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Part I



The Victim
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CHARACTERS:

APRIL: late twenties or early thirties.  

GRACE: late twenties or early thirties. 

SETTING:

April's apartment.

––––––––
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The play takes place in April's apartment. It can be performed with only a couple of chairs and a doorway, or something creatively set up to look like a doorway.

For the most part the actresses can move around however they like, except of course that Grace must be sitting in time for the stage direction “Grace rises.”

Enter April and Grace, as if coming into the living room from a hallway; April's been giving Grace the tour.  Both of them are uncomfortable; April seems embarrassed, Grace more sort of uncertain and out of her element.

APRIL

Well.  That's the grand tour.  My apartment.  Voila.

GRACE

It's nice.

APRIL

Sorry it's such a mess.  I should have cleaned more before you got here.

GRACE

I tried calling to let you know I was almost here, but. . . . 

APRIL 

Oh, yeah.  Well, I realized about an hour ago that my phone's been shut off.

GRACE

Well . . . well, come here, give me a hug again!  I'm so happy to see you!

APRIL

Yeah, me too. 

They embrace.

GRACE

Wow, seeing you again.  I have to say, when the whole Facebook fad started I thought,  you will never catch me wasting time with that.  But then . . . to be honest, I set up a profile mainly because I thought it would be a way to get back in touch with you.

APRIL 

No way.

GRACE 

Way.

APRIL

That's, that's why I set mine up, too.  Was in the hopes of getting in touch with you.

GRACE 

Really?

APRIL 

Yeah, I . . . I'm sorry that I only ever sent you those short little bullshit replies, to your long chatty messages.  I know it was probably rude.  But I just. . . .  I only wanted to talk about stuff in person.  I'm not good at writing letters.  I mean, maybe it would've been different if it hadn't turned out you were coming home in a month anyway, but. .  . .

GRACE 

Don't worry about it. . . .  The other person I was going to look up was Steven.  I didn't see him on your friends list. . . .

APRIL 

Oh.  No, I haven't been in touch with him for years.

GRACE

Mm. . . .  Well, let's get caught up!  I mean, God; how've you been?

APRIL

Oh, lately I've been kind of tired all the time . . . Jesus, I can't believe I said that, what a whiney thing to say. . . . 

GRACE

Why tired?

APRIL

Oh, fucking work.

GRACE

Ah.  Where are you working?

APRIL

Fucking Wal-Mart.

GRACE

Oh, yeah?

APRIL

Oh, yeah, real impressive.  Biggest Supercenter in a town of Supercenters.  Anyway, thanks for coming over.

GRACE

Well, of course.  It's been too long.  I kind of fell off the edge of the world—as far as everyone around here was concerned, anyway—but now I've resolved to climb back on.

APRIL

That's good.  I kind of, I missed you.

GRACE

Oh, sweetie.  I missed you, too.  You and Steven are the only people in this town I've really missed, even including my own family.

APRIL

Wow, sounds like an honor.  So, what, he's the one that got away?

GRACE

Well, no, that would be me.  So . . . you don't happen to know where he is, do you?

APRIL

Steven?

GRACE

Yes.

APRIL

Well, he moved.  About two years ago.  Out of state.

GRACE

Oh. . . .  Oh.

APRIL

Didn't you google him?

GRACE

I couldn't remember his last name.

APRIL

What?  Steven's?

GRACE

About a month ago I realized how badly I wanted to see him again.  And by then I couldn't remember his name anymore.

APRIL

Jesus, Grace.  His name is Taylor.

GRACE

Taylor!  Oh my God, that's right.  Taylor.

APRIL

He moved to California.  He married someone out there.

GRACE

Oh. . . .  Well, anyway . . . wow!  I don't even know what to say!  It's so crazy to be seeing you again!  It's been years and years, and we used to be so close.  So . . . tell me all about what you've been up to for—man—the past however many years.

APRIL

It seems like you're the only one who's been up to stuff.  All that traveling around and then that bigshot job in New York.  

GRACE

No, well.  I've done all right.  But you must have been busy, too.  I mean, it's been years.  Obviously you must have been up to something.

