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little extremes

The world premiere of little extremes was presented by Art Street Theatre at 
the 450 Geary Studio Theatre, San Francisco, CA, during EXIT Theatre’s San 
Francisco Fringe Festival, on September 8, 1995. The production was directed 
by the author, with the following cast and staff:

ELDERLY WOMAN / HUSBAND / FATHER / POLICEMAN Frank Torrano
MAN / HASTY / SON Jake Rodriguez
WOMAN / HOPE / CALM Gillian Brecker
WIFE / NEUROTIC Caroline Ford

Technical Design Andrew Sproule
Stage Manager Lisa Maher

Note

The play benefits from a stripped down, actor-centric approach. Only the 
minimum props need be used, including toy cap gun pistols rather than 
more realistic looking guns. 

Though the actors say “bang” when firing their guns, caps should still be 
used. For the final round of gunshots in the last scene, nobody should say 
“bang.”

A slash in the dialogue (/) indicates that the next actor should start their 
line, creating overlapping speech.

Cast

Actor 1, young – Man / Hasty / Son 
Actress 1, young – Woman / Hope / Calm
Actor 2, middle aged  – Elderly Woman / Husband / Father / Policeman 
Actress 2, middle aged  – Wife / Neurotic

Scene One

A bus stop. A MAN and WOMAN on a bench. Sound of a bus braking, 
stopping, then leaving. An ELDERLY WOMAN runs past, dropping her 
purse.
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ELDERLY WOMAN   Hold! Bus! Wait! Please wait! Bus! etc…

ELDERLY WOMAN exits. MAN notices purse and picks it up.

MAN   (to himself) She dropped her purse. (beat) Ma’am? Ma’am! You dropped 
your– Ma’am! (to WOMAN) She dropped her purse. But she’s gone now.
WOMAN   That bus stopped for her?
MAN   Yes.
WOMAN   Well we must return it to her. Look inside for an address or phone 
number.

 MAN does. He finds a plump white envelope.

MAN   Hello. What’s this?
WOMAN   What’s that?
MAN   I don’t know, I’ll look.
WOMAN   No, it’s none of our business.
MAN   It’s money!
WOMAN   Money?!
MAN   There’s about ten thousand dollars here!
WOMAN   Oh my goodness! Who is she? Find some identification.
MAN   Ten thousand dollars!
WOMAN   Find some identification.
MAN   (searches) Nothing. Nothing but this.
WOMAN   Oh my goodness. Well we’ve got to return it. We’ll take it to the 
police, she’s bound to want it back.
MAN   What if she stole it?
WOMAN   Stole it?
MAN   Stole it.
WOMAN   Her? She was an elderly woman. Elderly women don’t steal.
MAN   Ha! That’s what folks like us think, and that’s why they get away with it. 
She must have stolen this!
WOMAN   Well then we must turn it in.
MAN   (beat) We could keep it!
WOMAN   Keep it?
MAN   Keep it! For ourselves. It’s already stolen anyway.
WOMAN   But that’s illegal.
MAN   She stole it. So she’s certainly not going to go to the police.
WOMAN   That’s true.
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MAN   And you can’t tell me ten grand wouldn’t be of any use to you.
WOMAN   That’s true.
MAN   Then we’ll keep it.
WOMAN   (takes purse) Yes, we’ll keep it. But we must use it.
MAN   Certainly.
WOMAN   We must use it to better our world. We must donate it to charity, to 
save the rain forest, to help find cures for disease. We could feed the homeless, 
calm the incessant rumbling of children’s stomachs in Africa, in Europe, in 
America. We could buy clothing for the poor, shelter for their families, hats for 
the bald monkeys of Brazil. We could save eagles from hunters, whales from 
harpoons, and dolphins from nets. We could make our world a better place for 
our children, and their children! A beautiful world of peace and love, where 
each man and woman can be proud to stand tall and say, “This is my home! 
This is my earth, that I cherish and love with all my heart! and all my soul!” 
That’s what we can do with this fortune! That’s what we can do for our fellow 
man!! That’s what we can do!!!

