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1.

Cast of Characters

DEIRDRE: (male) 40

MARLA: (female)      30's 

JOHN:  (male) 30's

 

Place
Deirdre's hotel suite

Time
Early morning hours
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Setting: The play takes place inside the most fantastic hotel suite 
one could imagine.  Large open rooms, a bar, jacuzzi and couches 
everywhere. 

At Rise:  The play opens with Deirdre trying to find the front 
entrance door while Marla waits outside in the hallway.
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Knock, knock, knock.

DEIRDRE appears coming from the hallway.
He turns on a lights and squawks.  Turning
it off instantly, he finds a lamp with a 
much dimmer illumination.

DEIRDRE:  ...Whoiszzit?

He opens the closet door and realizes it's
not the front entrance.

Approaching the front entrance door...

DEIRDRE:  Who izz it?

MARLA:  Deirdre, it's Marla, can I come in?

DEIRDRE:  No.

MARLA:  Let me in.

DEIRDRE:  No.

MARLA:  Look, I'm sorry about what happened at dinner.  John is a 
real shit when he wants to be.  He suffers from social anxiety and 
when he gets it bad it brings the jerk out of him.  He likes you, 
really, he really, really likes you.  I'm sorry, okay?  Can you 
please let me in?

Deirdre unlocks and swings open the front
door.

DEIRDRE:  Why are you apologizing for him?

Entering...

MARLA:  Because I can't get your shocked facial expression out from 
my mind, ever since.

DEIRDRE:  Ever since what?

MARLA:  Ever since John told you he wasn't impressed with your work.

DEIRDRE:  Oh that!  Where's John now?

MARLA:  I kicked him out of our room.  God only knows where he is.

DEIRDRE:  This isn't a town to get lost in.

MARLA:  He's a big boy.
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DEIRDRE:  I've sen big boys never come back.

MARLA:  What are you saying?

DEIRDRE:  I'm saying that lover boy should be phoned up immediately 
and returned back to his nest.

MARLA:  Really?

DEIRDRE:  Really.

MARLA:  Why do you care after the way he treated you?

DEIRDRE:  Because he's not a bad person, just misguided. I've known 
misguided people with poor upbringings all my life.  I'm one of the 
misfits, aren't I?  So are you.  He doesn't know better because he 
wasn't taught manners.  We can't blame him for behaving the only way 
he knows.  He gets social anxiety because new experiences frighten 
him.  He's frightened.  He may be six foot something or other but 
he's a confused little child with adult feelings and no understanding 
of them.  But, if you love him, then you will hold his hand and if he 
loves you, he will hold yours.  He reminds me of my brother Charles. 
They have the same sort of demeanor.  Whenever my brother found 
himself out of his element, he'd either run away or act like a bull 
in a china shop.  Tonight, John was a bull, but I do like him still, 
even if he didn't apologize to me himself, I still like the poor 
fellow.

MARLA:  Comparing John to your brother doesn't raise my spirits.

DEIRDRE:  Nor does mine, but it's only a comparison to learn from. 
John is still living, hopefully.

MARLA:  Should I call the bastard?

DEIRDRE:  Please, do.

MARLA uses her cellphone.

MARLA:  ...He's not answering.

KNOCK, KNOCK, KNOCK.

Deirdre and Marla look at one another.

Deirdre looks through peephole.

DEIRDRE (whispering to Marla):  It's John.

KNOCK, KNOCK, KNOCK.

MARLA:  It's okay.
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DEIDRE:  How may I help you, John?

JOHN:  Is Marla in there?

DEIRDRE:  Now John, are you still misbehaving?

LOUD KNOCK.

JOHN:  Is she in there?!

DEIRDRE:  Will you be a good boy if I tell you?

JOHN:  Yes.

Deirdre swings open the front entrance door.

JOHN is a tall, wide and dangerous looking
man.  He slowly saunters in the room, eyes
entirely transfixed on Marla alone.

What are you doing in here?

MARLA:  I came to apologize for your appalling behavior.

JOHN:  Yeah?!

MARLA:  Yes, you swine!

DEIRDRE:  No name calling, please.

JOHN:  Why apologize for me?

MARLA:  Not sure you have the vocabulary.

JOHN:  Cause I ain't sorry.

MARLA:  You should be!

JOHN:  I'm not!

DEIRDRE:  Would anyone like a midnight blunt?

Deirdre leaves the room.

JOHN:  When are we leaving?

MARLA:  You know when we're leaving.

JOHN:  I want to leave now.

MARLA:  Make me.
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Deirdre enters the room in a flash, blunt
already lit and he stuffs it in Marla's 
mouth.  

Marla takes a hit.

Deirdre takes the blunt from Marla's mouth
and pops it in John's mouth.  

John takes a hit.

Deirdre takes the blunt out of John's mouth
and...

