CALLBACK PACKET FOR THE

FOURTH ANNUAL PLAYWRIGHTS’ FESTIVAL
Callbacks will be held from 3:00pm to 6:00pm on Wednesday, April 27th
Before your callback, please familiarize yourself with the plays in the play packet and the new versions of “Up From Here” and “With Toasted Coconut,” all available at TheatreInk.net

Email the artistic directors at playwrightsfestival@gmail.com with any questions

“Anatomy of an Ear”

(NOTE: An asterisk in the middle of a line indicates where the next line overlaps.)
EAR

Hi. (pause) Oh, nothing much. School’s almost over. You excited? (pause) Yeah. I guess. Well, no. I don’t want it to be summer. (pause) I don’t know, I just… I’d rather be in school. I know that’s weird. But I don’t want it to end. (long pause) Can I ask you a strange question? It’s kind of… awkward and personal. (long pause) How did you know you were gay? (pause) Oh. (pause) Okay. I know, there’s probably not like… one… definite answer. (pause) Yeah, that makes sense. Thanks.

VOICEBOX

Researchers have discovered a single gene in female mice, which, when removed, has been proven to cause the mice to become* attracted to other females.

*BRIMSTONE

These homosexuals are not born this way. They are converted. They are won over by campaigns telling them that it is normal to feel this way, that it is acceptable to lie with the same sex, that this is who they are because God made them* this way.

*VOICEBOX

This begs the question: do humans have a so-called “straight gene”? In other words—

BRIMSTONE

This could not be further from the truth. God would never—

VOICEBOX

—is sexual orientation simply a genetic variable determined at birth? Or* is it a product of complex environmental factors?

BRIMSTONE

God would never create human beings with such perverse desires, for they have rejected the natural order of man and woman in favor of their own physical* pleasure.

*VOICEBOX

This research will no doubt produce some significant answers, if the scientists can continue to work on their findings, uninterrupted.

DO-GOODER

Your cousin was talking about this… guy… that he met. At school. They’ve been… hanging out often, and your cousin… he’s apparently quite fond of him. Quite fond. He says that he is… they are… but they’re only kids, they can’t know if they’re…. All teenagers go through a period like this. It’s natural to not know, or to think you know when you really don’t. A couple years down the line, they’ll realize that they aren’t like that. That they never were and they never will be. Your cousin will decide he wants to marry and raise a family like everyone else. Eventually, he’ll grow up, he’ll get tired of this… this phase that he’s in.

“Extra Cheese”
KIM
 (calmly) Someone broke your pizza eating record. (stunned silence) Bruce? (puts hand on shoulder) Are you okay?

BRUCE
 (transforms slowly into a hulk attitude) SOMEONE BROKE MY RECORD!!! (shakes off Kim’s hand) I AM NOT OKAY! THIS IS BULL-SHIT! BULL-SHIT! Wait… this is bullshit. You’re joking, ha. It’s not very funny, but you have always had an off-beat sense of humor. That’s what I love about you! Joking. Right? Joking? (Kim slowly shakes her head no. Bruce turns teary) No. It’s my-my record. It’s what I am. My record. My record. I eat lots of pizza really fast. Lots of pizza. That’s what I do. I eat pizza. Lots of pizza! Lots of-

KIM
 I know. Sh sh sh. (stroking his hair) And you’re really good at it too! You can eat a lot of pizza really fast. It’s time Bruce. Time to let go. You knew this would happen. Every record is broken at some point. That’s what they’re there for.

BRUCE
 Not my record. It was supposed to last forever. It would carry my name when I couldn’t carry it anymore.

KIM
 People will always remember you. Besides this could be good for us. Right? No boss and client? (smoothes his shirt. Tries seductive approach) We could try some… new things now. No more (trying to sound sexy and then realizes this word can never sound sexy) business… (back to sympathy) Oh, come on sweetie, records are always getting broken.

BRUCE
 Anyone can break a stupid record! Anyone can… anyone.

KIM
 Bruce…?

BRUCE
Oh, buckle your seatbelt Kimmie, and get ready for the ride of a lifetime! I’m gonna win me back a record! Where’s you phone?

KIM
 Oh my lord. Don’t do this.

BRUCE
 Aha! (pulls out phone from drawer and dials) Hi, hello. It’s me, Bruce the champi... Yes. 10 extra large pizzas-

KIM
 Don’t say it-!

