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CHARACTERS

PUNK

Thirties to Forties. A man who appears to be a rough and
dangerous crimnal, but was once a famly man and decent
in all respects.

JOHNNY

A few years younger than Punk, his brother via adoption
and and his closest life-long friend. Johnny is very
sensitive and conpassi onate, but extrenely enotionally
unstabl e, |large and physically powerful.

EVE

Thirties to Forties, Johnny's cousin and Punk's ex-
girlfriend and at one point his mstress. She is an ex-
prostitute, now a porn actress and junki e seeking the
Anmeri can Dream

CHRI S

Thirties to Forties. A Harvard Graduate and priest, and
al so the son of the wealthy and powerful Governor. He is
an intellectual and true biblical scholar, conpassionate,
wi th deep enpat hy, but al so sonewhat naive

The Ti ne
The Present.

The Scene
The entire play takes place in an abandoned war ehouse
on the outskirts of a city. It has been turned into

a tenporary bare living environment fromjunk found

on the street. There are a few very old hand ne downs
t hat Punk and Johnny could never part with, left to
themfromtheir parents.

Sonet hi ng happened here that cannot be reversed, but
needs to be reversed, like the pain that is felt when
one is promsed | ove, then abused and abandoned
instead. They are left with a deep feeling of betrayal
by the only people they ever trusted, in a state of

di sbelief, and stunned |i ke a deer caught in the
headl i ghts of an oncom ng Mack Truck.
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...t was

Perfect?

Perfect re
green | awn

... SW ngs?

Swi ngs, sl

OPENI NG OF THE PLAY

AT RI SE

Morning. Lights up very slowy,
revealing at first, shadows of Punk
and Johnny, then after a nonent
they rise into full light. Johnny,
is dramng with his crayons at the
ki tchen tabl e facing the audi ence.
Punk, burnt out and desperate, is
on the phone pacing by his large
stuffed chair, inpatiently waiting
for soneone to answer. Punk and
Johnny are in the mddle of a
conversation

PUNK
a perfect little house.

JOHNNY

PUNK

d roof, perfect little flower garden,

, White picket fence..

JOHNNY

PUNK

i de, nonkey bars, little windows wt'

| ace curtains...

...Nice in

Perf ect!

| had the

Jus’ sitti
for mles

J OHNNY
si de?

PUNK
J OHNNY
sane dream

PUNK

green

perfect

n' in a green prairie, nothin" surroundin' it

an'" mles, an' this famly?



JOHNNY
Except it was on a desert.
PUNK
Desert ?
JOHNNY
Not hin" surroundin' it but a dry, disgusting desert.
PUNK
No, Johnny.
JOHNNY

Vultures flyin' over death. Lizards wal kin' across
rocks. Blazin' sun...

PUNK
... This asshole ain't answerin' his phone. PICK THE
DAWMN THI NG UP | KNOW YA THERE YA RUDE SON OF A BITCH...

JOHNNY
...sun's neltin" down over sandy white desert nountains.
Lone cactus on a grassless hill. Tunbl eweeds crossin
salt flats pushed by ancient w nds...
PUNK
. No. ..
JOHNNY
.lizards wal kin' across rocks..
PUNK
.Wong. ..
JOHNNY
. A snake hissin' in a tree..
PUNK
. No snakes. ..
JOHNNY
. I npendi ng doom or death everywhere..
PUNK
.That ain't it I'mtellin vya...
JOHNNY
.That’s it. | lived it...
PUNK

(to phone)
. Maybe he’s in the bathroom.!



J OHNNY
(growi ng frustration)
...nothin" surroundin" it for mles an' mles. An
this famly. ..

PUNK
(to phone)
... SON- OF- A- GODAMNED- BI TCH. . !

JOHNNY
...an" sittin" high up on a cliff, |lookin'" down, there's
an Eagle. Below, red rock 'n" sand stretched out for mles
in every direction. Eagle sees a nouse tryin' to escape
t he heat, swoops down, grabs the nouse by the back of its
neck an' pulls it up into the vast, open sky. Muse screans
for it's life, as it disappears outta sight.

