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CHARACTERS
PETER
Forties to sixties.  Highly intelligent, insightful,
overly analytical, emotional, a poet and writer who
holds a meaningless job he hates. 

BELINDA
Forties to sixties.  Highly intelligent, overly
emotional, seeks fantasy more than reality but
not delusional, feisty, starving sexually.

TIME
Now.

THE SCENE
The play takes place in Peter and Belinda's home, and
inner minds, as well as other locations that are
represented using a bare stage, simple costumes, mimed
items, and simple lighting effects.

THE SET
The space surrounding the set should be pitch black, as
if stretching into eternity.  No specific location such
as a suburb or city should be obvious.  There is a huge
pile of old baggage dead center.  The pile consists of
large and small memorabilia from a life spent together. 
It must be large enough so that the actors can sit, lay,
or stand inside of it.  Around the Baggage Pile are areas
that can represent any location such as their living
room, a bus stop, a street, etc.  All suggestive.  Two
or three black boxes can be used as furniture such as
seats, or a sofa if pushed together.  The boxes can be
quickly moved by pushing them to a different area.  Other
than baggage items the Actors pull off the pile, props
are mimed such as drinking coffee and eating.  Upstage
and other areas represent doors to their bedroom,
bathroom, and main entryway to their home.  The slamming
of a door or opening of a window is done by sound effects. 
The set must be situated so that any area can be lit and
the set pieces and Baggage Pile disappear (as much as is
possible in smaller spaces) leaving the actors in a pool
of light surrounded by an abyss of blackness when in
other areas of the stage.  The black abyss represents
eternity, space, the overbearing nothingness that co-
exists with us on earth, yet invisible in our daily lives.



--2

THE WALLS
In Act 2 Scene 5, the last scene of the play, the
entire set changes so that the walls appear to have
moved in creating a small room, actually a large
box, that  engulfs the garbage pile, with Belinda
and Peter in it up to their necks or upper chests
and shoulders.  This is not a box within the large
original set remaining around it.  The effect has to
appear that the walls of their home have moved in on
them and this is the same set, only smaller.  If
adding 3 walls around the Baggage Pile is not possible
for your production, then just use the Baggage Pile
but drown out the surrounding set to be pitch black,
so we only see the smaller box and Baggage Pile in
it.  The back of the pile might have a built in seat
for comfort during this scene.

THE BAGGAGE PILE
Because the actors will move around or sit in the
pile, it has to be stable at the bottom so the items
don't spill out all over the set shrinking the height
of the pile.  The Baggage Pile is the central set
piece, as the other pieces are just a few black boxes. 
The Baggage Pile can be accomplished by placing the
baggage on a platform with a secure high "lip" that
holds the baggage in place - the lip can be wood and
on the outside have baggage items secured onto it so
they blend in with the loose baggage inside behind
it.  The Baggage Pile should move and shift as they
stand, lay, sit, or move items around.  Later, in the
last scene of the play, this Pile has to be engulfed
in a smaller box.  However, the Baggage Pile is the
only set consideration, and should be given creative
thought to make the illusion work properly, be
comfortable for the actors to walk into, sit on, roll
on etc., and above all be safe for the actors.



EXCERPT 1

From the first opening scene of the play, Peter
arrived home from shopping, beat up badly,
hair a mess, torn off sleeve and scratched
arms, as the world outside this home has gone
mad.  Peter and Belinda are in the middle of
an argument.  They are putting groceries away.

BELINDA
(referring to the groceries)

TAKE THESE BACK.

PETER
THROW THEM OUT I'M STAYING but good try.

Belinda rolls her eyes. Peter
mimes putting away  groceries.

BELINDA
I can't dream when you're here.

PETER
Blame our personal childhood dramas that are now clashing...

BELINDA
...Peter please shut the fuck up...

PETER
...all the Freudian, Jungian, Gestalt, Transactional Analysis...

BELINDA
...Peter shut the fuck up...

PETER
 ...theories of psychoanalytical theoretical hypothetics...

BELINDA
...HYPOTHETICS ISN'T WORD..!

PETER
...Wrapped in a sandwich of intellectualizing intellectualizations...

BELINDA
...SHUT...

