Callback Packet:
The 5th Annual Playwrights’ Festival
Callbacks will take place on
Wednesday, April 25th, 3-6pm.
Please be familiar with all of the included scenes
for the plays you are called back for. 
Please feel free to email the directors at
playwrightsfestivaldirectors@gmail.com with any questions. 
Bound/Unbound Scene 1
CHARLOTTE
You didn’t have to cancel…
LUCY
(Still in deep thought)
What?
CHARLOTTE
With Garrett.  I would’ve been fine.
LUCY
Char, I’m not going to make you stay by yourself.
CHARLOTTE
Thanks.
(LUCY nods.  Silence)
LUCY
So, what’s been going on?
CHARLOTTE
Not much.
LUCY
…any new guys?
CHARLOTTE
What do you think?
LUCY
I don’t know.  I just thought—
(The next few lines happen very quickly)
CHARLOTTE
Well, nope.
LUCY
What about Todd?
CHARLOTTE
He’s an asshole.
LUCY
Okay.
CHARLOTTE
And besides, I’m not the type he usually goes for.
LUCY
(Beat)
Blondes?
(CHARLOTTE gives LUCY a look)
Oh c’mon, I was joking.  (Beat) Fine, so no Todd. 
CHARLOTTE
No Todd.
LUCY
He always seemed so nice.
CHARLOTTE
Well, those assholes can surprise you.
LUCY
I guess so.
Bound/Unbound Scene 2 
CHARLOTTE
What’s going on?
LUCY
What?
CHARLOTTE
With mom.  Ignoring her.
LUCY
Oh.  Nothing…don’t worry about it.
(Receives a look from her sister)
Seriously, it’s fine.  (Beat) Can we just drop it?
CHARLOTTE
Are you guys in a fight?
LUCY
Look, it doesn’t matter okay?  Mom’s just being...
CHARLOTTE
What?
LUCY
I don’t know.  Never mind. (Beat) What’s going on between you two anyway?
(CHARLOTTE sighs)
See!  It’s not that easy.  I didn’t ask on the phone—
CHARLOTTE
Lucy—
LUCY
--or when you wanted to stop for a stupid chocolate milkshake—
CHARLOTTE
Will you let that go already?  It only took like three minutes-- 
LUCY
--but c’mon, eventually you’re going to have to tell me.
(Silence)
CHARLOTTE
It’s been harder lately…I mean, every time I want to shout at her…I can’t…like who yells at someone with freaking cancer?  No one. 
LUCY
Yeah, not the best karma.
CHARLOTTE
Yeah. (Beat) I was looking at the symptoms online. 
LUCY
(Sympathetic)
Aww Char, you shouldn’t get—
CHARLOTTE
I know, but look at this.
(She reaches for her computer on the coffee table and flips to a page already open.)
“Symptoms for Leukemia include tiredness or no energy”—so unlike mom—“shortness of breath during normal activity, frequent infections,”—wait, wait, listen to this one—“night sweats.”  Mom does not have night sweats.  I mean, does this even sound like her?
LUCY
Not at all.
CHARLOTTE
I know right?  I mean, is this what she’s supposed to be like? 
LUCY
I don’t know.
Calling All Lovers
KATIE
Phil! All of my friends are so jealous of my ring… I just KNEW that pretending to like you would pay off eventually. Are you free for lunch? Call me back honey.
[Spotlight change]
PHIL
Hi sweetie, I’m on my way home and I was wondering if there’s anything that you need me to do while I’m out. Seriously, if there’s anything you can think of that needs to be done, just tell me. Call me back.
[Spotlight change]
KATIE
Hi Phil, uhh, yeah hi. I don’t mean to freakyouout but the florist called today, and, brace yourself: He said that he could get us all of the lilacs, but they won’t be “lilac” colored! You want to know, PHIL, what color they’re going to be? Hmm? They’re going to be “LAVENDER!” Lavender, Phil! This throws everything off. Now I have to rearrange the seating, and table six will be boy girl boy girl boy BOY George next to Janice next to Tom next to DAVID I can’t breath [starts hyperventilating]. Fix this Phil, or so help me God I’m packing my bags and going back to Mexico. CALL ME!!!
[Spotlight change]
PHIL
Hi Katie, how are you doing? Your parents are still here, and they were wondering whether you were feeling up to seeing them off at the airport tomorrow. I know you’ve been feeling kind of overwhelmed, but they really want to see you. Anyway, hurry home.
[Spotlight change]
KATIE
Hey Phil, I just wanted you to know that the realtor stopped by today and wanted to know something about our credit history… I told her that you would probably know all about that… you DO know stuff about our credit, right Phil? Someone must… Well, call me back.
[Spotlight change]
PHIL
Hi Katie, I just talked to the previous owner of the house, he seemed kind of strange. He was insisting that the house was built on an ancient burial ground of some sort, lots of restless spirits, but I’m pretty sure it was built in the early 70s, so… I think we should take our chances. I’ll call you when I get off of work. 