PUNK
Except it was on a prairie.
(screanms to Chris offstage)
VWHY AIN T HE ANSWERIN HI' S FUCKIN PHONE THI S TI ME
PRI EST?!

Punk runs of fstage steam ng nad.

J OHNNY
Fucki n' Desert.

PUNK
(scream ng from of f st age)
G assl ands, nountai ns, the sunset an' the sea behind it.

J OHNNY
DON T TAKE MY DREAMS FROM ME TOO YA ASSHOLE

Punk enters holding Chris by the
back of his neck. Chris is

bl i ndf ol ded and his hands are tied
in front of him Punk violently
throws himcenter stage. Chris

| ands on the floor face down.

PUNK
Here ya go, Mce for the eagle.



EVE WANTS HER DRUGS

PUNK
(to Johnny)
Keep Lilith offa himw llya, |ike ya agreed.
(to Eve)
Fuckin' ridicul ous on-screen nane. Lilith. Wat the
fuck's that nean?

EVE
They gave it to nme, | don't care. Scripts don’'t even
have ny nane in it — just he, she or he 1, she 1, if
there’s nore than 1... all it is says is: suck, fuck

doggy style, mssionary, over a chair, in a tub, gorilla
suit, anal, cunshot, cunswap, MLF, totally destroyed,

| esbi an seduction, blacked, double penetration, triple
penetration, quadruple penetration, whatever — who gives
a fuck what ny nane is. |I'man actress | gotta follow
the script and reach "ny audi ence".

PUNK

“Cause ya fans gotta renenber who the fuck you are if
you wanna nmake noney. GCotta have sone slut-nanme ya
wanna be successful. Sonethin' all the horny 'burbies
can renmenber. Like, "STARRI NG': Pussy-Cat, Super-Twat,
Love- Tunnel, Cumlng, O g-Asm Penny Penetration, sone
shit like that. Lilith..?

(laughs nocki ngly)

EVE
...1t"s cute. Like lilies in a field.

PUNK
Den call yaself Rose-ith, or Chrysanthemumith
(1 aughs nocki ngly)
Daffo-Dil do-ith! Hey, that's a good one!

EVE

(hurt)
| don't care.

(putting groceries away)
I"'mfeelin' it already, Punky. | know ya stashed ny
fix so | quit drugs but not today OK Hun? |'ll need ny
momy in ny armsoon. So don't go playin' ganes. |
had a rough day. Quys cumtasted funky |ike
foul -snel ling Chlorox...

PUNK
... EVE DON'T START THAT SH..

EVE
...H's cock was so big | was gaggin' on it alnost died,
an' had the worst breath and body odor..



PUNK
. EVE. ..
EVE
...Still got a bad taste in ny nmouth ya know. ..
PUNK
. EVE. ..
EVE
..An" | had to pretend I was turned on when he was
doin' ny ass...
PUNK
. EVE. ..
EVE

...Didn"t need Triple Pen, he alnost split ne in two
wit his one huge banana splitter..

PUNK
. EVE. .

EVE
...Don"t know where he got a cock that bigit's a
mut ati on or sonethin'..

PUNK
. EVE. ..
EVE
... The filmer guy was jackin' off while filmn' he said
| oved ny noan so it mght be a hit filmI'mhopin'...
PUNK
. EVE. ..
EVE

| practice noans...
(fakes a noan)
.an' orgasns | got like twenty different ones..
(fakes an orgasm
...an' It's payin' off. But he was abusive al nost...
| don't care...

PUNK
... ENOUGH GODAMNIT. . !

EVE
...l bought you food with the noney | earned so don't
"ENOUGH GODAMNI T" ne... | don't live in a delusion
like you. I'mlivin' in reality Punk..

( MORE)



EVE ( CONT' D)

(spells it)
REALTI.T.T.Y.

(takes an Oreo Cooki e,

twsts it open and |icks

the cream i nsi de)
So grow the fuck up. Even this shit don't get the taste
outta ny nouth. What should | nake for dinner, Hun?
Pizza or pizza?



