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World Premiere





Luna Gale received its World Premiere at the Goodman Theatre, Chicago, Illinois (Robert Falls, artistic director; Roche Schulfer, executive director), on 27 January 2014. The cast, in alphabetical order, was as follows:




Cindy  Jordan Baker


Karlie  Reyna de Courcy


Lourdes  Melissa DuPrey


Caroline  Mary Beth Fisher


Cliff  Erik Hellman


Peter  Colin Sphar


Pastor Jay  Richard Thieriot







Directed by  Robert Falls


Sets by  Todd Rosenthal


Costumes by  Kaye Voyce


Lighting by  Robert Wierzel


Music and sound by  Richard Woodbury




















UK Premiere





Luna Gale was first presented in London on Hampstead Theatre’s Main Stage on 13 June 2015. The cast, in alphabetical order, was as follows:




Peter  Alexander Arnold


Cindy  Caroline Faber


Cliff  Ed Hughes


Pastor Jay  Corey Johnson


Karlie  Rachel Redford


Lourdes  Abigail Rose


Caroline  Sharon Small







Director  Michael Attenborough


Designer  Lucy Osborne


Lighting  Jon Clark


Sound  John Leonard


Casting  Joyce Nettles




















Characters







Caroline


fifty


Karlie


nineteen


Peter


nineteen


Cindy


forty


Lourdes


eighteen


Cliff


thirty-five


Pastor Jay


late thirties


 


Place: Cedar Rapids, Iowa


Time: the present
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Act One
























SCENE ONE








A small waiting room at a hospital. Six or eight chairs; the type that are attached by a rod and bolted to the floor. Hospital colours. A fake plant. A framed, faded poster of a lighthouse.


A door leads into the examination rooms. It has a small window in it, but it is locked. There is a keypad on the wall next to the door.


Karlie and Peter, both nineteen, sit in the chairs upstage. Peter is dressed in cargo shorts and a T-shirt. He is slumped forward in his chair, asleep or semi-conscious. All of his fingers have Band-Aids wrapped round the tips.


Karlie – jeans, tank top, tattoos, pink or blue highlights in her hair and black nail polish – is very upright. On the floor next to her is her giant bag. It is open at the top. One move and everything will tumble out of it.


Karlie is eating a piece of cheesecake from a clear, plastic, take-out container. It has a cherry topping. There is a quick, steady rhythm to the way she stabs a piece of cheesecake with the plastic fork, puts it in her mouth, chews, then stabs another. She is not savouring her food, nor is she inhaling it. She is feeding the machine with fuel. While she eats, and throughout, her knee jerks up and down with an insane, nervous energy.


Suddenly, she is distracted. She sees a bag of Skittles in her open bag.




Karlie   Do you want some Skittles?




She drops the cheesecake on the floor and picks up the Skittles. Peter does not move.





Yo. Skittles?




She pours out a handful and nudges him.





Dude. Come on.




She nudges him again. He groans.





You should eat.




She puts them under his nose.





You’ll feel better. Dude. Eat.




Barely opening his eyes, he takes the handful of Skittles and shoves them in his mouth.





Chew. Chew!




He chews.





Thank you.




She pours out some more Skittles and jams them in her mouth. Then she jumps up and looks through the window on the door.





Ughh. What’s the fucking deal? We’ve been here three hours. Emergency room.




She bangs on the door twice, with each syllable.





E-mer-gen-cy room!




Bangs.





Hello!




She sees the keypad.





What if like –




She starts punching keys and making electronic beeping noises.





Beep beep beep beep beep beep boop. Open up. Open up.




Looks through the window again. Yells.





Does anybody even work here?!




From her pocket comes the ring of a cell phone. She looks at the number, answers it.





What?




Beat.





No! I’m still in the fucking emergency room.




Beat.





Because I have it written down on a piece of paper at home but I am in the emergency room at the hospital. Can you comprehend that?




Beat.





Three hours! They just left us sitting in this goddamn room that’s supposedly the expediting room? Like this was the room where things would happen, but we’re just fucking –




Yells.