APRIL

Well, you remember what happened nine years ago, right?  The reason we stopped seeing each other around much?

GRACE

Uh.  Refresh me.

APRIL

I dropped out of college.  Freshman year.

GRACE

Oh.  Yeah, that's right.  

APRIL

Yeah.  It is.  Well, anyway, that's the last thing that happened that matters.

GRACE

Oh, come on.  Don't say that, April.

APRIL

It's true.

GRACE

You're being dramatic.  You left college and started working at the Wal-Mart Supercenter and haven't left since?  You haven't dated anyone?  Gone anywhere?  In all those years?

APRIL

(impatiently)

Well, I dropped out and then started working at that Exxon on Woodlawn Boulevard.  Then I worked at McDonald's.  Then I had a whole series of shitty little jobs at places that may as well have been the same place, and the latest one of those is Wal-Mart.  So, stuff's happened, but nothing's happened.  I've dated a few guys, but it's sort of the same story as with the jobs, except that most of the guys were even shittier than the jobs.  So I guess stuff has happened in that department, but I wish it hadn't.  As far as going anyplace, I've only been out of the state maybe three times in all those years.

GRACE

Oh. (Pause.) April . . . is something wrong?  Have I offended you?  I mean, you asked me to come over. . . .

APRIL

It's just weirder than I thought it would be to see you again and have you be so successful.  Even though I guess I always expected you to be successful.

GRACE

If you're upset because I let so much time slide by without contacting you, really it was nothing personal.  I did the same thing with my own parents.  Yesterday, when I got into town and went to my parents' house, that was the first time I'd seen anyone in my family in the last three years.

APRIL

I'm not mad.  I'm nervous.  About something to do with you.

GRACE

Oh. . . .  I get it.  Look.  That job, these clothes, the salary, I just lucked into it.  Really, April.  Right place, right time, that's all.  If I've come across as snooty, then I apologize.  I hope you don't think that I would ever look down on you because you work at Wal-Mart.

APRIL

That's not what I'm nervous about.

GRACE

Well, then. . . .  April, I know it's been a long time, but I'd like everything between us to be. . . .  What is it you're nervous about?

APRIL

I'm going to ask you for something, is why.

GRACE

Then just ask.

APRIL

Shit.  Shit, this is tough.

GRACE

April.  Whatever it is, you don't have to get worked up.

APRIL

Okay.  You remember how we basically stopped hanging out, of course.

GRACE

Yeah.  Freshman year, when you dropped out.

APRIL

What?  No!  No, before that.  You remember.  When we were fifteen.

GRACE

Oh . . . but I saw you a lot after we were fifteen, didn't I?

APRIL

We saw each other, yeah; it's a small city, we went to the same high school and the same college.  For a while.  But it wasn't like before.  We were best friends before that thing happened, when we were fifteen.

GRACE

Well.  It's true, we did drift apart.  But I don't remember some specific “thing” happening.

APRIL

You're not fucking serious.

GRACE

I'm sorry, April.  But I mean, things were so crazy back then.  We were so wild.  Tell me which time you're talking about.

APRIL

My God.  You've blocked it.  I never realized people actually did that in real life.

GRACE

I don't think I've blocked anything.  Although I guess the catch is that if I had then I wouldn't know.

APRIL

Grace.  If you're fucking with me, then . . . please stop.  I need you on this.

GRACE

Well, tell me what it is, April.

APRIL

I need someone's support and you're the only one who can give it.  I can't do this on my own, Grace.

GRACE

Tell me what you need and I'll tell you if I can give it.

APRIL

You know what I'm talking about.  You remember that party we went to?  In the tenth grade?

GRACE

(laughing)

I'm afraid you'll have to be more specific.

APRIL

The one with all those older boys.

GRACE

(laughing harder)

Yeah, right.  That's no help at all.

APRIL

All right, god damn it.  Peter.  That fucking college guy whose parents had that big, like, fucking mansion on Greenwood Avenue.  His parents went out of town for the weekend and he invited all his frat brothers over for a big blow-out and you, too.  And he told you to bring some friends, but you just brought me.

