StrongZimmer10.31.10

STAGE MANAGER#1

TAYLOR

Hello and welcome.  This play is called “Our Town”.  Reproduced and directed by the Zimmer and Strong team.  The first act shows a day in our town.   The name of this place is the High Tech Village, San Diego, CA.  Just North of the border.  Right now it’s just before dawn, 6am.  It’s May 2000.

Look at the sky.  You can just see the sun in the East (Points, looks Left) Anyway, let me give you a tour of High Tech Village.  Here, follow me.  (Walks Center)  Liberty Station is that way, they have the best stores.  Over there is the Rock Church, and across the street is High Tech Middle.  Next to High tech Middle is a really cool field with High Tech High on the other side.

CIERA

Here’s High Tech International, and the ice cream truck – the kids love it!  Oh!  My Favorite!  Explorer Elementary, High Tech Middle Media Arts and high Tech High Media Arts – all in one!  AWESOME!  That’s what I thought too!  It’s 3 schools all on top of each other!  I love it!

And across from here are some houses and apartments.  This village is a pretty cool place to be.  I mean you can live here, go to school here and shop here.

 This is Main Street.  

RAUL

(Moves DR)  This is the Doctor’s home – Doc Gibbs is his name and this is their back door.  And right here is Ms. Gibbs garden.  Corn…peas…hollyhocks.

(Moves Left)  The newspaper comes out twice a week even if most people don’t read it now with the Internet.  Or if they do they only have it for the coupons.  But it still has to have an editor.  And he lives right here – Editor Webb.  Ms. Webb has a garden just like Ms. Gibbs’ but with lots of sunflowers.

(Up Center)  Right here is a big Palm tree.  

TAYLOR

(Moves Left,  - to audience)  Nice town, huh? 

Like I said, it’s about dawn.  The only one awake is a Polish mother by the freeway who just had twins.   Another day’s begun.  (Looks Left)

RAUL

Doc Gibbs is coming home from delivering those babies. (Looks Right) and Mrs. Gibbs getting breakfast ready for the kids.  (Enter MRS GIBBS, starts making breakfast)  

CIERA

Now you should know that Doc Gibbs died in 2012.  The new hospital is named after him.  Ms. Gibbs died first.  From Pneumonia.  She was visiting her daughter Rebecca who married an insurance man in Canton, Ohio.  Her body was brought back here though and was put up with all the Gibbses and Herseys.  Her name was Julia Hersey before she married Doc Gibbs in the Congregational Church over there. (Left)   You see, in our town we like to know as much as we can about everybody.

TAYLOR
Mrs. Webb is coming to make breakfast too.  (MRS WEBB Enters makes breakfast)  And over there is Doc Gibbs.  Oh, almost forgot.  There’s Joe Crowell Jr.  Delivering the paper.  Well everyone’s here so let’s start the show!

 
 A1 

Characters:

JOE CROWELL JR – Dylan PAtzi
DR GIBBS – Brandon Miller

STAGE MANAGER- Tristan Reidy

HOWIE NEWSOME – Phillip Dial

MRS. GIBBS – Nyla Williams

REBECCA – Brianna Staples

WALLY – Arturo Carson

GEORGE – Ryan F

MRS. WEBB – Sabrina San V

JOE CROWELL, JR: How are you Doc Gibbs? 

DR. GIBBS: Good

JOE CROWELL JR: Anyone been sick?

DR GIBBS: Nope just a couple of twins born last night over in that super awesome place oh yes were you live ( points to audience )   

JOE CROWELL JR: Would you want that paper now??

DR.GIBBS: Yeah, sure I’ll have one. Anything news happen since Wednesday??

JOE CROWELL, JR: Well, a little. My schoolteacher Miss Foster, she is about to 

get married to some guy who lives in Concord.

DR. GIBBS: Well, well, how do you guys feel about that?

JOE CROWELL, JR: Well obviously it’s none of my business, but if she wants to be a school teacher she should stay as one, not move to Concord. They don’t need any teachers so I’m told.   It doesn’t matter she was a old hag anyway. ( giggles )

DR. GIBBS :  I guess.  How’s your knee Joe.

JOE CROWELL, JR: Oh its fine, I almost never even notice it. Unless bad weathers coming just like you said.

DR. GIBBS: Well I hope it isn’t going to rain today. Is it???

JOE CROWELL, JR: Its not. I’m glad to, I’m going to go Build a Bear workshop -  I mean to a hardcore Deathmetal concert today.

DR. GIBBS: Are you SURE?

JOE CROWELL, JR. Absolutely!

DR. GIBBS: Has your knee ever been wrong?

JOE CROWELL, JR: Nope, Never.

STAGE MANAGER: I should tell you something about that kid Joe. He is pretty darn smart. Right over there is his high school he was the head of his class by far. So he got a scholarship to SDSU. Once again Joe got head of class. At the time it was in The Reader. Joe wanted to be an engineer, would have been really good too. But he got diagnosed with cancer. The saddest part is, that’s when young Joe died. 

HOWIE NEWSOME: (off left) Stupid old truck.

STAGE MANAGER: Here comes Howie delivering the groceries.

HOWIE NEWSOME: Morning

DR. GIBBS: Right back at ya. ( They do a handshake fistbump)

HOWIE NEWSOME: Anybody not feelin too well??

DR. GIBBS: Just twins one was born with a mustache. 

HOWIE NEWSOME: Twins huh, this town just keeps on growin.

DR GIBBS: Do you think its gonna rain?

HOWIE NEWSOME: Nah it’s a fine day, just a few clouds.

DR.GIBBS: Wow this is an old truck. How old is she.

HOWIE NEWSOME: I’d say about 39. Brakes don’t work. Also a HUGE gas guzzler.

(opens Mrs. Gibbs back door where she is waiting)

MRS. GIBBS: Yow at da scizzle home skillet.

HOWIE NEWSOME: Ummmmmmmm Morning to you. Doc will be here in a few minutes.  He is just coming down the block.

MRS. GIBBS: Seems like you guys are a little late this morning.

HOWIE NEWSOME: Yea I’m sorry the engine wouldn’t start. (DOC GIBBS sprints in) Doc you’re here.

DOC GIBBS: Yep, finally.

MRS. GIBBS: (calling upstairs) Hey kids wakey wakey eggs and bakey.

HOWIE NEWSOME: Here we go (starts up truck and leaves stage right)

MRS. GIBBS: George And Rebbeca GET YOUR BUTTS DOWN HERE!!


(Dr. Gibbs passes through back door in to house)

MRS. GIBBS: Hey Frank, how’s it goin?

DR. GIBBS:Oh yea, piece of cake.

MRS. GIBBS: Bacon should be done in a few, have some coffee if you would like, you can be here for a while this morning right?

