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Cast of Characters

2

40' s
TURNER: 40' s

Pl ace
Gale & Turner's hone

Ti ne
1PM



2.

Setting: The play takes place inside an open yet noderately decorated
apartment in the Upper West Side of New York City. The décor cones
off a bit stuffy for a couple in their forties but is nicely kept.
Cotton sofas, wall to wall carpeting and big wooden furniture.

At Rise: The play opens up on Turner, who sits alone on the couch
| ooking out in a daze. Hs wife Gale enters the roombut stops to
stare at himfor a nonent before speaking.



3.

GALE: Your sandwi ch has been sitting on the kitchen countertop for
over fifteen m nutes.

TURNER It has?

GALE: Fifteen stinking m nutes.
TURNER: Wiy didn't you tell ne?
GALE: | did tell you

TURNER: | don't renenber hearing you
GALE: You responded, you said, “Huh-uh”.
TURNER:  Huh- uh.

GALE: There you go again.

TURNER.  What ?

GALE: Wiat's wong with you?

TURNER: |'m not hungry.

GALE: You haven't eaten

TURNER. | know.

GALE: | asked you If you wanted a sandwi ch. | put a pickle on the
side with some potato chips.

TURNER:  You di d?
GALE: Yes, | did.
TURNER: Thank you, sweetheart.
GALE: Want ne to bring it to you?
TURNER: Coul d you?
GALE: (sighs) Pain in ny ass.
GALE exists room cones back with a plate.
Here. Sit up and eat. You com ng down with a col d?
TURNER: | feel healthy.
GALE: You depressed?



TURNER. |'m fine.

GALE: Eat. Probably stale by now
TURNER:  1'11] try.

GALE: Don't waste food. Eat.
TURNER:  Okay, okay.

GALE sits across from TURNER. She stares
at himclosely.

What are you doi ng?

GALE: |'m watching you

TURNER: | see that...why?

GALE: | want to see you eat your food.

TURNER: |'mnot going to hide it under the rug, Gale.

GALE: Take a bite.

TURNER: | can't eat with you staring at ne. It makes ne very
unconfortabl e.

GALE: |'ve been staring at you all ny life. WII you take a bite?
TURNER bites his sandw ch.

TURNER (nout hful): It's good.

GALE: Yeah? | didn't put too nmuch mayo?

TURNER: It's perfect.

GALE: Is there enough nustard?

TURNER: It's good! It's good!

GALE: No reason to get excited.

TUNRER: |'m eating, what nore do you want?

GALE: | want to know why you' ve been acting this way.

TURNER:  Wat way?

GALE: Like a m serab.



TURNER: |'mfine.

GALE: You're not fine! | know you like a book and right now we're
on the chapter that reads, “Sonmething's Wong!”

TURNER: Here we go---

GALE: Moping around the apartnent |ike our dog just died. Sure,
he's on his last leg, but he's still with us, he's here. W're al
here, together.

TURNER: We're all here.

GALE: WII you tell nme what's eating you or do I have to force ny
way in.

TURNER: Force your way in..where?
GALE: Tell ne!
TURNER: You want to know?

(GALE nmakes a face)

kay, alright, okay. | saw sonething. That's it. That's all you
need to know.

GALE: You saw sonet hi ng.

TURNER: That's right.

GALE: You saw sonet hing...and?

TURNER: And it brought nme down and | can't seemto recover fromit.
GALE: Wiat did you see, Turner?

TURNER: A horse flew through a wi ndow and died at ny feet.

GALE stares at TURNER qui zzically and then
junps fromthe couch and grabs the tel ephone.

What are you doi ng?

GALE: Calling the Doctor.

TURNER: For what ?

GALE: My husband's | osing his m nd.
TURNER: Put the phone down. |'Il explain.



GALE hangs up the receiver.
GALE: Let's hear it.

TURNER: Sit down, please. | was wal king domm Commerce Street and
was admring the corner house because it had these sol ar panels
installed on the roof and they were fantastic. | even spoke to the
owner who happened to be outside and we chatted for about fifteen odd
m nutes or so before we parted ways. Nice fella.

Anyway, when | turned to wal k away there was a horse, a brown horse

staring straight into ny eyes, about twenty feet in front of ne. It
| ooked as sad as anything |I've ever seen in all ny life. | felt as
t hough he was calling out to nme for help but instead, | sort of

frowned and shooed himaway. So he stonped his hoof and snorted his
nostrils and a tear canme down his cheek and | softened. Just as |
was about to approach him confort him a garbage truck drove up and
honked its horn and the horse took off |like a bolt of Iightning and
ran straight into the window of a cafe, tearing itself up with gl ass
and obj ects, before com ng back outside and falling at ny feet...

