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Off The Wall

Peter Gajdics

YOUNG MAN

WOMAN

KID ON BICYCLE

{The actor playing KID ON BICYCLE should be the same age as the actor
playing YOUNG MAN.)

The lights rise suddenly to reveal the brick wall, running the entire width
of the stage and very high. Sitting centre, on the wall, legs dangling over
the edge, are YOUNG MAN and WOMAN. He is dressed simply,
perhaps jeans and a t-shirt. His head is down, his eyes are closed, his arms
hang limply by his side. WOMAN is dressed in expensive fashionable
white pants, a patterned blouse, high-heeled white shoes, and much jew-
elry. She is staring out in front of her, in some sort of trance or daze. She
is holding up an umbrella, but it has no covering, only a wire frame.
Silence. The sound of a bicycle ring is heard offsiage right. Another short
silence and then the YOUNG MAN begins to mumble a “flup,” or an
“mmm” under his breath. His body jerks, his arms twitch, but his head is
still down and his eyes are still closed. WOMAN's eyes are still frozen
forward, fixed, like her entire body.

YOUNG MAN (under his breath)...flup...Mlup...flup... (his arms
twitch, his head bobs, his eyes flutter) Fluuup-flupflup-
flupflupflupflupflupflup.. MMmmmmm-
MMMMMMM-OH-OH-OHHH...FLUPFLUP-
FLUPFLUP-OHHHH! YES! YES! YEEEESSSS...

(The bicycle ring is suddenly heard off stage
right, and then the KID ON BICYCLE, who
wears shorts, a t-shirt, and a crash helmet,
zooms past them, right through left and off,
ringing his bell all the way but not once look-
ing up.)

...ohhh-ohhhhHHH... (his eyes fight to open, but
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YOUNG MAN

WOMAN
YOUNG MAN
WOMAN
YOUNG MAN

WOMAN

YOUNG MAN

WOMAN

YOUNG MAN

remain closed, be begins moaning louder, breathing
deeper, screaming) ohH, yes, yes, oh-yeS, YEES!
OHH-YES! YEEES! (his arms to his side like a bird)
—WWWEEEEEEEEEEWWWHHHOOOO-
OOOOOSHHHHHHHHHHHH!... (his face, his en-
tire body tightens suddenly, his arms begin to flap
rapidly) —Noo-N-no! NOOOOOOOOO-FLUPFLUP-
FLUPFLUPFLUPFLUPFLUPFLUP—

(His left hand hits her in her face, she is
snapped out of her daze, spots him flapping
and flupping—as if for his life—then elbows
him, very hard, in his side.)

(his eyes flash open) —LET GO OF MEE-!... (coming
to) —What? Hey...what the...what’s going on...?
(looking around, as if for the first time) ...heey-what
the-? (sees WOMAN, as if for the first time) —Wh-
who are y-you?!

(who has been eyeing him suspiciously) Are you ill?
—What? Huh?

Ill. Are you ill?

What? Why? No.

(overlapping) Well you're certainly acting ill, If I
didn’t know any better, I'd say you were ill in the head.

(pause) Why? Huh? (pause) Why-why would you
think I was...why do you think I am... Why would you
think I was ill in the-OOW!

You see?

Hey... (feels the bruise on his side) What the—what
is...just a minute—what’s going on here? (pause,
staring at her, she is staring back out front, holding her
umbrella up) Hey!
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WOMAN

YOUNG MAN

WOMAN
YOUNG MAN
WOMAN

YOUNG MAN

WOMAN
YOUNG MAN
WOMAN

YOUNG MAN

WOMAN

YOUNG MAN

WOMAN

YOUNG MAN

WOMAN

YOUNG MAN

WOMAN

Yes?

Would you please tell me what is—AH! And-and what
is this-this-thing-on the side of my-? (suddenly sees
how far up he is) —H-heey. H-heeey! La-lady! HEY!
Yes?

...um, have you looked around you lately?

...why?