DR. GIBBS: Hmmmm (thinks for a second) Mrs. Wentworth will be here around eleven, I think I know what’s wrong too, stomach pains, something’s spreading.

MRS. GIBBS: That’s only three hours. You need some sleep, Frank Gibbs you need some sleep. Wish you could go someplace and rest.

MRS WEBB: Emilee!!!!!!!, Wally!!!!!! GET UP NOW!!!!.

MRS GIBBS: You should speak to George, he is no help at all, he won’t even make his bed in the morning!

DR GIBBS: (looks concerned) Is he backtalking you?

MRS GIBBS: No he just is whining, all that he can think about is that dumb baseball… George!!! Rebecca!!! YOU WILL BE LATE FOR SCHOOL, HURRY

DR GIBBS: Hmmm, I wonder…

MRS GIBBS: George!

DR GIBBS: (says playfully) YOU BETTER LOOK AWESOME!

GEORGE: (laughs a little) Yes Dad

DR GIBBS: (goes offstage) George hurry up,  I’m gonna go catch some Z’s

MRS WEBB: (VERY ANGRY) GEORGE WALLY! NOWWWW!!!!!

REBBECCA GIBBS VOICE: MOM!! What shoes should I wear??

MRS GIBBS: SHHHH your dad’s asleep.  Just wear your Vans.

REBBECA: But Mom those shoes hacking suck.

MRS GIBBS: Just be quiet.

REBBECCA: Every day I go to school looking like darn fool.

MRS GIBBS: Now that’s not true, you look so-so.

REBBECCA: MOOOOOMMMMM, George is throwing his stained tighty-whiteys at me!

MRS GIBBS: I will come up there and smash your X-Box if you don’t stop, the both of you.

MRS WEBB: Kids! That’s It!! Eat your breakfast so you will grow big and strong, Wally turn off the TV.

WALLY: But Mom this is the new Hanna Montana!  Besides I’m doing my homework.

MRS WEBB: Nope, no TV at the table besides, I would rather have my children healthy then genius.

EMILY: But Mom you see, I’m both I’m really healthy, and the smartestest girl in my class.

MRS WEBB: I know dear just eat your breakfast.

WALLY: I’m pretty smart too when it comes to earning tons of money.

MRS WEBB: I will think about it, it seems like 15 dollars is enough for a kid because honestly you don’t need that.    

GEORGE: Come on Mom I have A LOT to buy.

MRS GIBBS: Sweet tarts is probably what you’re buying.

GEORGE: NO MOM!  Mmmmm. How does Rebbeca get so much?  You only give her half of what I get!

REBBECA (pulls out her wallet deviously) I know a guy.

MRS GIBBS: Well you should still be able to spend a little now and again.

REBBECCA: Mommy, do you know what I LOVE more than anything else, Filthy dirty money.

MRS GIBBS: (disappointed) Tsk-Tsk just eat your breakfast.

ALL CHILDREN: Mom I’m out. Gotta go 2 school.

(children make a mad dash)

MRS WEBB: Get outta here stop sagging George.

ALL: Bye bye 

(MRS GIBBS sees a cockroach in kitchen)

MRS GIBBS: Come here you little ugly bug (talks to it like a baby) Ok you can go or come here OR GO, MAKE UP YOUR MIND! Why are you here you don’t belong to me (shoes it away) don’t be scared nobody will hurt you.  (the bug walks away and then MRS GIBBS steps on it violently.  MRS. WEBB enters)

Oh hi Myrtle how’s your flu?

MRS WEBB: I don’t feel up to choir practice tonight no way. 

MRS GIBBS: Have you tried TUMS??

MRS WEBB: Those things are useless. I have to go cut up a fruit salad.

MRS GIBBS: (like a crazy person) IM HELPIN AYAYAYAYAYAYAYAYAYAYAYAYAY

MRS WEBB: The kids say they don’t like it but who cares.   (snaps fingers in a z formation) I am goin to make them eat it every day.

MRS GIBBS: Now give me more of that pineapple! Did one of those pawn salesman come to see you last week?

MRS WEBB: Nope.

MRS GIBBS: OMG OMG OMG You know that old Ford I have in the front yard? The guy offered me 35,000 for it!

MRS WEBB: 35,000 dollars ?!?!?  You have to take it!  You are, right???

MRS GIBBS: Ummmmmm-

MRS WEBB: WHAT DO YOU MEAN UMM??? Its 35,000 dollars!

MRS GIBBS: Well if my husband was a little more fun I would sell it like that! (snaps fingers) For years I have wanted to go to Tahiti and I told myself if I ever got the chance to go I would.

MRS WEBB: How does the (in a low voice) big daddy feel.

MRS GIBBS: I want to see if he is a heartless… (stops herself)  I want to see if he will take me somewhere.

MRS WEBB: What does he say about that??

MRS GIBBS: Oh I should do it myself.  He takes one trip to LA once a year and he says that’s enough for him.

MRS WEBB: Well my hubby dubby lubby bubby loves the way your husband knows movies.  He admires it.

MRS GIBBS: Oh you can bet he does.  He knows every scene to every movie (in a high voice) EVAR!

MRS WEBB: Take the money from that dude and (nudges and says suspiciously) encourage him.

MRS GIBBS: Oh I shouldn’t have mentioned it.  Just leave me alone Myrtle.


#2

RILEY

Now, a little bit about this town, San Diego is a nice town resting over an area of canyons, beaches and wetlands.  Different races drifted here from the gold rush and other events.  We have a part of town called Old Town with buildings from the 1800’s.  There’s a monument from where Cabrillo landed here.   But you should hear the history from our local expert.  (Calls offstage)  Yo, Mr. Webb!?   Mr. Webb?

Mr. Webb is publisher of the Sentinel, the best and ONLY paper in town.  We should be hearing from Mr. Webb about now but where is he?   (Looks off – no Mr. Webb) 

LAURA M

Now where could he be???  Oh well, I have a list…Ok now; let’s see… the basics?  (SM Nods)  Ok, so people vote at age 21.  Here we’re middle class.  36 percent Democrat, 28 percent Republican, 17 per cent Socialists and the rest indifferent.  Religiously we’re 63 percent Catholic, 27 percent Jewish and the rest are mixed between Buddhists, Muslims – so many!  Heck, some don’t know about any religion at all.  Population: One – no…two million.   Pretty normal, in my opinion.  But really dull.  The kids don’t seem to mind though.  90% of them graduate and buy a house right here – even after college.

So….  Questions, anybody? 

SKYLAR: Is there any crime or drinking in High Tech Village?

RILEY: Eh, I wouldn’t say there’s that much.  Theft mostly happens because of the economy – we’re in a recession.  But there are lots of schools here so we try to keep it mellow.  Nope, Alcohol isn’t used much unless it’s in the medicine cabinet.  Good for cleaning out cuts.

