10/20/10  Elizondo/Alli Team

STAGE MANAGER #1

GRIFFIN:

Hello there. This play is called “Our Town”.  The students of HTMMA Elizondo/Alli team have rewritten it and in it you will see all the people who worked so hard rewriting it.  The name of this town is Grover’s Corners, New Hampshire.  Right now it’s 2010.  It’s around 7 in the morning.

See over above us?  Sky’s beginning to clear of the morning fog, and sun’s coming up too.  Beautiful isn’t it? (Sighs, looks into the distance)  Why don’t I give you a quick tour of out town before we begin?  (Walks upstage)  Here’s our “Main Street”. Most of the major stores like Starbucks are on this road.  (Walks)  Beyond here is the new high school where George and Emily end up going.  Elementary school’s over there.  (Points off) First hovercraft is gong to come along in 50 years – belonged to our richest citizen, Banker Cartwright.  This big building over here is the town hall and the post office.  They share sides. The jail is in the basement, and Oprah once interviewed us on there front steps here.  We have quite a few churches here. (Pointing)  Congregational’s over here, across from Presbyterian.  Down those side roads are Baptist and Methodist, and past the hospital is the Catholic Church. (Pauses)  

LIZBETH:

After our Doc Gibbs died, that hospital where he worked changed its name to honor him.  Doc Gibbs was one of the best doctors in New Hampshire.  (Walking down Right)  His house is right here, see?  His wife, Mrs. Gibbs, has a nice garden right here (down Right) She grows peas, hollyhocks, carrots, tomatoes, you name it.  (Whispers) Only thing she doesn’t’ grow are jasmine, poppies and sunflowers.  All that is what Mrs. Webb grows.  Her house is right here (Down Left) ‘cross from Mrs. Gibbs.  Nice place, huh?  

That’s it about the main street.  We have other stores too.  Emily Webb and her little brother Wally used to visit Coldstone on a hot summer’s day and football practice was held at the park.  Cemetery’s up on that high hill.  All our earliest citizens are buried up there.  It’s chock full of Gibbs, Webbs, and Herseys and many more.  Pretty nice town we got here. 

(Checks phone, nods)  

GRIFFIN:

Like I said, it’s ‘round 7.  You can hear the distant 7:00 plane flying over. Mrs. Webb and Mrs. Gibbs are getting up now and Doc Gibbs is walking down Main Street.  Twins were born down in Polish Town, so naturally he was there.  

Joe Crowell Jr.’s coming to deliver the mail (JOE CROWELL JR enters) and with that, let the play begin…



 
A1 

JOE CROWELL- Clay,  DOC GIBBS – Daniel, STAGE MANAGER – Griffin, 

HOWIE – Effren,  MRS GIBBS – Mira,  REBECCA – Cinthia,  GEORGE – Tyler C, 

WALLY – Tiger,  EMILY – Savion,  MRS WEBB – Sienna


Suddenly, Joe Crowell JR, 13 starts down Main Street from the right dropping mail into mailboxes.

JOE CROWELL JR: Good morning Doc Gibbs, how ya feeling?

DR.GIBBS: Fine thanks, you?

JOE CROWELL: Never been better. Where did ya just come from?

DR.GIBBS: Polish town. Some twins were just born.

JOE CROWELL: Mail?

DR.Gibbs: Sure, anything new going on around?

JOE CROWELL: Yepp, my school teach Miss Foster’s getting married.

DR.GIBBS: Well that’s nice for her. By the way how’s your arm feelin? Better? Worse? Same?

JOE CROWELL: Eh it still hurts but not as bad I guess. 

DR.GIBBS: Just from one fall, boy you better be more careful.

JOE CROWELL: Will do

DR.GIBBS: See you around then Joe.

JOE CROWELL: Bye Doc

   (DR.GIBBS starts to walk off reading the paper)

STAGE MANAGER: That is one bright kid that Joe Crowell. Graduated from the head of the class, teacher said he was the best out of them all. Going to be an engineer. That’s what he said. A good one at that too. Went to France to celebrate finishing high school but got shot. Poor kid.                                       

HOWIE NEWSOME: Come on you stupid, good for nothing, old pile of scrap get goin I’m on a tight schedule.

STAGE MANAGER: Here comes Howie Newsome, delivering the mail, always late though.


(HOWIE NEWSOME in his late thirties comes riding in his old truck with a mail bag slung around his shoulder. He puts some mail into Mrs. Webbs’ painted mailbox then crosses over to Mrs. Gibbs and puts a much bigger pile of mail into her mailbox.)

HOWIE NEWSOME: Hello Doctor

DR.GIBBS: Morning

HOWIE NEWSOME: Somebody hurt? Sick?

DR.GIBBS: Pair of twins, look nothing like their dad.

HOWIE NEWSOME: Twins glad I don’t have twins, would be a nightmare.

DR.GIBBs: Howie I thought you said you were going to get a car cause honestly how many MPH can that old thing go.

HOWIE NEWSOME: I’d rather not say Gibbs


(HOWIE NEWSOME walks away to MRS.GIBBS back door. There she is waiting for him. Her hands are crossed with a slight frown on her face.)

HOWIE NEWSOME: Oh sorry Mrs. Gibbs you know I don’t mean to be late.

MRS.GIBBS: Howie Newsome you may be a grown man but you are late everyday…

HOWIE NEWSOME: Mrs. Gibbs it’s not really my faul…

MRS.GIBBS: Well don’t even start on that what you need is a better car. 

HOWIE NEWSOME: I’m trying.

MRS.GIBBS: Allright thank you for the mail 


(MRS.GIBBS takes the mail then closes the door.)


MRS.GIBBS: Kids wake up your going to be late! And don’t forget your phones this time!


(HOWIE NEWSOME’S roar of his truck is heard, a backfire then he’s gone.)

MRS.GIBBS: Kids I mean it!

(DR.GIBBs enters the house, pulls up a chair and sits down.)

MRS.GIBBS: Frank, tell me about those twins you said you would tell me when you came back.

DR.GIBBS: Cute I guess.

MRS.GIBBS: Why can’t I get much out of you anymore Frank? You’re always so tired and cranky. I would like it very much if you walked up those stairs to the right, opened the door and fell asleep on the bed. Oh, those kids. Rebecca wake up right now its 7:30! George you too! You have got to talk to George he just complains all day. When he walks in from school he wont even say hi just starts to get on my nerves.

DR.GIBBS: Oh well, I’ll talk to him and make him change his attitude. You’ll see.

GEORGE: Here I am.

MRS.GIBBS: ‘Bout time too.  (Calling upstairs) MY goodness kids! Get out of bed you lazy children! If you’re not down here in five your allowance will be…

REBECCA: Coming, but what outfit should I wear?

MRS.GIBBS: Your jeans and nice v-neck are on your dresser. Please don’t spill anything on them or you will start doing the laundry.

REBECCA: I don’t spill things on my clothes!

MRS.GIBBS: Yes you do end of conversation! 


(GEORGE comes down the stairs with a stained t-shirt and ripped jeans. )

MRS.GIBBS: George, I always knew you were a slob but…. Oh nevermind. Eat your toast and eggs. (calling) Rebecca! Come on don’t make me come up there!

(REBECCA comes running down the stairs.)

REBECCA: (singing) Here I am!!


(The digital clock turns to 8:40)

MRS.GIBBS: Oh my it’s already 8:40! Rebecca, George grab a piece of toast and run to school! Be careful though! 

REBECCA AND GEORGE: Bye mom!

MRS.WEBB: Children go to school you have had enough breakfast.

WALLY: I’m still hungry.

MRS.WEBB: I don’t care. Go. Now.

WALLY AND EMILY: Bye!


(MRS.WEBB is sitting on a bench in front of her house with her nose in a book.)

MRS.GIBBS: Hello, everything was a rush this morning. 

MRS.WEBB: O hello, not as much as usual I’d say.

MRS.GIBBS: Well, I have got to tell you something because if I don’t… if I don’t I’ll.. …I’ll well let’s just say it wouldn’t be pretty.

MRS.WEBBS: Allright what is it?

MRS.GBBS: Some guy knocked on my door and asked if I wanted to sell my great great grandma’s couch for $1,000!

MRS.WEBB: For a couch!?

MRS.GIBBS: Yep

MRS.WEBB: Well what did ya say?