—Why-what? AAH! And-what is this-thing-on the
side of my-?

—Oh, that. T hit you. Well, eilbowed, actually.
...what? You did what?
Elbowed you. Is something wrong?

Huh? Why did you elbow me? That wasn’t very nice,
you know. (pause) Who-who are you?

Haven’t you already asked me that? Why do you keep
asking me that? Are you not feeling well?

Well, no, actually! I seem to have this enormous-
bruise-I have an enormous bruise-on the side of my—

—Do you have a temperature?

Wha— (she feels his forehead) What are you.. .1 feel
fine. Well, except for—

(overlapping) Well you feel fine. Then it must be
something in your head.

‘Why do you keep saying that? Something in my head.
What does that mean, something in my head?

{pause) Nothing.
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YOUNG MAN

WOMAN

YOUNG MAN

WOMAN

YOUNG MAN

WOMAN
YOUNG MAN
WOMAN
YOUNG MAN
WOMAN
YOUNG MAN
WOMAN
YOUNG MAN
WOMAN
YOUNG MAN

WOMAN

YOUNG MAN

No, now justa minute. I'd like to know what you mean
by that. What does that mean, something in my head?

(calmly) Well you don’t have a temperature, you are
obviously not physically ill, well, then, it must be
something in your head. You are obviously suffering
from some sort of...some sort of...of...oH!

Go on, go on, say it! Some sort of-what?

Oooh—why are you asking me so many questions?
Would you please stop asking me so many questions!

(pause, as he starts to look around again, as if for the
first time) Hey...h-hey-where am I? (sees WOMAN,
as if for the first time) Excuse me?

Yes?

—Uh-I don’t mean to be rude but-do I know you?

Of course.

...Ido...?

Of course I do.

{pause) Then-you know me.

Yes.

...you do...?

You do.

{pause) 1know you?

Yes,Ido. Youhave always known me. Even before we
mel. Now please!

(pause) Oh, I can’t-I don’t...I can’t remember any-
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WOMAN

YOUNG MAN

WOMAN

YOUNG MAN

WOMAN
YOUNG MAN
WOMAN
YOUNG MAN
WOMAN
YOUNG MAN

WOMAN

YOUNG MAN

WOMAN

YOUNG MAN

WOMAN

YOUNG MAN

WOMAN

thing. Why can’t I remember anything?
You’re confused.

—But...but...(pause; looks up at the sky, stares) ...no
one...

(pause) What?

(still up to the sky) No one. There was no one. ...I
was...alone—

—What?

I was by myself. I was somewhere—

—You were-what?

—Somewhere else. [ wasn’t here. I was—
—Somewhere else, nm. —Then where was I?
...what?

If you were-somewhere else-then where was 1?7 Was I
there too?

(pause) 1 don’t know. I don’t remember seeing you.
{pause) 1told you, I don’t know you!

You were nowhere, you were here. I was here. I saw
you here...

ssaliit. ..

...I wouldn’t have seen you if you were somewhere,
now, would 1?

But—

(overlapping) Of course I wouldn’t.

= n<
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YOUNG MAN (pause) But...I was by myself.

WOMAN
YOUNG MAN

WOMAN

YOUNG MAN

WOMAN

YOUNG MAN

WOMAN

YOUNG MAN

You have never been by myself.

I'm telling you thatI was by myself! Youweren’tthere!

No, but you're here now and everything’ll be just fine.
There’s nothing to worry about, everything’ll be just

fine.

...but...but...oh, I feel so—

—Confused. Youare. It’s alright. It’s normal. Would

you like

...what?

to watch some TV?

But—

—You can watch for one hour but then it’s lights out,

okay?

...but—

(But she has already unfolded her umbrelia
and placed it between them, reached behind
the wall and pulled up a small, black and white
TV and placed it on her left side, away from
him. There is fuzz and no sound. But there is
a cord that runs back, behind the wall. He
watches her, dumbstruck, looks behind the
wall, slowly. She reaches back and pulls up a
plate of cookies, offering one to him.)

