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ONE: THE PLAY

[image: ]





AT RISE: 

A stage mostly filled by an oppressive darkness. There is a single stool or pedestal. On it, a bowl.[1]​​

A WOMAN enters. Her age matters not, just that she be an adult. The Woman is dressed in all black. Of course she is; she just came from a funeral. There is a fashion to her, though not necessarily a beauty. Mayhaps[2]​​ parts of the dress appear to be decaying on her body.[3]​​

Her mother is dead, and so the Woman has finally reached the age where she, too, is dying. That seems to be when such a thing starts.

She takes a moment to collect herself.[4]​​

It is awful out there, beyond these walls, out in the world.

A voice speaks. Perhaps it’s a pre-recorded voice from the Woman. Perhaps it’s an actress entirely disconnected from the space. Whomever it is, it isn’t the Woman in the Now, Here, This.[5]​​

While the actions and dialogue are separated out in the script, they occur concurrently. Treat them as a duet. Conduct them how you see fit.[6]​​



​VOICE: Dearest Diary,

​My mother died today. You might find that to be a factual error, given how the car crash happened last Wednesday and the coroner claimed the impact took her with haste before that horrid fire got the chance to consume her in all the black smoke.[7]​​ Yet still, today is the day she really died.


The Woman approaches the stool.



​VOICE: I don’t think I cried at all. I woke up the way I do every morning, and I took a piss and a shit.[8]​​ There’s comfort in regularity. I made coffee in the hotel room because I don’t care for continental breakfasts.[9]​​ I ate a bagel with butter and black pepper[10]​​ while lazily scrolling through videos on my phone and laughing at the ones that called for laughter.[11]​​


The Woman brings out a sharp instrument of some kind from somewhere, perhaps from the bowl or perhaps from her dress.

She steels herself for the steel.



​VOICE: When you drive in the pre-dawn traffic to a viewing, it’s much the same as driving anywhere else.[12]​​ The other drivers are all idiots.[13]​​ The lights are convenient at times and cruel at others. The sun comes up, and you hope it’ll be ugly on this one day, just this single morning, but it paints the horizon with its same little dabs of sparkling paint. You start to wish Monet and those other pointillist bastards had been shanked[14]​​ for daring to draw your attention to how beautiful the sky can be.[15]​​


The Woman brings the steel down against her breast.

The pain takes her instantly. Perhaps she doubles over the bowl. She saws through her chest and bone.[16]​​

Let her cries mask the dialogue if they do so. Let them be restrained if they feel restrained and unrestrained if not.[17]​​



​VOICE: You don’t normally open the casket for someone who got burned that badly. “You don’t want it to haunt your dreams and become a ghost,” the mortician said when Dad and I asked.[18]
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