Nothing.  You just mope and complain and search.  At least I’m doing something with my life—and regardless of whether or not it passes your moral standards—at least I’m not still lying about my mother.

It’s not even about us, Daniel.  It’s not even about Grampy.  It’s about her.

DANIEL:

I don’t think I’m ready for this.

JEN:

Well then get ready, because I’m here—once and only once—to be that great older sister I never was, and you’d better not just sit on your candy-wrappers and let me go away.  Now ask.  Just ask.

DANIEL:

…

JEN:

Come on, Daniel.  Do you want to know how she is?  Where she?  What she is?  Don’t you want to know what I said to her, how I felt?

DANIEL:

…

JEN:

I need you now, kiddo.  I need to you to ask.  ‘Cause—heck—who else am I going to talk to?  Grampy?

DANIEL:

How is she?

JEN:

She’s better.  I mean—sort of.  Mostly.  It’s weird.  But she--she’s looking good.  Really…happy.  Healthy.

DANIEL:

Happy?  She can’t be happy.  How could she be?

JEN:

Ignorance is bliss.  She didn’t—nevermind.  Ask something else.

DANIEL:

How did you find her?

JEN:

Grampy.  I was visiting Grampy and he had a note under his bed—it looked really old.  When I pull it out to read it that bastard—

DANIEL:

Don’t call him that.

JEN:

He knew, Daniel.  All along he knew and he didn’t even--  The note, remember the one mom left, that Grampy gave to us?  It wasn’t the whole thing.  Grampy—he hid away the other part, the part about where mom was going to try and get help, where she planned to stay, how she was trying to cut ties for our sake and hers, but how she also wanted to be sure to remember.  There was so much more—so much that just--

DANIEL:

Why?

JEN:

I don’t know.  How should I know?  To protect us.  To forget.  He always did stuff like that.  He’d just divert things so they fell away.  Remember all that ‘fold up the world into a rectangle’ crap?

DANIEL:

Tight little square.

JEN:

What he really meant was ‘throw away your problems and your sorrows and they’ll go away.’

DANIEL:

No.

JEN:

Yes.

I’m sorry, but he did.  Now ask something else.

DANIEL:

Where is she?

(There’s a knock at the door.  JEN opens it revealing TED grinning broadly.)
TED:

Guess who has a date?!  (He pauses, feeling the atmosphere in the room.)  Oo, sorry about that.  Care to try again?  (He closes the door, and knocks again, when it is open this time he is mock-solemn.)  Uhh..hey, guys.  How are you?  Ha, who am I kidding?  I’m psyched!  This is soo sweet.  She’s amazing, man.  Really, really great catch.  Ha!!  I’m so excited!  Giddy.  Wahoooo (TED exits, running down the hall.)

JEN:

Incase.

(JEN leaves a folded up square of paper on the table in front of DANIEL and exits.  He picks it up, pondering, as lights dim.

END OF SCENE EIGHT.)

SCENE EIGHT

DANIEL:

Things turn…rough.  It starts to rain.  Figuratively, of course.  You begin to wonder: maybe life isn’t all about circles, after all.  Maybe it’s all about facades.  After all, try and maintain a calm exterior knowing your sister is doing drugs and acting like a—and you can’t do a thing to stop her.  At the same time, try and act normal while you find out your grandfather whom you’ve loved so dearly for so long has been lying to you, and possibly cheating you out of a relationship you deserved for all those years.  Try to be open and accepting and kind as your sister, whom you never agree with, finally reaches out to you and tells you a simple fact you’ve been trying for so long to ignore: you are miserable.  Now, atop all of that, try and accept that your mother, whom you’ve presumed dead for the past decade of your short-lived life, is alive and kicking.  And supposedly well.  Are you beginning to see the rain?  Not just a drop, either.  But a whole—f-ing, sky worth.

Try, try, try, until you bend, until you br--.

(TED and SKYLER enter on stage, walking slowly, happily, hand in hand.  DANIEL pauses to watch them for a moment, and then returns his gaze to the audience.)

But among all of this, a single rose amidst the downpour.

TED:

(Dressed suavely, he gives her a sweeping bow, joking as if they’ve first met, with her.)

Skyler, I presume?

(She giggles and curtsies back, flirting.)

SKYLER:

Ted, I presume?

TED:

May I?

(He moves to take her arm.)

SKYLER:

You may, sir.

TED:

So.  My roommate tells me you make stars freeze you’re so pretty.

SKYLER:

Oh, does he?

TED:

Yeahh, but personally, I don’t really trust what he says.

…He has a problem with understating things.

(She blushes.)

SKYLER:

So, kind sir, where are we headed?

TED:

We are going to paint the town red.  The evening will begin with a nice dinner, then some ballroom dancing, then the obligatory movie and conclude with ice skating and interpretative dance.  And I figure we’ll top all that off with some skeeball once we’re dance out.

SKYLER:

You’re so weird.  I love it.  (She takes his hand.)

And as for the activities…sounds like a magical evening.  (She giggles.)

TED:

As well it should.  But first—(He leads her to a bench.) a sunset.

SKYLER:

Well timed.