WOMAN IN THE BACK: Is there anyone in this village who pays attention to…

RILEY: Come closer, we can’t hear you all the way in the back there.

BRIANNA RAY: Speaking of the recession are there more homeless than usual?

RILEY: Yes sir – soup kitchens and shelters have opened and food banks are supporting them.  School kids donating and volunteering at em.

BRIANNA RAY: Well, then why doesn’t the government do something about it?  (Leaves)

RILEY:  (angered but calm) I agree sir but we can all help, you know…

SKYLAR: ‘Scuse me?  What type of cultural beauty is here in San Diego?

LAURA M: There’s an entire park dedicated to culture – Balboa Park with art, science, space and flight museums…. music, sports and even a museum about mankind.  There’s a theatre called the Old Globe. A nice place to go learn things.

SKYLAR:  Thank you kindly.

LAURA M:  No problem.  (MR WEBB Exits)  Thank you for your questions.  (SM is handed a paper)  Hey!  Mr. Webb sent a note “Have smashed my finger in the car door.  Can’t make it because I’m getting stitches.”  Well somebody could have told me that!

RILEY: There’s a sort of (pause) calm feeling that surges through the village around this time.  Everyone is either at work or school so no cars or bikes.   There’s Doc Gibbs in his office making people “Open wide” and choke on a giant stick.  Wait… oh; it’s later than I thought.  Kids are getting outta school already.

B1 

Characters: EMILY – Karina & Brianna Ray, GEORGE – Shawn & Dylan R, MR. WEBB - Luke, MRS. WEBB - Julia, DR. GIBBS – Roland P, SIMON - Cameron

Setting: Early Afternoon, 2014 on Main Street in San Diego, Ca

At Rise: Emily (Karina) is walking home From School on Main Street, she is about 5 minutes from her house. Also, she had no idea that George(Shawn) is following her on her way home.

EMILY: (talking on her cell phone) I can’t go get manicures with you Susie I promised my mom I would be home on time today, sorry.

MR. WEBB: Emily, why are you wearing those heels you can barely walk in them, who do you think you are, Katy Perry?

EMILY: OMG Dad!  First you criticize my shoes and then you call me names.  (groans) Why did I ever listen to you?

(Brings out her phone and starts texting)

MR. WEBB: Ok what ever you say Sweetie.

(MR WEBB walks out of sight, EMILY is still texting out by the gate of her house. GEORGE GIBBS comes walking up Main Street, he is throwing is Babe Ruth signed baseball up in the air and catching it.)

GEORGE: Hey Emily.

EMILY: Hey

GEORGE: You did a great job in class today you had the best presentation out of everyone.

EMILY: Well I did my best but I don’t know why she made me do a presentation about the ethics of Buzzlightyear.

GEORGE: You did great, its funny I can see you in your room at night doing the homework.

EMILY: Really, you can?

GEORGE: Ya, I just wish I was as smart as you and did homework that quickly.

EMILY: Thanks, I think.

GEORGE: Sure. - Emily how about maybe on some nights you give me a couple of hints, only if you think that would be ok?

EMILY: Oh I think hints are fine. So if you need any help you could just yell.

GEORGE: Awesome you’re the best Emily, thank you.

EMILY: Sure thing

GEORGE: This is kind of random but do you think being a chef is weird?

EMILY: No

GEORGE: Ok cool, well I better get to practice bye Emily.

EMILY: Bye George

(George walks off stage and enters Mrs. Webb with her gardening gloves on.)

MRS. WEBB: Emily will you come help me pick theses weeds will you?

EMILY: But mom…

(Stomps over and puts her phone in her pocket and sits down next to her mom)

MRS. WEBB: How old is George now, 16?

EMILY: How should I know?

MRS WEBB: Well he has turned into a very handsome young man, that’s for sure.

EMILY: Sure I guess.  - Oh I made a great presentation in class today.

MRS. WEBB: Well that’s good

EMILY: Ya. Am I doing this right (showing a weed to her mom)

MRS. WEBB: Yes you are

EMILY: Mom can I ask you something seriously, like honestly?

MRS. WEBB: Yes of course honey, what is it?

EMILY: Mom am I pretty?

MRS. WEBB: (hesitating) Well sure sweetie.

EMILY: Mom…

MRS. WEBB: Well you might need some plastic surgery as you get older but that’s fine.

EMILY: WHAT! Doesn’t that hurt really bad?

MRS. WEBB: Well a little, but that’s the price you pay to be beautiful!

EMILY: Well were you pretty?

MRS WEBB: Of course I was where else do you think you get some of yours from?

EMILY: Oh well, ok.

(They exit the stage)

STAGE MANAGER#3

DIANA EVERETT

Okay, let’s get to know our town a little better.  

The Cartwright family has started to build a new hotel down in the High Tech Village.  They asked a friend of mine what they should put inside of the time capsule they’re going to bury behind the hotel for future generations to dig up.

ARTURO

Of course, they put a copy of the New York Times, the Constitution, a couple of Ipods, a Bible, the Twilight Saga books and a McDonald’s food bag.  What do you think, folks?

I think I’m going to put a copy of this play in there so the people will have a few simple facts about us.

PHILLIP

So, people 1,000 years from now – this is what we’re like here in San Diego at the beginning of the 21st Century.  This is the way we are: while we were growing up and marrying, living, dying.

GRETA

Well, time to get back to the town.  It’s evening.  You can hear Simon Stimson’s choir in the church.  For kids doing homework, days go by fast.

(You can hear the choir practice, and you see Simon Stimson directing them, also Mr. Webb is seated at the kitchen table)

SIMON STIMSON: No, no, no, no, we have to get this right, people. From the top.

(Emily and George are on top of the ladders showing upstairs, they are just starting homework)

GEORGE: Pssst Emily!

EMILY: Hey whats up?

GEORGE: Nothing much.  How is the homework coming?

EMILY: Ok all I want to do is look at the moon its so pretty tonight.

GEORGE: Ya I know. Hey what did you get for problem number 3?

EMILY: What do you mean? That was the easiest one!

GEORGE: Well can you give me a hint!

EMILY: Well ok, the hint is that it is in square yards.

GEORGE: What?

EMILY: Square yards.

GEORGE: Square yards?

EMILY: Yes George, Square Yards.

GEORGE: Oh ok, thanks Emily!

EMILY: You’re welcome George. Well I guess I should get back to my homework.

GEORGE: Ok good night Emily I’ll see you tomorrow and thanks.

EMILY: Welcome, good night.

SIMON STIMSON: Also how many of you can be there on Tuesday for the wedding? 1,2,3… ok, we are going to sing the same thing as last week ok.  Well lets start from the top again.

DR. GIBBS: Hey George can you come here for a minute?

GEORGE: Ya, just a minute. (He comes down the ladder)  What is it dad?

DR. GIBBS: Have a seat, Buddy. George how old are you now?