He | ooked into ny eyes and | kneel ed before him picking up his head
and resting it in ny lap and his eyes drifted off from m ne before
finally fading away. .. dead.

GALE: That's, that's terrible! That nust be the saddest thing |I've

ever heard Turner! But, it just seens so strange, | nean we live in
the city...

TURNER: | know we live in the city.

GALE: | nmean, what could a horse be doing in downtown Manhattan?

TURNER: Gale, it escaped fromthe stables near the park.
GALE: How do you know?

TURNER: | talked to the police when they arrived but who cares about
that...don't you understand the magni tude of what occurred?

GALE: | do, | do...but you were lucky you weren't hurt, you could
have got seriously hurt!

TURNER: No, no, that's not what |'m saying.
GALE: Were you hurt??

TURNER: Not a scratch but far worse.

GALE: Wat do you nean far worse?

TURNER: It's ny fault.



GALE: WHAT?? HOWP?

TURNER: Don't you see? He cane to me. Qut of the mllions of
people in the city, | was chosen, he chose ne to hel p himand what
did I do? | shooed himaway. | shooed him Had | greeted himwth
| ove and affection, he never would have rode hinself into the
storefront w ndow.

GALE: That's absurd!
TURNER: Gale! Can't you take what |'m saying seriously! This

happened to nme. A horse died in nmy arns! |If | had been friendly
fromthe start, | could have saved him | could have been there cause
he needed ne to be there and | | et hi mdown.

GALE: But the truck, that garbage truck caused the---

TURNER: NO, it wasn't the stupid garbage truck, it was the nonent
BEFORE t he garbage truck, that's the nonment that counted the nost and
| blewit, | outright blewit. He didn't have to die that way.

GALE: Onh god what an awful thing! But...you were there for his end,
weren't you, wasn't that a good thing?

TURNER: The damage was done. .
GALE: What did the police say? And what happened to that cafe?

TURNER: A worman suffered mnor injuries, luckily and the police took

down ny information and that was that...life is just supposed to nove
on. .
GALE: Well, you can't entirely blanme yourself, you can't sulk for

days on end |ike you' ve been doing! Wy didn't you tell nme what
happened?

TURNER: | don't feel like me. It's like his spirit passed through
me when he died and joined mine. | feel like I'mcarrying the horses
spirit wwth me. A kinship. Like, as if part of nme died in a way.
Listen, | didn't go to work yesterday, instead | went to the stables

where he was from and spoke to the owner and the way the owner spoke
of the horse, the way he described him felt |like he was descri bing
me. And you will never believe the nane of the horse...never.

GALE: Turner?

TURNER: Turner...Gle, I"'mfor real, the horse's nane was Turner,
just |ike mne.

GALE: | don't believe it.
TURNER: Pl ease, believe me. Wiy would | lie?



GALE: Unbel i evabl e.

TURNER: | wouldn't believe it either but it happened to ne,
therefore | amcertain it's true. | haven't lost ny mnd yet.
GALE: You sure about that?...1 nean, what an absurd thing to have
happened!

TURNER: Do you see why | didn't tell you? It's this ridicule and
disbelief that | didn't want to face.

GALE: Alright, alright, I"'msorry. | believe you, it's just so sad
but | believe you, | do.

TURNER: Do you?

GALE: Yes, | do. [If sonmething so unusual was to happen such as you
experienced it, it would definitely happen to you.

TURNER: It did.

GALE: ...Do you feel better, nowthat it's out in the open?
TURNER: |I'mglad that | told you but I, I can't shake this feeling
of loss...it's terrifying.

GALE: Wiy don't we take a drive up through the country? Perhaps
some new scenery, the open air would do you sone good.

TURNER: That sounds |ike a good idea.

GALE: Really? You never want to go on a country drive with nme?
TURNER: 1'd like to wal k through the fields...drink sone fresh river
water, find sonme haystacks to sleep in and keep on wal king til
sundown.

GALE: Turner, you sure | shouldn't call the Doctor?

TURNER (| aughs): Not at all. Let's pack our bags, we'll |eave
t onor r ow nor ni ng!

GALE: You won't change your m nd?
TURNER:  Not hi ng woul d make nme happi er than being in nature, | need
this, maybe I'Il feel Iike nme again.
LI GHTS QUT.
END OF PLAY