MRS.GIBBS: I said maybe

MRS.WEBB: Well what did Mr. Gibbs think?

MRS. GIBBS: He says that’s a great deal for that old piece of junk.

MRS.WEBB: Well do what you think you want to do.

MRS.GIBBS: Thanks for talking with me about it. 

MRS.WEBB: Anytime.

#2

MIKEYLAH: Now let’s fast-forward a couple hours and to pass the time I’ve invited my… friend, Professor Willard to give a little background information on Grover’s Corners.  

(PROFESSOR WILLARD- JAKE S enters, looking nervous, holding note cards)

This is Professor Willard.  He teaches at the State University.  Will?

JAKE S - PROF.: Er, um…Grover’s Corners, yes… Grover’s Corners is located along the Appalachian Mountain range, lies in old Pleistocene granite, and a shelf of Devonian Basalt…and… Ooh!  There are some vestiges of Mesozoic shale.  

MIKEYLAH: (Rolling eyes) Anything else?

JAKE S PROF.:  Well, there is also some sandstone…

MIKEYLAH SM: That’s not about rocks?

JAKE S PROF.: (flipping thru cards) Well, there were some really great fossils found under Silas Pecham’s parking garage.

MIKEYLAH SM: In my book, fossils count as rocks.

JAKE S PROF.: Well I have some of Professor Gruber’s notes on Precipitation and such…?

MIKEYLAH SM: Maybe the history of man, Will?

JAKE S PROF.:  But…

(SM takes PROF. aside and whispers in his ear)

JAKE S PROF.:  Fine.  (Sad, reluctant)  Well, inside the city limits the population is 50,000…oh, excuse me, 50,002.  The TOTAL population is 50.002.

MIKEYLAH SM: Thanks, that will be enough.  Now lets have Mr. Webb here.  He edits the newspaper.  He’ll give us some more recent information.

THEO - MR WEBB: Well here we have our governor.  He basically runs the town.  Both women and men vote. The women pressure their men to vote for whom THEY want.  We’re mostly lower middle class.  And I don’t even want to get into politics… you know how it is today and all… Not a very exciting town.  Well behaved I guess.

B1 p13-18

Stage Manager - Aleah

Emily - Morgen

Mr. Webb – Nicholas A

George - Jordan

Mrs. Webb – Laura B

Simon Stimson – Jake S

Dr. Gibbs – Josh McKinney

Stage Manager: Now we will go back to the town it is midday and all 50,002 residents are waiting for the final school bell. At the pizza restaurant the main characters are gossiping about the town drunk Simon Stimson who got drunk last night and destroyed Mrs. Webb’s garden. They are still waiting for the final bells to signify that school is out so that the can pick up their kids.


(Emily Walks Down Main street listening to her ipod )

Emily: I can’t Lois my Grandpa is in China and he is Skyping me today after school so I absolutely have to go!!!

Mr. Webb: Emily don’t strut around like that. You got to get home now.  Grandpa is waiting for you.

Emily: Dad that’s not nice.  Just yesterday you told me to walk with my back straight but now, hurrrrr you’re so annoying.


(Emily storms off stage and out of sight then is seen in the kitchen window of her house when George comes down main street texting)

George: HI EMILY!!!!!


George shouts out Emily waves back, then walks out her door to say hi.

George: You made a great speech today in class I was so impressed.

Emily: Aw it wasn’t that great.

George: You know I can see you from my room at night when you do your homework

Emily: You can???  

George: Ya. You sit still for so long I don’t know how you manage it.

Emily: Well it passes time and is sort of challenging

George: Maybe we could like text each other and help each other on the hard problems?

Emily: I guess but isn’t that cheating? 

George: I don’t think so.    (long pause)   But I gotta go to baseball practice. Bye. Hi Mrs. Webb


(Mrs. Webb enters from stage right)  

Mrs. Webb: Hello George.

Emily: Am I pretty mum? Be serious please.

Mrs. Webb: All of my kids have good looks.

Emily: That’s not what I mean.

Mrs. Webb: Yes! Now that’s enough silly talk for today. 

Emily: Oooh Ma, you’re no use at all.

STAGE MANAGER #3

ALEAH:
I think this is a good time to tell you that we are building a new bank in Grover’s Corners.  The funniest thing is that they’re putting a time capsule under the cornerstone for people to see in 1,000 years.  There has been some debate about on what to include but we have agreed on a Bible, a Torah and a Koran, some clothing, some good literature including Roald Dahl and JK Rowling (hardback – so they don’t think we’re cheap-os) a cellphone, a laptop and photos of cars to show how advanced we are.  Maybe we can put in a dvd player and some videos of our lives.  Newspapers of course, Mr. Webb’s Sentinel, and the New York Times.   And a very nice copy of the Constitution of the United States.  What do you say?  Good choices?

DANIELLE O:

It’s a shame nobody did this before.  So we’re putting a copy of this play in the capsule to show what life was really like here in Grover’s Corners.  That way folks in the future will know more about us than just  big events like 9/11 or the election of Obama.  

Boy has time flown by!  It’s 8:30 and you can hear the choir rehearsing. (checks phone) hmmm… must have run a little late tonight.  The children are at home doing homework.  I don’t know why teachers assign that stuff anyways – don’t you learn that already in school?  The day is definitely winding down.

(SIMON STIMSON & DOC GIBBS enter)
Simon Stimson: (Slur your words) Music was made to give pleasure STOP SHOUTING!  You sound like some old crows perched on a wire! To beat the Methodists you gotta sing like a flute, and chirp like a bird.


(Directing the choir then you see George and Emily appear upstage)

George: Pssssst Emily!!!   Lol

Emily: Hi.

George: Hi.

Emily: I can’t work.  The moon light stinks.

George: DId you get the 3rd problem?

Emily: Ya it was so easy. The answer is 6+54.

George: Oh thanks.

Emily: That moon light is terrible and I can hear the choir singing.

CHOIR: (singing, directed by SIMON) Ah- men!

EMILY:  Still, good night.

George: See ya.  Text me later.

Dr. Gibbs: George can you come down a minute?

George: Sure, Dad.


(GEORGE comes down the ladder)

Dr. Gibbs: Sit down, George. I was in my office today and I heard the funniest sound.  It was your mom mowing the lawn. She gets up early every day to cook breakfast and buys you everything you ask for but now she’s also mowing the lawn. I thought that was your job?

George: Yes Dad.

Dr. Gibbs: Then why was she mowing the lawn while you went and played baseball? I am going to raise you allowance to $10 a week but remember to mow the lawn. Where is Rebecca? Choir never runs this late.

George: It’s only 8:30pm. 

Dr. Gibbs:  You’re 16, right?  Well, you better get up to bed then you have a early mornin’ tomorrow. 

George: Yes Dad.

    A2 

Characters:Mrs. Soames-Ana , Mrs. Webb-Michelle, Mrs Gibbs-Andra, 

 Dr. Gibbs-Ramiro, George-Tyler C, Rebecca-Cinthia, Constable Warren- Jose V, and Mr. Webb-Isaac, Simon Stimson – Jake W., Stage manager - Michelle

Setting, Outside in the street gossip after dance practice
At Rise, Mrs. Soames and Mrs. Gibbs are gossiping on the bus after a long night of dance practice.

MRS. SOAMES: See you at dance tomorrow good night Martha.  (under her breath) She  had a terrible voice. (Louder – to passerby) Nice seeing you Mr. Foster, (under her breath she whispered) Never want to sing with him again.

MRS. WEBB: Sure, sure I’ll tell him to put the in the sports magazine that information will definitely satisfy his loyal readers.

MRS. GIBBS: My, it’s so light I think I hear the rosters crowing.

MRS. SOAMES: Night, Irma

MRS. GIBBS: Real nice dance practice today.

MRS. SOAMES: I know those guys really had a nice rhythm. I can’t wait to see the final production, boy that will be amazing.

MRS. GIBBS: Boy, I am proud to be in this routine.

MRS. SOAMES: I really didn’t want to talk in front of all those people but come on this is one of the worst scandals ever and its in our town. It’s straight out of a horror movie.

MRS. GIBBS: What do you mean? I have heard nothing of this.  Boy, the night is such a precious thing.  We should really take a deep breath and enjoy the fresh air.

MRS. SOAMES: But I want to talk about the Simon Stimson scandal.

MRS. GIBBS: Now I’m ready too.

