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1.

Cast of Characters

BRYAN:   30's

DELILAH:           30's 

 

 

Place
Kitchen

Time
Day
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Setting: The play takes place inside a large kitchen.  The entire set 
on stage is one large kitchen, as if the world of these two people 
exists only inside of this kitchen.  It's green, white with a dash of 
yellow.  A bay window looks out at the yard and in this yard is a 
long brown fence.

At Rise:  The play opens with Bryan sitting at the kitchen table with 
a  typewriter in front of him.  His wife Delilah, looks out the 
window while sipping tea.
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BRYAN:  I make an effort; I attempt to make the effort. But all that 
ever comes of it are tidbits of information.  Little fish.  There is 
nothing significant; nothing remotely charming.  

DELILAH:  The children keep getting too close to the fence.

BRYAN:  If only it were as simple as a thought.  Even a mindless 
thought, ANY THOUGHT AT ANY RATE...I'd take it..I would.

DELILAH:  One by one they get shocked, zapped, melted...lost hope, 
always lost promise.

BRYAN:  Trying to squeeze myself into a narrow path; trying to force 
my way through the gunk.  It's all tar.

DELILAH:  We've lost three of our own...three...on that day, the day 
we decided to avoid having children.  There were three days there, 
three, three days when I wanted to have children.

BRYAN:  You can't have children.

DELILAH:  (screams)

PAUSE.

BRYAN:  I grind my nose in the shit, right in the ass of it, as far 
as my nose can go, up, up...and nothing...there is nothing there. 
Not a damn thing worth pulling out; not a wrench or a crowbar, not a 
lovebird nor a...are you feeling better?

DELILAH:  Of course.

BRYAN:  Spoke with the filthy animal today.

DELILAH:  Did you?

BRYAN:  Told him that we're coming up short.

DELILAH:  Short?  Again?

BRYAN:  He said he didn't mind.

DELILAH:  Did he?

BRYAN:  Said he didn't give a damn.

DELILAH:  Isn't that awful?

BRYAN:  That's what I thought.  Can you imagine having so much 
fucking money that you simply don't give a damn any longer?

DELILAH:  Shame on him.
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BRYAN:  (laughs)

DELILAH:  What did you do when he looked you in the eye and told you 
that you can be late?

BRYAN:  Well, I was taken back.  Stunned, really.  Which then turned 
to sadness, joy and then fury.  

DELILAH:  All those things?

BRYAN:  In that exact order, I believe.

DELILAH:  Then what?

BRYAN:  Then I had imagined punching this critter across his giant 
nostrils; but...he was smiling.

DELILAH:  Smiling?

BRYAN:  At me..not in a sarcastic fashion, mind you, but rather; sort 
of like my brother used to smile at me when he'd discover me playing 
in the mud...you follow?

DELILAH:  James was such a good man.

BRYAN:  Filthy animal is no James.

DELILAH:  Of course not.

BRYAN:  But in that instant, for that rotten second, the criminal was 
real to me.  So!  I simply walked away.  I walked up the road, passed 
traffic, into the speeding cars.  For the very first time in  the 
history of my life I lost control of my faculties.  Completely.  And 
I thoroughly enjoyed it.  

DELILAH:  Did you?

BRYAN:  I most certainly did.

DELILAH:  It isn't a crime...

BRYAN:  No, it isn't.

DELILAH:  That's good of you dear, because one has the right not to 
feel like a criminal or a victim of their own actions.

BRYAN:  But if one takes the action.

DELILAH:  It's all in here (taps her head), this is where things get 
decided, this is where happiness exists.  Isn't that what you told 
me?

BRYAN:  I believe I have.
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DELILAH:  And how right you are.

BRYAN:  Anything can happen at any moment.

DELILAH:  That's true.

BRYAN:  But nothing ever does.

DELILAH:  No?

BRYAN:  No...a ballet that leads to nowhere.

DELILAH:  Are you having fun with me?

BRYAN:  I'm being serious.

DELILAH:  Can't you be serious on your own time?

BRYAN:  I'm sorry, dear.  Forgive me.

DELILAH looks out window.  

DELILAH:  Oops. 

BRYAN:  ...Again...

DELILAH:  Gotta get that fence fixed.

BRYAN:  It's always broken.

DELILAH:  I knew that girl...the little blond one from around the 
corner, always making lemonade---

BRYAN:  It was her?

DELILAH:  Yes.

BRYAN:  Thought she would have made it.

DELILAH:  As did I.

BRYAN:  We can never be sure who gets through.

DELILAH:  So sad.  She was remarkable.

BRYAN:  Ah, that she was.

DELILAH:  There is always going to be brief glimpses of 
light...nothing further.

BRYAN:  One must hope.

DELILAH:  Hope is for suckers.
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BRYAN:  Now, now...we can't buy into that way of thinking.

DELILAH:  It's all we've ever known.

BRYAN:  This happens to you every so often.  

DELILAH:  I really thought she was gonna make it through.

BRYAN:  There has to be some way forward.  There needs to be some 
tool that can help me pry things open just enough for me to enter. 
But enter in a way that I remain invisible, unharmed...I don't wish 
to be harmed.  I am so afraid that I will be harmed.  Do you think my 
turn will come?  ...Die before my time...isn't that tragic?  What 
sort of a cruel dump would that be?  The mere thought of it angers 
me.  A person deserves the right to be heard!  If not here, then 
where?  Aren't you fed up with this bottled up agenda?  When is the 
real oxygen going to get pumped into this world.  Deliberate 
confusion, half truths, fictional tales...aw, bloody hell, it does 
rain cats and dogs, don't it?  Biff was hit in the head just last 
week with a bright orange cat.  Bastard had no chance.  He was too 
loud, you see?  His tongue expanded over too many roads.  It's not 
that he wasn't proper, he was a proper chap; but he was...puffy. 
Always thick.  Too many clogged arteries, the bugger.  He'll be 
missed by no one...I'll miss him...some...

DELILAH:  Did you say Biff?

BRYAN:  Huh?

DELILAH:  Did you say---

BRYAN:  Biff.  Yes.  Gone.

DELILAH:  But you have nothing to worry about sweets.

BRYAN:  We all do.

DELILAH:  There, there.

BRYAN:  I've been so caught up with my own selfish nonsense, I've 
forgotten to ask you about yours.

DELILAH:  I'm wasting away.

BRYAN:  So!  I've got to figure this thing out.

DELILAH:  You will.  You always do.

BRYAN:  I've gotten my foot in the door but it's more like I'm 
jammed, rather than proceeding.

DELILAH:  I'm going out to the yard.
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BRYAN:  There must be something I can do about it.

DELILAH:  I'll be in the yard fuck face.

BRYAN:  Is there water in the kettle?

DELILAH:  Yes, dear, there's plenty.

DELILAH leaves the kitchen.

BRYAN turns on the kettle.  He
looks out the window...

BRYAN (to himself):  ...Why is she getting so close to the fence? 
She's getting too close to that friggin' fence.

BRYAN quickly goes to the backyard 
door...shouting.

BRYAN:  Darling!  DELILAH!  Don't go too near that fence.  You are 
getting too close to that fence!  Delilah!  Delilah, will you come 
back?  Delilah?  

DELILAH comes back inside the kitchen.

BRYAN:  What were you doing?

DELILAH:  I was looking at the fence.

BRYAN:  Why?

DELILAH:  I found where you can enter.

BRYAN:  You did?  HOW?

DELILAH:  Because I'm smarter than you.

BRYAN:  Remarkable...

DELILAH holds out her hand, BRYAN takes
her hand in his and the two step out
of the door, into the yard.

END OF PLAY