GEORGE: Really? I’m sixteen almost seventeen Dad.

DR. GIBBS: Oh ok, what do you want to do once you’re done with school?

GEORGE: Well I have always thought about being a chef.

DR. GIBBS: Oh well that’s good.  You sure that you are willing to get up that early?  I mean you have been sleeping in until 12:00 in the afternoon on weekends.

GEORGE: Well ya, I guess. What do you mean, Dad?

DR. GIBBS: Well this afternoon I was looking out the window in my office and I saw your mother bringing in firewood. And I thought, “Why is your mother doing that?” I suppose she just was tired of asking you all of the time. She does a lot for you George, and you just go off with tour buds and play baseball. We treat her like a house keeper, and I knew all I had to do was get your attention about it, well here is a tissue son.

GEORGE: (sniffiling) Thanks

DR. GIBBS: I just want you to do a little more, that’s all, and your getting older so. Well that’s all George.

GEORGE: Thanks Dad.

DR. GIBBS: Tomorrow is your allowance, if you know what I mean so you can count on that.

GEORGE: Really thanks, but I should go get to bed.

DR. GIBBS: Ya well your mother should be back from choir practice soon so… ya, I guess it’s time, good night.

GEORGE: Night.

(George & DOC GIBBS Exit)

A2 

Characters: MRS.GIBBS- Angela, MRS.WEBB- Diana Testa, MRS.SOAMES - Luna, DR.GIBBS- Brandon Miller, GEORGE- Ryan, REBECCA- Brianna S, CONSTABLE WARREN - Raul, MR.WEBB – Brandon N.

MRS.SOAMES: Wow it’s really late I can’t believe you guys can go on singing for that long I stopped in the middle and started listening to music on my phone.

MRS.WEBB: You never pay attention in choir practice why did you even join?

MRS.SOAMES: Cause I want to get out of the house. Mr. Soames and those children of mine think I’m their maid.

(Mrs. Webb looks at Mrs. Soames with an annoyed look.)

MRS.WEBB: Well of course they do! You do everything for them and don’t ask for anything back.

MRS.SOAMES: Well…. Why Julia you’ve been really quiet.

MRS.GIBBS: Well I’m just thinking about Simon Stimson.

MRS.SOAMES: Who hasn’t. He was drunk tonight.

MRS.WEBB: We shouldn’t be talking about this.  He could show up any minute and we’re alone late at night.

(Mrs.Webb looks around uneasily.)

MRS.GIBBS: Well the pastor ought to fire him he’s always drunk it ruins our performance!

MRS.WEBB: Now Julia just calm down.  I’ve never seen you like this!  What’s wrong with you? You’ve been acting up lately.

MRS.GIBBS: Nothing. I have to go see you later get home safe. Bye.

(Mrs.Gibbs leaves swiftly slightly trotting not looking back.)

MRS.SOAMES: She’s acting weird… well whatever bye.

MRS.WEBB: Bye see ya later.

(Both the women walk off in different directions looking around uneasily.)

MRS.GIBBS: I’m home!

DR.GIBBS: Thank God I was starving.  

MRS. GIBBS: All the work around here it’s the 21st century for crying out loud.

DR.GIBBS: Wow what’s wrong? You’ve been acting weird lately.

MRS.GIBBS: Wow you’re so blind I’ve been hinting to you for a looooong time that I want to get out of this little town I want to live in the city it’s 2010 and we live in a old fashioned town. I want to travel don’t you understand that! Ughhhh! 

(Dr.Gibbs looks at her sadly.)

DR.GIBBS: I understand.

(Dr.Gibbs gets up and walks away without a glance back.)

GEORGE: Leave me alone Rebecca! There’s only room for one at this window and that one is me!

REBECCA: You’re just watchin Emily! You’re a stalker! 

GEORGE: Shut up Rebbeca no I’m not!

REBECCA: Yes you are and I’m gonna tell her at school tomorrow! Haha!

GEORGE: If you do I’ll tell that little twerp Joe Crowell that you have a crush on him! And why don’t you go listen to your Ipod or something?

REBECCA: How did you know that I didn’t tell anybody?!

GEOEGE: You don’t hide your diary very well.

REBECCA: You’re the worst big brother ever!

(Rebecca stomps away George stays on the ladder doing Homework.)

 (EXIT)

(Back on Main Street MR. WEBB and CONSTABLE WARREN meet)

MR.WEBB: Hey whats up?

CONSTABLE WARREN: Nothin you?

MR.WEBB: Simon Stimson.

CONSTABLE WARREN: What about him?

MR.WEBB: He’s comin down the street look he can barley hold himself up.

CONSTABLE WARREN: Just ignore him.  Look, there’s his wife and she gots her hunting face on.

MR.WEBB: Well I have to go see ya.

(Constable Warren tilts his hat as in nodding good bye and watches Mr.Webb walk into his house with a blank expression.)

MR.WEBB: Hey who’s up there?

EMILY: It’s just me Papa!

MR.WEBB: Oh sorry.                   

EMILY: That’s ok Papa.

MR.WEBB: What are you doing up?  It’s like 3 in the morning?!

EMILY: I couldn’t sleep it’s so pretty outside and I can smell Mrs. Gibbs’ heliotrope and it smells awesome.

MR.WEBB: Ok don’t stay up too late and don’t let your mom catch you.

EMILY: Thanks papa.

(EXIT Mr Webb & EMILY)

REBECCA: I don’t think I ever told you but remember when that girl was sick.

GEORGE: Yeah I guess what about her?

REBECCA: When the priest sent her a letter it was addressed weird he forgot some stuff on the front.

GEORGE: Like what?

REBECCA: Like he forgot to put her name and stuff and it still got delivered to her.

GEORGE: Who cares it’s not any of your business or mine!

REBECCA: But how did it get delivered?!

GEORGE: I don’t know and I don’t care just stop and go to bed!

( Rebecca looks at him with an annoyed.)

REBECCA: Fine! Good night George.       

STAGE MANAGER#4

JULIA:

Three years have passed.  The sun has risen more than a thousand times.

New babies that were not born before can say regular sentences now. People who thought they were always young noticed they can’t bound up stairs like they used to.

All this can occur in a thousand days.

ROLAND:

And a number of people have fallen in love and then married.

JULIA:

About everyone in the world is married.  In this town there are no exceptions.

LUKE:

The first act was called “The Daily Life”.  This act is called Love and Marriage.  The act after this – well you can probably guess what that’s about.

MAYA:

So, it’s three years later.  July 7, 2014 after high school commencement.

ROLAND:

This is the time our young ones jump up and marry.  Once they pass their final exams they think they are ready for it.

MAYA:

It’s morning.  It’s raining and thundering.  Mrs. Gibbs garden and Mrs. Webbs here: drenched.  These bean poles and pea vines: drenched.  All day yesterday it seemed the rains were curtains being blown.

