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Male 1


High school student
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High school student
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Young adult

Female 2


Young adult

Male 3


Older adult

Female 3


Older adult female

Male 4


Old adult male

Female 4


Old adult female

Scene

In the manner of the Bard this story poeticly traces the love life of a man from High School, through military service, a job, and into retirement.  Scenes are enactment of topical poems.  Sixty years of romance without using the “L” word.  The stage is divided.  Stage right has a bench and is fully lighted.  Stage left is behind a scrim.  An old man sits on a bench holding a white rose and in a dim light watches spotlighted memories of his past.

Time

Twelve scenes from the 1950s to present

Scene 1

How’s Your Que Dice (kay-DE-say) Today?




TIME:

Early childhood.

At Rise:
Female 4 and Male 4 sit on a bench reminiscing about parents and growing up. Stage left dark.

MALE 4

Feels like yesterday.  You and me for sixty years.

FEMALE 4

Feels more like a hundred years if you ask me you old fool.  Arthritis and all.  You aren’t thinking about getting frisky are you? 

MALE 4

No.  I was just thinking about the past.  Remember my father?

(Recited or sung)

“How’s your que dice today?”

Each morning my father 

To my mother would say

Each early morning

As together they lay

“How’s your que dice today?”

FEMALE 4

“How’s your que dice today?”

Early each morning 

of every day

To all of us kids and all of his friends

Here’s what my father would say,

“How’s your que dice today?”

MALE 4 AND FEMALE 4

So now, los estimados,

I say it to you,

“How’s your que dice today?”

“What chu know?” “ How’s it going?”

“How’s the world treating you?”

“How’s your que dice today?”

(Lights lower but not off.)

Scene 2

“Where Would I Like to Go”.   




TIME:
On a date in 1950’s High School.

AT RISE:
FEMALE 4 AND MALE 4 sit on bench in half light.  Light rises stage left on MALE 1 in T-shirt, jeans, motorcycle boots, and ducktails. FEMALE 1 with highschool letter jacket, crenoline skirt and penny loafers.

MALE 4

Remember how cool we were in high school.  All ready to conquer the world.

FEMALE 4

I remember you wanting to get a motorcycle and run off to California.

MALE 4

A Harley, not just any motorcycle.  But there was a new war and the draft and me and you.

MALE 1

(Looking at the moon)

Look at the half moon.  I can’t believe we will have graduated by the time the moon is full. 

FEMALE 1

(Takes his hand and looks at the moon)

High School days will be over.  

(Looks up at her hero)

Dad wants me to go to college next fall.  How about you?  Have you thought about going to college?  Or maybe tavelling to see the world?

MALE 1

(Looks into her eyes)

 In two weeks I will be looking for work and dodging the draft.  If I get drafted I guess I will see a lot of Korea and Japan.

FEMALE 1

(Takes his other hand and looks into his face)

(If you were going to see the world what would you like to see?

MALE 1

You ask where I would like to go.

Swim in the tropics?

Play in the snow?

I would like to dive Cancun,
study the ruins,
and walk the beach in the moon.

Or go off to the desert 

to capture some snakes,
look at the cactus,
and walk the dry lakes.

Or look at the flowers 

as we walk in the park,
hear rippling water and 

the song of the lark.

Or fly to the north with the Eskimo

where the caribou wander

and there is plenty of snow.

I’m peripatetic but you must understand

I won’t go anyplace

I can’t hold your hand.

(They stare into each others eyes holding hands.  Left lights fade).

Scene 3

“Morning on Cancun Beach”.   




TIME:

Next Morning.

At Rise:
FEMALE 4 and MALE 4 sit on bench.  FEMALE 1 and MALE 1 walking to school with books.  Left light rise. 

MALE 4

Remember our graduation party plans?

FEMALE 4

Remember the chaperones?

MALE 1

Guess what?  My old man said I could go to Cancun with the group for graduation.  You coming?

FEMALE 1

(Takes his arm)

My parents said “Ok” too.  Isn’t that great?

MALE 1 and FEMALE 1

It is light enough to see a couple walking

hand in hand kicking an impertinent wave.

A sliver moon is talking 

to the sun still behind the horizon in nights cave.

A lone pelican cruises the surf

while two tropicbirds circle for altitude.

A weak sun peeks through thin clouds

to see who is on its turf.

The pelican crashes into the sea 

and surfaces with a pouch of food.

A bright orange sun disc burns through scud

and the orange reflection 

appears upon the choppy flood

silhouetting the lone gliding pelican

and a couple looking at the sea

holding hands.
(They look at each other and continue off stage holding hands as left light falls.)

Scene 4

“I Love You Better When We’re Far Apart”.  



TIME:
A year later

AT RISE:
FEMALE 4 and MALE 4 shift position on the bench.  Male 1 sitting with Male 2 drinking beer.  Left lights rise.