PUNK REVEALS HE IS CHRI S' S BROTHER

Punk, violently angry but trying to
suppress it, slowy brings the gun

up pointing it right at Chris, who

gasps in utter terror.

J OHNNY
(terrified)
Don't even think it.

CHRI S
(to hinself, terrified)
"bl ess them whi ch persecute you; bless, and curse not.
(begi ns weepi ng)
"Bl essed are the neek. Blessed are the pure in heart."”

EVE
(referring to her drugs)
Pl ease, Punky, | gotta feel ny nmonmy again?

Eve lays down in fetal position,
facing toward the audi ence. Punk
puts the gun against Chris's head.

J OHNNY
Hey, Bro!

CHRI S
(terrified, to hinself)
"And in thine hand is power and mght..."

PUNK
Tell me what he did - tell me the truth about the
i nvisible. ..

CHRI S
..."And in thine hand it is to make great..."

PUNK
...Stop recitin' that bullshit it won't get you outta
this answer ny questions or | pull the trigger.

Pause. Chris is terrified, frozen
and trenbling.

PUNK
There was anot her son.

CHRI S
(terrified)
There... was a son...



PUNK

... The son of the father. What happened to hin?
CHRI S

He is still alive, as far as | know.
PUNK

Wiy don't you know?

Pause.

PUNK

Way don't you know?!
CHRI S

It was a cover-up
PUNK

AND?
CHRI S

He was adopted when he was a baby. He was the child of
my father's mstress. The woman...

PUNK
... The woman?! She didn't have a nanme?

CHRI S
He covered it up to protect ny nother, and his career.
Please. [I'll tell you anything you want to know. Just
pl ease take the gun away. | can hardly breathe.

JOHNNY

Bro' put it down ya scarin' ne.

Punk remains frozen with the gun to

Chris's head.

PUNK
What happened to the woman?

CHRI S
She. ..

PUNK
... Was cast out of paradise?

CHRI S
| don't know.

PUNK

Into poverty with her little child in her arnms? Wat
was her story?
( MORE)



--10

PUNK ( CONT' D)
What did she do, this invisible woman your father fucked,
who's holy cumnmade a child in his inmge?

CHRI S
She asked for noney. And she was deni ed.

PUNK
Deni ed?! Denied what? Love? Banished from al
responsibility to protect a career, a nane? An inage?
What el se was she denied..?

CHRI S
She was. ..

PUNK
...Pick: A Prostitute? A Wwore? A Slut? A Human
Being in trouble? WHAT WAS SHE CHRI S? Pick one before
| get tense and ny finger slips sending that
bull shitter's brain of yours to hell where it Dbel ongs.

CHRI S
| had nothing to do with it |I wasn't even born yet.

Eve sits up with the bl anket w apped
around her. She |ooks like a

t eenager on the streets, shaking in
fear.

PUNK
VWH CH ONE WAS SHE GODDAMNI T!

CHRI S
A human being in trouble? She was the victimof a crine.
A terrible crine.

Long sil ence.

PUNK
Yeah, that's right.
CHRI S
How di d you know?
PUNK
God spoke to ne.
CHRI S
How di d you know?
PUNK
|"m Psy-sick. Let's see... She was a beautiful woman.

Beautiful eyes. The soul of a saint.
( MORE)



--11
PUNK ( CONT' D)

|"m hearin' her voice — so gentle. This... Human being
introuble. In need of help. This mracle who was
once a baby inside soneone, now grown up, and abandoned,
al one, frightened, confused, hurting... And physically
beautiful. D d your father see anything but her |ooks?
Did he hel p her when she was... “In trouble” this “good
man” the father of a fucking priest?
EVE

(very gentle voice)

|’mso tired baby. Please? | need your help.

Eve sits on the floor in front of
t he sofa and al nost as if drunken
with wthdrawal, | ooks at her hands,
crying softly, tired, disoriented.

PUNK
Her touch was so loving and tender. Filled with |ove.
(pause)
She had a little boy. Wen she held him he knew he
was | oved an' nothin' could hurt him AmI getting the
story straight?