LEA:

Mrs. Gibbs and Mrs. Webb come down to make breakfast like any other day.  

LUKE:

Both these ladies cooked 3 meals a day: one for 20 years and the other for 40.  They each brought up 2 children, washed and cleaned the house without summer vacation.  Neither had a nervous breakdown.

LEA:

Kinda like one of them Middle West poets would say, “ You’ve got to love life to have life, and you’ve got to have life to love life.”  That’s what they call a vicious circle.

B2 

Characters: Howie Newsome - Owen.  Si Crowell – Julian, Constable Warren - Travis, Mrs. Gibbs - Tricia.  

Mrs. Webb- Lea. Dr. Gibbs- Patrick, George - Ronan

Setting:Grovers Corner 2010, July 7th.  It’s raining outside.  Inside the Gibbs kitchen and the Webbs kitchen.  Main Street

At rise: MRS. GIBBS and MRS. WEBB are preparing breakfest for there families, as always. HOWIE NEWSOME is just getting out of his van and is slinging the mail bag over his shoulder.  SI CROWELL is riding down the street on his bike throwing newspapers as he goes by he see HOWIE NEWSOME  and slows to a stop.                                            ( up stage center/left)         

HOWIE NEWSOME: Good morning Si, it’s been awhile since I last saw you.

SI CROWELL(depressed/mad) It’s been since yesterday.

HOWIE NEWSOME: I know, I was just messing with you.

(tilts his head, sees SI CROWELLS expretion)

Okay, whats on your mind, and don’t say nothing, because I know it’s something.

SI CROWELL: (still depressed) Well the baseball team is losing one the coolest coach-George Gibbs.

HOWIE NEWSOME: You mean George Gibbs is Quitting the coaching staff?  But wh…oh that’s right, he’s getting married.

SI CROWELL: That’s right.  He’s getting married, but why is he leaving the team after he gets married.

HOWIE NEWSOME:  Well I guess that after he marries Emily, they are going to move out to his uncle’s restaurant.  You know there is good money in that industry.

SI CROWELL: (surprised) That’s why he’s leaving the team.

HOWIE NEWSOME: (as he looks at his clock) I guess so, but you know it’s his choice…Oh my gosh! It’s 6:00 a.m. your going to be late Si!

SI CROWELL: For what?

HOWIE NEWSOMWE: (rushing mood) School! I mean, it was nice talking to you and all, but you and I still have to do our routes

SI CROWELL: Um, Mr. Newsome, my school doesn’t start until 8:30…I-I’m good on time. Plus it’s summer vacation

HOWIE NEWSOME: Oh?  That’s good to here.  Well nice talking to you.

(just as Si is about to continue on his way, CONSTABLE WARREN comes driving down the street in his police cruiser, and pulls to a stop next to the two)

CONSTABLE WARRENS: Good morning boys, hows everyone on this…uhg-overcast sky morning?

HOWIE NEWSOME: Well I’m good, but little Si Crowell here is upset about Gorege Gibbs and how he is no longer going to coach the baseball team.  

CONSTABLE WARREN: Well those things happern for a reason… 

(stops to listens to his police scanner)

like how I have to have the morning shift today.

(he then drives downs the street and out of sight)

SI CROWELL: (as he peddles away) I better go if I want to finish my routes and get home in time to watch my favorite show.

HOWIE NOWSOME: Bye Si

(HOWIE NEWSMOE grabs the mail for his first stop of the morning..the Gibbs.  MRS. GIBBS is waiting for him at the door)

MRS. GIBBS: (kind/tired/with a yawn) Good morning Howie.  You’re a little later then usual, what happened?

HOWIE NEWSOME: Oh nothing, just stopped to talk with little Si Crowell

MRS. GIBBS:…little.  He’s thirteen.

HOWIE NEWSOME: As he grabs picks up a package) I know, but he is still little to me …but that’s not important.  Here is your mail.

MRS. GIBBS: (as she takes the mail) Looks like that wedding gift I ordered from Amazon finally got here.

HOWIE NEWSOME:  Any way, my wife wants me to tell you that George and Emily are perfect for each other.

MRS. GIBBS: (sacrcasticly and happy) Why thank you Howie.

HOWIE NEWSOME: (as he crosses the lawn to the WEBBS house) Good bye MRS. GIBBS

(HOWIE NEWSOME walks up to the door and knocks.  To his surprise, MRS. WEBB answers the door)

HOWIE NEWSOME: What a surprise, your up.  I mean your up earlier then usual that is.

MRS. WEBB: (looking out at the sky) Well I got to make breakfast for my family early today. Hey Howie, do you think you think it will be cloudy during the wedding?

HOWIE NEWSOME: (handing the mail to MRS. WEBB) I think it’s just a marine layer.  I’m sure it will clear up. 

MRS. WEBB: That’s good.  Oh and will you and your wife be able to make it to the wedding?

HOWIE NEWSOME: (as he walks away) We wouldn’t miss it. See you there

MRS. WEBB: Good bye Howie.

(HOWIe walks up stage and then turns left and then goes off stage.

(DR. GIBBS comes down the staircase in a t-shirt and shorts, and pulls up a chair and sits down by the table.

DR. GIBBS: Well Honey.  Today’s the day that George is getting married

MRS. GIBBS (holding back tears) Frank Gibbs, please don’t remind me…I can remind myself. Now…here is your coffee.

DR. GIBBS: Ok, then.  Just to let you know, George is up stairs shaving his face for like the forth time while humming “here comes the bride”, I mean soon he will be shaving skin!  And, and every so often he practices saying “I do” to the mirror.

MRS. GIBBS: Well, personally they’re not ready to get married.  They’re just too young.  George is going to give Emily a handful.  She’ll have to cook for him, do his laundry, and everything else for him.

DR. GIBBS: (starring into the clouds ”thinking”) One of the most vivid memories of mine was the day we got married.

MRS. GIBBS: Do you have to bring that up Frank.  That was by far the scariest days of my life.

DR. GIBBS: No no no, just listen.  I was so scared that I had made a mistake by marrying the wrong woman.  Even though I had known you for 2 years I was unsure about my decision, but then I saw you and then I was sure of it.  I was marrying the right one

MRS. GIBBS:  What about me! I mean I loved you and all but right there and then I felt like throwing up and running back up the aisle. 

(the microwave buzzer goes off and MRS. GIBBS goes and opens it and pulls out breakfast)

MRS. GIBBS:  Here you go dear.

DR. GIBBS: (surprised as he takes a bite) Julia…French toast…and it’s good

MRS. GIBBS:  It’s not that hard to make, all you need is…

DR. GIBBS:  I mean these are better then my moms. What’s your recipe?