Having been quite still throughout WOMAN’S speech, MAN pulls a gun 
out and shoots her dead.

MAN   BANG!!!

 MAN takes the money from the purse, looks out, then exits.

Scene Two

A family room. Enter a HUSBAND with his newspaper. He notices 
the body of the WOMAN, stops, steps around it, then sits to read his 
newspaper. Enter a WIFE with two cups of coffee. She, too, steps around 
the body, pretending not to notice. She sets both cups of coffee on a little 
table and sits down in her own chair. Silence. WIFE and HUSBAND 
both reach for their coffee cups, freeze and stare at one another. 
HUSBAND vanishes behind his paper with his coffee and WIFE holds 
hers with both hands. HUSBAND takes a sip and sets his cup down, 
remains hidden. Silence. 

HUSBAND   …Darling?
WIFE   Yes Dear?

Significant pause.
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HUSBAND   I meant to thank you.
WIFE   Yes?
HUSBAND   For the coffee.
WIFE   …You’re welcome.

Silence. HUSBAND appears nervous, agitated. WIFE appears concerned, 
staring out. Finally:

HUSBAND   Darling?
WIFE   Yes Dear?
HUSBAND   (beat) Darling?
WIFE   Yes?
HUSBAND   Well–  Do I have to spell it out for you?!
WIFE   Yes!
HUSBAND   For Christ’s sake, she’s been lying there for over two weeks now!
WIFE   I know! Don’t you think I know?!
HUSBAND   Well aren’t you going to do anything?
WIFE   Why haven’t you done anything?
HUSBAND   She’s your daughter!
WIFE   Oh! What, do you think I conceived all by myself?
HUSBAND   Alright.
WIFE   Or did I hire some gigolo from down town?
HUSBAND   Okay.
WIFE   Maybe I went to a sperm bank because you can’t–
HUSBAND   Alright! Look we– At least let’s, throw a blanket over her or 
something.
WIFE   We should have done something the moment we first found her. Our 
child. Our only child. How could it have happened?
HUSBAND   (eyes locked on body) We did the best we could.
WIFE   We gave her everything she wanted. We enrolled her in the best 
schools, the best summer camps. I told her about boys and what happens when 
you kiss them.
HUSBAND   We did just fine. She was defective. She didn’t listen.
WIFE   We kept her away from the neighbor children who might put ideas in 
her head. We let her know the virtuous route to Heaven.
HUSBAND   We did just fine.
WIFE   We made sure she thought like we do, so that she could grow up to be a 
great big, healthy little girl. Mommy’s little girl. God will provide.
HUSBAND   Just fine…
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WIFE   But then she started to rebel. She started to rebel and do things, do 
things for herself. She kissed that boy! She tried to get that job so she could 
move away. She can’t move away. I thought, where did we go wrong. What did 
we do wrong? We did everything for her. (pause) Yet, to be honest, to be fair, 
maybe we were too–
HUSBAND   “Maybe we” nothing! We did just fine! If anything she smothered 
to death under your hovering.
WIFE   My hovering? I protected her from evils! You know that!
HUSBAND   (mournfully) Daddy’s princess.
WIFE   I made sure she was safe! She didn’t have to work for herself! She didn’t 
have to do her homework for herself! She didn’t have to find respectable young 
men for herself! She didn’t have to think! I gave her everything!
HUSBAND   You! You! YOU! What about me? I’m the bank around here! I put 
the food on the table! I’m the man!
WIFE   That is not fair! You do not say that to me!
HUSBAND   (kneeling, sad again) And I come home one day, and find my 
daughter is dead. My beautiful little girl is dead.
WIFE   I told you, God will forgive.
HUSBAND   Her perfect little face, frozen. Her beautiful eyes, glazed over and 
cold.
WIFE   God will forgive!
HUSBAND   I’m away at work, seven days a week, fourteen, fifteen hours a 
day, never home, all for you, making money for you! And I come home and my 
daughter is dead, smothered to death by you! 
WIFE   (sets down cup) Oh!!!
HUSBAND   And I never even knew her name.
WIFE   God will forgive!!! (pulls a gun and shoots him dead) BANG!!! I told 
you I didn’t kill her! I didn’t kill her! She just wouldn’t listen! She never listened! 
You never listen!