CHRI S
Yes.
PUNK
He needed her love, |ike he needed to breathe. Connected

to all of her humanity, and she his. This baby that
came out of her and into her arms staring up at her
eyes in the |ight.

(pause)
One day she didn't conme hone. Her friends cane to see
her and found the little boy sittin' in his own shit;
dehydrated, an' hungry, an' cryin' for his nomy.

EVE
(very gentle voice)
Pl easeeeeeeee help ne... Pl easeeeeeeeeeeee..

Eve lays on the floor in a fetal position
facing the audi ence, drained.
She reaches out for sonething.

PUNK
He'd been like that for two days. An' he renenbered
it. Funny thing, gettin' psy-sick, huh? Wat happened
to her, Chris?

CHRI S
She requested noney, was denied, and she threatened to
make troubl e.



PUNK
Trouble for the almghty powerful Cum Lord? What
happened to her Chris?

CHRI S
She... di sappear ed.

PUNK
"Di sappeared"?
(pause)
No. Her remains were found five years later, in a ditch.

CHRI S
(pause)
That's right. How did...
PUNK
...Bullet in her head. It's comn' in so strong these

pi ctures. Wat happened to her little, sweet, mracle
of a child. The son of the father, and your half-
br ot her ?

CHRI S
He was adopted we heard.

PUNK
And he grew up to becone?

Pause. Punk's hand hol di ng the gun
slightly shaki ng.

CHRI S
| don't know.

Punk, takes the gun away.

PUNK

Very | ong pause.

PUNK
See what sins do?



EVE' S CH LDHOOD MEMORY

EVE' S MONOLOGUE REVEALS WHAT A LI E FEELS LI KE
TO A CH LD, AND HOW I T AFFECTS AN ENTI RE LI FE.

Her Iife, and all of the characters in this play feel
abandoned, lied to, abused, ruined, and are confused by the

| ack of foundation they experienced. Too nmany abandoned their
true responsibility towards themas children and adults.
Things break. Fracture. Disintegrate. The resulting chaos
rises as they each attenpt to find unity, salvation, peace,
and a stable famly life together. This nonol ogue defines
what it feels like to realize you ve been betrayed, abandoned,
and lied to, through the nenory of a Prostitute and Porn
Actress, when she was an innocent child.

EVE
Bef ore he went nuts, nmy daddy used to tell nme God was wat chin
over us, ya know? There were guardi an angels, and a pl ace
call ed heaven. | renmenber seein everything |like heaven,
an' everything was like a gift. But as | got ol der, everyone
started treatin' nme different. He didn't see ne the sane
way no nore. Sonethin' else happened. To him Then to ne.
And there | was, in the mddle of all this, grown" up, tryin
to be an angel searchin' for the God that raped ne of ny
chil dhood dreanms because he lied to ne. Alieis like a

rape. It’s violent. Violates our trust. An' trust is
safety. Solid ground we can wal k on together. Don’'t matter
if youre bein” lied to by soneone you need the truth from

or, if youre lying to yourself because you're too afraid of
the truth. A lie hurts us deep. 1In here. Mybe he lied to
me because he couldn't stand the thought of his baby know ng
ugliness. The ugliness outside, and the ugliness inside of
him But he lied to ne. And he violated ne. But | needed
the softness of the truth. | needed to be touched. Held.
Conforted. | grew up, but I was still a child in a woman's
body searching for sonmethin' | couldn't have. | needed to
feel free again. But everyone ran away, and heaven, it
slipped out of sight. Jus' went... away... Even the fantasy
didn’t hold no water no nore. Just disappeared |ike nmy daddy.
One night he was with us, one night he was gone — and no one
knew where he went. M nother cried for nonths. Then she
stopped cryin’ . Stopped feeling anything. Her face grew
cold as stone. Heaven disappeared fromher smle. She died,
before she died. | wish it had been different, ya know?

But the way | thought it was gonna be, jus' wasn't the way

it turned out. What do ya do with themtwo things?

END OF WRI TI NG SAMPLE



