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Cast of Characters

DUFF:    20's

ISADORA:         20's 

 

Place
Street

Time
Morning
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Setting: The play takes place outside a pub on a busy sidewalk.

At Rise:  The play opens Duff smoking a cigarette waiting for Isadora 
to show up. 
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Duff smokes a cigarette.  Leans against
a wall.

Enter Isadora.

DUFF:  Hello.

Duff kisses Isadora gently on the cheek.
He motions to kiss her lips but she turns
away.

DUFF:  What is wrong?

ISADORA:  Nah...(she shakes her head and looks down)

DUFF:  Tell me.

ISADORA:  I can't.

DUFF:  ...Okay.

ISADORA:  He hit me.

DUFF:  Ricky?

ISADORA:  (nods yes)

DUFF:  Where?

ISADORA:  He shook me.  (gesturing to her shoulders)  

DUFF:  Are you okay?

ISADORA:  Mm-hmm.

DUFF:  What now?

ISADORA:  Nothing.

DUFF:  Should I break his skull?

ISADORA:  No, no.

DUFF:  Where is he?

ISADORA:  No, no...he is sleeping now.  Let's get a drink, please.

DUFF:  Here.

Duff pulls out his flask.

Isadora drinks.
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ISADORA:  Isn't much?

DUFF: I have been drinking..waiting for you.  You kept me waiting 
here over an hour.

ISADORA:  I am sorry.

DUFF:  It's okay.  I miss you.  I need to see you.  Waiting makes me 
uncomfortable.

ISADORA:  I am here now.

DUFF:  Do you have bruising?

ISADORA:  (Shakes her head no)

DUFF:  ...When...when will you leave him? 

ISADORA:  I can't.  

DUFF:  You can.

ISADORA:  He is sick.

DUFF:  So?

ISADORA:  I cannot leave a sick man.

DUFF:  Yes, you can.

ISADORA:  And when he is dead, then what?

DUFF:  He is dead...what?

ISADORA:  I will have nightmares.

DUFF:  Nightmares?

ISADORA:  For not being there for him!

DUFF:  Your life is on hold.

ISADORA:  No!

DUFF:  You love me.  He knows you love me.  

ISADORA:  Where is your compassion?

DUFF:  Compassion.  What compassion?  He beats you.

ISADORA:  He knows I don't belong to him any longer.
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DUFF:  You don't belong to any man.

ISADORA:  But I love you.

DUFF:  Yes, love.  And I love you.  But you do not belong to me.  I 
do not own you.  You can leave at any one time.  Ricky wants to own 
you, control you and he uses his sickness to use you, make you hang 
on.  You don't see?

ISADORA:  He is dying.

DUFF:  I don't care!

ISADORA:  He has no one.

DUFF:  We are all going to die.

ISADORA:  But he has no one to be there for him...no one...he is 
alone if I am not there.

DUFF:  You forget who he is.

ISADORA:  No.

DUFF:  Yes.  You do.  

ISADORA:  Why are you doing this to me?  Can't you see I'm already a 
wreck?  Do you want me to go out of my mind completely?  I have to 
deal with him!  Fold his clothes, make his bed, clean his vomit and 
for that he abuses me.  Verbally, physically, but I won't abandon him 
because I believe I can help him keep whatever good he has left 
inside.  No matter how horrible he is, there is still something 
virgin in him.  He is dying.  He is scared.  He is only going to do 
this once...no?  He is a bastard.  I hate him.  I must hate him.  But 
watching him helps me cope.  Okay?  It gives me my own understanding 
of this fucked up life we live.  I can't explain it to you.  You are 
like a big puppy who NEVER listens to reason.  You bounce around all 
day like everything's okay!  Like nothing matters!  ...I cannot take 
this...children!  And now I am pregnant.  ..Happy?  Yeah?  Oh, look 
at your face now?  Reality hits.  Will the giant puppy become a man? 
HUH?!  All you do is lick, bark and wag your tail..you don't love 
me...do you love me?  Tell me the truth..do you love me now?

DUFF:  (he kisses Isadora passionately)  

ISADORA:  I cannot go on this way.  

DUFF:  No.

ISADORA:  Up and down.  You bastard!

DUFF:  I cannot be without you.
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ISADORA:  No!

DUFF:  Do you love me?

ISADORA:  (shrugs her shoulders and winces)

Duff sees that there is a pain in her
shoulder and he slowly and gently kisses
her shoulder.  

Duff pulls her shirt fabric off her 
shoulder and he kisses her shoulder.

Duff pulls it lower and he notices a bruise.
He observes the bruise.

DUFF:  There is a bruise...

ISADORA:  Yeah...so?

DUFF:  I cannot see this.

Isadora pulls her shirt back over her
shoulder.

ISADORA:  Leave it alone.

DUFF:  I will bend his fingers backward.

ISADORA:  I told you to stop!

DUFF (calming):  Here...(hands her flask)

ISADORA:  There is nothing in it!  It's finished. Take me for a drink 
before I scream.

DUFF:  I don't..uh..I don't have...

ISADORA:  WHAT?  Say it!  What?!

DUFF:  I am broke.

ISADORA:  (she laughs)

DUFF:  (puzzled)

ISADORA:  (laughs harder...becomes almost manic)

DUFF:  What's so funny?

ISADORA:  (laugh has become manic)
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DUFF (nervously):  What?

ISADORA (she strikes):  You can't have a baby!  You are a baby!  

Isadora motions to walk off.  

Duff grabs her by the arm.

DUFF:  Isadora.  Please.  

ISADORA:  Get off me!  Get off me!  HELP!  HELP! HELP!

DUFF:  Shh.  Stop screaming.

ISADORA:  HELP! HELP!  HELP!  (she laughs)

DUFF:  (to anyone)  She's okay.  She's okay.

ISADORA:  No one helps.  No one ever helps.

Duff digs in his pockets.

DUFF:  AH!  I have, one, two, three--

ISADORA:  (bursts out laughing)

DUFF:  I can by you one beer.  Yeah?  We can go—I can get you a beer. 
But, uh, how does it work?  Uh...I am thinking that maybe a drink 
isn't good for the baby? 

ISADORA:  (cries) 

DUFF:  Shh, shh, shh.  Come.

Duff puts his arm around Isadora's 
shoulders.

DUFF:  Come with me.

ISADORA:   (cries in Duff's chest and hugs him)

DUFF:  (hugs Isadora, kisses the top of her head)

They continue walking locked in arms
together.

END OF PLAY