PETER
...on-going rambling attempting to understand the seemingly deep...
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BELINDA
...SHU...

PETER
...complex underlying causes of the unconscious mi...

BELINDA
...SH....

PETER
...Including the influences that ultimately created the universe
but unwrap all that, and what really is there, is confined to the
fact that what we’re doing is trying to suck each others energy...

Belinda screams putting her
hands over her ears.

PETER
...because human beings need energy and all of our manipulative,
neurotic, paranoid behavior is just a unique way of sucking energy
from the other because that’s what human beings do...suck.

Belinda grabs an empty grocery
bag, puts her thumb in her
mouth, covers her head with
the empty grocery bag and drops
to the floor into a fetal
position facing the audience. 
Peter turns as he hears her
thud, walks over to her and
stands directly over her looking
down trying to control himself.

Long pause.

PETER
Not the ostrich escape thing again!  We need to hold it together
in here, because out there it's..uh...they're...

(screams)
MANIACS!

He drifts off and looks down
at Belinda.  We see the top of
his head.  He scratches the
top of his head.

PETER
...my childhood drama is being stimulated by that childish overly
dramatized display at a really bad time, Belinda.  Let's try again
get up.  We can work this out.
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Belinda doesn't move.

PETER
(growing confusion and panic)

Unless you get up I don’t know actually what I’m going to do
because I have this incredible urge to...KILLLLLL YOU....

(he stops himself, panicked -
closes his eyes, breathes)

Forgive yourself.  I am not going to respond to this in my usual
typical predictable text-book male Peter way.

(abrupt rage)
I HATE YOU!

(calms himself)
I'm sorry I didn't mean to overreact, even though I did.  I'm OK
now.  Okay?  Okay.  Let's put some perspective on this.

(looking down at Belinda)
I am a graduate of a top level intensive twelve step training
program to overcome being male.  Don't let your animal urges
surface, don't try to FIX this, de-male your responses.  Let the
millions of years of evolution and instincts go...no need to enact
irrational violence on HER FACE!  I didn't mean that either, that
was awful, forgiving myself, and I'm sorry even though it was the
truth, it's just a irrational primitive explosion, expressed badly,
from my caveman-conditioning, which wasn't my fault, and I
apologize.  Even though I don't want to apologize.

(short pause)
There is a rational explanation, even a scientific truth that is
motivating my beloved's...choice.  Belinda, my bride, is expressing
herself, physically, through physicalization.  Listen to her Peter. 
Listen.  What is Belinda trying to tell you?

Belinda screams in one long
breath for 3 seconds with her
head in the bag.

Belinda begins to make small
sexual noises with her head in
the bag.

PETER
We’re of a higher consciousness than our parents, we’re sensitive
and need to express ourselves in an overtly symbolic way
occasionally.  This is an allegorical experience.  A metaphorical
transition to a new potential awakening modality.  A symbolic
expression of a deeper dream-like state manifesting itself
physically...sexually...humanly...inhumanly...stupidly...
moronically...insanely...obnoxiously...pathetically...
annoyingly...aggravatingly - YOU MAINIAC!

(breathes in)
But...that's all.  It's an image Peter, read into the image.  In
the final analysis, what the fuck does this image mean?
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He is completely baffled. 
Long pause as he looks down at
his feet where Belinda lies.

Belinda, groaning moving towards
orgasm.

PETER
(to himself)

Different perspective Peter, shift the shit:  Isn't it beautiful
that Belinda wants to share her deepest feelings through acting
out, rather than intelligent, honest, adult verbal communication? 
Perhaps falling to the floor in a fetal position as ridiculous
and absurd as it might overtly appear, and masturbating, may
actually have some greater significance if one looks deeper into
it - this moment is an opportunity in disguise and can open up
new doors for our deep, long, meaningful relationship.  Shed new
light on old darkness.  Help us both grow to the next level of
something profoundly important.  Something that you should listen
to.  And not judge.  Even if there is no way not to judge
this...this... breatheeeeeeeee...that's it Peter, you're doing
great.  Eliminate the male in you and everything will be just
fine.  Right Belinda?

Belinda screams in ecstasy,
arching her back, her head
still in the bag.  Then releases
a long sigh and grows limp, on
her back, head in the bag.

