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  Two actors, one male, one female, play all the Interviewers in Act One.




  The three members of the Camera Crew double as Chorus.










  Act One










  Living room of the Majeski house. A large uncluttered space, bare-walled except for a large TV set in a wall unit upstage. The room is largely achromatic but not stylishly so. It is a

  representation of a living room, more or less anyone’s.





  In several scenes a sector of this playing area functions as office space or as interview space in a broadcast studio.










  Scene 1




  The living room in half-light. Livia sits on an exercise bike, facing downstage. She looks into the middle distance, pedaling steadily.




  

    Lights slowly down.


  




  

    There is a deep pulse of image and sound. A videotape is projected on the back wall and adjacent furniture. It shows a single image, a high-angle shot of a man in a tightly confined space.

    There is a plastic bag on his head, fastened about the neck. He is seated, a forearm braced against the wall to either side of him. The plastic is thick and frosted, obscuring the man’s

    features.


  




  

    The tape is crude and marked by visual static. A digital display is inset in a lower corner of the tape. It records the hour and minute, the fleeting seconds and tenths of seconds.


  




  

    Livia rides her bike, visible in the flickering light.


  




  

    After the tape has run for twelve seconds, there is an interval of agitation caused either by an unsteady camera or some larger disturbance.


  




  

    The sound throughout is intense and electronic, a synthesized roaring wind.


  




  

    Slowly the man on the tape raises his head toward the camera. The shaking becomes more pronounced and the tape abruptly ends.


  




  

    The projection lasts twenty seconds. Livia is barely visible, pedaling. Then darkness.


  










  Scene 2




  When the lights come up, Michael Majeski is seated stage right with a male Interviewer. They are situated in the only lighted part of the set, two chairs and a table, and this segment of

  space represents a corner of Michael’s office downtown.




  

    An elaborate audio-taping device sits on the table between the men. It glows throughout the interview.


  




  INTERVIEWER




  What?




  MICHAEL




  I didn’t say anything.




  INTERVIEWER




  I said something. I said what. What happened next?




  MICHAEL




  What happened next. It’s hard to say.




  INTERVIEWER




  But once you realized. You must have felt.




  MICHAEL




  What?




  INTERVIEWER




  I don’t know.




  MICHAEL




  Out of place, I guess. Displaced or misplaced. Somewhere else.




  INTERVIEWER




  But you were somewhere else. This is the point.




  MICHAEL




  I don’t mean in body only. Somewhere else in a deeper way. Somebody somewhere else. I’m trying to be completely clear.




  INTERVIEWER




  Just keep talking.




  MICHAEL




  It was one big enormous stupefying shock.




  INTERVIEWER




  The tape is running.




  MICHAEL




  I felt remote. I felt a tremendous separation.




  INTERVIEWER




  From what?




  MICHAEL




  From what. From everything. Physically safe. Physically fine. But cut off from everything around me. And from myself as well.




  INTERVIEWER




  As if what?




  MICHAEL




  Some stranger had crept inside, like surreptitiously, to eat my airline food. Or someone had been superimposed on me, a person with my outline and shoe size but slyly and fundamentally

  different. I didn’t know how to react. I thought, What is going on?




  INTERVIEWER




  Where am I?




  MICHAEL




  Who am I?




  INTERVIEWER




  How did I get here?




  MICHAEL




  Where am I going?




  INTERVIEWER




  And was there any point in the unfolding of this event when you began to see the whole thing as hugely and vastly comic?




  MICHAEL




  Certainly not in the early and middle stages.




  INTERVIEWER




  But once you realized.




  MICHAEL




  Once I realized and spoke to the steward and saw him speak to a flight attendant and saw how word was beginning to spread through the cabin.




  INTERVIEWER




  Be selective.




  MICHAEL




  And realized a word-of-mouth traffic was beginning to build, with amused remarks and maybe some outright laughter and many glances—many, many glances in my direction.




  INTERVIEWER




  Tell us everything.




  MICHAEL




  People a little embarrassed on my behalf but also sympathetic and amused and delighted as the story spread. People came to my seat and asked questions. I explained to people what had probably

  gone wrong, step by step, as best I could reconstruct. Do you want me to reconstruct?




  INTERVIEWER




  There isn’t time.




  MICHAEL




  Word spread through the cabin in two languages. A telling and retelling of all the little accidents, of all the misunderstandings and mishaps. The whole daylong series. The strangeness.




  INTERVIEWER




  What strangeness?




  MICHAEL




  The strangeness. The whole progression. The succession of strange and random things. The whole long sequence of interlocking events that had to happen precisely as they happened before I could

  make the enormous mistake I made.




  INTERVIEWER




  I think that does it.





  Interviewer turns off the tape machine. The glow begins to fade.




  MICHAEL




  What?




  INTERVIEWER




  I think that does it.




  MICHAEL




  If you want me to clarify or expand upon.




  INTERVIEWER




  I think that does it. When we air, I’ll do a fill-in. Some editing. Some ambient noise.




  MICHAEL




  Or if any additional questions come to mind.




  INTERVIEWER




  I think that does it. I got everything I need.




  MICHAEL




  I’ll give you some numbers you can call. Home. I have home. I have here. I have my private number for here. I have my secretary when I’m away.




  INTERVIEWER




  I got everything I need. Just tell me what’s your name again.










  Scene 3




  The living room. Livia rides her exercise bike, facing upstage, her eyes on the TV set that’s located in a media cabinet on the back wall. She is looking at Michael’s head, which

  fills the screen, his lips moving soundlessly.




  

    In time, Livia reaches for the remote control unit that’s velcro’d to her ankle like an off-duty gun.


  




  

    She aims the remote and hits the sound button.


  




  

    The ensuing voices belong to Michael and a female Interviewer.


  




  INTERVIEWER




  But first you left the terminal, you boarded the aircraft. Then what?




  MICHAEL




  Then what. We took off. We flew.




  INTERVIEWER




  And you reached cruising altitude. And you leveled off. And you ate the snack they gave you. Tell us. Speak. And no lingering suspicion that something was wrong.




  MICHAEL




  Only the sense of leaving earth. This always seems slightly disallowable.




  INTERVIEWER




  But you were convinced in your own mind that nothing was realistically amiss. You were snug in your seat and secure in your sense of destination.




  MICHAEL




  We took off. We flew. I was more or less.




  INTERVIEWER




  Systems heaving and breathing all around you. Tell us. That sort of essence in the air. That sort of underbreath of powerful thrilling systems.




  

    Lights down on living room.


  




  

    Lights up on interview space, stage left. Michael seated in chair. Interviewer down on one knee before him and to his left. Camera is inferred, near the stage apron. Interviewer is out of

    camera range and holds a clipboard, which she consults occasionally as Michael speaks. A glowing mike is fixed to a boom that juts from the wings.
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