MSR. GIBBS: Well, I got it from a box, then I put it in the microwave for 8 minutes and then I put it in front of you and it’s gone in 5 minutes.

DR. GIBBS:…Oh

(moment of scilence)

MRS. GIBSBS: I was up all night imagining what it will be like with just Rebecca. Think of how mush quieter it will be.

DR. GIBBS: Yep, I mean I get this feeling of awkwardness every time I think of George being a family type of man.  I mean Julia the most terrifying thing in the world is the relation between a dad and son.

MRS. GIBBS: Tell me about it…daughters can be so dramatic.

MRS. GIBBS: Speaking of Rebecca, is she still in her room?

DR. GIBBS: Yep, I wouldn’t bother her, you know girls can be so “dramatic”.

(GEORGE comes running down the stairs)

GEORGE: Good morning.  Can you believe it I’m getting married today, isn’t that great?

DR. GIBBS: Yep. Sure thing son.

(GEORGE reaches for the door to open it)

MRS. GIBBS: George Gibbs.  Where do you think you are going?

GEORGE: Well, I was just going to go over and say hi to my girl and all so…bye.

MRS. GIBBS: (scolding) You are not going over there right now. One you have to eat your breakfast, and two, you will not go outside in this weather without your jacket on.

GEORGE: Why?

DR. GIBBS: (while he examines his newspaper) Because your mother wants you to so that you don’t-well…just listen to her and put on a jacket.

(GEORGE grabs his jacket and puts it on)

GEORGE: (annoyed) Okay, I have my jacket.  Now I will go over there.

(GEORGE opens the door before his mother can protest and runs across the lawn to the WEBBS house.  When he reaches the door he knocks hard three times and goes inside)

GEORGE: Good morning Mrs. Webb

MRS. WEBB: (surprised as she jumps from her seat at the table) Oh-George…you, you scared me.  What are you doing here?

GEORGE: To see Emily of course.

MRS. WEBB: You can’t see Emily right now, not until the wedding that is.

GEORGE: That just an old superstition that some crazy person came up with and-oh good morning Mr. Webb

(MR. WEBB finishes caming down the stairs and sits down)

MR. WEBB: Good morning George.  Why are you here?

GEORGE: Well, I came to see Emily, but because of a superstition I can’t.  Mr. Webb do you believe in that superstition?

MR. WEBB:  Well, I think I do but…well..Yes, I guess I do.

GEORGE:  Well, if I can’t see Emily then how is she?

MRS. WEBB: I don’t know.  She’s still sleeping, you know we were up all night.

GEORGE: Emily is still asleep, but the wedding is only five hours away!

MRS. WEBB: Okay.  You sit down have some coffee, and I will go wake her up and talk to her, how does that sound to you.

(GEORGE sits down and pours himself some coffee)(MR. WEBB sits there looking at GEORGE not knowing what to say). 

MR. WEBB:  Yo my man George was sup!

GEORGE: (ackwardly) I guess I’m good but I’ not so sure about you sir.

MR. WEBB: Oh no, I’m fine.

GEORGE:  That’s good to hear.  Um…Sir, do you really believe that it’s bad luck yo see your bride on the day of the wedding, you know, besides when you actually get married?

MR. WEBB: Well the only thing I can say is this…Women. That’s right, women. You see, on a girls wedding day all she can think about is hair, makeup, the dress, and so many other things.

GEORGE: So, you believe in that superstition then?

MR. WEBB: Oh you bet I do.  Every man that has ever lived has.  But it doesn’t matter, because when you see her walking down the aisle you think, wow, I am marrying the most beautiful girl ever.  Plus your going to have to live with that girl for the rest of your life, now remember that.  But don’t get me wrong, being married is a great thing.

GEORGE:  Good to know sir, thanks for those words.

MR. WEBB: George, just remember to show the girl who is boss around the house.  Oh and every so often, don’t be afraid to put your foot down and leave her.  Well that at least what my father told me.

GEORGE: Interesting, but do…

MR. WEBB: George, if you want your marriage to last.  Do the opposite of what I just told you, K?

GEORGE: Yes, sir.  That makes more sense.

MR. WEBB:  George, what types of food do you plan on making?

GEORGE:  Excuse me?

MR. WEBB: (loudly)  I said, what types of food are you going to make?

GEORGE:  Well, Uncle Luke’s restaurant made regular American food.  But I was thinking of making others – some Mexican…..etc

MR. WEBB: Really that’s good to hear.  Anyway, I have this book that talks all about the mechanics and history of bikes, and I think you need it more then I do, plus I don’t really like reading books with more then 100 pages.

(MRS. WEBB comes down the stairs)

MRS. WEBB: who doesn’t like reading books with more then 100 pages?

MR. WEBB: (right after/without hesitation) George.  But I am encouraging him to.

(MRS. WEBB opens the door and makes a waving out motion)

MRS. WEBB: George, you have to go.  Emily has to come down and eat breakfast. She does love you but she can’t and doesn’t want to lay a single eye on you. Good Bye now.

(GEORGE stands up from his seat, puts on jacket and begins to walk towards the door)

GEORGE:  Good Bye then.  See you at the church.

(MR. WEBB waves and GEORGE walks out the door crosses the lawn and enters house and goes off stage)

MR. WEBB: MYRTLE!  I almost forgot about he oldest marriage superstition.

MRS. WEBB: Oh Charles, what could it possibly be?

MR. WEBB: Oh this one goes back.  To the caveman.  No man can lay an eye on his future father-in-law on the day of the wedding, or even near them.  Don’t you remember?

MRS. WEBB: No

(they both go upstairs) 

STAGE MANAGER#5

TRAVIS: 

Thank you very much Webbsters.  To interrupt again.  So you want to know how all this loveeyy stuff started – this wedding, this plan to spend a lifetime together?  

I am interested in how relationships like this one get started.  You know how it is, you’re 20-ish and you make some decisions; then. …You’re 70, you’ve been married for 50 years and that gray-haired lady has been through everything with you and eaten thousands of meals with you.  How do these things start?

TAYLOR:

George and Emily are going to show you now a talk they had when they first knew that – that they were meant to be a couple.  But before they start, I want you to try and remember what it was like to be a teen with all the stuff going on in your life.  The days when you fell in love, when you were like... a person who was sleeping and sleep talking and you didn’t mind anyone else, and didn’t quite hear everything that was said to you.  You’re just a little bit wacko.  Remember when you were like that?

Now they’ll be coming out of their High School at 3:30.  George has just been elected president ad Emily was elected Secretary.  I don’t have to tell you how excited they are.

Yepppers… there they are coming down Main Street now.

A3 

Characters: 

GEORGE 1– Trevon, GEORGE 2 – Brody, GEORGE 3- Cody, 

STAGE MANAGER- Tristan

EMILY 1 – Timmorie, Emily 2 – Krystal, Emily 3- Becky

Setting: High tech village, Starbucks


EMILY, carrying a –Imaginary- Backpack walks down Main Street

EMILY#1: Sorry! I can’t, Susan! I’ve got to go home! 