MRS. SOAMES: He is drunk year after year.  You know he was drunk tonight.  How can he dance and sing so well when he is like this?   He has got to have iron gut from years of drinkin’

MRS. GIBBS: No, just a beer gut.   Now we all know his family troubles, just let him be.

MRS. SOAMES: But his addiction is getting much worse.   We can’t let him stay like this.  His adult career will never sky rocket at this point in his life.

MRS. GIBBS: Girl, I’ve been in dance much longer than you.  This is an improvement from when we saw him dancin’ in the streets, but now its ballet and he is not as much interested in it.

(they say goodnight and walk to each others homes together so they are safe, the neighborhood is nice though)

MRS. GIBBS: Do you think Emily can babysit Rebecca on Thursday?  We have to take George to back to school night.

MRS. WEBB:  Sure, good night


(Mrs Gibbs goes into her house and finds her husband staring at her wide eyed)

DR. GIBBS: You’re so late I was getting worried.  It’s light as day out.

MRS. GIBBS: It isn’t later than usual. I can tell you’re nervous.  What’s wrong honey, you alright?

DR. GIBBS: Oh me, I’m fine.   Hey, next time you go to the store, buy some coke, I ran out.

MRS. GIBBS: Fine.  Let’s go outside and smell the Jasmine.

MR. GIBBS: Fine.


(They exit to outside)

DR. GIBBS: Any juicy gossip tonight?  Anything I ought to know. 

MRS. GIBBS: Yes Simo…

DR. GIBBS: Oh Simon Stimson.  More drunk than ever let me guess.

MRS. GIBBS: Worst ever.  I’m worried about his liver.

DR. GIBBS: I know more bout’ Simon then anyone in this town. Some people just don’t know how to behave.  He better just move on to some other city.

MRS. GIBBS: That’s unreasonable.  Think about it! 

DR. GIBBS: Come on Julia it’s getting late. First thing you know you’ll end up with the flu. I gave George a piece of my mind. I suspect the chores will be getting all tidied up now.

MRS. GIBBS: You know what, Frank, Mrs. Fairchild is having a garage sale tomorrow.

DR GIBBS: We should check it out, sounds fun. Come on lets go inside to go to bed.

(They disappear.  Rebecca climbs the ladder beside George.)

GEORGE: Get out, boy you spoil everything!  The window is only big enough for one person.

REBECCA: Please let me look a little.

GEORGE: Gosh look out your own window.

REBECCA: I tried.  There is no light.  You always get what you want, Mom and Dad baby you.

(She joins him)

REBECA: Does the moon shine anywhere else or does it only shine here?

GEORGE: Well um now that you said that it prob’ly does.

 (The stage manager gallops like a gazelle. He pauses. The sound of owls and crickets are heard in the background.)

MICHELLE - STAGE MANAGER: Its just ‘bout 11:30. Most of the lights are out. Constable Warren over there is tryin’ to see if any doors are unlocked, boy we sure are lucky to have a good cop like him around town, oh and there is Editor Webb finally putting the paper down for the night.

(MR. WARREN,an elderly man comes down man street with friends on his sides.)

MR. WEBB: Evenin’ Bill

CONSTABLE WARREN: Evenin’.

MR. WEBB: I can touch da moon its shinin’ so bright.

CONSTABLE WARREN: Yepp, It’s so bright.

MR. WEBB: All quiet tonight.

CONSTABLE WARREN: Well, you’re out and same with Simon Stimson.  I saw his wife out huntin’ for him.  Oh darn he is right there.

(SIMON STIMSON,comes barreling down main street dancing and singing in the middle of the street at a fast speed, with on unsteady sway)

MR. WEBB: Evening Simon… the town seems pretty settled down, what brings you out at this hour?

(SIMON STIMSON, continues on without noticing a word was ever said)

CONSTABLE WARREN: Wow when’s his liver going to blow out?  I mean its ‘bout time.

MR WEBB: Well for him its one pack of trouble after another.   Oh, and Bill, if ya catch me boy smokin’ anything give him your word.  He looks up to you.

CONSTABLE WARREN: Will do.  I never seen him smo.. Oh yes cigs. One time.  Evenin’

(CONSTABLE EXITS, MR WEBB enters his house)

MR WEBB: Who is that I see up there? Is that you Myrtle.

EMILY: It’s just me Dad.

MR WEBB: Why are you not sleeping?  Its half past 12 now.

EMILY: I just can’t sleep Dad, I’m not so tired.

MR WEBB: Well, do you have any thoughts we should speak of on your mind?

EMILY: I have nothing on my mind, Dad.

MR. WEBB: Well have fun,  Don’t let Mom catch you up at this hour.

EMILY: Night Dad. Sweet dreams.

(MR WEBB, crosses the house whistling the tune of some jazz.)

REBECCA: Did I ever tell you about the email that my friend Jane got?   It said she won 100 dollars but it wasn’t to her email but they sent it just the same.  Isn’t that funny.

GEORGE: That’s sure is funny sis.

REBECCA: Yeah I wonder why the company still delivered it.  

GEORGE: Well what do ya know                 

REBECCA: Im getting tired.  ‘Night George.

GEORGE: Night.

STAGE MANAGER: That’s the end of first act my friends feel free to drink and use the bathroom.    (CUT THIS LINE!)

STAGE MANAGER #4 

CLAY:  Three years have passed.  The year is 2013.  6/8 of the world gets married.  Maybe more, you know?  The sun has gone up, the mountains have brought down dirt and water towards the mill, and that can only mean one, thing:  it’s time for the second act.  The first act was called “Daily Life”.  This act, on the other hand, is called  “Love and Marriage,” the story of George and Emily’s love, and their marriage.

It’s July 7th, just after the high school commencement.  That’s when young folks jump into marriage – just like that. 

DANIEL: Marriage.  New babies have been born, newlyweds are off on honeymoons.  Guess almost everyone in Grover’s Corners dies married. Before people here kick the bucket they seem to have this itch to wed that keeps nagging them till they scratch it.

Everyone’s drenched through, because it’s been raining hard.  Mrs. Gibbs’ garden: drenched.  Mrs. Webbs’ garden: drenched.  Everything, just drenched.

I’m impressed with both of them though, because they kept everything tidy in the house.  One of them for 20, the other for 40 years and not one of them had a nervous breakdown. 

It’ like William James said, “Believe that life is worth living and your belief will help create the fact.”  You gotta live for the good moments and not let the bad pull you down. 

Anyhow, enjoy the second act, folks.

B2

CHARACTERS: GEORGE GIBBS- Gabryel, MRS. GIBBS - Sophie, 

DOC GIBBS - Ian, MRS. WEBB- Kaylee,  MR. WEBB – Theo , STAGE MANAGER - , POLICE OFFICER WARREN – Josh O, HOWIE NEWSOME – Jose M, SI CROWELL - Carlos

SETTING: Main Street, Gibbs kitchen, Webb kitchen, 2000, April 28th 

AT RISE: Curtain draws on stage with table and chairs stage right, and table and chairs stage left

(Si Crowell has entered on his bike, throwing imaginary newspapers into doorways, and Howie Newsome’s car rambles in slowly and stubbornly.)
HOWIE NEWSOME: Hiya, Si.  This dratted car just refuses to go more than three miles an hour…so it seems.

(Howie steps out of the car and slaps the hood.)
SI CROWELL: Too bad, Mr. Newsome…don’t think that old thing’s gonna last you much longer, though.  Like my new bike?

HOWIE NEWSOME:  (sighs) You’re probably right, but it sure beats walking.  Your bike looks great!  Anything in the news I should know, Si?

SI CROWELL: Just some bad news – George Gibbs is quitting the baseball team.  The greatest ballplayer I’ve ever laid eyes on, and he’s givin’ it all up to get married.

HOWIE NEWSOME: Yes, but she’s a bright girl, she’ll do him well.

SI CROWELL:  (appearing not to notice Howie’s comment) And, man, could he hit…. Fast as the wind too….

HOWIE NEWSOME: Yep, he was good, all right. 
(Howie gets back into his car, pulls to the side, gets out.)
SI CROWELL: Giving up that talent, all to get married, though?  Would you do a dumb thing like that, Mr. Newsome?

HOWIE NEWSOME: I really couldn’t say.  I never was any good at baseball.  Soccer, maybe.