DEIRDRE:  Ah, glad that's settled.

Deirdre plops on the couch between Marla
and John and smokes the blunt.

John, why don't you sit down?

JOHN:  I want to stand.

DIERDRE:  Can I offer you a drink?

MARLA:  He's had more than enough to drink.

JOHN:  You're not my mother.  I want to go.

MARLA:  I'm staying here.

JOHN:  Why?

MARLA:  Not until you say you're sorry.

JOHN:  I'm not sorry.

MARLA:  APOLOGIZE!

JOHN:  Sorry for what?

MARLA:  For speaking so rudely in front of all those people about 
Deirdre.  You have no right!  Just because you don't know the first 
thing about art doesn't mean you should voice your opinion in such a 
derogatory way.  WHO DOES THAT?!

JOHN:  I was being me.  What am I supposed to do?

MARLA:  I don't expect you to lie but I do expect you to have class. 

JOHN:  Oh, I see, cause I don't have class, right?
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MARLA:  You wore a stained short sleeve t-shirt with NOT BY DESIGN, 
ripped jeans.  Have you no decency?

JOHN:  I was asked my opinion and I gave it.

MARLA:  But do it without profanity, disgust, negativity, surprised 
you didn't pull out a gun and open fire in the place.  It suits your 
certifiably insane temperament.

JOHN:  How would you have said it?

MARLA:  You let your emotions rule your tongue.  When will you ever 
learn to be more sophisticated?  A dinkey would have provided better 
remarks without your snorts and farts.

JOHN:  I didn't snort or fart.

MARLA:  Your vocabulary is the gutter! Read a book if you even know 
how to read you giant oaf.  (performing an animal of some sort)  OAF! 
OAF!  OAF!  

JOHN:  ...What would you have said if you felt the exhibition was 
distasteful?

DEIRDRE:  That's it!  What you just said was very well spoken. 
Distasteful is a very, very good word John.

JOHN:  I know it was.  I could turn that shit on and off at will.

MARLA:  No way!  Who are you fooling?

JOHN:  If I may...I felt that the work produced from Deirdre was a 
valiant effort, but didn't quite live up to his intent.  I felt the 
execution based on his vision was quite monotonous, frustrated and at 
best contrite.  My previous expectations were drastically let down 
upon viewing the piece, The Balloon Lady because although her figure 
was held with the utmost simplicity and elasticity, I found the work 
to be quite vulgar, lacking any nuance nor charm for that matter. 
Perhaps The Balloon Lady was designed to be subpar as a character 
study with some form of truth extracted from her roots, however the 
work did conjure up nothing for the imagination, leaving me lonely, 
helpless, disappointed, perplexed and breathless...would you both 
care for me to continue?

DEIRDRE:  Stunning.

MARLA:  Are you fucking with us John?

JOHN:  Darling, I am merely speaking the appropriate vernacular.

MARLA:  Why couldn't you respond to that reporter's question in such 
a manner?
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JOHN:  ...Deirdre, I wanted to sabotage your show.

DEIRDRE:  Why?

JOHN:  An evil came over me the likes of which I have never felt in 
all my life.  I can't quite explain it..jealous rage...I realized 
that I am nothing.  That I've achieved nothing with my life and here 
you are getting held up for the world to see.  I tried to tear you 
down by making a fool of myself and for what it's worth, I am sorry 
for that.  Everyone deserves a chance to shine, however, I don't 
believe I'll ever get my turn. 

DEIRDRE:  That's the greatest thing anyone has ever told me.

MARLA & JOHN:  It is??

DEIRDRE:  That's what's been missing throughout my exhibition.

MARLA:  Don't listen to John, your work is phenomenal.

DIERDRE:  No, John is right...the critics got this one wrong.  I 
didn't hit my target.  John, how did you know?  How did you see it?

JOHN:  It's what I felt.

DEIRDRE:  Why do you feel I didn't unlock it?

JOHN:  You are thinking too much.  You need to allow yourself to be 
messy.

DEIRDRE:  Messy...

JOHN:  Just my two cents.  What do I really know about art, right? 
Just some guy who likes to wear stained t-shirts and ripped jeans. 
Marla, can I have the room key?

Marla hands John the room key.

Sorry for all the fiasco.  Won't happen again.

John leaves the suite.

MARLA:  Holy shit.

DEIRDRE:  He's right.

MARLA:  Don't let him get inside your head.

DEIRDRE:  But he's right, Marla.

MARLA:  Can't be.

DEIRDRE:  He penetrated my soul.  Feel my heartbeat.
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Marla places her hand on Deirdre's chest.

DEIRDRE (cont'd):  He's astonishing.

MARLA:  Really?

DEIRDRE:  This was...this was freedom.

MARLA:  Freedom...

DEIRDRE:  Marla, John is a bonafide genius!

END OF PLAY