YOUNG MAN ...uh-no. Thank you...

WOMAN

Not even rum-raisin? They’re your favourite...

YOUNG MAN I'm...not hungry. Thank you.

(Pause, as she takes one for herself and begins
eating while watching the TV, turned slightly
away from him. He looks back, behind the
wall. Suddenly, the bicycle ring is heard off
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stage left, and then the KID ON BICYCLE
zooms past, left through right then off. He
doesn’t look up. YOUNG MAN stares at him
as he passes, then off right WOMAN contin-
ues to watch the TV and eat the cookies, not
once looking over.)

Uh...uhm...

(He looks at WOMAN, then off right, then off
left, staring. Suddenly the bicyclering is heard
off right, and then the KID ON BICYCLE
zooms back on.)

—Uh-h-hey. Hey! You, kid! Stop!

(KID ON BICYCLE slams on his brakes,
stops under YOUNG MAN.)

Uh, hi. —Uh-d-do you live around here? Do you want
to do me a favour? (pause, as the KID ON BICYCLE
Just stares up at him) What’s the matter?

KID ON BICYCLE 1 don’t know you.

YOUNG MAN —Uh, do you think you could do me a favour? Do you
have a ladder at your house?

KID ON BICYCLE (suspiciously) Why?
YOUNG MAN  You want to go and get it for me?

(Pause. KID ON BICYCLE starts to leave,
left )

—Hey! No, no! Please!

(KID ON BICYCLE stops by left, looking
back.)

Look, I really need your help. Could you please—
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KIDONBICYCLE —My mother told me never to talk to strange men,
YOUNG MAN I'm not strange.
KID ON BICYCLE You look strange. (pause) What kind of favour?

YOUNG MAN Could you go and get me a ladder? (KID doesn’t move)
Please?

KID ON BICYCLE I don’t think so; my mother told me never to trust
strange men.

(He zooms off, left.)
YOUNG MAN Itold you, I'm not-hey! Hey! Where you going?!
(He stares off left for a moment. Then he lifts

his shirt and sees the large, black and blue
bruise on the side of his stomach. He touches

it gently.)
AH!
WOMAN (looking over) Something wrong?
YOUNG MAN It hurts
WOMAN What? Ooh. Where does it hurt? Can you show me?

YOUNG MAN (showing her) It hurts when I breathe.
WOMAN Ohh, that does look terrible.

YOUNG MAN (slight pause, looking at her) But...youdid it. Why did
you do it? It hurts.

(She opens her umbrella, looks out front.)
Why did you hit me? (no response) Why!

WOMAN Don’t you raise your voice at me!
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YOUNG MAN (pause ) Why did you hit me?

WOMAN Oh, what are you talking about, I didn’t hit you.

YOUNG MAN ...what?

WOMAN I have never laid one finger on you.

YOUNG MAN ...what? But...

WOMAN Isn’t thisa wonderful day. You know, Ican’tremember
when the weather’s been this wonderful. And not a
cloud in sight. Mmm.

YOUNG MAN Can...can you tell me something? What happened
before you...can you tell me what was happening
before? Please? I-Imean... outthere...and, and down-

right here. Right there. What was going on right there?
Can you tell me? Please? Please?

(WOMAN has turned back to the TV. The
bicycle ring is heard off stage left, then the
KID ON BICYCLE zooms back on and skids
to a stop under YOUNG MAN.)

KID ON BICYCLE Why do you want a ladder?

YOUNG MAN (slight pause) Why do you think?

KID ON BICYCLE I dunno. (pause) What’re you doin’ up there,
anyways? You can’t get down, can you?

YOUNG MAN  (slight pause) Sure. SureI could. Hey-have you been
riding up and down here for a while?