TED:

Yeah, well, the Big Man and I are like this.  I pull him a favor every now and then, and in return he lights the sky when I ask.  It’s a pretty good arrangement, if I do say so myself. So tell me, Skyler, how many Skyler jokes have you heard in your life?

SKYLER:

Why?  Are you about to tell one that blows them all out of the water?

TED:

I wish.  My mind’s blank.  But when in doubt—talk about superheroes.

SKYLER:

You are obsessed.

TED:

Will you at least humor me?  At least if I discuss their flaws?  Pleeassseee. (He gives her a puppy face.)

SKYLER:

How can I say not to that?

TED:

Alright, let’s start at the top and work our way down.  Superman.

SKYLER:

Uh oh.  Sounds like we’re going to be here for a while.

TED:

Yeah.  You might want to get comfortable.

(SKLYER re-positions so she is laying down on the bench, head in TED’s lap.  As he speaks, he starts stroking her hair.)

The real problem with Superman is his love life.  Even I’ll admit, it’s bor-ing!  Lois Lane, come on?  The only fire driving that relationship is lust.  Sure it’s a nice fantasy that she’d fall in love with both the chiseled “super” and the bumbling, mild-mannered “man”, but that’s so flat.  Sure its fiction, but it’s barely believable.

SKYLER:

So how should it be?

TED:

I dunno.  Something perfect.  Something genuine.  There should just be some spark, and it’s like—this is it!  This is that moment we’ve been waiting so long for!  And a kiss.  Something leg-popping.

SKYLER:

‘Leg’s got to pop for the kiss to be good?

TED:

It’s a must.

(There’s an uncomfortable pause.  TED knows the next step, but isn’t prepared to take it quite yet.)

I like you Skyler.

(She leans forward, and grabs him close.  They kiss.  They part.  They smile.)

I like you a lot.

(They smile again.  And kiss again.

Lights Fade.

End of SCENE EIGHT.)
SCENE NINE:

DANIEL:

The thing about the world is, when it gets too big, and you’ve neatly folded it into a tight little square, and you can feel it in your back pocket…it’s not enough.  Because, the thing about the world is, when it’s sitting in your back pocket, and you’re so busy trying to figure out how to jump off those stupid circles, the only thing you can think of is to pull it back out.  Unfold it.  And try again.  Hoping—just hoping—this time, it won’t be too big.

Daniel, standing at the door to his mom’s new apartment.  He knocks twice, clearly nervous.  SUSAN opens the door.

DANIEL:

(Slowly, carefully, clearly controlled)  Susan?  Susan (he checks the sheet) Petrosk?

SUSAN:

Yes?  I’m sorry, do I know you?

DANIEL:

I—no.  I was just—may I come in?

SUSAN:

Of course.  Here, I’ll even do you one better: have a seat.

DANIEL:

Thank you.  My name is Daniel Santino.  I’m a student at the College.

SUSAN:

Yes.  May I help you?

DANIEL:

I just…need to ask you a few questions.

SUSAN:

Alright.  Some kind of school newspaper?  Is that it?

DANIEL:

Yeah.  Yeah, that’s it.

SUSAN:

In that case I don’t know what you want with me.  I’m really not that interesting a person.  What did you say your name was again?

DANIEL:

Daniel.  Santino.  You may have heard it before?

SUSAN:

(She chuckles)  I’m afraid not.  You seem quite the modest young man.  Made a name for yourself at that paper, have you?

DANIEL:

Yeah.

Tell me about your life.

SUSAN:

What’s this for again?

DANIEL:

Human interest piece.  We are looking for…fascinating life stories from…ordinary people.  Do you—

SUSAN:

Have any fascinating life stories?  One or two.  Could I get you something to drink?  (She is already up, headed toward the kitchen.)

DANIEL:

Umm—alright. Water, please.

(SUSAN exits.  While she is out of the room DANIEL is slowly looking around the sparsely furnished apartment.  He finds a photograph (not visible from the audience) and watches it unsteadily.  His hands shake a little.)

SUSAN (off-stage):

So, Daniel, was it?  Do you live at the College full time, or stay with your family on the weekends?

DANIEL:

I have a grandfather.  He used to live in the house with us.  Dad was gone before I was born.

SUSAN (still off-stage):

Oh, I’m sorry to hear that.  And your mother?

DANIEL:

 She’s…beautiful.  Seems happy.  We don’t talk much, but—I think that’s just ‘cause I’m not—I wasn’t-- ready to.  She left when I was young.  I think I sort of blamed her for a while, but…she seems happy with her choice.

(SUSAN re-enters holding two glasses of water and looking politely sympathetic.)

(DANIEL hugs her tightly.  Barely holding back tears.)

Oh, god, I love you so much.

(He releases her, kisses her forehead, and leaves not turning back.  Susan is left, speechless and confused, watching after him.  She slowly sets down the water glasses and picks up the framed photo he left face down on the couch, then sets it down facing the audience—it is of her and an unfamiliar man; she is holding a child.

A child crawls onto stage.)

BABY:

Mommy?

SUSAN:

Come here, sweetie.  (She kisses the baby’s forehead as she cradles it in her arms.)  Mommy loves you.

Lights dark.

END OF PLAY.)
� Varying physical interpretations will not significantly alter the storyline and so they have been left undefined.  Personality elements should become increasingly  evident throughout the play.