SITTING HERE –




Normal.





– and nobody will tell us –




Yells.





– WHAT’S HAPPENING.




Beat.





I don’t have his number.




Beat.





Because.


I didn’t programme it into my phone because I never want to call him again because last time I saw him was at the Kum and Go and he was microwaving a burrito and I didn’t even want anything, I just asked him what’s up and he’s like, ‘Don’t even talk to me if you don’t have the cash.’




Beat. Suddenly sober.





Then go to his apartment because that’s serious, if that’s what’s happening that’s serious.




Peter, without lifting his head, puts his hand out, palm up. Karlie sees and pours him some more Skittles.





You have to take the Five-A. Catch it at the hub, it only goes one direction from there.




During this, Caroline, fifty, enters. She is sensibly dressed for June in Iowa. She carries a patient file. Karlie doesn’t notice her.





I can’t remember the stop but it’s the one right when you see the Hy-Vee –


Caroline   Karlie?


Karlie   (on phone) I don’t know. First floor at the far end –


Caroline   (louder) Karlie Quinn?


Karlie   (suddenly alert to Caroline) What? What is it?


Caroline   Are you Luna’s mother?


Karlie   (hangs up the phone) Is she okay?


Caroline   You’re Luna’s mom?


Karlie   What’s going on?


Caroline   They’re giving her intravenous fluids. She’s severely dehydrated.


Karlie   Is she going to be okay?


Caroline   (indicating Peter, who has dropped back to sleep) Is this Luna’s dad?


Karlie   Yes.




Shoves Peter.





Wake up.




Peter groans.





Wake up!




Peter lifts his head.





Caroline   How long has Luna had diarrhoea?


Karlie   Like, two days.


Caroline   (looks at the chart) You told Admitting that it started this morning.


Karlie   No, like two days ago it was loose, then she had a regular b.m. yesterday morning? Then I don’t know what it was yesterday but when I got home from work last night it was loose again –




Her phone starts to ring.





Stupid – shut up!




She silences it.





Caroline   Loose or watery?


Karlie   Yeah.




Peter’s head drops again. Karlie shoves him.





Wake up, asshole!


Caroline   What’s his name?


Karlie   Peter.


Caroline   What’s wrong with him?


Karlie   Nothing.




Shoves him.





The nurse is here. Wake up.




Peter wakes up. Sort of.





So can we see her?


Caroline   Not right now.


Karlie   Why not? 


Caroline   (looks at the remains of the cheesecake) Was somebody eating cheesecake?


Karlie   Me. I mean, no. It was all they had in the cafeteria.


Caroline   And Skittles. And …




Looks in Karlie’s open bag.





Starburst. And Fruit Runts. And SweetTarts.


Karlie   What?


Caroline   That’s a lot of sugar.


Karlie   When can we see her?


Caroline   What happened to Peter’s fingers?




Beat.





Karlie   Nothing.


Caroline   Then why all the Band-Aids?


Karlie   You’re not a nurse, are you?


Caroline   I’m with the Department of Human Services –


Karlie   You’re a fucking social worker.


Caroline   Luna’s been sick for a while, hasn’t she?


Karlie   Just since Monday.


Caroline   So four days.


Karlie   One.


Caroline   Today’s Thursday.


Karlie   Today’s Tuesday.


Caroline   Today’s Thursday. How long have the two of you been smoking meth?




No answer.





Karlie?


Karlie   I want to see Luna.


Caroline   I’m afraid you can’t right now.


Karlie   I want to see her!




Caroline crosses to the door and knocks on the window.





Caroline   (to someone on the other side) Can I –? Thanks.


Karlie   Let me in there.


Caroline   I can’t.




A buzzer sounds and Caroline opens the door.





Karlie   Let me in there! I’m her mother –




Karlie makes a grab for the door. Caroline steps in front of her. Karlie tries to push past her but Caroline won’t have it.