(Police officer Warren enters, strolling but sharp-eyed, exchanges hi’s with Si and Howie.)
And why are you out on this foggy morning, Bill?

OFFICER WARREN: Trying to see if I can stop a flood.  The river’s been swelling like a wrinkled balloon, and it might as well blow up. That darn river’s just a disaster waiting to happen, ‘specially with all these downpours.  And the meteorologist said it was going to be seventy-five degrees outside!

HOWIE NEWSOME: Well, ya know that they say – April showers bring May flowers… Si here’s just as irritated as you are with the river, except his peeve is George Gibbs giving up baseball.

OFFICER WARREN: Sounds familiar.  Back in ’76, we a ball player named Hank Todd best shortstop I ever laid eyes on…but then he went up to Maine to become a priest.  Such a shame.  Howie, how do you think the weather’s gonna play out today?

HOWIE NEWSOME: Prob’ly not bad…my knee actually thinks it could blow over for good and you know he doesn’t lie.  

(Constable Warren exits stage left, with Si ahead of him on his bike, throwing newspapers.  Howie walks up to a door, Mrs. Gibbs opens it all in a flurry.)
MRS.GIBBS: Hello, Howie.  Do you think it’s going to rain again?  

HOWIE NEWSOME: Nah, it’s rained so much I bet it’ll clear up.

MRS.GIBBS: (Nervously) Oh, I hope it does.

HOWIE NEWSOME:Here’s the mail.
MRS.GIBBS: Thanks, Howie…you know, I got a ton of relations that came in from who knows where, most arrived the day before yesterday (shudders anxiously). And, they’re planning on staying the week!
HOWIE NEWSOME: My wife and I want to pass along our congratulations about the wedding—they’ll make a very happy couple.  I just know it, both good kids.  Though not really kids anymore.  

(Winks, and Mrs. Gibbs flutterings take on an even more anxious tone.)
MRS.GIBBS: Thank you, Howie.  Tell your wife that I hope she’ll make it to the wedding.

HOWIE NEWSOME: She’s trying her hardest to get leave of work, but her boss isn’t too happy, to put it mildly.  Still, she’ll bring him around—she’s got a gift for persuasion does that girl.  (Shakes head wonderingly, then looks both ways and runs across the street to Mrs. Webb’s house.)

MRS. WEBB: (Opens door)  Oh, hello Mr. Newsome!

HOWIE NEWSOME: Here’s your mail!
MRS. WEBB: Thanks Howie--got relations that flew in from all over last week, so less mail for me! Anyhow, do you think it’s going to rain this week, Howie?

HOWIE NEWSOME: Actually, as I was just telling Mrs. Gibbs, I think it’ll lighten up.  Mrs. Newsome and I want you to know that your daughter’ll be very happy.  Emily’s a lucky young lady, Mrs. Webb!  Congratulations.  

MRS. WEBB: Thank you so much, Howie, and give my thanks to Mrs. Newsome, as well.  I hope you’ll be able to make it to the wedding.

HOWIE NEWSOME: We sure will try to be there, Mrs. Webb, and hopefully there’ll be a full church.  We wouldn’t want to miss it!  

(Howie crosses to car, gets in, and starts it, muttering about its slowness.  Exits stage right.

Doc Gibbs enters Mrs. Gibbs’ kitchen, hair disheveled and sits down for breakfast looking only slightly harried and fairly calm.)
DOC GIBBS: Well, Julia, looks like you’re letting go of one of your nestlings.  The day has finally come.

MRS.GIBBS: Frank Gibbs, shut your mouth.  I feel like breaking out in tears every couple minutes.  Here’s your coffee, if it’s not warm enough, just give it a quick zap in the microwave.

DOC GIBBS: Groom’s shaving himself in the bathroom—only there really isn’t much to shave.  Whistling “Here Comes the Bride,” like he’s excited to be leaving.  Once in a while, he’ll say “I do” to the mirror, but I’ll tell you that it doesn’t sound all that convincing to my ears…maybe it’s just me…

MRS.GIBBS: Oh, Frank, I just don’t know how they’ll do it.  Ever since he was an eensy weensy baby, I’ve washed his clothes, fed him three hearty meals a day…(A tear slips down one cheek, but she quickly wipes it away and controls herself)  Frank, they’re so young…Emily won’t be able to remember everything!  He’ll die of starvation within this upcoming month, based on how much sense they have.

DOC GIBBS: Do you remember our wedding morning, Julia?

MRS.GIBBS: Now, don’t give me that again, Doctor Gibbs.

DOC GIBBS: I was the most scared person in the whole state of New Hampshire.  I thought I’d trip or make some dumb mistake for sure.  And then, I was standing at the altar, watching you glide down the aisle… I could’ve sworn your were the prettiest girl I’d ever laid eyes upon.  Only problem was I felt like I barely knew you.  Marrying a stranger right downtown in that Congregational Church.  

MRS.GIBBS: Well, how do you think I felt about it?!  Oh, Frank, weddings are just horrible.  The pits, that’s the words for it!  (Looks dreadfully upset.  Setting a plate down, she sits, too, nervously) Here’s a little something for you.

DOC GIBBS: Julia Hersey!  You didn’t have to make this.  Cinnamon rolls!  Yum!

MRS.GIBBS: (blushes) Oh, it isn’t that hard to prepare and I had to do something—anything!  If I don’t, I’ll go mad.  

(Doc Gibbs pours “milk” into his coffee.)
DOC GIBBS: Well, did you sleep well last night, Julia?

MRS.GIBBS: Let’s just say I heard a lot of cuckoos from that old clock of your Grandma’s, bless her soul.

DOC GIBBS: Yeah.  They’ll have a bit of trouble, I’m guessing…but, hey, everyone’s got a right to their own trouble.  I get chills every time I think of George getting married—confounded idea!  I’m telling you, Julia, a son is the most scary thing in the world.  Father and son… ho, boy…it’s the worst, most odd relationship.

MRS.GIBBS: Hey, mother, daughter ain’t no piece o’ cake, Frank.  (A faint sigh escapes her.)  I guess people are meant to be married…it’d be awkward if everybody was alone.  

DOC GIBBS: (grins) Julia, you’ll never guess what I was scared about when we were married?  Conversation!  I was afraid we’d just run out of things to say, and then kaput—silent meals for the rest of my life.  But at each meal we’ve eaten together, we’ve never run out of things to say. 

(Both laugh.)
MRS.GIBBS: Well, there’s not much that goes on in THIS town, but even if we have to talk about the weather, at least we’re talking.  (stands up)  Do you think Rebecca’s ready for breakfast?  
DOC GIBBS: I don’t think so.  First day in, like, three years she hasn’t been bossing something around—not even a stray cat.  I’ll bet you a million bucks, though, she’s sobbing her poor heart out up there.

MRS.GIBBS: Oh, but she has to eat—maybe it will make her feel better.  (goes to foot of stairs.)  Rebecca!  Breakfast’s ready!

(George clatters down the stairs excitedly.) 

GEORGE GIBBS: What’s up, guys?  Only five hours til I’m a married man!

MRS.GIBBS: Hang on, George, where’re you going?

GEORGE GIBBS: Just across the street to see my almost-wife!

MRS.GIBBS: Then at least put on your raincoat.  It’s pouring out there, for heaven’s sake!  

GEORGE GIBBS: (sighs, pulls on raincoat) Whatever, Mom.

DOC GIBBS: Don’t “whatever” your mother, young man.  (wearily starts up stairs.)  I’m going to take a quick nap.

GEORGE GIBBS: Back in a flash!  (crosses the street in a big strides)  Hi, Mrs. Webb!

MRS. WEBB: George!  You nearly gave me a heart attack.  Now, come inside if you want, dear, for a minute, but you know you can’t stay long.

GEORGE GIBBS:(confused, hurt)  Why not?  (steps inside, Mrs. Webb closes door)

MRS. WEBB:George, surely you know that the groom can’t see the bride on their wedding day!  Not till you’re in church!

GEORGE GIBBS: Oh, that ol’ superstition.

(Mr. Webb comes downstairs.)
GEORGE: Morning, Mr. Webb.

(Mr. Webb does a double take.)
MR. WEBB: Why – hello, George.

GEORGE GIBBS: Mr. Webb, you don’t believe in that superstition – that I can’t see Emily – do you?