BRUCE
 Extra cheese.

~
LIZZIE

Wow. (cheerily) Cheesy much?

DOMINIC

Yeah. Hey that was, uh, really…cool by the way. You’re really um, cool, too.

LIZZIE

Yeah, thanks!

DOMINIC

You know, I haven’t had anything to eat since my lax game. Want some pizza? I guess it’s on me. 

LIZZIE

Sure, but my laundry—

DOMINIC

Is gonna get done at a real Laundromat.

LIZZIE

(Realization) Oh…
 “Last”

MICHAEL:

Am I supposed to pity you now?

MR. VENN (4):

“Supposed to”? That’s up to you. All I know is that your mother is dead, and suddenly it doesn’t seem so important that you listen to me. 

Beat 

Now I just wish you’d talk to me.

MICHAEL:

(Beginning to break down)
Do you think I didn't try? You made it so hard, dad, so fucking hard.

MR. VENN (4):

What do you want from me? I have no more to give. I’m old, and I’m tired, and with Rachel gone I’m alone. 

MICHAEL:

I just. . .I want you. . . I need to know why. Why you were never the father I needed you to be.

MR. VENN (4):

I could only be the man I was. I never meant. . . I guess I didn’t really know how to raise a son. To be a father, sure. But not how to raise a son.

Beat

I can’t give you the fight you’re looking for, I just can’t. 

MICHAEL:

That was never what I wanted from you.

MR. VENN (4):

It was always what you took.

MICHAEL:

Did I have any other choice?! You think I wanted that? Every little kid wants a, a father he admires! A father who'll. . . who'll take you to work with him or you brag about him at school or. . . But with you there was no middle ground. It was either be you or fight you, and I sure as hell wasn’t going to be you.

“Nor’easter”

(NOTE: An asterisk in the middle of a line indicates where the next line overlaps.)
BORIS

You have children?

JESSICA

(Responding, but disconnected)

Two. A girl and a boy.

BORIS

That is good. You get them presents for Christmas?

JESSICA

Yes. 

(A long pause. Boris gestures as if to say, “Well, what did you get?”)

An iPod for Lindsay, a new Lego set for Jamie, and...a puppy for a family. For all of us.

BORIS

(Smiling)

Ah, yes. A puppy is good. I remember, when I was ten, I got a rabbit. I named the rabbit Bugs, after rabbit on television. This was a very funny rabbit, like Bugs. He was big, and brown, and liked to hide around the house. He would hide in the bathroom behind the toilet and when guests would be sitting, he would leap onto their laps. The screaming... (imitates scream, and laughs.)

(BORIS laughs. JESSICA does not.)

Anyway, the next Christmas, the family is very much poorer, and my father lost his business, and we need food for the family. And we do not know what to do. And father asks me to take Bugs and (makes neck-slitting motion), for stew. I was just eleven, and the way one must kill the rabbit is to hit hard on the head,* and they scream very much, like people, and then nail...

*JESSICA

(At first chanting to herself, like a mantra, then raising her voice)

I do not want to hear this story. I do not want to hear this story. I do not want to hear this story!

BORIS

Why?

JESSICA

It is very upsetting. You should not tell that story to Americans. We care very much for our pets.

BORIS

I am American. 

JESSICA

(Getting somewhat worked up)

Well...well....You just shouldn’t tell it. 

BORIS

I cared for Bugs.

JESSICA

(Even more worked up)

You slaughtered...

BORIS

You didn’t let me finish. I...

JESSICA

(VERY high-strung)

I don’t want you to finish. I...

BORIS

(Ignoring her)

So, I do not know what to do, because I love Bugs, and I am eleven, and do not want to eat him. But Papa would beat me if I did not bring back dinner. So, what did I do? I took Bugs down to the front of the A&P, and sell him to a small boy and his mother. I love Bugs so much, I give him away instead of let him be eaten. I go in and buy many cans of Campbell’s beef stew. We all eat.

(Over the course of this monologue, JESSICA has quietly broken down in the back seat. She is silently crying and shaking. BORIS looks in his rear-view mirror and notices.)

But see? I do not kill the rabbit?! I think your children will very much like the dog.

(She is still crying.)

Is everything okay?

(She keeps crying, and shakes her head “no.”)