She quickly jerks the clipboard up in front of Karlie’s face and Karlie steps back, more surprised than anything.





What the –?


Caroline   You sit down and you wait and I will tell you when you can see your daughter.




She goes, closing the door behind her.





Karlie   You can’t do that.




Yells.





You can’t do that! You –! Oh my God!




She turns back into the room. Peter is still asleep. She rushes over, hits him with every word.





You are so fucking useless!




He turns over to avoid her, never opening his eyes.





Peter   Stop it …


Karlie   Peter?! Fuck! FUCK!




Stumped. Helpless. Then she picks up the phone, hits speed dial. Someone answers.





Mom?




End of scene.
























SCENE TWO








The kitchen of a modest ranch house, four days later. The kitchen is dated but very clean. There is a table, covered with a floral table cloth, and surrounded by four chairs. This is the hub of the house. There is a pile of mail, and a large collection of vitamin and herbal medicine bottles. There is also a Glade candle, which is lit. Cindy, forty, and Caroline are in the kitchen. Cindy wears nursing scrubs with some sort of purple design on them, and white leather nursing shoes. Caroline is inspecting Cindy’s kitchen. She has a clipboard with a form, which she makes notes on. On the table are her travel mug of coffee and her shoulder bag filled with files. Caroline is looking in the cabinet under the sink.




Cindy   I’ll get childproof latches for that one. And I’ll move –




She goes to the cabinet and pulls out bottles of Soft Scrub, Windex, etc., and puts them on the counter top.





I’ll move all this to where she can’t reach it –


Caroline   She’s not even crawling yet.


Cindy   But I want you to know that I know what to do.


If I fail, you put Luna in foster care, right?


Caroline   Right. But let’s not get ahead of ourselves. Okay? You can leave the Windex under the sink for now.




 Looks at the form.





So what are your hours? At St Luke’s?


Cindy   Seven to four. Or six to five, really, with traffic –


Caroline   Have you thought about who would take care of Luna while you’re at work?


Cindy   My friend Allyssa runs a daycare out of her house –


Caroline   Is she licensed?


Cindy   Yes, ma’am. And she said, she can definitely take her.




Caroline hands her the form.





Caroline   Would you write her name and address here for me?


Cindy   Yes, ma’am.




Writes.





Caroline   You don’t have to call me ‘ma’am’.


Cindy   I’m sorry. I’m so nervous.




Holds the form out to Caroline, who looks at it.





Caroline   I’ll need a phone number, too.


Cindy   Yes, ma’am.


Caroline   (smiles) You really are nervous, aren’t you?


Cindy   I know I shouldn’t be, but I keep –


I keep thinking what you must think of me. At St Luke’s, we have the Child Protection Centre, where they bring in children who’ve been abused, for exams –


Caroline   I’m familiar with the CPC –


Cindy   Of course you are. I’m sorry –


Caroline   No – 


Cindy   But that’s it. I’ve seen them bring those kids in and I’ve seen the families. Sometimes the police will come in and arrest somebody right in the lobby. And I always judge them. I do. I think they’re … failures. And now here I am, just like them –


Caroline   You didn’t do anything to Luna.


Cindy   But if I’d seen Karlie and I didn’t know who she was? Sitting there. I would have judged. I would have thought she was some dirty drug addict and that her mother didn’t care. This is terrible of me but when she called, for a second I was so relieved she’d taken Luna to Mercy instead of St Luke’s so nobody I worked with would know.


Caroline   You know, there are two schools of thought on this. The first is that the apple doesn’t fall far from the tree. The second is that – even the best of parents have kids who screw up. On their own.


Cindy   I hope you went to the second school.




Caroline smiles.





Caroline   Well. We’ll see.




Looks at her form.





So I have a couple more things … Karlie and Peter’s apartment? When was the last time you were there?


Cindy   Two or three months ago?


Caroline   What did you think of it?


Cindy   It’s not a nice apartment. They never bought any real furniture …


Caroline   But it was clean?