Ice Cream Boy in the Sweet Middle of Nowhere
          ISAIAH




          

GRANDMA
         (looking through the photos in his hand)

Grandpa at the wedding, with a spoon on his nose.
(Toss.) A baby wearing an ugly knitted hat. 
(Toss.) A boy on a bike. (Toss.) A boy with a cast on his arm.                 …Isaiah
(Toss.) Dad wearing a suit. (Toss.) Dad and Mom. 
(Toss.) Dad’s truck. (Toss.) Me spitting food--












        Stop it!


(GRANDMA tries to grab the photos from his hand, but he easily evades her.)
ISAIAH
And none of you.
GRANDMA
Someone had to hold the camera.
ISAIAH
We could’ve bought a tripod!
GRANDMA
I’m not buying a gadget I don’t need.
ISAIAH
And what about all these? These pictures? Why do you need them?
(GRANDMA grabs the box of photos out of his hands.)
GRANDMA
To... preserve it. All of it. (indicates the town.)
ISAIAH
Preserve? This town?
GRANDMA
Yes. No. You. Your dad. Your grandpa. A bit of your mom. Mostly just us and the block parties.
ISAIAH
You don’t need to preserve it!
(ISAIAH violently knocks the box out of GRANDMA’s hands. Long beat.)
ISAIAH
(somewhat awkwardly ashamed)
See. We’re still here.
GRANDMA
Isaiah...
(She reaches out to him but he sits back down heavily, head in hands. Beat.)
Jacob Scene 1
CHRIS
All clear.
(He joins CLARA in taking stock of the goods.)
How much was there?
CLARA
I’m guessing about six thousand dollars.
(CHRIS wolf-whistles.)
CHRIS
And all this on top of that? We really hit the jackpot this time.
(He laughs.)
How much of it do you think we get to keep?
CLARA
Chris, I don’t want to ever do that again.
(CHRIS is taken aback.)
CHRIS
Why?
CLARA
Did you see the girl?
CHRIS
The girl?
CLARA
A little girl came in when she heard the noise, I guess.
CHRIS
How little?
CLARA
Four, maybe five.
CHRIS
Nobody hurt her, did they?
CLARA
I don’t know.
CHRIS
It was just us and Damian. Damian wouldn’t have hurt a little girl like that, would he? She wasn’t even screaming.
CLARA
No. He wouldn’t.
CHRIS
Then what are you so down about? Look at what we got! The coins, the necklace…
CLARA
Chris.
CHRIS
Damian will get a couple thousand, and we’ll give the jewels and the file to Chief—
CLARA
Chris, I didn’t get the file.
CHRIS
What?
CLARA
I didn’t get the file. We don’t have the file.
CHRIS
Where is it, then?
CLARA
Probably still in the house.