KID ON BICYCLE (pause) Maybe.
YOUNG MAN What does that mean,"maybe”?
KID ON BICYCLE —If you’re going to get mad at me then I'm—

(He starts off, left.)
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YOUNG MAN —NO! No, please.
(KID stops by left.)
I’'m sorry. Please. Don’t go. Please.
KID ON BICYCLE (pause, staring up at him) Are you sick?

YOUNG MAN (pause) I want to ask you a question-can-can you come
a little closer?

KID ON BICYCLE ...why? What’re you gonna do to me?

YOUNG MAN I’'m not going to do anything to you! —Just-please-I
want to ask you a question.

(Pause. KID coasts afoot closer to YOUNG
MAN.)

KID ON BICYCLE What.
YOUNG MAN Did-did you se¢ anything strange around here?
KID ON BICYCLE (pause) Can you get down?
YOUNG MAN What? No, okay, no, I can’t get down!
KID ON BICYCLE Then I did see something strange.
YOUNG MAN ...what? Can you tell me? Please?
KID ON BICYCLE You. I gotta go.
(He zooms off suddenly, left.)

YOUNG MAN HEY! NO! DON'T GO! PL-! (pause, to himself)
Stupid kid. (yelling off left) STUPID KID!

KID ON BICYCLE (off) THEARD THAT! (he coasts back on from left,
stops under YOUNG MAN) I heard that. That wasn’t
very nice, you know.
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(Pause, as the KID stares up at him.)
YOUNG MAN Do you want something? (Pause) What!
KID ON BICYCLE My mother’s warned me ‘bout men like you.
YOUNG MAN What is that supposed to mean?
KID ON BICYCLE I know what you wanna do ta me, I’m not stupid.
YOUNG MAN What are you talking about?

KID ON BICYCLE You jus’ wanna get me, don’t you? You jus’ wanna
get me, you think you can hurt me, don’t you?

YOUNG MAN Look kid, I don’t wanna hurt nobody.

KID ON BICYCLE Yes you do, yes you do, I know what you wanna do
ta me, I’ve seen pictures!

YOUNG MAN —Wha-what types of pictures?
KID ON BICYCLE In the paper. Pictures, kids like me. Only dead!
YOUNG MAN —Look, kid, I don’t know what you’re talk—

KID ON BICYCLE —First you jus’ wanna ask me some questions.
Then you wanna grab me by the arm. Then you wanna
stick something in my mouth so I can’t scream. Then
you wanna push me in a car and step on the gas. Then
you’'re gonna blindfold me so I can’t tell ‘em what I've
seen. An-and then we get to your place and you let me
loose and you starve me and you make me doreally dirty
things so that all I wanna do is hide under tables and stay
in bed all day and never come out again. And then-then
I'have ta grow up and I have ta see a doctor ‘cause they
never believe me when [ tell them. I know all about men
like you-my mother’stold me all about men like you and
I think you’re terrible. I think you're sick! I hate you.
ITHATE YOUIHATE YOUIHATE YOU! MOMMY!
(KID zooms off suddenly, right) MOMMY! (from far
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off right) MMOOOOMMMMMMMMMYYY-
YYYYYYYYY!

YOUNG MAN (pause, in a sudden outburst) GO! SEE IF I CARE!
(But after a moment the KID ON BICYCLE
coastsbackonfromright, stops under YOUNG

MAN. Stares up at him for a moment.)

KID ON BICYCLE My mother wasn’t home. (pause) You can’t get
down.

YOUNG MAN (pause) No.

KID ON BICYCLE What're you doing up there, anyways?
YOUNG MAN Itold you. Idon’t know.

KID ON BICYLCE (pause) Are you scared?

YOUNG MAN (pause) No.

KID ON BICYCLE (pause) Yes you are, you are, you're scared ‘cause
you can’t get down. Scaredy cat, scaredy cat...

YOUNG MAN Don’t do—

KID ON BICYCLE ...scaredy cat, scaredy—

YOUNG MAN —I said don’t do that!

KID ON BICYCLE —scaredy cat-!
(YOUNG MAN tries to suddenly reach for the KID,
and almost falls off the wall. THE KID jumps back,
afraid.)