GRACE

Oh, God.  I do remember that.  Oh my God, what were we thinking?  We were absolutely insane.

APRIL

I've always wondered why you invited me.  Only me.

GRACE

Well, we were best friends, weren't we?  More or less.  We were always together those days, seems like.

APRIL

I guess maybe it was only that I couldn't help tagging along.

GRACE

Oh, wow.  What were we thinking?  My God, we were so wild and crazy and dumb.

APRIL

What, are you saying it was our fault?

GRACE

Our “fault”? . . .  Well . . . yeah; I guess so.

Pause.

APRIL

I can't believe I'm hearing this.  I can't believe it.  From you.  Of all the people to hear something like that from, for it to be you. . . .

GRACE

But . . . well . . . who else's fault?  I mean, our parents', I guess you could argue, but I don't want to.  I guess it was shitty of the guys, them being so much older than us, but, well, they're guys, what do you expect.  So, yeah, I guess it was our fault, but we were too young to know better, so I guess it was nobody's fault.  And anyway all that was practically a lifetime ago. . . .  Are you just talking about Peter's party in particular, or our whole, um, lifestyle back then?

APRIL

Fuck you.

GRACE

I beg your pardon?

APRIL

Fuck you.  Fuck off.  You're fucking with me.  I have no clue why you'd do such a thing, but you are.

GRACE

I am? . . .  Huh.  You know, I come over to your house, we talk for five minutes, and you say something like that to me, something like “fuck you” . . . there was a time, and it's still so recent I have trouble remembering it's not still now, but there was a time when that would have been it.  Understand?  You would have said that, and I would have got up and walked out and never thought twice about it.

APRIL

So fucking do it.  There's no one forcing you.  I'm not forcing you.

GRACE

I won't do it because I decided a couple months ago to become a person who doesn't do stuff like that, who doesn't walk out.

APRIL

I haven't got a fucking clue what you're talking about.

GRACE

Well I wish you'd go about trying to figure it out some other way.

APRIL

You tell me about the party.

GRACE

The party at Peter's?

APRIL

The party at Peter's.

GRACE

Um; sure, I'll try.  It's been over a decade, you know.  

APRIL

Jesus.  All right, fine.  Just try.

GRACE

All right. . . .  Well.  You and I went alone.  Obviously that was dumb, since who knows what we would have done if things had gotten . . . you know . . . but that was the kind of stupid thing we used to do all the time back then, wasn't it?  Peter's parents had a big pool in the back yard, and everybody stripped to their underwear and you and I hopped into the pool along with all those frat boys.  I remember, the pool had really bright underwater lights, so that it glowed like an electric sapphire in the black back yard. . . .  I remember thinking of this line a few years ago, about how a pool with its underwater lamps on at night is like a jewel and the night is the velvet it's set against, and then I wrote a whole poem just so I could use the line.  Maybe it was actually Peter's pool I was thinking of, subconsciously.  Oh, but, hey, I digress. . . .  Anyway, while we were horsing around with all those guys, someone switched off the pool lights. . . .  Jesus, April, are you crying?

APRIL

No, keep going.  I need to hear you say it, I need to hear it.  Please.

GRACE

Well . . . well, once those pool lights were out, you and I started making out with all those boys.  All those boys, in the dark—we couldn't really see them, we just swam from one to the other, kissing them, our bodies covered in hands.  One time we swam into each other on accident—or else the boys maneuvered us into each other—we giggled, and kissed a little, to get the boys hot, and they were all hooting and hollering.

APRIL

And then.

GRACE

Well, it didn't take long after that before we all went back inside and had sex in the living room.  You and I were in different parts of the room.  Everyone was drunk and stoned by then, but even so I guess that between the two of us we laid every guy there.  And then . . . we didn't spend the night there, I'm sure . . . but where did we go?  We couldn't possibly have gone to either of our parents' houses, not reeking of weed and alcohol like that . . . so where did we tell our parents we were spending the night? . . .  No, I can't remember.  Do you remember?

Pause.

APRIL

Yes.  I remember.  (Pause.)  You.  I mean.  What?  Like, what the fuck?