EMILY #1 & #2: Bye! 

EMILY #2: Oh! Jamie! Jamie! Want to come over to my house tonight and do Bieber fever singing? 

EMILY #2 & #3:Text me later! 

EMILY #3: Bye Helen! Bye, Fred!

GEORGE, Having a Backpack on his back, runs up to EMILY and waits a moment before talking to her.

GEORGE #1: Um… is your backpack heavy?

EMILY #1: Not really, it’s actually pretty ligh-

GEORGE#2: (Interrupting) that sucks! 

GEORGE#1,2,3: Want me to carry it for you?

ALL EMILY: (Breaks eye contact) Sure… Thanks (Thrusts backpack into open hand)

GEORGE #3: Excuse me for a second. Bob! If I’m a little late for laser-tag, start anyway okay? And tell Jim that I said hi.

ALL EMILY: Goodbye Lizzie.

GEORGE #1: Bye Lizzie! – It’s pretty cool that you were elected, too Emily.

EMILY #1: Thanks!


They take a few steps, and then George stops.
GEORGE #2: Emily…

EMILY #2: George?

GEORGE #2: Why are you so mad at me?

(ALL START WALKING)

EMILY #2: (Looking away from George) I’m not mad at you…

GEORGE #2: Well, you’ve been treating me so weird lately.

EMILY#2: (Eye contact) well. I guess I’ll say it.


Homeless man walks by

GEORGE #3: We don’t have any spare change!

EMILY #3: Yeah! Leave us alone.

GEORGE #1: Now… what was it?

EMILY #1: (Difficult to say) Well… I don’t like the whole “Change” that has come over you in the past year. Sorry if it hurts your feelings. But someone’s got to say it.

GEORGE #1: B-but Emily… (Grins) This is change we can believe in!

EMILY #1: (Laughs a little, but then gets serious) You’re such a smart-alec! Anyway… Up to a year or so ago, I used to really like you a lot. And I always used to watch you do everything, and that might sound a little creepy, but we’d been friends for so long! But then you started spending all your time at Laser tag… and you never stopped to talk to anyone anymore! Not even your own family! And, George… It’s a fact. You’ve gotten really stuck-up.  All the girls say so. They might not to your face but that’s what they all say on Facebook. And I have to agree with them. Again, sorry if it hurts your feelings, but… I’m glad I said it.

GEORGE #1: (Swallows hard) Well… I’m glad that you said it. I never noticed that sort of thing was happening. I guess it’s hard for things like that not to creep up on people.


 They take a step or two, but then just stand with awkward silence.

EMILY #2: I expect guys to be perfect and I think they should be.

GEORGE #2: Oh, I don’t think that it is possible to be perfect.

EMILY#2: Well, my dad is, and yours seems to be, too. I don’t see why you shouldn’t be.

GEORGE#2: You know, I always thought it was the other way around, that girls were naturally perfect and guys weren’t.

EMILY#2: Pfft. You should know right now that I’m not perfect, and it isn’t as easy for a girl to be as perfect as a guy. We are more, like, nervous, and with girls there is always more drama. And, I’m sorry I said that about you, and I don’t know why I did.

GEORGE #3: Emily –

EMILY #3: And, I mean. Now I see that it’s not the truth at all, you aren’t-

GEORGE#3: (Fast, Interrupting) Do you want to get a coffee or something before you go home?

EMILY #3: Well, thanks, I would.  


They walk, then make a right turn and open the Imaginary turn into Starbucks. EMILY is overtaken by emotion and keeps her head down, GEORGE greets some people passing by.

GEORGE#3: Hey Stu, what’s happening?  How’s it goin’ Ms. Johnson?

Mr. Alfonto: Hello, George, What’s up Emily? What do you need? (Looks at EMILY) Whoa! Emily! What’s wrong?

EMILY #3: Well, I was just talking to George about-

GEORGE #3: (Interrupting) She got mugged.


He looks to EMILY as if to say, “Play along!”

EMILY #3: Yeah, he took all of my money… looked like he was high on, uh, sweet tarts!

Mr. Alfonto: Well have some water, both of you! Crime is getting worse and worse here, I can remember when most people didn’t even lock their doors at night. You know what?

EMILY #2: Hmm?

Mr. Alfonto: You two each get a Mocha Frappacino, on the house!

EMILY #2: Wow!

GEORGE #2: Thanks so much! (Creepily) Can you make mine nice n’ mushy? (Licks teeth)

Mr. Alfonto: Two Mocha Fraps. Mmhmm, Mmhmm. Right now there’s about 900 cars in High Tech Village, They are starting to bring in these Electric cars.


He sets the glasses before them.

Here they are! Enjoy ‘em!


He sees a customer.
Yes, Christie, what do you need?

EMILY #1: Wow! Free! How nice!

GEORGE #1: Well, It’s the least he could do, I mean; you did get mugged 

(Wink) ‘sides. We’re celebrating the election! And you know what else?

EMILY #1: Hmm?

GEORGE #1: I’m celebrating that I have a friend that tells me the things that need to be told.

EMILY #2: George, Please don’t think about that. 

EMILY #3:I don’t know why I said it, it isn’t true, and You’re-

GEORGE #3: No Emily, I’m glad you told me. 

GEORGE #1:And I’m going to change really fast, just you see. 

GEORGE #2: And Emily; I want to ask you a favor.

EMILY #3: W-what would that be?

GEORGE #3: When I am away at culinary school next year, will you Call me and text me and stuff? Or even stay in touch through facebook!

EMILY #3: (Smiles) Of course I will!


They both start sipping through the straws

EMILY #3: Would you even really care about High Tech Village after four years? I mean it’s a long time, and it really isn’t the most exciting place in the world.

GEORGE #3: I will always care about High Tech Village , Emily. Always.

EMILY #3: Well, I will try to make the texts interesting.


Pause.

GEORGE#2: Emily… Whenever I meet a chef, I ask him if he thinks it’s important to go to culinary school, to be a good cook.

EMILY #2: Are you saying that ​– 

GEORGE #2: Some of them even say that it is a waste of time. And it’s a lot of money, too. I’d rather put that toward something else. Plus, Uncle Luke is getting old, he needs someone to take over the restaurant, he would have me tomorrow, if I could.

EMILY #2: Wow.

GEORGE #2: (Serious, Lots of eye-contact) Yeah, And like you said, being gone all that time, meeting new people, going new places… I mean, God. If that kind of stuff can happen, then I don’t want to go away. New people are never as good as the old ones. The same way with new places. Emily… I feel that you’re about the best friend I got, I don’t need to go somewhere else and meet someone else.