KID ON BICYCLE (pause) Sorry,

YOUNG MAN (pause) Don’t you have anything better to do than just
stand there and stare at me?
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KID ON BICYCLE (pause) No.

YOUNG MAN Why don’t you go play with some kid or something?

KID ON BICYCLE You wanna watch me ride? I can do it to the end
there-see? You jus’ sit and watch me ride to the end
there, ‘kay? }

YOUNG MAN  Look kid, get this straight, will you, I am not interested
in watching you ride. I am not interested in watching
you ride to the end there, or to any-I don’t wanna watch
you, okay! You got it? Huh? Huh!

KID ON BICYCLE (pause) Why not? Why don’t you wanna watch me
ride? You’re not doing anything. You’re just—

YOUNG MAN I said no!
KID ON BICYCLE (pause) You’re no fun,
YOUNG MAN No, I'm not, okay?
KID ON BICYCLE (pause) I'll help you down.
YOUNG MAN  (pause) What? What did you say?
KID ON BICYCLE (pause) I'll get the ladder if you watch me ride.
YOUNG MAN (pause) Okay.
KID ON BICYCLE You'll watch me?
YOUNG MAN Yes.
KID ON BICYCLE (pause) You promise?
YOUNG MAN  Uh-huh, yup.
(KID ON BICYCLE starts off, left.)

KID ON BICYCLE Ican do it to the end there, you watch me, I won’t go
past the end, you watch me and you’ll see...
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(KID ON BICYCLE is off, left. Pause.
YOUNG MAN looks up at the sky, stares.)

(off) YOU'RE NOT WATCHING!

(YOUNG MAN turns quickly, KID ON
BICYCLE coasts back on from left.)

KID ON BICYCLE (stopping under YOUNG MAN) You didn’t watch
me. You promised. You shouldn’t lie like that, you
promised!

YOUNG MAN Look, just, just-go and get the ladder.

KID ON BICYCLE But you didn’t watch me.

YOUNG MAN —Just-just-get the ladder, will you?

KID ON BICYCLE (pause) No.

YOUNG MAN —Look, kid, go and get the stupid ladder, will you!

KID ON BICYCLE No! Iwon’t! Youdidn’twatchmesoI’'m not getting
the stupid ladder! I'm not going to help you!

YOUNG MAN (pause) GO! GET! THE! LADDER!

KID ON BICYCLE NO! You lied! Liar liar, pants on fire.

YOUNG MAN (overlapping) Shut up!

KID ON BICYCLE (pause) Now you’re mad at me.

YOUNG MAN (pause) 1am not mad.

KID ON BICYCLE Yesyouare. You're mad and now you don’tlike me.
YOUNG MAN (beat) 1 like you.

KID ON BICYCLE No you don’t, no you don’t, you hate me, you hate
me and now you want to hit me or something! Well I
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hate you too! (pause) And you can’t get down! (long
pause as they stare each other down) How'd you getup
there, anyways?

YOUNG MAN (pause) Itold you already. Idon’t remember.

KID ON BICYCLE What?

YOUNG MAN 1CAN'T REMEMBER! 1 CAN’T REMEMBER!

KID ON BICYCLE You don’t have to scream at me, I'm standing right
here. (pause) You can’t remember?

YOUNG MAN No.

KID ON BICYCLE (pause) Oh. (pause) So how come you can’t
remember?

YOUNG MAN  (pause) 1 woke up like this.

KID ON BICYCLE You mean you were sleeping up there? Like that?
That’s pretty stupid of you.

YOUNG MAN  Thank you.

KID ON BICYCLE You're welcome. (pause) You were flupping.
YOUNG MAN (slight pause) Pardon me?

KID ON BICYCLE You were flupping. I told you you were strange.
YOUNG MAN What do you mean, I was...I was-?

KID ON BICYCLE —Flupping?

YOUNG MAN  Yes. What does that mean?