MR. WEBB
Well, George….there can be lots of truth in superstitions…you know… (sits down, takes a sip of coffee from the cup before him)

GEORGE GIBBS: Well…where is she?

MRS. WEBB: Oh, just asleep in her room.  You know we were up till 1am planning, packing….now, here’s some coffee you can drink with Mr. Webb.  I’ll just go upstairs and make sure Emily doesn’t come bursting in on you.  (exits up stairs)

MR. WEBB: Well, how’s it going, George?

GEORGE GIBBS: Oh, fine, I guess.

MR. WEBB: Yes, I expect Emily’s very nervous…girls usually are on their wedding day, you know, pretty much always are.

GEORGE GIBBS: Mr. Webb, why are weddings such fancy occasions?  Why can’t they be – I don’t know – easy, small.  Less – less – fancy.

MR. WEBB: You really want to know?

GEORGE GIBBS: Yeah, I do.

MR. WEBB: (takes another sip of coffee)  It’s the women, George.  They want it to be fancy so they can parade it, in front of OTHER women, put it in scrapbooks – ridiculous things like that.

GEORGE GIBBS: (startled)  Gee, Mr. Webb, that’s very – wise.  You believe in marriage, though….don’t you?  (a hesitant look appears on his face)

MR. WEBB: Oh, DEFINITELY!  Definitely, don’t take it the wrong way – I firmly believe marriage is a great, wonderful thing.  (George looks satisfied.)  Wedding ceremonies?  Ah….

(George’s startled look reappears, then turns into acceptance.)
GEORGE GIBBS: Oh, I see.

MR. WEBB: George, I’d like to impart to you some advice my father gave me.  What he said was this – I’ll never forget it.  “Well, son,” he said, “Charles, the first thing you do in the house is establish who’s boss.  Keep givin’ her orders and eventually she’ll learn.  Doesn’t matter if they’re in Chinese, just make your intention clear.  Secondly, if something about your wife annoys you, just stand up and leave the house immediately – then she’ll get the idea and stop doing it.  And, lastly, NEVER EVER tell you wife how much money you’ve got.

GEORGE GIBBS: (looks taken aback)  Well…

Mr. Webb interrupts.

MR. WEBB: And so, I followed the opposite of his advice.  I have lived happily ever since.  So that’s my advice to you – never take anyone’s advice.

GEORGE GIBBS: (confused)  Er…no, sir.

MR. WEBB: George, you should raise chickens in your backyard.  I read this book, the other day, about the Philo system of raising chickens.  I’m thinking of buying an incubator, and…

(Mrs. Webb enters, interrupts.)
MRS. WEBB: Oh, is he talking about that dratted incubator again?  I thought you’d be talking about something worth talking about, by now.

MR. WEBB: Well, Myrtle, if you want to impart YOUR astounding wisdom to the boy, I’ll leave YOU with him.

MRS. WEBB: (herds George to the door) Now, George, Emily loves you, but she’s got to eat breakfast and she doesn’t want to catch the merest glimpse of you.  Goodbye.

GEORGE GIBBS: Um…bye.  (runs across the “street” into his house)

MR. WEBB: Myrtle, I can’t believe you forgot that other superstition!

MRS. WEBB: Why, what superstition, Charles?

MR. WEBB: Now Myrtle, listen carefully, and remember this.  This superstition goes back to the first marriage on earth, the oldest one in the book, the….

MRS. WEBB: (interrupts) WHAT?!

MR. WEBB: No groom should see his fiancee’s father the day of the wedding!  REMEMBER that, Myrtle!

(Both exit, looking faintly grumpy.)

STAGE MANAGER #5

MICHELLE: Thank you very much Mr. and Mrs. Webb.  But now I have to interrupt again here.  You see, we want to know about how all of this started.  You know, about George and Emily, the wedding, the plan to spend a whole lifetime together in happiness.

You know how some people are 18 and 19 like George and Emily, then next thing you know you are as old as the sewer and you’re a grandparent next to this lady with a whole bunch of gray hair.

How would that all just begin at such a young age?

TYLER ESPARZA: George & Emily are now going to show you about the conversation in Starbucks that began it all. Before they do, think of when you were young and you had your first love.

Now they will be coming out of school at 3:40.  George has been trying out for the football team and it is May.  That means he will play football this year and Emily is a cheerleader and one of the most popular girls in school.

Yepp, now here they come down Main Street.  I hope you enjoy the talk from a couple of high school lovey-doveys.  So tune your ears to the stage.

#A3 

Characters: 

GEORGE #1- Nick H, GEORGE #2 – Pedro, GEORGE #3- D’Artagnan

EMILY #1 – Juliet, EMILY #2- Irene, EMILY #3- Jeanette

Setting: They start at there high school  and then they walk to baskin robbins to hang out.

At Rise: they run into each other in the hall and that’s where it starts…   

GRIFFIN: Yep here they come now.

EMILY #1: Okay, tomorrow is the big cheer meet. Make sure you practice at home! 

EMILY #1 & #2: Bye Ashley! Bye Nicole!

EMILY #3: Remember the routine! It’s 5-6-7-8 kick, step, throw.

 (Walking through the hall backward waving to her friends)

(GEORGE,walking in the hall backward also saying bye to his friends).

GEORGE #1: Bye Guys! 8:00 at the park…

GEORGE #1 & #2we will finish this game there!!! 

ALL GEORGE: Don’t forget!!! 

GEORGE #3: 8:00!!!

 (George and Emily accidentally bump into each other when walking backwards opposite ways talking to their friends.) 

GEORGE #1: Oh! Emily, um…do you need any help with your bags? 

EMILY #1: Umm..  I guess… (she hands her bag to GEORGE)  George, why are you like, doing this for me?

GEORGE #1: Well, you know. You looked like you were having some trouble and…

(EMILY spots some of her cheerleader friends walking down the hall. She quickly grabs her books away from GEORGE and takes a few steps in front of him making it look like they weren’t walking or talking together. Once the cheerleaders were quickly out of sight she stops and starts walking with GEORGE again.)

EMILY #1: Sorry George, I like don’t really, want people seeing us together. And George I need to talk to you about something.

GEORGE #1: Yeah?

EMILY #1: Well you kind of acted really weird when I saw you like trying out for the football team. And I wasn’t sure why you were acting like that. I mean, I know that you have always played sports…and I know that you really are good at them, but you were acting really weird when you were playing, like you were trying to be all cool the whole time… 

GEORGE #1: What do you mean? I was playing normal…

EMILY #1: No you weren’t George, I have seen you play sports before and its not like that….the whole time you were just trying to impress people… 

GEORGE #1: Well, I don’t know what you’re talking about Emily…I have always been cool like that…you know…. 

EMILY #1: See right there! You always think you’re all that! That was the other thing that I  

wanted to talk to you about.

GEORGE #1: What do you mean Emily? I don’t get what your saying.

(EMILY starts to tear up a little bit. )

GEORGE #2: What’s wrong Emily? Did I say something? I’m sorry what ever I did.

EMILY #2: No its not you, I just don’t want to tell you this but I know that I have to.

GEORGE #2: Just tell me Emily, I will understand. 

EMILY #2: (tearfully) Really? 

GEORGE #2: Yah, you can tell me on the way to Starbucks.  I hear you really like it there and I see you there a lot. 

(GEORGE quickly turns bright red, he wasn’t sure if he said the right thing to one of the most popular girls in school. )

EMILY #2: Well George, I really would. 

GEORGE #2: I think it would cheer you up a little bit. 

(ALL WALK)

(GEORGE quickly hides is smile that if he would let out would reach from ear to ear. )

GRIFFIN: It was quiet for a while you know they both didn’t really know what to say to each other. Just like first love…

GEORGE #3: So, what was it that you wanted to tell me? 

EMILY #3: Well, it’s just that, you don’t really care about anything anymore.  You don’t care about you family, me, your, friends, your grades… nothing George.  You don’t care about anything anymore.

(They enter through the door and and get in line and look at the menu. They get to the front of the line and they both order a vanilla bean latte.)

GRIFFIN: Are you okay ma’am? 

GEORGE #3: She’s okay, she’s just a little stressed out about the cheerleading meet she has tomorrow. 

(GEORGE and EMILY both order a vanilla bean latte, and then they go find a place to sit. )

ALL GEORGE: Thank you Emily,  

(GEORGE smiles)

EMILY #1: Um why are you thanking me?

