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Cast of Characters

FLORENCE:    40's

HENRY: (servant)  60's

ANNA:           18

UNCLE TOBY:    40's

 

Place
Living room/Garden

Time
Morning



2.

Setting: The play takes place in two locations inside of one.  For 
the opening we have an elaborate estate room showcasing the living 
room stage left and the dining room stage right.  Beside the living 
room are the large arch doors leading out to the tremendous 
patio/garden.

At Rise:  The play opens with Anna on the sofa inside the living room 
and her mother Florence and Henry fussing over the flowers on the 
dining room table.
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FLORENCE:  We will put the flowers here.  (pointing)

Henry rests flowers in center of table.

FLORENCE:  That's right.  That's good.  And for the other two, let us 
place them on opposite ends of the table, but evenly.  

Henry rests flowers on one end.

FLORENCE:  Correct.

Henry rests flowers on the opposite end.

FLORENCE:  Excellent.  Is it even?  Yes, it looks wonderful.  Well 
done, Henry.

Henry nods.  Henry exits.

FLORENCE (smiling brightly):  Well, what do you think Anna?

ANNA:  (looking up from book)  What.

FLORENCE:  The flower arrangement on the table.

ANNA:  (shrugs)  Nice.  (back to her book)

FLORENCE:  It's important for a woman to take notice of such things.

ANNA:  Why?

FLORENCE:  A woman should have taste.

ANNA:  I have taste.

FLORENCE:  (chuckles)  (exits)

Anna tosses her book on the couch
and exits for the garden.

Anna sits in a chair amongst the bushes.

Uncle Toby walks out from behind a tall
bush.  Anna turns to see him and yelps.

UNCLE TOBY:  Didn't mean to startle you, dear.

ANNA:  I wasn't..startled.

UNCLE TOBY:  Oh.  Am I that grotesque?

ANNA:  You're not grotesque, Uncle.
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UNCLE TOBY:  (playfully)  Do I smell bad?

ANNA:  (smiling)  You do not smell bad.

UNCLE TOBY:  Oh.  How strange.

ANNA:  What were you doing behind the bush?

UNCLE TOBY:  I was lost in the garden maze.  It's quite a feat of 
human ingenuity, to make intelligent people feel like giant fools.

ANNA:  It was mother's idea.

UNCLE TOBY:  Yes. I would imagine so.

Uncle Toby sits.  Takes off his top hat
and wipes his forehead with his handkerchief.

UNCLE TOBY:  Thought I would die in that bloody maze.  Took me all 
morning to fish my way out.  I was completely forgotten by everyone. 
I am parched.

Uncle Toby motions to poor himself a 
glass of lemon water but Anna beats him 
to the punch.

UNCLE TOBY:  Thank you, dear.

Anna hands him the glass of lemon water.

Uncle Toby drinks.

UNCLE TOBY:  Oh, dear, that's better.  

Anna takes note of the hedge debris 
on Uncle Toby's clothing.  She kindly
swipes off what she can.

UNCLE TOBY:  Oh, yes, that was the hedge I tried to scale.  Didn't 
last, I, didn't last.  It's a funny thing when we age, we still 
imagine we have the same capabilities as in our youth until we find 
ourselves smack on our bum in a garden maze.  Lovely, isn't it?

Anna sits.

UNCLE TOBY:  Thank you.

ANNA:  You're very welcome Uncle.  (giggling)

UNCLE TOBY:  (chuckling)  I know I am quite the spectacle this 
morning.  I always seem to be getting into some ill business.
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ANNA:  That's why you are my favorite Uncle.

UNCLE TOBY:  Am I?  Glorious.

ANNA:  You are.

UNCLE TOBY:  And you are my favorite niece.

ANNA:  I better be.

UNCLE TOBY:  Without question.

ANNA:  Uncle tell me, what is mother's fascination with flowers?

UNCLE TOBY:  Well, flowers are a beautiful element of life, no?

ANNA:  But she obsesses to the point of madness.

UNCLE TOBY:  Are you calling your mother mad?

ANNA:  Yes.

UNCLE TOBY:  Well, perhaps it's a passion and with passion we 
sometimes go above and beyond the average deed.

ANNA:  But she's always rearranging flowers in the home, on the 
grounds and constantly talking about them.  I even catch her talking 
to them, quite frequently, in fact.

UNCLE TOBY:  Yes, well, they are living things.  

ANNA:  How can a person have a conversation with something that 
doesn't talk back?

UNCLE TOBY:  Interesting point.  

ANNA:  I often wonder if mother had no flowers if she would still 
talk out loud.

UNCLE TOBY:  Really?

ANNA:  Maybe the flowers are a cover up.

UNCLE TOBY:  Cover up for what?

ANNA:  Uncle, you know what I'm alluding to.

UNCLE TOBY:  Yes, yes, I know but it is your mother and you shouldn't 
view her that way.

ANNA:  Do you think she is a lunatic?

Uncle Toby drinks his water.
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ANNA:  Forget I asked.  You don't have to answer that.

UNCLE TOBY:  I believe your mother is a happy person.

ANNA:  She isn't.  She's tortured and she torments me, each chance 
she gets.  She uses flowers as a mechanism to hide behind and she 
insults me, claiming I have no taste of my own because I don't like 
flowers as much as she does.  Rubbish.  All while fluffing flowers in 
a vase.  Her words are like daggers, all said in a soft spoken voice 
but with glaring eyes.  I am depressed.  She depresses my joys.  I 
woke up happy today and once I step foot out from my bedroom I enter 
her world of neglect, guilt and caveats.  It is all too much too 
bare.  I feel as though my life is shrinking day by day, day by 
day...