KID ON BICYCLE Idunno. You were doing it.

YOUNG MAN But-but...what was I doing?

KID ON BICYCLE 1 just told you, you were flupping, weren’t you
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listening?

YOUNG MAN (pause) Can you describe it to me?

KID ON BICYCLE ...well...your arms were kind of-oh, and, and then
your body was going all weird like, kind of spastic,

and...and...well, that’s when you woke up.

YOUNG MAN What was happening before that? Can you tell me what
was happening before that?

KID ON BICYCLE Of course. You were sitting there. And, and then
you started-mumbling something, I dunno. Oh-and
then you started screaming!

YOUNG MAN —I started what?

KID ON BICYCLE Screaming. Real loud, too. I was watching you.
From over there, you see? Over at the end of the—

YOUNG MAN —Ya, ya, then what happened?
KID ON BICYCLE (pause) Flup, flup, flup.
YOUNG MAN (beat ) Flup.

KID ON BICYCLE That’s when you started screaming: FLUP, FLUP,
FLUP!

YOUNG MAN (pause) And then what happened?

KID ON BICYCLE Then yourarms started to, um, they started-well, like
this—

(He imitates the YOUNG MAN from the beginning,
flapping his arms, up and down.)

YOUNG MAN (pause) Are you telling me the truth?
KID ON BICYCLE I never lie. That’s a sin.

YOUNG MAN (1o himself) ...what does that mean?
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KID ON BICYCLE I dunno.

YOUNGMAN (pause) Were you-uh, m-
maybe you were on a different block, or some-
thing?

KID ON BICYCLE Uh-huh. My mother told me never to pass that sign

YOUNG MAN

there. Iam always here. I can sec everything. Ican see
the whole block from down there, the whole block! And
I was watching you, I could see you and you looked
really stupid!

(pause, increasing desperation) Listen 0 me for a
second. Idon’tknow what’s going on here, but...Idon’t
know where I am or how I got up here. 1 feel confused.
Idon’tknow what I’m doing here and-I don’tknow how
togetdown. Now, [ want youtohelpme. Please. Idon’t
want to hurt you, I just want to get off of here. Do you
understand? I want to get down from here. You’'ll help
me, okay? You just help me get down from here and
then you can goride or something, I don’tknow, youcan
do whatever you want! Do whatever you want to do,
but-please-just-help me down, okay? Will you help me
down from here? Please? Please?

KID ON BICYCLE Uh-I gotta go, my mother’s home—

YOUNG MAN

—NO! PLEASE! DON'T-!

KID ON BICYCLE —My mother’s home, I gotta go—

YOUNG MAN

—NO!

KID ON BICYCLE —NO! I gotta go, I gotta—

YOUNG MAN

WOMAN

(And the KID ON BICYCLE is off, right, ina
flash.)

...no...please...don"t go...

(looking over) What? I'm not going anywhere...I'm
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YOUNG MAN

WOMAN

YOUNG MAN

YOUNG MAN

staying right here. There’s nothing to worry about, I'm
right here.

(There is an awkward silence as they stare at
each other for a moment, then she looks back
out front, still holding up her umbrella. He
looks back off right, then, after a moment tries
to imitate what the KID described to him.)

...flup...flup...flup...(pause, looking up at the sky)
Flup...FLUP...FLUP...(pause) Flup? (slight pause,
then he tries moving his arms like the KID described, up
and down, quite awkwardly atfirst, then becoming quite
natural and faster) ...flup...flup...flupflupflup
FLUPFLUPFLUPFLUPFLUPFLUPFLUPFLUP—

—Don’t do that!

—What? Why? I'm-I"m just trying to remember. I'm
just-I can almost remember-something. There’s some-
thing— I was just trying to remember something that
mighthave happened tome. OH! I was justtrying tore-
member something that, oh, I don’t know, that could
have happened!