GEORGE #1: Because you are telling me the truth and the things that I need to hear. I really care about them even though it might seem that I don’t. 

EMILY #1: If you try your very best I will be happy with whatever you do. 

GEORGE #1: I like traveling I think that’s part of the reason I wanted to do football because we would be able to go to different places. And play different teams. But when I’m gone will you promise to email me or go on Facebook so that I can talk to you. 

EMILY #1: Of course, George. 

GEORGE #2: I think I might want to be a travel agent or something like that when I grow up that way you and me can go somewhere together, and it will be real cheap too. 

EMILY #2: Yes George that would like be wonderful 

(EMILY’S tears started to stop and she smiled a lot at GEORGE because she knew that GEORGE would except her who ever she was. She didn’t have to be perfect. )

GEORGE #2: Thank you for your kind service!

EMILY #2: Yeah, thanks soo much! 

GEORGE #2: I was umm wondering

GEORGE #3: if you um wanted 

ALL GEORGE: to be my girrrllfrrienddd

EMILY #3: (smiling hard she looks at him, and when there eyes meet her smiles fade away.)  You know that I really care about you a lot, and we know so much about each other, but I don’t think we can, I mean we are soo different, your friends don’t like me and mine don’t like you. I just don’t see how it would work out.

GEORGE #3: Emily this isn’t up to our friends, it is up to me and you.  This is our lives and we live it not other people. And… and anyways, its like what they always say, opposites attract.

EMILY #3: Well okay George, maybe this could work.

GEORGE #3: So you’re saying yes?

EMILY #3: Yes George.

ALL EMILY: Yes! I will! 

(Both smiling very big.  They attach the hands and both walk out of Starbucks with joy in each step.)

GRIFFIN: Well… now we’re ready for the wedding.    

STAGE MANAGER #6

IAN: 

Ladies and Gentlemen, the wedding is almost here!  There are so many things one could say about a wedding.  We could never get every word into one small wedding.  Especially one in Grover’s Corners.  Here, they’re always short, simple and joyful.  In this wedding I play the minister.  That right there permits me to say a few more things than most bout it.

Right here, the play gets quite serious.  See, the church’s a place where people like sayin’ marriage is a holy sacrament.  I think, for one, people are made to live by twos.  This is a good wedding, I think.  But weddings can bring some confusion.

What is marriage?  We are all thinkin’.  Think ‘bout all the ancestors here at this occasion.  All livin’ by twos.  

Twan’t a very long sermon I said right there, sure wasn’t.  Enjoy the bonding’ of two peoples – yes you should.

B3

Characters: EMILY WEBB- Nikki, GEORGE GIBBS - Bryan, MR WEBB - Justice, MRS. WEBB – Laura B, MRS. GIBBS - Tajanique, MRS. SOAMES - Claire, STAGE MANAGER - Ian, GEORGE’S FRIENDS- Carlos, Josh McK, Jose

Setting: Inside the Grovers Corners Church

Around sunset

At Rise: MRS. WEBB is standing, face to the audience, while all other members attending the wedding enter. We see several rows of chairs, forming the aisle of the church. Most of the attendees are seated. 

MRS. WEBB: Well, here we are. The wedding day at last. I know that I don’t really need to cry, I mean, this is a happy time. Emily’s finally getting married! But still, I’m losing my oldest child. I’ve fed Emily for 17 years, and now she’s off to feed herself. (sighs, wipes her eyes with a Kleenex) This morning, Emily came down and popped a bagel into the toaster, got herself the butter and prepared her own food. Then, while she ate, she began to cry, saying she couldn’t believe her life. Well, I guess that’s love. Just getting up and leavin’. Still, I feel there’s something wrong with sending our children into the world alone, especially when they’re so young. She’s my sugar, as sweet as honey. But I suppose she can take care of herself. Most of all, she has a charming boy by her side. I did go into marriage blind as a bat, though. I do hope I’ve taught her well. (she starts to sit, but stands to add…) At least she can run a laundry machine. (Sees GEORGE enter) Here they come! 

GEORGES FRIENDS: You go George, you finally got one thing right. Where did you find this beautiful treasure? I want a lady as beautiful as yours.

GEORGE: Aw, be quiet!(Blushes)

MRS. GIBBS: George, why do you look half dead? Why, you’re getting married!(A look of concern crosses her face)

GEORGE: Mom, I don’t like the fact that I’m getting older! I don’t want to be like that! I miss those old days, bein young and all.

MRS. GIBBS: You’re the one who asked to get married to Emily, not me! Anyhow, Emily’s a fine girl.

GEORGE: Mom, listen..

MRS.GIBBS: No, you listen to me. You’re old now. You will be responsible for Emily to, once your married. You’re a man now, hun.

GEORGE: Mom, that’s just it! I don’t wanna be old! I wanna be young, no worries in the world. None.

MRS. GIBBS: George, now stop it! I don’t want to hear any more of that.(She nods her head defiently)

GEORGE: When’s Emily gonna show? I bet Emily isn’t even ready yet. Why, she doesn’t need to take so much time to get ready. Her face alone will asure me that everything is alright. (Looks for her)

MRS. GIBBS: George, why such the change in subject!?(Relief washes over her face) I’ll never understand how boys..I mean men… can loose focus so easy.

GEORGE: I’m getting married.(Realizing this fact) I’m getting married!(Excited!) Mom, today, after this, I’ll have a wife!

MRS. GIBBS: I know. Let me calm myself a minute.

GEORGE: Don’t worry mom. I’ll still see a lot of ya. Emily and I will come to dinner every Thursday. Maybe even Sunday, if ya like. You’ll get sick of us, me and Emily. Seein so much of us.

MRS. GIBBS: I suppose so..

GEORGE: Now, quit you’re cryin, and go on back to you’re seat. I can handle myself.

(MRS. GIBBS, controls her emotions, hugs her son, and walks, a bit unsteadily, to her seat in the front row. Meanwhile, EMILY and MR. WEBB enter, EMILY’S face pale.)

EMILY: Oh, how I wish I could be anywhere but here! Look at George, looking like he is. Oh, I could kill him for looking so fine! 

MR. WEBB: Emily, don’t talk like that. This morning you seemed well enough. You’re here now aren’t you? You have nothing to be upset about!

EMILY:But, Dad, I don’t wanna get married! I’m only 17! That’s too young..(Breaks down into sobs)

MR WEBB: Now, Emily. Everything will be fine. You’ll see. (Pats her back as she puts her head on her shoulder)

EMILY: But.. I, I wanna stay like this. Unmarried, free! Dad, let’s go away, leave here… this wedding, all of it. It’s too big.

MR. WEBB: Emily! We’ve already cut the reception, so don’t go telling me this wedding is big! Stop and think Emily. Don’t dream of running away.

EMILY: Do you remember, you always called me your princess, daddy’s princess. You and I, we were a team! Why, we still can be! Let’s go away, I could work for you! It would be such fun..(a dreamy look overcomes her)

MR. WEBB: EMILY!!!!! You are simply nervous. Your legs are shaking, see? (Points at her legs) Now, calm yourself. (Looks over and beckons GEORGE) George, my nice man. Come here a minute. (GEORGE walks over) Emily, this here man is soon to be your husband. He’s a wonderful person through and through. I would never entrust you to a better fella than him. George, I’m gonna give away my most precious treasure to ya. Do you think you can take even better care of her than I can?

GEORGE: I sure will try. I sure will.(Turns to EMILY) I love you, Emily. Do you believe that? I do love you, and I’ll take care of you best I can.

EMILY: That’s all I can hope for, I guess. I love you too. (Hugs GEORGE, as her tears stop flowing.)

MR. WEBB: Allright you two. It’s time. (He takes Emily by her arm, whispers in her ear)I love you. Never forget that. I do.

(They begin proceeding down the aisle, the audience stands  & MRS. SOAMES stands, facing the audience)

MRS. SOAMES: I’ve never seen such a beautiful pair be married here, never. In all of New ‘ampshire and Grovers Corners. I just love coming to a nice wedding.(Sighs) When I hopped in my car to come here, well(chuckles), lets just say I ran out of tissues. And Emily? Oh! She looks so grown up!(Sits, as the vows continue)

STAGE MANAGER: Do you, George Gibbs, take this Woman, Emily, to be your lawful wedded wife?

GEORGE: (Stares into EMIlYS eyes) I do.