I am telling you what. You need to eat. I am going to find a rest stop, and there, we will eat. Eh?

JESSICA

(Through tears and convulsions)

No, no, it’s fine, I...we should keep going. We should...

BORIS

No no. My ex-wife, she is like you. She say “I am not hungry” when she is hungry. Food makes everything better. We will go wherever you choose. You choose.

~

JESSICA

I was...I was also just thinking about... (Laughs) I don’t know why I’m telling you this...I was thinking about my husband. And my kids. He’s a stay at home dad, actually. I mean, he is an analyst, so he has a few clients, but all at home. And I...I don’t know...I....I... (laughs nervously) don’t want them to be disappointed in me? I guess?

(BORIS is listening very deeply. This thrills and terrifies JESSICA)

Not that they necessarily will. I mean, they would never show it. But...it’s like getting a gift only after you remind someone that it’s your birthday. Like, they are all being nice because I asked them to be. (Pause) Or something.

~

(Nowhere in particular, but in the cab. Boris is driving. He speaks. He is telling a funny story.)

BORIS

And I ask, “Why are you crying?” And she says, “I am turning into a Cinnabon.” Now I am thinking, what the hell? Right? Because woman is talking like crazy, or like coke-head Aunt Sofia. And I say, “How do you know?” She says, “I look like a Cinnabon. I smell like a Cinnabon. All the time. I feel like a Cinnabon.” Then she ask me, “When you kiss me, do I taste like a Cinnabon?” Now, this seems like a trick question, because Cinnabons taste good, yes? So, what is she asking? I think, and say, “No. You taste like a beautiful woman.” And I laugh. And she cries some more. She was very crazy. Very passionate. 

(He thinks.) 

Sometimes when I look in the mirror, I see my face flash yellow for a moment, like it is glowing.

(Pause)

I don’t know. Maybe it is just the reflection.

“Old No. 7”

JACK

I just meant that you’d be better off staying with me. I know you, and I know how to take care of you. And after 6 weeks I’m not going to kick you out to streets! And you love it here! 

ALICE

People can change.

JACK 

You don’t, Alice! I know you and you couldn’t be happy anywhere else but here.
ALICE

I have to go! I have to move out, get a job. I need to go back to my family! The people who actually care about me.
JACK 

(Anger building)

Your family?! Who? What family? Who are these people who care about you? You don’t know anyone else!

ALICE

(Trying more to convince herself than JACK)

My grandma! She loves me, and she misses me.

JACK 

Does she really? And why has she never called? Why has she never asked you to visit?

ALICE

What about my dad??
JACK 

(About to explode)

Your dad left you!
~

LILY

AALIIICE!

(She trips over herself and falls on the floor, laughing the entire time. JACK laughs along with her.)

ALIIIIIIICE!!

YOUNG ALICE

(Hurrying in. In this scene, she is 12 years old.)

What’s wrong?

JACK 

(Chuckling)

I'm afraid Lily’s a little ... the worse for wear.
YOUNG ALICE

(Sighing, as if this is routine, and helping up LILY)

Come on, mom. 

LILY

Sweetheart, you are so wonderful. And I am so proud of you.

YOUNG ALICE

(Sighing)

Thanks, mom.

(YOUNG ALICE lifts up LILY, who is now barely conscious, and mumbling something inaudible. She starts to walk her out. Just before she exits, JACK speaks)

JACK 

(To YOUNG ALICE)

Alice, did you get a hair cut?

YOUNG ALICE
(Brightening)
Yesterday.

JACK 

You look beautiful.

YOUNG ALICE

(Sheepishly smiling)

Thank you.

“The Perishables”


(AMY and RUE chat while MOM chops loudly. After a short while, there is a sudden click and the power goes off. AMY screams, then silence and semi-darkness.)

RUE

What just happened?

AMY

Just the power, it’s okay. Right?

RUE

That was really scary. But it’s alright now, right Mom?

AMY

It’s fine.

RUE

Mom?

MOM

Of course it is. We just have to find some flashlights.

RUE

Dad always kept one on top of the fridge. He said he was ready for anything.

MOM

The frid-

(She stops, alarmed, and runs over to the refrigerator.)

Girls, I need you both to help me, right now. (Frantic, now. Shrill.) AMY! RUE!