(WOMAN stares back out front. YOUNG
MAN looks slowly up at the sky, then begins
flapping his arms, slowly, and mouthing the
words, “Flup.. flup.. flup” and then
“Swoosh!" )

I said “swoosh™ That’s what I said, I did, I remember,
I said “swoosh”!

(But he gets no response from her. He slumps

forward, deflated. His eyes close slowly, his
arms fall forward, his body jerks and his eyes
suddenly flash back open.)

I was inside! Iwas inside-something. Icould feelit. I
can feel it. It was warm. I was warm and...it was soft.
Blue. I think it was blue. (beat) Maybe it was the sea.
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Sea’s blue. (pause) But I could breathe. 1 was
breathing. And I was thinking...I never wanted to
leave. It was so warm. It felt...safe. I feltso...I was
inside and I felt so...protected. 1remember. I can see
it. It was real. I remember. (pause) Something
happened. I opened my eyes. My eyes were closed
but...then I opened them. But...it was...black. The
air...it was something happened to the air. It was black
and-thick. Andhard. It washard tobreathe. Icouldn’t...I
was trying to but...] was choking. I felt like I was
suffocating. (pause, looks up at the sky, stares) 1had to
go up. To breathe. But...I didn’t know how. I..I
started-pumping. I was pumping my arms and then I
was up. I was up, I was far away and...I was...I was
holding my breath so I didn’t pass out but then I was up
and I could breathe again. I started breathing again.
Slowly. The air,  could feel the air. It wasrushing right
inside me. I could feel it in my stomach. The cool air,
I can feel it, I can...I was getting so high, higher and
higher, I was breathing, deeper and deeper, I was taking
more and more of it inside me, and I was feeling so,
so...oh! Ifeltso...big/ Nobody gets that high! I was
looking everywhere, all around, and I could see there
was no one there, I was by myself, but, but...ohh, it was
s0...amazing! There was this, this-blue, no, purple,and
this, this orange. All these colours and they’re all
around me, and then, then I...1...I looked down. 1
didn’t...I was looking all around but then I looked back
down. By accident. I'd forgotten. Icould see them. The
people. There were these-people, and they looked so-
tiny. And weak. They were...they were holding their
breath. They were breathing that air and I could see it,
it was black and it was down below, I was far away, but
1 could see it and they were breathing it in. They were
trying to hold their breath but-they couldn’t. They were
choking. And they didn’t even know they were chok-
ing. They looked so...sad. (pause) And then I'm
falling. Suddenly I'm falling, really fast, and, and I
can’t make it stop. I try and, and grab onto something,
someone, but, but-my arms, my arms are gone, I don’t
have any arms and, and the air, it’s getting hot, it’s, it’s
black, the air, I can see it, the, the air, it’s black again and

= 10
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it’sslicing back intome, it’s, it"s filling me up and I have
toshut my eyes ‘cause I'm scared, and I don’t wanna see
it, I don’t want to look, and, and there’s this-voice!
There’s this voice and it’s in my head, it’s screaming,
it’s pounding inside and it’s saying that it’s time and I
will not survive, I cannot escape this time and I will...I
will...Iam goingto...no! Itry and, and getaway, pump,
but, but it’s filling me up, the black, I'm blacking out
and it’s screaming that I'm going to...I will...I am
going to...I’'m gonna-die! Iam going to-die/

(He is shaken by the memory. He looks at her.
She has been sitting quite still with her open
umbrella, not listening to a word of this.)

Am I dead?
WOMAN (pause, looking over at him) Tea?
YOUNG MAN (slight pause)...what?
WOMAN How about a nice hot cup of chamomile tea?
YOUNG MAN ...but...

(But she has already unfolded her umbrella
andplaced itin between them, quickly lowered
the TV behind the wall, then she pulls up a
silver tray with matching teapot, two china
cups, a sugar bowl, a cream server, and two
silver stirring spoons. Moves down to make
room for it between them.)

WOMAN One lump or two?

(He doesn’t answer, he is dazed, staring out
front.)

Too much sugar isn’t good for the best of us, though, is
it? No, you’re right, I know I should cut back.