WIFE looks out, then moves to pick up the cups, looks out again, and 
exits.

Scene Three

An apartment with a couch. A young woman, HOPE, lying asleep on the 
ground. She is like a girl. A young man, HASTY, enters, pulling off an old 
woman’s wig. He is like a boy. He tiptoes into the room and makes a loud 
sound on purpose. HOPE wakes up.
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HOPE   Oh, you startled me.
HASTY   Sorry. 
HOPE   Where are we?
HASTY   My place. Best place to hide. Ten thousand bucks Angel! Ten 
thousand bucks! We did it! (kisses her)
HOPE   (hugs him sincerely) Now everything is perfect.
HASTY   We’ll just give it a few days and go.
HOPE   (excited) Where will we go first?
HASTY   Uh, I don’t know, where do you want to go?
HOPE   Let’s go to Disneyland! I’ve always wanted to go to Disneyland!
HASTY   Okay! We’ll go to Disneyland! And while we’re there we’ll go to 
Hollywood, and go to that mountain that has “HOLLYWOOD” written in big 
letters on it, and stand on the “H”. And we’ll walk down that street with all the 
stars on the sidewalk, and see Graumann’s Chinese Theatre! How ‘bout that?
HOPE   Mm, perfect!
HASTY   And then we’ll go to the ocean and lay in the warm sand. We’ll see 
wonderful places.
HOPE   Romantic places.
HASTY   Then we’ll just drive on. Anywhere. Just drive away down a yellow 
brick road and live happily ever after.

HASTY kisses her hair. They stare out happily, HOPE nestled into 
HASTY on the floor. They look very sweet and tender. Long pause.

HOPE   …Hey.
HASTY   Hm?
HOPE   At the bank… If you had had to… Would you actually have shot 
anyone?
HASTY   I don’t like to think about that.
HOPE   But would you have? Really?
HASTY   I suppose if I had to.
HOPE   You would have?
HASTY   Well, if I had to but I didn’t so let’s not worry about it okay?
HOPE   (pause) I had that dream again.
HASTY   You did?
HOPE   Yeah… Only this time I never got up. I just laid there on the floor, and 
it was as if I wasn’t just pretending to be dead this time, I was really dead, and 
I was someone else, like a fly on the wall or something, and I just watched my 
mother and father arguing, and myself lying there. And this time when Mom 
shot Dad, I didn’t do anything to stop her. I didn’t get up or call out or anything.
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HASTY   Hmm.
HOPE   And what’s the weirdest thing is I didn’t even want to. Or I just didn’t 
think to. It was like I just didn’t care anymore.
HASTY   That is weird.
HOPE   It’s scary, the things that can happen. How people change. Become so 
different. (pause) Promise me we’ll never become like that.
HASTY   I promise.
HOPE   No promise me–
HASTY   I promise.
HOPE   –Because I wouldn’t be able to stand it, not one minute of it. I just want 
to escape and go to Disneyland, ride the Peter Pan ride and It’s A Small World, 
and then drive away, far far away! Leave all this behind and escape! I want to be 
free! Promise me we’ll be free.
HASTY   I promise.
HOPE   Promise we’ll always be together.
HASTY   I promise.
HOPE   Promise?
HASTY   Yes, I do…

 HOPE hugs HASTY, tight.

HOPE   I love you… Do you love me?
HASTY   (beat) Yes.
HOPE   Say it. I need to hear you say it.
HASTY   …I love you, I promise.