(They run over, and MOM begins to pull bottles and jars and cartons out and strewing them on the ground in a panic.)

We need to get rid of this, right now. RIGHT NOW. Get it outside!

(AMY and RUE carry piles of food offstage and return, wild-eyed, for more.)
It can’t survive, it won’t last without the cold. It’s so cold.

(MOM sits on the floor and starts drinking a large carton of milk like a child as her daughters walk in again.)

Good for your bones. They need to grow.

(She holds out the carton to her daughters, who each take a tentative sip.)

We can’t let it go to waste. You’ll both grow up to be nice and strong, right, sweeties?

RUE

Mom, why are you sitting on the floor? Can you please get up? Please?

MOM

You have to answer me, first.

RUE

I’m already strong. I beat Laura in arm-wrestling yesterday at lunch.

AMY

The Queen of Arm Wrestling. You’re unstoppable.

RUE

I even beat you, remember?

MOM

Have some more, both of you. Quickly now.

(They each take another long sip.)

Just let me-- just let me take care of you...

“Resistance”

JOHN

We’re going to break transmission now: we’ll be back in just a minute. But first, we leave you with a poem:

Eating into the unprotected Earth

Like maggots into the half-eaten remains of an order of Udon Noodles.

Mountaintops broken like the wings of bats

With bombs shackled to their ankles.

 [He looks at Anna, putting down the transceiver.] Hey, honey.

ANNA

How come you never broadcast poems for me anymore?

JOHN

I don’t think that would constitute “advice on fighting the tyranny of the US government.”

ANNA

I got the groceries on that list. And I checked the weather forecast—

JOHN

All right! [He goes to the bag and starts pulling out items.] Carrots. Gotta keep up the eyesight. Spinach. Good source of vitamin D. Capt’n Crunch. Now that’s what I’m talking about.

ANNA

[Taking the box from him]

You do realize this has corn syrup in it. That’s subsidized by the federal government.

JOHN

True. True. I don’t deny it. But we’re striking a balance here. Cereal survives well in a variety of environments, it lasts a long time, it’s cheap, and [whispering] any government informants will be thrown off. “Capt’n Crunch,” they’ll say. “These must be law-abiding citizens.”

ANNA

You’ve really thought this through. But listen—

JOHN

Hey. I’m gonna make another broadcast, and you can be a guest. Do that character from Kentucky. [He brushes off the ground next to him.]

ANNA

[Sitting]

What’ll I say?

“Up From Here”

ELSA:

Sweetie, you look tired. Here, sit down, (pulling out chair) relax a little.

HENRY:

No, that's the whole point! I want to go do it again! They work us to the bone, but I still want to go move a bunch of rocks right now! Don't you see, Elsa, I'm employed! 'Course I'm only making about a million an hour, but it's work! We did limestone today! We go down this big path that’s carved right into the side of the quarry. We go down and down and down and then we tie these big ropes to even bigger chunks of rock!

ELSA:

That sounds like a workout.

HENRY:

Then the team hauls it up and we load it onto a truck, and the truck drives it to where it’s supposed to be! I think they’re making a church!

ELSA:

Well I’m glad you seem to be enjoying it.

HENRY:

(he is getting more and more excited until he shouts “that’s just his name!” in a very excited manner, which results in a reaction from ELSA) Then we go back down and down and down and we have to turn on our little head-lamps so we can see down there. There are tons of people down there already. Some teams are hauling rocks and some other people are cutting them out of the quarry. And the cutters always make them into perfect rectangles somehow, and I think it’s very impressive and our team leader; his name is Sheriff Jameson. He’s not a sheriff though, that’s just his name!

ELSA:

Have some tea, Henry. (Pours and gives tea) Goodness are you excited. Maybe, since you're so...enthusiastic about this job...maybe they could (legitimate concern) give you a raise? Oh what am I saying, you've only been there one day!

~

WEXLER:

Yes. (quickly scribbles it on piece of paper) Here you are. And, please (mock official) I'm in professional mode right now, so it's Mrs. Wexler, not Johanna. Speaking of professional mode, I did come here for a reason.

HENRY:

(suddenly very angry, but the following is not shouted) There are better ways to serve your country than forcing people to give what they don't have.

WEXLER:

Mr. Becker, I've already told you about my boss. He’ll have my head if I don’t get this money in. I'm going to need it now. I'm sorry. You have it right there, what's the problem?