STAGE MANAGER: Do you Emily Webb, take this man, George, to be your lawful wedded husband?

EMILY: I do.

STAGE MANAGER: Well, what are we waiting for? You may now kiss the Bride! Wait, not infront of the kids! 

(Covers up their faces with his robe and they lean in as if kissing. The audience is silent, in awe)

STAGE MANAGER: Well, I’ve got to say, I’ve married lots of couples from all over. But none as adorable as these here lovebirds. Aren’t they cute?  

That wraps up our act two. Go on and enjoy a 10 minute intermission while we set up for act three.      

STAGE MANAGER#7

GRIFFIN:

It’s summer my friends.  9 years have passed since we saw our couple get married.  Many changes happened during the time we left this place.  Little boys and girls are playing these video games.  The economy is bad.  Thousands of jobs have been lost.  Get this – there is now an African American president.  Great man indeed.  Hybrids are now roaming the streets making Grover’s Corners the most energy efficient city in New Hampshire. 

Thieves go thru the night now looking for money but police are always there to put them in jail.  But sometime thee police can’t help in what matters most – a life.  

Here is an important place.  On a hilltop overlooking the clear blue lake.  You can see the mountain range in the distance and all the cities surrounding Grover’s Corners.  Beautiful sights but people don’t think it fits.  It’s probably the saddest place in our little town.  People find the magnificent view contradicts their sorrow.

MICHELLE:

Over there, way in the back of the cemetery, those are the old stones dating back to 1776, 1782.  Very important people, they were, but no one ever thinks of them now.  Adults pass by them like they don’t matter anymore.  They come for other people that died very recently.  Such as Mrs. Gibbs, or Simon Stimson.  Here’s Mrs. Soames. Who was one of the unfortunate who died on 9/11 while visiting the Twin Towers.  Here is the young boy Wally Webb who drowned in a fast flowing river.  The town isn’t as jolly as it used to be.

ALEAH:
People bring their dead loved ones here knowing that they someday will suffer the same fate.  We humans know there’s something eternal but we can never get a firm grasp on the subject. 

Today everyone is mourning the death of someone important in Grover’s Corners.  I’ll start early, when Joe Stoddard is digging up the grave for today.  Oh, here comes Sam Craig…

A4]

SAM CRAIG – Rachel

JO STODDARD – Lizbeth

MRS GIBBS- Mikaela

MS SOAMES – Ana

EMILY  - Emily Moder

SIMON – Jake

STAGE MANAGER -

Sam enters stage left, one hand in his pocket, one texting on a Blackberry. Joe is swinging a shovel and humming to himself, circling the chairs (with actors).

SAM: (still looking down at his blackberry)  Hey, Joe…

(Joe stops humming and looks up.)

JOE: ‘Afternoon. You’re Sam, right? 

SAM: (looks up and pockets his imaginary phone) Yeah, that’s me. Sam Craig.

(Sam looks down at the graves,then up at Joe.)

SAM: Who… is it today? That’s why you’re up here, right?

JOE: Yes…(sigh)…It’s your cousin, Sam. So much worse when it’s a young person who’s pushing up the daisies.

SAM: My cousin? I thought… I thought she was in childbirth…

JOE: Yes, she was. Baby’s still up ‘n’ running… well, not running, since it doesn’t even know how’ ta walk, ‘fer heaven’s sake, but he’s alive.

SAM: (Sam gives a halfhearted laugh) That is good. How’s her husband? Besides heartbroken?

JOE: I’m afraid “heartbroken” describes it perfectly… but it’s all relative, y’know?

SAM: I suppose. (crouches down to look at the back of Mrs. Gibbs chair, Sighs, and moves on to Simon Stimson) Hey, what’s with this? 

JOE: Whazat? Oh, him. Yeah, he hung himself in his attic, we found that written on a little piece of paper.

SAM: But it’s not even a verse… it’s like, music or something. 

JOE: Yeah. Usually the family picks that for em’, but hey, when you know yer’ gonna die, why not choose your own? I don’t know what song it is, I’ve never tried playing it on the piano.

SAM: He was, like, the pastor or something?

JOE: He was the organist. Wow… has it really been that long?

SIMON: Lookey them, talkin’ about me like no-un kin’ hear em’.

MRS. GIBBS: Yes, Simon, they think they’re alone… but really, must you listen to everything they say?

SIMON: Stupid Muggles.

MRS. GIBBS: Simon, you’re not a wizard, for the last time.

JOE: Sam, here they come. Excuse me a moment. 

(Sam whips around, startled, and sees the procession, off left) 

SAM: Ah… okay. 

(SAM moves up right, zigzagging though the gravestones, watching the funeral.

Four men carrying an invisible casket approach, followed by Doc Gibbs, George, the Webbs, etc, all in black. The procession stops, still partly off stage, singing “All ye faithful” or some other hymn. The men set down the casket and gather around it, their backs to the audience, blocking it from view, still singing. Emily, dressed in flowing white gown comes on stage, in the center of the circle, without the audience knowing.)

MRS. SOAMES: Who is it, Julia? 

SIMON: Some stupid Muggle.

MRS. GIBBS: SIMON!! You did not go to Hogwarts and you don’t have the brains to go to a wizard school, so shut up! But anyway, Mrs. Soames, it’s my daughter-in-law,--

(The funeral group had appeared to be praying, but they now move away, letting the audience see Emily.)

MRS. GIBBS: --Emily.

EMILY: Julia… where am I? (steps towards them) 

MRS. GIBBS: Sit down, Emily. You are with us now. 

EMILY: It’s raining.

MRS. GIBBS: The funeral will be gone soon. Just rest for a bit. 

EMILY: Why couldn’t I be dead a long time? I don’t like being new here. (she sees SIMON STIMSON) Hello, Simon.

SIMON STIMSON: (coldly) Emily. (he sips some wine)
EMILY: George and I made that store into just the most beautiful place you ever saw. We thought about you all the time. I wish we could’ve shown you the new fountain we got and the fancy new glasses. We got it with that money you left us.

MRS. GIBBS: I left you money?

EMILY: Don’t you remember? You sold your grandmother’s old couch for over  a thousand dollars and you were gonna go to Paris, but then you…

MRS. GIBBS: Oh, yes, now I remember.

EMILY: (sighs) It won’t be the same to George without me, though, but it’s a nice place. (sighs again) The living  don’t understand, do they?

MRS. GIBBS: No, not really.

EMILY: It’s like they’re shut up in their own little bubbles. I feel as if I haven’t known them in a thousand years. My little boy’s spending the day at Mrs. Carter’s house.  He just loves it there. (pause) When will I just accept being dead? I’m just so bored!!

MRS. GIBBS: Just wait a little more.

EMILY: They’re going now. (DOC GIBBS puts some flowers on MRS. GIBBS’ grave) Oh, look, he’s putting flowers on your grave.

(DOC GIBBS leaves, along with the rest of the funeral party)

EMILY: But one can go back; one can go back into the living. I feel it. I know it. Just for a moment when I was thinking about…our shop, and just for a minute, I was there and my baby was on my lap as plain as day.

MRS. GIBBS: Yes, you can go back. 

EMILY: I can go back and live all those days over again?

MRS. GIBBS: Don’t , Emily. That’s all I can say to you.

EMILY: But it’s true, right? I can live my life over again?

STAGE MANAGER: Yes, some have tried – but never for long. Soon, they all come back here.

MRS. SOAMES: Don’t, Emily. It’s not what you think. Don’t do it.

STAGE MANAGER: You don’t only live it, you watch yourself living it. And, as you watch it, you see the thing that they never know. But, it can be painful.

EMILY: Painful?

MRS. GIBBS: That’s not they only reason why you shouldn’t. The longer you’ve been here, the more you’ll see that our life here is to forget all that. When you’ve been dead longer, you’ll understand. 

EMILY: But I can’t forget that. It’s all I’ll ever have; all I’ll ever know.

MRS. SOAMES: It isn’t wise, Emily.

EMILY: But, I want to know it for myself. Besides, I’ll choose a happy day.