Suddenly an unseen voice cracks over a megaphone and a red light 
flashes, as from a police car.

POLICEMAN   (voice) Alright! This is the police! We know you’re in there! 
Come out with your hands up and get down on the pavement! / No one will get 
hurt!
HOPE   Oh my God!
HASTY   Police! How did they find us?
HOPE   What are we going to do?
POLICEMAN   Give us a sign that you understand! Come out with your hands 
in the air!
HOPE   What are we going to do?
HASTY   I don’t know. (digs out his gun)
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HOPE   You said they wouldn’t find us! You said it was fool proof!
HASTY   I know, shut up a second!
POLICEMAN   Come out with your hands up!
HOPE   (beat) Let’s just turn ourselves in!
HASTY   What?
HOPE   Let’s just turn ourselves in! We’ll say we’re sorry and maybe they’ll go 
easy on us!
HASTY   They’ll throw us in jail! I’m not going to jail!
HOPE   I’m scared! I’m frightened! I knew it my dream was a bad omen please 
let’s just turn ourselves in!
HASTY   No! What are you talking about?
POLICEMAN   I’m going to count to three!
HASTY   What about our plans?
HOPE   For God’s sake they’re right there! The police are right outside! They’re 
going to catch us!
HASTY   No they’re not!
HOPE   Please–
HASTY   We’re not going anywhere!! We’re going to Disneyland!
POLICEMAN   One!
HOPE   I said I’d follow you to the end of the world but please, if we don’t turn 
ourselves in it’ll be worse! We’ll never be free, never! And at least this way we 
might get off easier!
HASTY   I told you no!
POLICEMAN   Two!
HOPE   I don’t want to go to jail for the rest of my life! I want to turn myself in!
HASTY   What do I have to say to you?!
HOPE   …I’m going out there!
HASTY   Sit down!
HOPE   No I’m going out there!
POLICEMAN   Three!
HASTY   Sit down!
HOPE   I’m going! It’s the best thing we can do!!! We’ll never be together if we 
don’t! I’m going for us!! I’m doing it for us!!!

 HASTY shoots HOPE dead!

HASTY   BANG!!!

At once the POLICEMAN’S voice begins to holler hysterically through 
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the megaphone and HASTY realizes what he has done.

POLICEMAN   Get down! Get down! Get ready! Inside, put the gun down! 
Come out with your hands in the air and put the gun on the ground! If you 
don’t come out with your hands in the air we will come in! If you do not 
come out, we will come in! We’ve surrounded the building! You are entirely 
surrounded! There is no escape! You have no choice but to surrender! Put your 
gun down and surrender! If you do not surrender we will open fire! We will 
open fire! 
HASTY   (to the “window”) I’m turning / myself in-
POLICEMAN   Get down! Look out!

 We hear a multitude of guns thunder off–

POLICEMAN   BANG!!! BANG!!! BANG!!! BANG!!! BANG!!!

 –and HASTY falls to the ground. Silence. Pause. Black out. 

Scene Four

A candle is lit. In the light of the candle we see a FATHER’S face.