UNCLE TOBY:  There, there Anna, it's okay.  Did you know that I 
suffer with depression?  It's true.  For quite some time.  Ever since 
I was a young man.  The way the circuitry in my brain is fixed. 
However, I have learned to navigate through the rough waters and find 
calmer ones.  The challenge remains the same...difficult.  It will 
never be easy, but every attempt at changing myself  has made me 
stronger over the course of time.  Faster.  What would take me days 
only now takes me minutes...though, it never leaves.  It remains. 
Waiting.  A mind of its own.  I call them eruptions, brought on by 
feelings of restlessness, loneliness, unfulfillment, and trying to 
come to terms with the loss of life and my own mortality.  Those are 
my triggers.

It's hard to make friends with death, isn't it?  Knowing one day will 
be the day.  How do we rationalize that concept?  Do we invent the 
other side?  Do we live like angels on Earth?  Do we give up and 
throw caution to the wind?  Nothing will stop it.  Even if and when 
there is some invention capable of making us immortal...there will be 
different things to worry us, to frighten us...(shrugs)  Such is 
life.

ANNA:  I can't say you've uplifted my spirit Uncle Toby.

UNCLE TOBY:  No?  

They both laugh tenderly.

UNCLE TOBY:  I am a realist.  Perhaps too much so.  

ANNA:  I see too much truth.

UNCLE TOBY:  Truth?  

ANNA:  I see past the barriers people hold up.

UNCLE TOBY:  Hmm.

ANNA:  We don't live in an honest world.
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UNCLE TOBY:  We don't, nor should we.  Without dishonesty there would 
be no appreciation for the honesty that does exist.  Besides, reality 
itself is rarely ever pure.

ANNA:  Then life is hopeless.

UNCLE TOBY:  I agree.

ANNA:  You do?

UNCLE TOBY:  Of course.

ANNA:  Why do you agree?

UNCLE TOBY:  Because you are right, Anna.  There's no sense in 
wrapping a lousy gift inside expensive wrapping paper if what is 
inside remains a lousy gift.

ANNA:  So what do I do?

UNCLE TOBY:  You live.

ANNA:  ...I don't think I can.

UNCLE TOBY:  Yes, yes, you can.

ANNA:  Why does mother always pretend that everything is so 
wonderful?  She roams around these gardens, tending to her flowers, 
humming to herself as if she hasn't a care in the world!  There is 
nothing wonderful about anything.  About any of us!  It's all lies! 
How does she exist in these made up fantasies, these creations that 
she lives off?  Desperately making things perfect to everyone's eyes 
and pretending that what truly exists doesn't.  How can anyone get 
through life in such a way?  It's utterly exhausting and so 
discouraging.  We've all lost, haven't we?  Perhaps not you, Uncle, 
you seem to be one of the very few who holds up some kind of honor. 
But what about the vast majority of us?  I cannot stomach the 
delusion we all seem under.  This facade for who?  For what?  Why? 
To believe in apparitions?  To ignore the truth?  To never face the 
wrongful acts of our deceitful actions?  I don't know what to think 
anymore Uncle, I would rather live in hell than in denial.  Wouldn't 
you?  Isn't all this a most horrific way to live?  Yes, you are 
right, reality is rarely ever pure but we can try, at least, to reach 
some kind of truth, at least within ourselves.

I speak up, I speak out.  I've faced them all but it's like talking 
to a herd of sheep and then I've wondered if perhaps sheep have more 
reason at times. But, I won't settle for tolerance.  I won't tolerate 
this circus troupe.  I will fight it to my death, I'll scream it out 
until someone somewhere hears me because I will never back down.  Not 
ever.  Not Ever!

Uncle Toby hands Anna a flask.
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Anna drinks.  Coughs.  Takes a while to gather herself.

UNCLE TOBY:  Good.  I applaud you.

ANNA:  Don't make fun.

UNCLE TOBY:  On the contrary.  I am honored to have heard your words.

ANNA: They probably appaul you.

UNCLE TOBY: They hold a lot of weight.

ANNA:  They do?

UNCLE TOBY:  You see, your father and I have never got on.

ANNA:  Really?

UNCLE TOBY:  He is my brother, that will never change but he is none 
the wiser.  I've tried to have conversations with him in the past and 
as you've said, it was like talking to a sheep.  Ignorance truly is 
bliss.  You see, Anna dear, you were born with intelligence but not 
only that, a pure sensitivity.  It is nothing but refreshing.  You 
have a goodness inside of yourself and you must reflect on that in 
order to discern ways your potential may rise to the surface and do 
good in this world.  You have a gift.  And it is your responsibility 
to allow it to flourish and make a contribution worthy of our 
society.  No simple task I'm afraid, but one in which I believe you 
most capable.  A young lady of your, shall we say, angst is simply 
derived by your subconscious ambition.  Be patient.  You have much 
growing up to do.  You are young.  As you mature you will connect 
your thoughts to your heart and vice versa and extraordinary things 
will unfold for you.  You will have found your true purpose and all 
the pieces will fit and make sense to you.  That's not to say there 
won't be difficult times along your path, but your journey will be 
clear and you will find happiness and it won't be in flower 
decoration.

They laugh.

ANNA:  You are my favorite Uncle.

UNCLE TOBY:  I know, and you my favorite niece.  (he smiles)

END OF PLAY