PETER
I will not start labeling this Paranoid, Schizoid, Antisocial,
Borderline, Histrionic, Narcissistic, Avoidant, Dependent,
Obsessive-Compulsive Sexual-floor-masturbation ostritch escapist
disorder - I'm not going to do that - instead -

(sits upstage of her in a LOTUS
position)

I’m going to suck energy from alternative sources into my very
special God-like self, the transcendental manifestation of once
ancient stardust that has morphed into human form, and that’s why
I’m a miracle.  I come from the sun.

He begins to suck energy in a
meditative fashion.  He begins
to let out a deep OMMMMM, eyes
closed.  Then breathes in
deeply.

After a moment, Belinda silently
rises on all fours and with
bag on head, crawls silently
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offstage.  She slams the door
shut and Peter opens his eyes. 
Looks at the door.  Jumps to
his feet.



EXCERPT 2

They sit on boxes facing one another, miming
sitting at a table eating together.

BELINDA
So you won’t cut my head off anymore when I tell you how I feel
or what’s going on with me?

PETER
Absolutely not.

BELINDA
We’re beginning to have a conversation. Get the Dolly.

Peter gets a pink bunny rabbit off the baggage
pile. Then sits holding it as he talks.

PETER
I’ve evolved beyond defensive behavior.  Nothing threatens me
because I have learned that I live in this body, not this house. 
I’m a beautiful person that doesn’t deserve to be punished, who
values his life and is past would haves, could haves and should
haves.  I’m open to life and want to be present.  I’m into pure,
unbiased, uncensored truth. And slogans.

He takes a spoonful of soup and hands the
bunny rabbit to Belinda.

BELINDA
I’m having an affair.

PETER spits his soup out all over the table.
They look at one another.  Belinda hands Peter
the Bunny Rabbit doll.  Peter tries to speak
but cannot and hands it back to her.

BELINDA
For two years. It’s soooo hot!  We fuck on the kitchen floor. We
fuck on the bathroom floor.  On my back.  On my knees. Hanging
from the ceiling fan.  He has a dungeon.

She hands him the bunny rabbit doll.  Peter
just looks at her soup dribbling out of his
mouth.  Hands it back.

BELINDA
And I love it. I can’t get enough. I want him right now as I look
at you. I want him to tie me in chains and suspend me from the
basement and...
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Peter snaps the Bunny Rabbit doll from Belinda
who abruptly shuts up. He tries to speak but
can’t. He takes a deep breath and hands the
doll back.

BELINDA
...fuck me in a sex swing hung by support beams in his basement
dudgeon, leather spikes on the wrist cuffs and devour me. As I
scream and beg for more. I like it rough. I like him to enter
every hole with his huge dick. It fills me up. It makes me shiver
with passion and lust. I like to be whipped. Chained. Hot wax
drip on my… Peter grabs the doll.

PETER
(rising)

...I’m gonna puke.

Peter exists and pukes offstage – we hear it
clearly.

Belinda eats, smiling.

BLACKOUT.



EXCERPT 3

BELINDA
I look at you, and see that tired, middle aged face attached to
your worn-out body, and behind it I see a twenty five year old
man standing on a park bench smiling ear-to-ear, with a rose in
his hand, reciting a poem about a dove in flight, that he wrote
just for me.  And I know it was just a superficial quest to get
into my pants, but lovely all the same.  And that smile...

Peter smiles that smile.

BELINDA
...like the sun was shining through you.

PETER
The title was Flight of the Dove - I loved that poem.

BELINDA
I did too.  It made me fall in love with you.

PETER
I have a very fond memory of it.  I wrote it on toilet paper while
taking a shit in a dive dinner on an old muddy highway on the way
home from college somewhere in Kansas.

BELINDA
Why would you be thinking of a Dove while taking a shit?

PETER
Why wouldn't I?  That diner was across from a dead cornfield with
an old American Indian statue carved from an ancient tree trunk,
at the foot of its entrance.  The statue was half rotted away and
his face looked like it was sobbing or in pain or both.  Next to
it was another wood carving out of another ancient dead tree trunk
of a slave hanging from a chain.  There was blood stains all over
both.  I wanted to send the poem to you so I would get laid when
I returned.  I had just read Cyrano de Bergerac.