FATHER   I can’t sleep lately. I tell people, “I can’t sleep lately.” They say “Oh…” 
They don’t know quite what to say. Some of them follow it up by asking why. 
That’s usually what they do is ask why. “I don’t know,” I say. “I’m not sure.” And 
I’m not.
 But I have an idea.
 I don’t know if it’s the news, or the stress at work, or just stress… But you 
know you watch the news. It’s just one dreadful thing after another. They tell 
you all the terrible things, all the murders and fires, children in trash bins, it’s 
just overkill. But they never show the good things. Sometimes, I mean, yeah, 
there’ll be the token nice story at the end, something about ducks or an elderly 
woman in Nebraska who runs a small farm. Nice stories. And the anchor man 
he smiles and says good night. But when they say, “Hey, thirty people died in 
an earthquake today,” why don’t they also say, “And some other people were 
okay. It’s alright. It’s bad right now but things are going to be okay.” No one ever 
mentions that part!
 Maybe they don’t think it will be. Maybe they don’t want us to think it will 
be, because then nobody would watch their program.
 I’ve often thought, maybe people should be like bears, and chase their 
young off into the woods when it’s time. The image of that makes me laugh. Of 
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course, you’d raise them first, raise them well, but then– chase ‘em off. Make’m 
go. For their own good.
 I was thinking about this, you see… Well it’s, you know, it’s my lack of sleep 
I was telling you about.
 The real reason I think is that I’ve been having this dream. I know, haven’t 
we all. We all have dreams. But… Well I’ll just tell you…
 My wife– In the dream –My wife and I are sitting in our living room. And 
we’re drinking coffee, just relaxing, trying to relax. Only our daughter is lying 
on the floor dead. And the idea is that we’ve killed her. O-or I don’t know if we 
killed her. But she’s dead and the cause of death is killing, and there my wife 
and I are feeling guilty, and so I figure it’s because one of us killed her.
 This is only a dream now. You know, just so you don’t, you know…
 Anyway. So we’re drinking joe and she’s dead. And uh, my wife and I start 
to argue about it, about who did it, sort of. And the arguing gets worse… and 
worse… And she pulled a gun on me. She was going to shoot me. She was 
actually going to shoot me.
 In the dream.
 But she didn’t.
 I always wake up. It’s very convenient. 
 A friend of mine suggested I try to continue the dream, that if I try not to 
wake up but instead try to continue the dream, I might work out whatever it is 
that’s bugging me…
 I don’t know. Some dreams are just meant to be dreamt…
 Besides, what if I did continue the dream and found out that the ending 
was: she shot me. That wouldn’t be any good. I’d rather not know…
 Yeah, maybe we should be like bears, chase’m off…
 Maybe if I continue my dream, I should try to revive my daughter… or 
something. Ask her who killed her, what went wrong.

Scene Five

A porch. Late summer evening. We can hear evening noises such as soft 
crickets, a distant dog barking or a passing car. A FATHER sitting with a 
lit candle. His SON enters and joins him.

SON   Dad?
FATHER   Oh. Hey there. (blows out candle) What are you doing up?
SON   I was going to ask you. What are you out here on the porch for?
FATHER   Couldn’t sleep. 
SON   Still, huh?
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FATHER   Thought listening to the wind rustling in the trees might help. Might 
put me to sleep.
SON   Mom inside?
FATHER   Yup, like a lamb. (pause) Nice out, huh?
SON   Yeah. Pretty. 
FATHER   (pause) Nice bright moon. Nice sky.
SON   Mm-hm.
FATHER   Look at that moon, son. It’s far away. Farther than the sky. It’s so 
quiet up there.
SON   (pause) I’m sorry Dad.
FATHER   I know you are. No use saying again… Be glad you’re not dead.
SON   (pause) Do you understand that it was an accident?
FATHER   (quickly, but calm) No I don’t understand. I don’t understand. 

FATHER looks away again. Long pause.
 
FATHER   You’re sister, uh… You’re sister tells us she’s leaving now. She tell you 
that? That she’s moving away?
SON   Uh-uh…
FATHER   She should. Good for her. She’ll be just fine.
SON   I should probably go too… sometime… you think?
FATHER   Sure. It’d be good for you. Long as you do it right this time. Not 
running, I mean. But legitimate. 
SON   (Sighs shortly, then, almost inaudibly) I know…