Jacob Scene 2
CLARA
If we go back there, we’re walking into death.
CHRIS
And what do you think we’re doing if we don’t?
CLARA
Well, if we stay here and you keep yelling, death will probably come in blue uniforms sooner or later.
CHRIS
Sorry.
CLARA
We can’t go back. The cops are after us.
CHRIS
The cops don’t know who we are.
CLARA
What does it matter? They’ll have the whole place under security.
CHRIS
True.
CLARA
Besides, there’s a girl there who knows exactly what I look like.
CHRIS
I guess that’s why they where bandit hats in the movies.
CLARA
You should have thought of that.
CHRIS
Well, from now on we’re wearing bandit hats.
(Pause.)
Okay, now we’re just wasting time.
I Build a World Scene 1
VINCE
I build a world.
PAUL
You “build a world.” A fucking fantasy, fairytale, bubblegum world where the trees were never cut down and Natalie never left and people could do perfectly well sitting in a log cabin rotting away and painting the log cabin they’re in because everyone likes a painting of a log cabin all over their walls…
VINCE
And that’s why I’m an artist. And that’s why I am, and that’s why I do. An artist has to have some vision.
PAUL
I’m an artist, Vince. But that doesn’t mean I talk like I’m on LSD or something…
VINCE
You’re wrong, Paul. I’m an artist. You’re, well, a painter.
PAUL
Excuse—
VINCE
And that’s perfectly respectable! I mean, you always seemed to get better praise in college. And even now… I mean, I’m comfortable, but look at you! You and Cheryl live like royalty! I mean, three houses? Private schools?
PAUL
(mocking)
And I’m not an artist. I’m not an artist because I’m smart enough to see what my mainstream audience wants, and I recognize the fact that that isn’t portraits of my ex-girlfriend and age-old landscapes. That makes total sense.

I Build a World Scene 2
VINCE
Paul Gordon had a soul and a will and a level of sheer humanity that was too formidable for this fucked up world we live in. When we first met, we would play tennis every weekend, and then we’d go home and he’d say, “You and I are the only artists here who haven’t been pierced by the mainstream bullshit that has spoiled the rest of the art world.” And then we’d see an art exposition of a fellow classmate, or attend an especially uninspiring lecture, or paint something unimpressive, and he’d turn to me and say, “You and I are the only artists here who haven’t been pierced by the mainstream bullshit that has spoiled the rest of the art world.”

Sometimes we’d lie side-by-side in our dorm room, and out of nowhere at 2 a.m. when neither of us could sleep, he’d turn to me and he’d say, “You and I are the only artists here who haven’t been pierced by the mainstream bullshit that has spoiled the rest of the art world.”

When I stood there with the revolver in hand and with Paul on the floor, I knew I was taking that human fundraiser out of his misery. He and I both.

And as I placed the revolver back into the drawer, everything seemed okay. Everything seemed free. Everything went back to the way it was before.  It was the way it should be.


Planted Scene 1

LUCAS
Okay, let’s start with, what’s your name?

CARLY

(She smiles at this) I’m Carly, nice to meet you. (They shake hands.)

LUCAS

Ooh, pause, pause, pause. You’ve gotta have a firm handshake. No dead fish.

CARLY
Fine. (They shake hands again. Carly purposefully crushes Lucas’s hand) And sir, might I ask what your name is?

LUCAS

Lucas. Nice to meet you.

CARLY

Nice to meet you.

LUCAS

Why do you think you’re the right person for us to hire for this job, Carly?

CARLY

Well, for one, I’m a very passionate person-

LUCAS

That’s a good thing.

CARLY

I wasn’t done. Also, I am organized, and I want more than anything, just to help bring this company to the highest point possible, and support your work in any way possible. I also-

LUCAS

Next question, I’m getting bored.

CARLY

Was it that bad?
Planted Scene 2

LUCAS

(He screams.) Your turn.

CARLY

Not gonna happen!

LUCAS

Why not?

CARLY

Because you look stupid!

LUCAS

So?

