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Cast of Characters

AVY:          Early 20's

EDMUND:          50's

Place
Fashion Show

Time
Afternoon
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Setting: Avy and Edmund sit along the front row of a catwalk stage.

At Rise: Edmund sips from his drink and Avy takes notice of him.
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Edmund sips his cocktail.

EDMUND:  (to himself)  I'm a lonely man and need love.

AVY:  Excuse me?

EDMUND:  My name is Edmund.

AVY:  Hi...

EDMUND:  And you are?

AVY:  Avy Dupont.

EDMUND:  Well, hello there Avy Dupont.  What a fantastic name you have!

AVY:  Oh, thank you.

EDMUND:  Do you own it?  With a name like yours you really have to own it.  Let me 
look at you...is this your Sunday best?

AVY:  It's..my own design.

EDMUND:  Shocking!  Really?

AVY:  I designed it myself.

EDMUND:  Are you an aspiring fashion designer?

AVY:  I wouldn't call myself that, really.  I'm interested in it but I don't know if it's my 
passion.

EDMUND:  I'm a fashion critic.

AVY:  Oh.
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EDMUND:  Trust me, you don't need passion to be famous.

AVY:  That's---

EDMUND:  It's really a matter of effort.  I think writing is a drag, it just goes on and on 
and on but I make a killing cause I have a way with words and my editors love me...I get 
to travel the Earth and it's fun staying in high end places and being 
pampered...massages, finest liquor, gifts...I'm a sucker for shoes, I'll do anything for a 
good pair of shoes.  

You may ask me why and I'll tell you why...I do it not for passion but for the excitement, 
so maybe I'm in love with the excitement for what the job provides me, not the job 
itself...but the liquor, if it's smooth enough, will help me review catwalks I can only 
imagine...I wish I could remember what I write, actually I don't, what a terrible bore that 
woud be but the truth is that I sometimes find myself searching for the other person who 
did write those reviews because really, quite frankly, I have no idea...

I have made fashion icons and have destroyed dreams and I make no apologies.  It is the 
territory we breed within and whether I'm flying high or buried under the ground it 
makes no difference light years from now, does it?

Edmund stares coldly at Avy.

You are a looker but not model type but you already know that, don't you?  And before 
you get insulted just take my words as a compliment...you should only know what goes 
on backstage.  Stick to the front of the line, at least you'll have a chance...

Ha!  Perhaps the drink has already kicked its way in.  

On with the show!  On with the show!  (laughs hysterically)  I'm sorry, I am having way 
too much fun and don't wish for it to be at your expense.

AVY:  It's nice to see someone having a good time.

EDMUND:  Aren't you having fun?
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AVY:  Not much.

EDMUND:  It isn't what I said, is it?

AVY: Oh, no, you're fine.  I love your honesty, actually...way better than what I've been 
experiencing these past few days leading up to this event.

EDMUND:  Oh, do tell princess.

AVY:  I flew all the way here cause my best friend is an assistant to Pierre Flanderkink 
and---

EDMUND:  I know Pierre!  He's a real drip.  So serious.  I don't think I've ever, not 
once seen that man crack a smile on his miserable frozen face.  Your friend must be 
absolutely mortified.

AVY:  He is.  He is not the same person as he was a couple of years ago.  I'm worried 
about him.  His hair is falling out and he's wearing it up in this strange bun and he looks 
pale and has these dark bags under his eyes and he's really jumpy when he talks...

EDMUND:  Oh, he's just fired up honey...he'll come down once the season draws to a 
close.

AVY:  I'm not so sure he's well.

EDMUND:  This is the name of the game.

AVY:  His dream is to be a top designer but I don't know if it's really right for him.

EDMUND:  That's not for you to decide.  It's his life and he has to take responsibility 
for his own actions...we all do.

AVY:  He doesn't seem happy, like he's trapped in a life he can't remove himself from. 
He whispered to me this morning that he wishes he can start over again.
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EDMUND:  Over again?  Darling, there's the door, all he needs to do is walk straight 
through it.

AVY:  Before you said writing is a drag...why don't you walk straight through the door?

EDMUND:  Ew, someone is a fiesty one.  

AVY:  Yeah, well, it's my best friend and he has a serious problem and it shouldn't be 
poked fun at.

EDMUND:  Yes, yes you are right, it shouldn't.  

AVY:  (beat) I didn't mean to come off so defensive.

EDMUND:  But you did, darling.  You should never apologize for how you truly feel 
about something.

AVY:  I didn't mean to be rude.

EDMUND:  But you were and you are correct to be rude...you know, you pose a good 
question...I've been trying to get myself out of covering fashion since the day I started. 
At first, it was a way for me to make a living writing, to call myself a professional writer 
and to buy myself time so I can write that big novel...it's almost a cliché, isn't it?  There 
is no big novel...never was...all that I've left are columns and it's a bunch of 
hogwash...writing to get a cheap laugh or give a cheap thrill, make my readers happy 
when they make their pit stop to read my work before going back to their mundane 
lives...one eases the pain with forced laughter and hallucination...in your friend's case he 
is probably in the beginning stages of such trickery...the grass is always greener...when 
we arrive, we do not see what we imagined, we only see the new unhappy reality, until 
we set our sights on the next patch of grass and then...nothing.

AVY:  That is so depressing.

EDMUND:  Oh!  Is it?  Well, you bring out the best in me, darling.
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AVY:  Why don't you quit your job?

EDMUND:  I've adpated my soul to the way of life I've grown accustomed to...if I quit 
my job, I'd have nowhere to go.  I'd feel like a child taken away from its mother.

AVY:  But don't you have something you wish to do?

EDMUND:  In a short while I will wish to powder my nose.

AVY:  I'm serious.

EDMUND:  So am I but to answer your question with more spirit, I would have to say I 
haven't looked inside myself in years...afraid what I'll find.

AVY:  Why don't you try?

EDMUND:  Try what?

AVY:  Looking inside yourself.

EDMUND:  I don't think there is anything worth pulling out.

AVY:  That can't be true...your eyes, they tell a different story.

EDMUND:  My eyes?  What's wrong with my eyes?

AVY:  You know what I mean.

EDMUND:  You are very sweet but I am lit as fuck so I am lucky my eyes have 
remained in their designated sockets.

They both laugh loudly.

AVY:  You are a crazy one, Edmund.
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EDMUND:  And you have a good sensibility about you.

AVY:  Thanks.

EDMUND:  Careful you don't get swalloped up by the big bad whale.

AVY:  I'll try.

EDMUND:  No, no, don't try darling...avoid.  Avoid the suction at all costs...you remind 
me of me when I was your age...good-hearted, honest, open to life...(sighs)  those were 
the days but little by little, inch by inch you get pulled from the hook and the only way 
to escape is by cutting the line and by then, well...the best thing is to not get hooked, you 
follow?

AVY:  I think I---

EDMUND:  Do things on your own accord.  

AVY:  Right, yes, that's what I want---

EDMUND:  Don't get hooked.

AVY:  I won't.

EDMUND:  Good for you, darling...good for you...

END OF PLAY