 Long pause. They stare out…

SON   I was thinking I might go to school. I figure I better learn something 
if I’m going to try to live on my own. I better know how to do something, 
right? (pause) I thought maybe business, accounting maybe. Or I sort of like 
architecture maybe I’ll build things how ‘bout that, huh? Come back and build 
you and Mom a big house? (long pause) Yeah so I figured I’d go to school.
FATHER   That’s good. Good start.
SON   (pause) I’m gonna leave in a few months. It’s funny you mention sis.
FATHER   She’s going next Sunday. Your Mother’ll be upset to see her go.
SON   (pause) Oh, you know, I found that ball you gave me. Long time ago? 
The baseball? I was seven, or six? It was in the back of my closet. I thought I lost 
that a long time ago…
FATHER   I gave that to you?
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SON   Yeah.
FATHER   I don’t remember.
SON   Yeah, it was…  …

Pause. FATHER looks up at the sky. SON notices and does the same.

SON   See that star there? And those? That’s Ursa Major. That’s the bear.
FATHER   (looking) It’s a big sky up there. Goes on a long ways.

In the distance we hear a police siren, very faintly. FATHER looks off in 
the direction of the siren, then out at the evening. Lights out.

Scene Six

Lights up. Bright, sunny day. A park with bench. A CALM woman sitting 
quietly, happily. She looks housewife-like with a plain scarf around her 
head. Enter a NEUROTIC woman with clear intent and wearing an old 
hat. She sits on the bench. Loooooonnnng pause…

NEUROTIC   W’ll that’s no way to start a conversation.
CALM   Pardon?
NEUROTIC   Aren’t you going to ask me about my day? I mean I’m sitting 
here. Here I am. Aren’t you going to ask me?
CALM   I hadn’t thought about it, no.
NEUROTIC   (under her breath) Bitch…

Long pause. Eventually NEUROTIC stares at CALM, waiting to be 
asked. CALM notices and stares back, wondering why she is being stared 
upon. Finally…

CALM   How was your day?
NEUROTIC   Great! Great! Just peachy! What a swell day.
CALM   Why don’t I believe you?
NEUROTIC   Because I’m utilizing irony. It’s been a terrible day.

Pause. NEUROTIC looks sharply to CALM.

CALM   Uh– Why is that?
NEUROTIC   You know sometimes you just have to get away. Just get away. Get 
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out of the house, get away from the office, don’t type, don’t clean, just get away 
and sit, you know? Like we are now. (beat) What are you getting away from?
CALM   Nothing. I’m just sitting here. Enjoying the scenery.
NEUROTIC   Just sitting here. Very pretty. Pretty scenery. Guess you came to 
the right place, everywhere you look there’s scenery.

Again NEUROTIC waits but CALM is quicker to pick up on her cue this 
time.

CALM   You came to get away?
NEUROTIC   Yeah! You need some pretty scenery every once in a while to 
calm the nerves. (beat) You know sometimes I have these impulses, I have these 
daydreams, I imagine myself lashing out, just lashing out, picking up the type-
writer and knocking that Brickman across the head. And everyone would yell 
“What’s that noise? What’s that noise?” And I’d say “that’s the sound of Mister 
Brickman’s split head shattering beneath my dancing feet!” (beat) I imagine that 
sometimes.
CALM   (pulls her purse closer) That’s quite an imagination.
NEUROTIC   I would never do it though. I’m too sweet. God will provide, I 
always remind myself. …God will provide. …My therapist says I need to let 
people know the burning rage and resentment that I bottle up inside, otherwise 
one day I will explode. It’s very difficult.
CALM   Yes.
NEUROTIC   Maybe John Bradshaw is right. Maybe I’ve just got to get a hold 
of my inner child, write a letter to my parents telling them what I needed. But 
I think if I wrote a letter I would end up ranting and swearing, I’d get caught 
up in the moment. The typing it out would remind me of work and Mister 
Brickman and I’d end up dancing on his cracked skull. And if I ever found my 
inner child I’d probably kill it on accident anyway. Maybe that’s why I never try 
those things.
CALM   Well, it sounds like you haven’t given them a chance, have you?

NEUROTIC looks at CALM suddenly, warily. Pause. Then looks away.