CARLY

So I don’t plan on doing something where I’m going to end up making a total ass out of myself!

LUCAS

But you don’t know any of these people. You don’t even know me!

CARLY

I’m not going to, no matter what you say.

LUCAS

Fine, whatever. Your loss. I’m going back to sapling. (Lucas resumes his art piece.)

CARLY

No, wait. I need help. I’m going to screw this all up! I need your help still. Please? (Lucas won’t stop his tree art.) Please? I only have a couple minutes until the interview. (Lucas doesn’t acknowledge her. She looks around and doesn’t see anyone she knows. Carly lets out a meek little ‘Aaah.’ This didn’t work. A bit louder ‘Aaah!’ Lucas gives her a not so much look. She lets out a full fledged ‘AAAH!’ She begins to get into Lucas’s dance piece and soon they are yelling and blossoming together.)

The Fourth Seat at the Table
THOM

Can we please finally start this seder? We can actually get to Elijah if we go through some of the prayers, at least touch on Moses, “let my people go,” all of that –

TESS

How about we just skip to the Four Questions?

THOM

No, let’s –

TESS
It’s almost midnight.
THOM
I –
TESS
Please.
THOM

(clearing throat again)
I think we’ll move now into the next portion of our seder, in which the youngest member of the family reads the Four Questions –
SHARLENE
Here’s a question for you, Man of the Cloth –
THOM
That’s really not what we’re called –
SHARLENE
Here’s a question. Why, and feel free to actually explain it this time – why does only the man get to recline on, what, four cushions? Are we unclean?
THOM
Shar, as I’ve –
SHARLENE
What I’m saying is, as someone who voted for Mondale, shouldn’t you be supporting, at the bare minimum, equal rights for women?
THOM

(ignoring her)
Would you like to read the first question? You can even do it in English.
SHARLENE
Ok. (Reading) Why is this night different from all other nights? That’s a good question. In fact, I’d like to answer it myself, if you don’t mi-
THOM
Let’s just… let’s just skip to Elijah. Can we all agree on that? Alright. (half-heartedly) Someone, get the door.
(SHARLENE gets up, but TESS beats her to it, throwing her whole body across the entrance, desperately).
TESS
NO. Stop. Just sit down…. Please. Look, I can’t take another year of this – of waiting for the shiver on the surface of the wine, and hating myself for looking for it, and then maybe seeing something, and wanting so much to believe it.
It’s getting harder and harder…remember how easy it used to be? One breath, and we’d all go weak in the knees. Elijah, Elijah, sit next to me, I felt a breeze, I did, I did! I mean, I swear I saw him outlined against the sky one year. He was there…. I know…he wasn’t…. but we’d talk, sometimes. I would tell him about the matzoh balls that year, if they were fluffy or (makes a “heavy” signal with her hands) not, how school was going, you know, ask him if I could have a sip of his wine –
SHARLENE
Was that the year you got smashed?
TESS
He didn’t say yes until I was thirteen, so thank God for that…. But anyway, I don’t think we should do this anymore.
SHARLENE
Open the door for him?
TESS
No, any of it. The seder. The matzoh. The prayers, the stories... It’s all a big lie, and Dad wasn’t into that sort of thing.
The Witching Hour
(RICHARD and ELIZA enter)
TEACHER
Mr and Mrs Jackson, I would like you to meet Mr and Mrs Gregory, Lisa’s parents. 
(CONNOR and STEPH back away nervously)
ELIZA
Hi there, sorry about dragging you guys in today. Names Eliza. Nice to meet you guys. 
CONNOR
Connor.
STEPH
Steph.
(ELISA and RICHARD sit in kids desk chairs)
TEACHER
So, did we want to discuss the actions that occurred on the playground today?
RICHARD
Yes. Listen, I know that whatever happened was probably some big misunderstanding so if we just talk about this out I’m sure all will end lovely. 
      (beat)
CONNOR
What are you?
RICHARD
What do ya mean? I’m hoping if we just saddle our kids in the right direction we can have ourselves a fine friendship between ‘em. 
CONNOR
This is ridiculous! 
STEPH
What my husband means is, our son Kevin is not a good friend for Lisa.
ELIZA
Listen guys, I am excellent with kids. I know how to deal with this kind of circumstance.  
RICHARD
It’s true. My wife knows what she’s talking about. 
ELIZA
I babysat intensely ages 14 through 15. I learned that pretty much every problem can be solved with a band-aid and a good attitude. 
       (CONNER and STEPH look confused)
CONNOR
Listen, from what the teacher has been telling us, your child sounds possibly deranged and our child is an artistic genius. Steph and I would rather none of your child’s stupidity rub off on our sweet boy.   