GRACE

April?

APRIL

I mean, what are you telling me?

GRACE

I just told you.

APRIL

No, I mean . . . can't you say it?

GRACE

April, it's pretty much as clear as could be that you and I are on different wavelengths here, so maybe you should just come out and say . . . whatever it is.

APRIL

I was so jealous.  I was so jealous of you, because you'd gotten out, and you were doing great.  I was so pissed at you for being stronger than I was.  And proud of you, too.  But I was wrong, wasn't I?

GRACE

I . . . well, I don't know of any reason to think I'm stronger than you, so, yeah, I suppose that possibly you were wrong.

APRIL

Oh, honey.  I thought you were going to come over here and rescue me.  Be all no-bullshit like I remembered you being.  But I didn't realize.  Oh, you're more fucked-up than I am.

GRACE

Okay.

APRIL

This is a story you've told yourself.  You were so ashamed of what had happened that you had to figure out some way out of it, so you made up this story.  And now you've been rehearsing it to yourself so long that it's turned into second nature, you really believe it.

GRACE

April, I haven't “rehearsed” anything.  This is the first time I've even thought of that party in quite a while.  I was doing stuff like that from the ages of twelve to seventeen.  And you know that.

APRIL

But on some level you know what really happened, and you're not doing yourself any favors by burying it.  Those boys took us back into the house and raped us.

GRACE

What?

APRIL

But we're going to get them now.  Don't worry.  You and me, we're going to get our, you know, our lives back.  We're going to press charges.  You just have to say it.

GRACE

What?

APRIL

Don't be scared.

GRACE

April.  April, nobody's raped me.  And nobody raped you, either—at least not that night.

APRIL

Listen.  Hey—don't you or anybody else fucking tell me what happened that night, okay.  Okay?  I'm fucking, from now on I'm fucking telling people what happened to me that night.

GRACE

April.  You've got to be responsible, there's other people involved. . . .  Are you sure you mean Peter's house?  Are we definitely talking about the same night?  Maybe you're conflating it with something else—

APRIL

Fuck you!  Fuck you!

GRACE

All right, okay, just calm down, I didn't mean—

APRIL

I'm not inflating anything!  I'm just saying what happened!  I'm not exaggerating one fucking thing!

GRACE

Not “inflating.”  “Conflating.”  But listen, it doesn't matter. . . .

APRIL

“Conflating”?  What the hell is that?

GRACE

It means, like, mixing up or combining two separate things.  Like maybe there were similar circumstances at a different party, where you were raped, and now you've put the two parties together so that you think this thing actually happened at Peter's party, the one you and I were at together. . . .

APRIL

Oh.  Oh, fuck you.  If you fucking one more time tell me what I. . . .  Anyway, why couldn't you just say that, huh?  What, is that one of your college words?  Your fucking “conflating”?

Pause.

GRACE

I guess maybe it is.  I wasn't trying to come across as anything.  

APRIL

We were raped.

GRACE

I don't remember being raped.

APRIL

Listen, I'm sorry I flew off the handle.  It's just, it's taken me so long to get to a point where I can talk about it.  Because . . . it would have been different, you know.  If I'd been walking along a dark street and some guy in a ski mask had jumped out and pulled me into an alley and hit me and forced me.  Then I would have been able to tell people.  But as it was, it took me a while to figure things out.  To even realize what had happened.  And by the time I'd decided, it felt too late to tell people.  And anyway . . . like, how could I have told my parents?  How could I have even explained going to that fucking party?  They would have crucified me.  I would've been, what, grounded, and that would have been the end of it.  Maybe they would have called Peter's parents to complain.  Whatever.  I remember, I felt so stupid and dirty and ugly after those assholes were done.  And it hurt, I was really sore.  And I figured it was all my fault, for not doing like my family said and for acting like a whore.  I was a kid and so I thought it was all my fault.  But now I look back.  Now I look back and because I'm a grown-up looking back at a kid I see that it wasn't my fault.  I see whose fault it was.

Pause.

GRACE

Peter's.

APRIL

Yes.  You see.

GRACE

I meant it more like a question.
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