NEUROTIC   I keep having this dream in which I finally break and act on 
my impulses. My husband accuses me of killing our daughter – which I didn’t 
do – and I get fed up and shoot him, right in the head! Bang! Only I don’t 
dance on it though. The dream ends before I see how I feel. Which is sort 
of disappointing because I’d like to know what it’s like in the case that I ever 
actually do try it. You know? …I mean, you know?
CALM   (beat) No, actually. No. I don’t know. I don’t know a single thing about 
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what you’re saying. This is completely foreign to me. I don’t know what your 
therapist is doing but it doesn’t sound like much. I think you’re sick. You strike 
me as dangerous. I don’t think any of these thoughts you have are healthy at all. 
And I think you will explode. I think maybe you have already and just deny it, 
that these aren’t dreams at all. For all I know you did shoot your husband, and 
probably your daughter too. And for all I know that Mister Brickman’s head 
is cracked open right this very minute, you could have just fled the scene and 
come straight here. So that now I’m sitting beside a murderer who just killed 
her family and her boss.
NEUROTIC   Pardon me, I think you’ve lost a hold on your senses. Do you 
hear yourself?
CALM   Yes I do. Very clearly. I came to this park to escape too, just like you 
did. Only I came here for peace, for quiet and tranquility. You came here for the 
sole purpose of haunting me, to let out all your aggression on some stranger 
whom you could care less about because you’re never going to see her again. Do 
you think that’s okay? Do you think that when we leave here everything will be 
okay, that you will have purged your frustrations and I’ll be that happy stranger 
who listened in your time of need? That’s not it at all. I’m disturbed now. I have 
to be disturbed for the rest of my day because you came here and told me all 
these terrible things. This pretty scenery might as well be a manure pile now for 
all I care! That’s how much good it’s done me after listening to you! You have 
ruined my day! Do you understand? You have absolutely ruined my otherwise 
perfect day!
NEUROTIC   Excuse me, I did not mean to upset you. If I had thought that–
CALM   Oh! God! “If you had thought” nothing. You didn’t think at all! If you 
had thought then you wouldn’t have emptied all that garbage out of your mind 
and on to me! I’m tainted now! I’m disheveled! And I blame you!!
NEUROTIC   (matter-o’-factly) You’re co-dependent.

CALM pulls her gun and shoots NEUROTIC dead.

CALM   BANG!!!

The sound of the gun is followed by the crashing finale of “O Fortuna,” 
an extreme bit from Carmina Burana, as NEUROTIC’S body flies 
ungracefully to the ground. Beat. CALM looks out into the audience with 
an urgent and surprised expression. Blackout, save the flashing red police 
light.

Lights up to reveal the MAN standing above WOMAN with gun in 
hand, as in Scene One. Beat. Blackout as before.
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Lights up to reveal WIFE standing above HUSBAND with gun in hand, 
as in Scene Two. Beat. Blackout as before.

Lights up to reveal HASTY and HOPE on the floor, the red light flashing, 
as in Scene Three. Beat. Blackout as before.

Lights up to reveal FATHER and SON sitting on their porch, as in Scene 
Five. Beat. Blackout as before.

Lights up on CALM holding her gun and NEUROTIC dead, as in 
moments ago. CALM pierces us with her urgent glare. Beat. Blackout. 
The loud music ends.

Scene Seven

Lights up immediately. The stage is bare. The actors are scattered about, 
all facing the audience. The scene moves quickly and though they may 
at times be speaking to each other, the actors do not necessarily need to 
make eye contact. 