ELSA:

He wants to be rich.

WEXLER:

Don’t we all.

ELSA:

Well yes, but you’re not hoarding all your cash until its value increases are you?

WEXLER:

It's a good idea Mr. Becker, but nothing comes free anymore, especially wealth.

~
No! No. Elsa we will be rich! We will live in prosperity! We will be able to do anything! Don't you realize that? We’ll live in a huge house with a butler and a maid! We’ll spend Saturday night’s around a fire, or out on the town, or playing with our son! God, that would be great. We would be great. It’s possible. I know It’s possible it’s been done before. Soon this debt will end. The seas will calm and we will come out of the storm not only alive but better off than we were before. Our baby will grow up having everything he wants...Isn't that what you want?
“The Wish”

JIM

I wish for good health for everyone I’ve ever known for the rest of their lives.

GENE

BAM! (Pause.) Huh. I feel good.

JIM

There, see? Here – this will make you even happier. I’ve already decided on my next wish. I wish for all the money in the world.

GENE

BAM!

JIM

So, what do I do now?

GENE

(Trying to hide nervousness)

You think up your next wish. You know, you can always wish for something small, inconsequential…?

JIM

Well, yes, I can…

GENE

Please, Jim. You’re just going to mess things up even more.

 

JIM

What, I already messed something up?

 

GENE

(Reluctantly)

Well, it’s the “all the money in the world” part. Nobody else has any money. You just took it. (Pause) Just wish for something small. I don’t know. Something that doesn’t matter.

JIM

And keep all the money in the world? That doesn’t sound like a great idea.

GENE

You know, you can’t undo two wishes with one wish.

JIM

(Confused)

I’m not trying to undo two wishes. Here, you know what I’ll do?

GENE

Well, no, I don’t, but—

(JIM picks up the letter and looks at it for a few seconds. His eyes widen in realization. He turns over the paper and begins to write on the other side.)

JIM

(Handing GENE the letter)

Yes, you do. All right. Bring this back in time with you to right before I named my first wish. That’s a wish.

GENE

BAM!

 “With Toasted Coconut”

ANNIE

I’m so happy for you.

MATT

Annie, (breathes) will you move in with me?

(Short pause)

ANNIE

What?

(Sits down)

MATT

(He reaches out to take her hand)

I’ve been thinking about this for a while now…I love you Annie.  I love when you take me to those horrible plays.  And then we spend the rest of the night speaking in those fake accents.  I love when you drag me to Staples when you run out of pens, and then we spend three hours trying out new ones.   I love being with you.  Please, would you move in with me?

(Pause.  Annie is shocked.  She is just staring off in her own world.)

Annie?  Are you okay?

ANNIE

Yeah.  Yeah I’m fine, I’m just…wow.  I mean, one minute we’re joking about plays, and the next…this.  It’s just so sudden, you know?

MATT

Yes, but haven’t you ever thought about it? I mean, I know I have…

(She doesn’t answer.  STEVE is heard offstage singing: “There are plenty of low days and not many high.”)

STEVE

(Enters belting, the mugs and truffles in hand)

“Lunch counter mornings and coffee shop nights.” 

(Walks over to the table, tries to do a spin, but loses his balance, dumping the tray onto the table)

Here we are.  Two small lattes with two truffles. Is there anything else I can get for you?

MATT

No, I think we’re good thanks.

STEVE

All right, well let me know if there is.  Enjoy!

ANNIE

I was thinking about this guy I used to know, James. We met in Kindergarten on picture day--it was his first day--and he spilled grape juice all over my favorite dress.  I got so pissed that I kicked him...I actually kicked him.  And of course he started to cry, so I gave him my play-doh to shut him up.  I guess he forgave me, because the next day he asked me to be his girlfriend.  Of course I didn’t actually know what the hell a girlfriend was.  I just thought it was what it sounded like: a girl friend.  Every day, we would play house in the little play structure in our classroom. We could play that game for hours and not get bored.  For some reason, we used to fight over who would be the husband and who would be the wife. I’d always give in and put on a jacket and tie. (Sighs) Well anyway, I saw him a few years ago at our high school reunion.  I think he’s gay now…so our marriage definitely would not have worked out. (She laughs) That was the only time I ever “lived” with a guy I guess.
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