Cindy   Enough. I guess. Why? Was it –


Caroline   It was bad.


Cindy   It was?


Caroline   Had you been busy? Is that why you hadn’t been over?


Cindy   She doesn’t like me coming there.


Caroline   Why not?


Cindy   She thinks I judge her.


Which I guess I do. I just did, didn’t I? The way she looked … But what am I supposed to do? Just stand by while she does something stupid?


Caroline   It’s all right if you think smoking meth is stupid –


Cindy   I didn’t know they were smoking meth!


Caroline   Okay –


Cindy   If I’d known, I would have gone over there and taken Luna – just taken her –


Caroline   Okay.


Cindy   What possessed Karlie? To even think of that –?


Caroline   She said she needed it to stay awake at work. Because Luna was keeping her up at night.


Cindy   She blamed the baby.


Caroline   Everybody has their reasons.


Cindy   She never takes responsibility.




Beat. Caroline studies her.





Caroline   Do you judge her, though? A lot?


Cindy   I don’t know. Do I?


I think I’m helping. But then it always ends up in a fight.


Caroline   What do you fight over?


Cindy   Well.


She wanted to buy one of those Maya wraps for Luna. And I told her, babies suffocate in those things. 


Caroline   Okay.




Beat.





Cindy   And I think, she and Peter ought to get married. And I didn’t jump up and down when she told me she was naming the baby ‘Luna’. And I think Peter should get a job.


I have opinions and I say them. But they never listen.


Caroline   I get it.


Cindy   You have teenagers?


Caroline   No, but I get it.




Caroline picks up a jar of nutritional supplement from the dining-room table.





Does this stuff work?


Cindy   I take it for joint pain.


Caroline   Huh.


The only other thing I need to ask you about is Karlie’s record. It looks like she was arrested when she was fifteen?


Cindy   How’d you know about that?


Caroline   I pulled her record. It’s sealed, though, because she was a juvenile, so I don’t know what happened.


Do you want to tell me …?


Cindy   She was arrested for possession of marijuana. But the judge said if we did counselling her record would disappear. It would be expunged.


Caroline   Did you do the counselling?


Cindy   Yes.


Caroline   Then somebody forgot to take care of it.


Cindy   They said it would be like it disappeared.


Caroline   It didn’t.




Beat.





Cindy   Karlie fell in with this crowd and they – the fun thing to do was get stoned and run around at the mall. I didn’t even know any of it was going on until the police called me.


Caroline   Why didn’t you know?


Cindy   I was working second shift, four to midnight.


I’m not making excuses, but I had just gotten a divorce –


Caroline   From Karlie’s father?


Cindy   Karlie’s father died when she was three.


Caroline   Oh. I’m sorry.


Cindy   This other man I met at my church. We were married three years, but then …




Trails off.





Caroline   But then?


Cindy   He was being unfaithful to me. He left me.


Caroline   That’s tough. I’m sorry.


Cindy   I had to go back to work, but all they could give me was second shift, so Karlie was home by herself after school.


Caroline   (overlapping on ‘by’) Home by herself.


What kind of counselling did you get?


Cindy   It was the counsellor at her school.


Caroline   Did it do any good?


Cindy   I thought it did. At first. She thought Karlie was bored in school, so they put her in this gifted and talented programme and that seemed to make her happy. But, then, that’s where she met Peter. Was gifted and talented.


Caroline   Really?


Cindy   I didn’t know it, but he was living by himself. His mother had gotten a new job down in Tennessee, at the Saturn factory. So she left him here, in an apartment. By himself. Karlie never told me that.


But it was a party house. And Karlie went there every night and she and Peter ‘fell in love’. I guess. Or that’s what she told me one night when she came home sloppy drunk. I said I didn’t care if she was in love with him, if he was getting her drunk, then she couldn’t see him any more, but she didn’t care. She laughed at me and went right back to his apartment.


And this went on … for ever. It felt like. She wouldn’t stop laughing at me. If I begged her, she laughed. If I tried to punish her, she laughed …
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