NEUROTIC   Sometimes I have these impulses, I have these daydreams, I 
imagine myself lashing out.
FATHER   I can’t sleep lately. I tell people, “I can’t sleep lately.” They say, “Oh.” 
They don’t know quite what to say.
HOPE   It’s scary, the things that can happen. People change. Become different. 
Promise me we’ll never become like that.
SON   I figure I better learn something if I’m going to try to live on my own. 
HOPE   Promise me.
SON   I better know how to do something, right?
NEUROTIC   What do I gotta do, spell it out?
FATHER   Maybe I should continue the dream and turn it around.
SON   I can’t just sit around and wait.
FATHER   I’ve got to do something.
NEUROTIC   When I dream about violence it scares me. But when I actually 
do it, it doesn’t. Why is that? You would think it would be the other way 
around.
CALM   Maybe when you actually do it you aren’t thinking. Maybe you’re really 
asleep.
FATHER   Maybe I’ll grab the gun from her hand and get her first.
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WIFE   Maybe I’ll crush your head!
SON   Something.
NEUROTIC   Kill! Kill! Kill’m all!
FATHER   Just turn things upside down, just turn the tables!
CALM   At any rate it’s ruined my day!
SON   Gotta look out for myself!
NEUROTIC   Gotta kill’m! Kill’m dead!
CALM & HOPE   I wish I had stayed home!
SON   And saved myself.
FATHER   Then I’d be okay.
NEUROTIC   (determined) Sometimes I have these impulses, I have these day 
dreams, and I imagine myself lashing out!
FATHER   (determined) I can’t sleep lately! I tell people, “I can’t sleep lately!” 
They say, “Oh!” They don’t know quite what to say!
HOPE   (desperate) It’s scary, the things that can happen. People change! 
Become different! Promise me we’ll never become like that!
SON   (ironic) “I’ve gotta learn something if I’m going to live on my own!”

Blackout. Immediately followed by a special up on NEUROTIC.

NEUROTIC   (sincerely) I have this dream, in which I’ve killed my daughter, 
and kill my husband. It scares me. It frightens me very much. And I’m not sure 
what to do. When I wake up, my daughter is in her room, and my husband is 
beside me. And I’m not sure I know either one of them.

Special down on NEUROTIC and up on FATHER.

FATHER   (sincerely) I have this dream, in which my daughter is dead, and my 
wife attempts to kill me. I’m not sure who killed my daughter, I think it was my 
wife. I couldn’t have done it, I’m never around. It’s terrifying. But then I wake 
up, my daughter is in her room, and my wife is beside me. And I’m not sure I 
know either one of them.

Special down on FATHER and up on SON.

SON   (sincerely) I have this dream, that I make it on my own. And life is pretty 
good. But the trouble is other people always get in the way. And I’m not sure 
what to do. Because nobody listens anymore. They’re all too afraid. And I’m not 
sure what to do, except look out for myself.

Special down on SON and up on HOPE.
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HOPE   (sincerely) I have this dream, that we go to Disneyland, we ride the 
Peter Pan ride and It’s A Small World. And everything is okay. Only then I 
realize that nobody has been listening to each other. We’ve been having all 
this fun but not with anyone. They’re all too afraid… Promise me we’ll never 
become like that.

Special up on SON.

SON   (hesitant) I promise.
HOPE   Promise me we’ll always be together.

Special up on FATHER.

FATHER   I…
HOPE   Promise me you love me.

Special up on NEUROTIC. Beat. She says nothing.

HOPE   Promise me. (beat. Then directly to SON.) I love you. Promise me.

SON looks at her, torn. Beat. NEUROTIC and FATHER look at each 
other, tense and wary. Beat. SON turns away and pulls a gun, aims 
it straight at the audience. The others notice and do the same, first 
NEUROTIC, then FATHER, then finally HOPE. They all hesitate 
nervously. Then SON cocks his gun. The others do the same. At the sound 
of a loud collective bang, blackout. In darkness we hear:

HOPE   I love you. Do you love me?
SON   Yes.
HOPE   I need to hear you say it.
SON   …I love you.
NEUROTIC   I’ve been having this dream!
FATHER   …I know. So have I.

 Music in darkness. Lights up. Bows. 

 The end.