BELINDA
Do you remember that bench?  And that young, optimistic, beautiful
young man jumping off that bench like he was trying to fly, then
kissed me forever in the sun?

PETER
That kiss was like a tsunami and we just stood there as the
thousand foot wave hit us, and as it subsided, everything on earth
was destroyed, but we were still kissing in the sun.
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BELINDA
A kiss is a lifeboat in the storm.

PETER
Then what happened?

BELINDA
That idealistic boys face grew older.  Day by day by day.  A line
here.  A small, almost undetectable droop of your skin there. 
Our dreams not coming true.

PETER
Still kissing?

BELINDA
Your stomach slightly falling outward.  Your beard getting some
gray in it.  Eating the same meals.

PETER
Still kissing?

BELINDA
Your shoulders just a tiny bit smaller.  Your bouts of impotence
when you see me naked more frequently.  Your dick too limp in the
lamplight to lick.

PETER
Still kissing?

BELINDA
And your nervousness feeling it all slipping away, and trying to
prop it up again, without poetry.  Replaced by burps and farts.

PETER
It was lust.

BELINDA
It was love.

PETER
Love is what we want to believe exists.

BELINDA
If we believe it exists, it exists.  Or we couldn't believe it.

PETER
It was both.  It was neither.  But it "was".

BELINDA
Even the fantasy of love is better than a reality without it.
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PETER
When did the poem turn into a hot fuck?

BELINDA
After you bought that million-dollar life insurance policy.

PETER
Insurance did it for you - I'll buy some more.

BELINDA
(remembering this passage)

"The poem, the poet, the dreams of a life well failed.  Maybe if
something feels wonderful, it actually is.  It sinks deeper and
deeper inside of you somewhere.  Until you forget it's there."

PETER
You can't see inside of me or I you.  We cannot know what it is
like to be the other.  Sadly.  It's almost impossible to know
ourselves.  Sadder.

BELINDA
(growing pain)

I need your love but I can't touch it, Peter.  I can't smell it
anymore.  I've forgotten its taste.  The rose you held up while
reciting The Flight of the Dove to me, has wilted and died.  In
you.  In me.  And I hate that about us because we had it - we
held it in our hands and hearts together.  We gazed into one
another's eyes for hours and didn't want to move.  The many poems
you recited to me have been buried under years of pain and
resentment and anger and hostility and boredom...

PETER
...Replaced by fantasies to keep what's lost alive...

BELINDA
...poetry is a beautiful dream...I wanted our love to be like
poetry...

PETER
...layered with infinite textures and scents and sounds and sights -
beautifully layered and deep and freeing and dangerous...

BELINDA
...life and passion.

PETER
Poetry and fantasy reveals the possible in the unbearable.  And
anything is better than the unbearable.
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BELINDA
Even the beauty is unbearable because we know it will only become
a memory and one day end.  But it feels so right to care deeply. 
For as long as you can.

PETER
Caring is messy and dangerous.  All that effort and those you
care about - either don't care, or die.  Leaving you with a mess
of memory.

BELINDA
(reading)

"With any loss, what is left is an emptiness begging to be filled
surrounding your heart.  And in the darkness of it all, you reach
out desperately for a kiss from the sun."

PETER

The Flight of the Dove seeking a Kiss from the Sun.  I like both
as the title of an individual work, that no one will produce.  To
remain on a disk, like a memory waiting to be discovered.  As
usual.

BELINDA
(reading)

"Some things are never discovered.  Like truths hidden because
they ruin the deceptions we've worked so hard to obtain."

PETER
Yes.  You cannot challenge fear-born delusions.  I'm leaving...this
house...this town...my job...everything.  If you leave.  Throwing
it all over the cliff.  I'm starting a new life, too.

BELINDA
That's what you always say.

PETER
It's what you're doing - tonight.  Is it that terrible for you to
remain here with me, than to risk your life to leave me?

BELINDA
I have a ticket, it's safe.

Belinda places the notebook
back on the pile, and lifts a
hot red dress off it, as Peter
speaks below.

PETER
It's exhausting - this humanity we were born with.
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She displays the red dress in
front of her with a mischievous
sexy smile.

BELINDA
Do you like it?

End of WRITING SAMPLE