MALE 4 

We didn’t get married right away and I joined the Air Force Reserve.  Remember that Navy guy I told you about?

FEMALE 4

The one that love her better when they were apart?

MALE 1

So you girl dumped you and you signed up in the Navy.  Pretty much the same for me except I picked the Air Force. 

Male 2

(Picks up guitar?)
We met down in the tropics where the dolphins play.

We fell in love and married on the very next day.

When we got back to Texas you broke my very heart

and now I love you better when we’re far apart.

I’m stuck here in Texas with a broken heart

I guess I love you better when we’re far apart.

We got back together for one heck of a night

but ended up next morning in a heck of a fight

Now I am a daddy with a broken heart

but I still love you though we’re far apart

I’m stuck here in Texas with a broken heart

I guess I love you better when we’re far apart.

I’d like to be much closer so I could be a dad

but all of our fighting would just make him sad.

Tell him that I love him with all my broken heart

and that I love his mom much better when we’re far apart. 

I’m stuck here in Texas with a broken heart

I guess I love you better when we’re far apart.

I’ll have to love you both while we’re far apart.
(Male 1 claps.  Both rise and leave.  Left lights fall.)

Scene 5

“Tia Juana Crossing”.  



TIME:  
Three months later

AT RISE:
FEMALE 4 and MALE 4 get up and stretch.  FEMALE 4 sits down.  MALE 4 scratches an itch and sits down.  MALE 1 tells MALE 2 about a Mexican border crossing.  Left lights rise.

MALE 4

Did I ever tell you about a little trip to Mexico?

FEMALE 4

No but its about time.

MALE 1

Today is the big day.  We ship out for Thule.  One year there freezing my butt off and I’m out.  Then I can look for a real job.  Last night we went T- town to enjoy a last warm night out.

I got off the bus from San Diego

and walked through customs 

behind a newly married couple

We passed to the Mexican side

and were walking down the sidewalk

when they were accosted 

by a local entrepreneur

who offered a variety of services.

He asked the lady 

if she wanted to get married.

She grabbed he husbands arm,

smiled, and said they were married.

Then he asked the guy in a stage whisper

"Hey, Buddy.  You want a divorce?"

You gotta give him credit. 

He had something for everyone. 




(They laugh and leave)

Scene 6

“A Call from Thule”.  



TIME:  
Six months later.

AT RISE:
FEMALE 4 and MALE 4 still sitting in half light.  Stage left spot lighted MALE 1 dressed in a parka sitting with a telephone receiver.  Spot lighted Female 1 sits across the stage with telephone. 

MALE 1

Thule Greenland, near the top of the world

where almost everything is south,

gets kinda lonesome in the 24-hour night.

A guy gets depressed and down in the mouth.

To keep the troops happy and keep morale up

you get a free call home every week.

The signal first goes line-of-sight microwave

all the way up to P Mountains peak

Then the signal goes up to a satellite

22,000 mile above Peru

that sends it to the Goldstone receiver site

where there's still plenty to do.

The signal gets decoded, converted and such

then gets connected to a land line

for a five hundred mile trip

all in less than two seconds time.

Talking is just like in the sci-fi movies

where speech has a little delay

The reality is that you are talking 

to someone almost 100,000 miles away.

Morale benefits from this new fangled stuff

like telephones and the satellite high up above

but between sunspots and other noise

the only word I understood was "love".

FEMALE 1

I love you.





(Both hang up phones.  Fade to black).

Scene 7
(SUNS IN ORBIT”)



TIME:
Two years later

AT RISE:
FEMALE 4 and MALE 4 sit on bench.  Male 2 and Female 2, a young professional couple sits talking.  Left lights rise.

MALE 4

Then I finally proposed.

FEMALE 4

But if I had not grabbed you arm and said, “Lets get married next week”,  you would still be trying to figure out what you said.

Male 2

In another young and boundless world

we swam in the surf

and dried in the sun

nibbled sparkling salt crystals

from tanned flesh 

rinsed in a rainwater pool

with gentle touches.

There was intensity 

of the sun,
the touches,
the wonder of being young.

In another universe

on another night 

the owl called through an open window.

We picked persimmons

On cool evenings in the fall

and moonlight made 

tan skin look alabaster.

Another pot of tea is brewing. 

You are friend and lover

day and night

beginning and end.

FEMALE 2

(he take both is hands)

Lets drink the tea and turn out the light.

(Left lights fade)

Scene 8

(“Three Gallon Churn- A Cheapskates Valentine)




TIME:
Five years have past.

AT RISE:
FEMALE 4 and MALE 4 get up and stretch then sit on bench.  FEMALE 2 and MALE 2 are looking at an old churn in an antique shop.

MALE 4

(Mumbles) Ten-year anniversary.

FEMALE 4

I remember an old cheapskate trying to weasel out of a box of candy. 