       
(ELIZA and RICHARD look accusingly at TEACHER)
RICHARD
What was said about Lisa?
CONNOR
Just that she needs to learn how to come in from the playground.
STEPH
And how to wash her feet.
CONNOR
And then you came and interrupted, so we never got to hear the rest of how awful your child is.
STEPH
But maybe you three should work that out by yourselves?
(CONNOR and STEPH start to get up)
Sin and Tonic Scene 1
RONALD
I know this isn’t the best circumstance to meet someone but I think... I think it would be nice if we could get along. We don’t need to be friends or anything, I just don’t want to... don’t want to be here by myself.


ANDY
That might just be you.


RONALD
(offended)
What do you mean?


ANDY
I mean, just look at you. The neatly combed hair, scrawny frame... hopeful eyes. You don’t look like someone who’d fare very well here alone.


RONALD
I can be tough if I want. I could.take you out. ...But probably not on your birthday.


ANDY
I’m terrified.


RONALD
I’m not convincing enough, am I?


ANDY
(dry laughter, unamused)
Fresh meat.


RONALD
What?


ANDY
You’re fresh meat. You were screwed over the minute you walked through that door.


RONALD
Please stop saying things like that. Just because you’re thinking them doesn’t mean I want to hear them. I know I’m not that tough, okay? But if you think I’m going to just give in to this place than you’re wrong. I don’t want to become one of you.


ANDY
One of me? (ANDY sits up from his bed, and raises an eyebrow)


RONALD
I...I didn’t mean it that way. Sorry sorry sorry. I just meant that I’m not really the type who would typically end up here, throwing birthday parties in jail. That’s all I meant. Sorry.


ANDY
(aggressive, tension builds as the pace between lines picks up)
But I’m the type that ends up here, right?


RONALD
(RONALD blushes a painful scarlet) No, no, not at all. It’s just.... I’m in college, you know? At Georgetown. (attempting humor) My mom’s always told me I’m pretty much a gifted blessing from god. (silence from ANDY) My family won’t even speak to me.


ANDY
Right. But don’t worry everyone in my family is a huge advocate for this lifestyle. When my brother found out I was headed to the state he was really fucking supportive. They still visit me every Sunday with flowers and-- and CHOCOLATES. (ANDY speaks more quietly) You don’t have to be at Georgetown to count for something.
Sin and Tonic Scene 2

All actors called back for Ronald should also be familiar with this monologue:
RONALD
Sometimes I think I loved her. I didn’t even know what love was but, I loved her. A lot. I just-- It was the crazy sort of all-consuming state where you have to just sit back and think, oh man, how dull was my life before this? But you couldn’t just sit back anymore like you used to because she made you live in the moment and feel everyday, feel everything. You didn’t even realize what was happening to you, until you realized everything was her. It was... magnetic, or something. It was the most impossible bond, and I couldn’t even eat or move or speak or breathe without first thinking how it would affect her. Because she came first. She always came first.
I’ve never felt anything like the instant after I hit her, and she just looked at me like she couldn’t even know me anymore. And I’d never been so... connected with anybody. In that instant I could feel everything she felt and I was hurting for both of us so much so that she wouldn’t have to.
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