(Three lumps in her tea and then she' s pouring
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YOUNG MAN
WOMAN

YOUNG MAN

WOMAN

YOUNG MAN

both cups.)

Here you are, hot and-well, here.
(Hands him a cup, he doesn’ t move, she places
itin his hands. He looks slowlyright, then left,
then a bit up.)

That’s the way...nice and...good. Drink up, now. It’ll
only stay hot for...well, drink up.

(Sipping her tea; he doesn’t move.)
...mmm...oh, how I love my afternoon tea. Nothing
quite like a good hot cup of steaming chamomile, is
there? Mmmm...You're not drinking yourtea. What's
the matter? Is it too strong? Here, let me.

(She picks up his cup and puts it to his mouth,
it dribbles down his chin.)

Good...good...that’s the way.

(staring into his cup) What...what is this?

Chamomile...mmm...(sipping)

(still staring, sees the teapot, lifts the lid, stares inside;

pause) Thisisn’ttea. This is hot water. There isn’t any

tea in this tea. This is hot water.

(sipping) ...mmm.,,
(She continues sipping. He places the lid back
on the teapot, sits back up straight while look-
ing out front, looks over at her, back out front,
then, after a moment, suddenly stands up on
the edge of the wall.)

What are you doing!

Nothing.
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WOMAN

YOUNG MAN

WOMAN

YOUNG MAN

WOMAN

YOUNG MAN

WOMAN

YOUNG MAN

WOMAN

YOUNG MAN

WOMAN

YOUNG MAN

WOMAN

YOUNG MAN

WOMAN

YOUNG MAN

WOMAN

Sit back down here!
(calmly) Uh-oh.
—1 told you to sit back down here!

(with his arms outstretched to his sides, calmly) No. 1
won’t.

(pause) 1 said sit!

(arms still out for balance) 1 said no! 1 WON'T I
WON'T I WON'T! (walking the edge like a trapeze
artist, right, then back to centre, closing his eyes,
breathing deeply, in, out)

(pause) Come on now, sit back down here like a good—
—I can’t.

(beat) What do you mean, you can’t?

Ican’t. It’s too far.

Here, jl;,st-give me your—{reaching up for his hand)
GET AWAY!

{pause) Your tea’s getting cold.

You drink it for me.

(pause) What do you think you’re going to do?

(He looks up, she grabs him suddenly by the
leg.)

What're you doing! Let go of me!

No.
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YOUNG MAN
WOMAN
YOUNG MAN

WOMAN

YOUNG MAN

WOMAN

YOUNG MAN

CURTAIN

Don’t-don’t touch me, will you let go of me!
(overlapping) 1 won’t!
(beat) Fine.

...what are you going todo? We, we don’thave to drink
the tea, we could...we could...we could watch some
TV. Would you like to watch some TV?

I don’t think so. (staring up)
(pause) I’'m not going to just sit here and watch this!

(beat) Then don’t. Close your eyes. (beat) Now...let
go of me.

(They stare at each other for a moment. When
he crouches low to spring, she quickly lets go
andlooks the other way, but he stops, looks out
front, looks behind, turns around, facing be-
hind, then crouches low and springs, jumping
off the wall and disappearing silently of sight.
Lights begin to fade slowly to the end of the
play. After along pause, she turns back front,

. not once looking behind. Sees the tea, takes a
sip, goes to put it back down but the cups, the
tray, everything falls off the edge and crashes
on the unseen ground behind. She doesn’t
even flinch, sees the umbrella, opens it, and
staring out front, becomes frozen, almost
comatose, as in the beginning. Lights are
almost down. Short pause. The KID enters
fromright,walking the edge of the wall, gets to
the WOMAN, tries, but can’t get around, sits
down on the edge, where the YOUNG MAN
was before. Yawns. His eyes close slowly. His
head drops forward. His arms hang limply by
his side. His body twitches slightly. Lights
have faded to a black.)
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