 B4

Characters: EMILY, 26, now dead – Emma, Natalya, Victoria

            STAGE MANAGER - Aleah

            HOWIE NEWSOME, Tyler E 

            CONSTABLE WARREN, Josh O

            JOE CROWELL, Colton  

            MRS. WEBB, Mikeylah

            MR. WEBB, Nicholas 

            MRS. GIBBS, Danielle O

            SIMON STIMSON – Jake S 

            A MAN AMOUNG THE DEAD 

            A WOMEN AMOUNG THE DEAD

            MRS. SOAMES - Claire

            GEORGE, Gabryel, Bryan, Jordan

Setting: Upstage, there is 3 rows of 4 chairs at a angle to the right, the left is empty, down stage is the WEBB’S kitchen. There is a single table with 3 chairs left stage.

At Rise: MRS. WEBB is preparing breakfast, chocolate chip pancakes with bacon,          while CONSTABLE WARREN is roaming main street, right stage. And JOE            CROWEL is walking his bike and tossing imaginary papers into door ways. HOWIE NEWSOME is placing imaginary letters into mail boxes.

EMILY:  Oh my gosh! Look there is Main Street and the shopping center. I remember when me and Wally would walk down here and go get ice cream at Cold Stone and on cold mornings before school, me and George would get Starbucks. Oh I wish I could go back. Where are they?

STAGE MANAGER: Your father has been away and your mom is about to start making breakfast. 

EMILY:  Oh right. Look at everything it is so green and beautiful. 

HOWIE NEWSOME: Good morning, Mr. Warren.

(He places some letters into Mrs. Webbs mail box)

CONSTABLE WARREN: ‘Mornin. 

HOWIE NEWSOME: What are you doing here on Main Street? Wouldn’t someone need help down town?

CONSTABLE WARREN: Not yet, surprising, huh? Normally some drunks are causing some big fight.

HOWIE NEWSOME: Yeah. (looks at a letter and places it into another mail box)

Well, I gotta get going. See ya, later.

CONSTABLE WARREN: Yeah, I probably should check for any reports. Bye.

(HOWIE NEWSOME exits by going up stage and left, CONSTABLE WARREN follows. JOE CROWELL enters the way the other men exit, MR. WEBB  enters right)

JOE CROWELL: Good morning, Mr. Webb.

MR. WEBB: Good morning, Joe. How’s it going?

JOE CROWELL: My knee started hurting again, so I decided just to walk. That’s why I running late.

MR. WEBB: Hm, well. I hope it starts feeling better. I gotta go in, you know, Emily’s birthday.

JOE CROWELL: Oh yeah, say Happy Birthday to her for me.

MR. WEBB: I will. 

JOE CROWELL: Later.

(JOE continues for a while and then exits stage right)

MRS. WEBB: Oh, hello honey. How was the trip?

MR. WEBB: Fine. You know those colleges change every year. Harder to get into, more expensive, and huge classes. Half of the kids in the lecture didn’t know who their professor was.

MS. WEBB: Yes, I hope Emily and Wally want to go somewhere smaller. They will get better education and it will cost us a whole lot less. Here, chocolate chip pancakes and bacon.

MR. WEBB: Uh, I don’t understand how Emily and Wally like this stuff. Syrup tastes just fine. 

MRS. WEBB: Then pick them out, this is a weekday we normally only have cereal so be grateful and eat up.

MR. WEBB: Well, thank you. (taking a bite of his bacon) Too bad it isn’t softer.

(MRS. WEBB gives him the look)

MR. WEBB: But thank you.  (Getting up and yelling up down the hall, which is off stage left)   Emily, I got something for you.

MRS. WEBB: Just leave it on the table with all the other presents. She will get it when she is done getting dressed. Emily!

EMILY: Look. In that present there was my birthday dress because that night we were going out and about now I say (Without control) Mom, where is my green V-neck?

MRS. WEBB: In your dresser somewhere and don’t wear those dirty old Converse, please where the new ones I just bought you. 

EMILY: ‘K. Look there it is, the pancake that had a smiley face, oh, I don’t remember that completely. Wait where am I?  I should be there giving mom a hug. Wait, can I join?

STAGE MANGER: The whole day.

EMILY: (entering the scene from stage left) Good morning. (She walks over to her mom and gives a big hug, her mom lightly brushes her off and returns to cooking)

MRS. WEBB: Yes, well, good morning. Eat your breakfast, your favorite, chocolate chip pancakes with bacon. Eat it slow and be grateful, you father came home today from a overnight flight, didn’t get any food, came home starving, getting pancakes with chocolate chips in them. I hope you like your gifts. I’m guessing the one wrapped in the newspaper is from George.  I saw it when I got the newspaper and mail. The on in the shiny box is from your father and the one in the shoebox is from your brother. Make sure you tell him how much you loved it. He probably just made it when he learned it was your birthday yesterday. All the rest are from me and your father, we decided them together before he left. 

EMILY: (She opens the one with the dress in it, that she pointed out earlier) Oh, Mom it is beautiful. 

MRS. WEBB: (turns around for a second) Oh, yes, I got that for tonight. We got that special for tonight.

EMILY: (Opens the gift from GEORGE) I almost forgot, he gave me this necklace.

MRS. WEBB: What did he give you, (she looks over) oh, well, at least he thought of you. 

EMILY: Oh, thank you Mom. This is the best day ever.

(The scene freezes and action enters back into the cemetery)

MRS. SOAMS: When will she realize?

MRS. GIBBS: Soon enough.

SIMON STIMSON: Too bad, it will be hard.

MRS. GIBBS: Yes well, we all learn our different ways, let her enjoy it while it lasts.

(It returns to the WEBB’S KITCHEN)

EMILY: (MR. WEBB enters) Dad!

(she runs up and hugs him and he just oats her on the back)

MR. WEBB: Happy birthday Emily.

(he walks over and gets a cup of coffee)

EMILY: (opening her dad’s present, she pulls out an Ipod) Thanks dad, it is exactly what I wanted. My old one broke.

MR. WEBB: Good I am glad you like it, I was pretty sure you would because you have been talking about it 24/7 and so I think that was what you have been hinting at. 

EMILY: (out of the scene) Wait, why isn’t anyone looking at one another? Mom? Dad? It is like I am not there. Come on, let’s LOOK at each other. Come on, act like I here, act like I am not away, I am not dead, I am not married. Are they always like this, you know, blind?

STAGE MANGER: It’s not an act, Emily and it is not because you are reliving this either.

EMILY: I don’t, I don’t want to be here any more. Take me back. But, can I take one last look?

(The STAGE MANAGER nods and steps back)

Goodbye, Mom and Dad. Bye, houses, stores, and other places that were there, but I may not have noticed. Bye, trees, bushes, and flowers. Goodbye, sunrise and sun set. Bye, sunny, hot days and rainy days. Goodbye, everyone, even though you probably haven’t seen me. Goodbye, life, that moves so fast that no one stops and looks at the world. And goodbye world, forgive me for not noticing you as much as I should’ve and you are so amazing that no one notices you. Do some actually notice?                  

STAGE MANAGER: Unfortunately, no.

EMILY: I’m ready, to go back.( goes back to her seat)

MRS GIBBS: Were you happy?

EMILY: No…All human beings are just blinded, uniformed people.  Mr. Stimson, I should have listened to you.

SIMON STIMSON: Now you know, that’s how it was being alive. Living in a fogged in world, never seeing the whole picture.

MRS GIBBS: Simon, you’re killing me, and I’m already dead. Why do you have to be so depressing.

EMILY: Oh my gosh, its George.

(GEORGE enters from left, and walks mournfully towards the dead. He goes to his knees and sets a bouquet next to her feet.)

 EMILY: Mrs. Gibbs, do THEY know?

(MRS GIBBS shakes her head. STAGE MANGER walks down center.)

STAGE MANAGER #8

ALEAH: Now most everybody is asleep here in Grover’s Corners.  Only a few cars passin’ by on their way home.  The sky is lovely tonight.  The stars.  Yes, they are beautiful.  Look at those diamonds dancing through the evening’s darkness.

 Now that you’ve… well, seen our town I hope you’ve learned a lesson, an important one.  To live life in the moment.  Not to be distracted.  Distracted y stupid things in life.  Emily learned this lesson.  Well, maybe a little too late.  You, though I’m sure have plenty of time.  (Looks at phone) 

GRIFFIN: Well, it’s eleven o’clock now in Grover’s Corners. It’s about time we all say our goodbyes, even the dead need to rest.   I should get to bed.  Remember to live your life.  Live your life good and full… in your town.  Good night.

     

THE END
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