MALE 2

(Left lights rise) 

On Valentine's Day 

we were poking through antique shops

holding hands and

making nostalgic comments in a whisper

when I found a priceless 

brown Meyer three-gallon churn

(without lid and dasher)

A faint reflection in its dark brown glaze

showed us me as a child 

on Saturday morning

sitting on a tall kitchen chair 

with the cool churn between my bare feet

cool cream waiting to become butter.

I stroked the dasher up and down

and listened to Let's Pretend on the radio

hoping the butter would hurry

so I could get a cool glass of fresh buttermilk

and go out and play.

Two hundred dollars!!

Memories are worth a lot

but not for just an old brown pot.




( They walk off holding hands)

Scene 9

(WELCOME HOME)




TIME:
Ten years later

AT RISE:
FEMALE 4 and MALE 4 change positions.  A frustrated MALE 2 with a suit and brief case stands by the front door.  FEMALE 2, a baby and  kids screaming in the background on the other side of the door.  Female has a sauce pan and a dish towel.  Left light rise.

MALE 4

(Mumbles) Road warrior days.  I sure missed them.

FEMALE 4

I missed them like a sore thumb.

Male 2

I go for a week my fortune to seek

And now I feel I'd like a welcome home.

I get off of the plane in the sunshine or rain

And find I'm in the terminal all alone.

A hundred others disembark 

like the emptying the Ark

three hundred wives and children, 

friends and such.

Hugs, kisses and good news 

welcome homes to chase the blues.

Hearty greetings make friends 

glad they stayed in touch.

His arms around her waist, 

little girl with happy face.

A cocktail party sound as they all confab.

So I walk down the long hall 

in a light gray pall,

get my bags and go out to find a cab.

I ride home in a taxi. 

The driver charges the max he

thinks I'll pay him for the ride.  

The weather news is free.

That I'm home there is no doubt.  

The porch light is burned out,

three newspapers lay in the grass 

and the neighbor’s dog growls at me.

After a week at war 

I walk in through the door

and get the welcome home with which I'm hexed.

Dented fender. Bad report card. 

Stopped up sewer.  Dug up yard.

I want to call the boss and find out when I'm leaving next.

Welcome home.

(He passes through the door as they gather around him. Left light fade.)

Scene 10

Hooked (Twenty-fifth anniversary)




TIME:
twenty-five years

AT RISE:
FEMALE 4 and MALE 4 sit on bench.  FEMALE 3 and MALE 3 sit on a sofa.  He gives her a ring box as left light rise.

Female 3 looks into the box.

Oh. Hon. Its beautiful.  These 25 years just flew.  I hope we have  a hundred more.

Male 3

Twenty-five years ago I joined in a wedding.

We cast off with no course set, 

not knowing where we were heading.

One thing was certain and can't be denied -

I was hooked on the bride.

A year or three later, 

at least, more than one 

We were just getting settled 
when along came our son

It seems like yesterday. 

The years they just flew.

I've been hooked on those two.

Time has flown, the smooth and the rough

I often wonder if I've done enough.

I know that, for my part, it’s been a good life.

I'm hooked on my wife.

FEMALE 3 brings up a champaigne bottle and two glasses as left light fall

Scene 11

(THE WALK)




TIME:  
Another 20 years

AT RISE:
FEMALE 4 and MALE 4 sit.  FEMALE 4 and MALE 4  sit on a bench in the woods.

Female 3

Know what today is, Hon?  Forty five years ago we left that little church and went running into the big wide world.  And I still love you.

Male 3

About mid afternoon on a fine fall day,
cloudy and humid after a quick shower.
Damp leaves muffled our footfalls.

A Bluejay screams in the distance. 

An acorn falls shattering the heavy stillness.

We walked not speaking

holding hands where the path

is wide enough to walk side by side

to a log on the edge of a clearing.

We sat and watched a pair of Cardinals
Flit through the bare branches and thinning leaves.

Holding hands. 

Memorizing worn knuckles

and scarred fingers,

warts and bluish veins.

We silently agreed it was time to return

along the silent path 

through the half-light

holding hands.
(MALE 3 picks up her hand and kisses it.  Left lights fade)

Scene 12

(Lagoon Evening)




TIME:
60 years have passed

AT RISE:
FEMALE 4 and MALE 
Male 4

It would have been 60 short years today full of good memories.  Fifty years of romance without the “L” word. 

Waiting for the lobster to cook

we watched the sun set 

behind the mangrove trees

in a short burst of color.

The silver sliver moon

trailed the setting sun by two hours

Both reflected off the lagoon

framed first by the orange glow

of reflected sunset

then by the black of night.

Two moons and 

pina coladas

on Cancun.

Memories are painted just so.

FEMALE 4

You old fraud.  I always knew you loved me.

 (Stage fades to black)

 END END END
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