EMILY #2: B-but George! Maybe the things they teach you are important, like… how to season things and how to promote the store and stuff like that!

GEORGE #2: (After a pause, very seriously.) Emily, I’ve made my mind up, I’m not going to School. I’ll tell my dad tonight. 

EMILY #1: Why do you need to make this decision right now? Why not wait a year? You might end up really regretting this!

GEORGE #1: Emily, I'm glad you talked to me about that... that bad part of my personality. What you said was right; but there was one thing wrong in it, and that was when you said that for a year I wasn't noticing people, and... you, for example. I mean, you say you were watching me when I did everything... I was doing the same about you all the time. 

GEORGE #2:I always thought about you as one of the main people I thought about. I always made sure where you were sitting at lunch tables, and who you were with, and for three days now I've been trying to walk home with you; but something's always got in the way. Yesterday l was waiting for you, and you walked home with Miss Stevenson.

EMILY #1: (Smiles) Life is so weird. How could I have known that? I mean, I thought-

GEORGE #3: Emily, I’m going to tell you why I’m not going to school. I think that once you find someone that you really like, a person that likes you, too. Well, I think that is just as important as College is. Maybe even more so. But I guess that is just what I think.

EMILY #3: I think it’s pretty important, too.

ALL GEORGE: Emily…

ALL EMILY: Yes George?

GEORGE #1: If I do improve, and make a big change… 

GEORGE #2: Do you think that… I mean, 

GEORGE #3: Would you be… I mean… Would you be?

ALL EMILY: I always will be.

ALL GEORGE: (Pause) I guess this talk we’ve been having is pretty important.

ALL EMILY: Definitely… 

GEORGE #1: (Stretches, and stands up) Just wait a sec, Emily. I’ll walk you home. 

AL GEORGE: Thanks for the Frappaccinos, Mr. Alfonto!

Mr. Alfonto: Not a problem. Did you get over your shock Emily? 

EMILY #2: Yep. I’m okay.

Mr. Alfonto: Wait, before you go, want to buy some… (Looks side to side) Sweet tarts?

GEORGE #2: I think that we’re good.

Mr. Alfonto: Suit yourself!


GEORGE picks up both backpacks and he and EMILY leave the stage. 
STAGE MANAGER #6

LUNA:

There are a lot of things that can be said about a wedding.  A lot of sadness and happiness, thoughts about leaving home, and staying with your loved one forever.  We can’t put all weddings into one.  

RILEY:

But I’m the minister in this wedding so that gives me the right to say … it can get very serious.   This is a good wedding, but even at some of the best weddings there’s a lot of confusion.

Let’s not forget all the other witnesses at the wedding.  The millions and millions of ancestors  - most of them who also lived 2 by 2.

So that’s it. 

LUNA:

Sermon wasn’t very long anyway.

B3 

EMILY - Jamie, GEORGE - Avishai, MRS SOAMES - Monica, MR Webb - Noah, MRS Gibbs – Maya ,THE MINISTER - Riley, AND THE BASEBALL PLAYERS – Dylan, Roland, Ronan.

 THIS WEDDING IS TAKING PLACE IN San Diego YEAR OF 2009.THE GUESTS ARE ALL SITTING IN THERE SEATS LOOKING FOR THE BRIDE AND GROOM WHO MAY BE HAVING SECOND THOUGHTS. MRS WEBB ON THE WAY TO HER SEAT FOLLOWED MR WEBB AND WALLY STARTS TALKING TO HER HUSBAND AND SON.

MRS WEBB: Charles, Rebecca, go take a seat I’ll be there in a minute.

MR WEBB AND WALLY GO TAKE THEIR SEATS AND MRS WEBB TURNS TO THE AUDIENCE, HER EYES RED.

MRS WEBB: I don’t know why on earth I’m crying.

MRS WEBB: I guess there is nothing to cry about. George is a wonderful man. I would know. Emily and George have been playing together since they were toddlers.  But it came over me while Emily was eating her breakfast, as she has done for nineteen years, that she will not be eating at our breakfast table anymore. She’s going to be at her own breakfast table living her own life. I guess that’s it.

Oh, and Emily she said, “I can’t eat another mouthful,” put her head on the table and then she started crying!

(She starts walking towards her seat, then stopped and turned back to the audience.)

Oh, I have to say is, it’s just plain cruel letting girls get married at this age. She wanted to get married earlier, but we made an agreement that she would get married at age 19. You know, Charles and I can’t do much about it though, she’s legally old enough to make her own decisions.

I hope her girlfriends have told her a thing or two.  It’s a cruel thing I know, but I couldn’t bring myself to say anything. I went into marriage as blind as a bat myself.

The whole world’s wrong, that’s what’s the matter. Oh there they come

(SHE HURRYS TO HER PLACE NEXT TO WALLY AND MR WEBB.GEORGE STARTS TO COME FROM THE RIGHT SIDE OF THE STAGE.)

EMILY: I’m scared Dad.

MR WEBB: I know Honey but you chose this for yourself and you should go with your heart.

EMILY WEBB: But how can you be sure? What if this whole thing turns around to bite me in the butt.

MR WEBB: Well, Sweety sometimes when you love someone so much they’re just worth that risk.

EMILY WEBB: I know, I really do love him.

MR WEBB: ...And you know he loves you?

EMILY WEBB: Yeah, he says ALL the time

MR WEBB: Well then you have nothing to worry about.

EMILY WEBB:  Yeah you’re probably right, I’m being silly I have nothing to worry about.

(Emily WALKS AWAY HAPPILY)

MR WEBB: What was I thinking? I could’ve stopped her.  Uugh, I’m a little too romantic.

(AS Emily TRYS TO FIGURE OUT WHAT THE RIGHT PATH IS George IS HAVING SOME TROUBLE FIGURING THINGS OUT FOR HIMSELF.)

GEORGE GIBBS: I can’t believe I’m actually getting married, Ma.

MRS GIBBS: I know it’s hard for me to imagine my baby is growing up.

George GIBBS: Oh, come on Mom.  Don’t be sad!  It’s not like your losing me.

MRS GIBBS: (she puts her hand to George’s cheek) I know, I know.

GEORGE GIBBS: I LOVE YOU.

MRS GIBBS: I LOVE YOU TOO.

(AS EVERYONE TAKES THERE SEATS George HAS RAN INTO SOME UNWANTED Visitors.)

THE BASEBALL PLAYERS

DYLAN: WELL WELL WELL, take a look at “em.  He looks familiar doesn’t he? 

ROLAND:Could be George but he wouldn’t tie himself to a chick like this, 

RONAN: And he would never wear a monkey suit  - especially not that one. 

GEORGE GIBBS: What are you guys doing here?

THE BASEBALL PLAYERS

DYLAN: Now now, don’t get your panties in a bunch! 

ROLAND: After all it is your wedding day!  

RONAN: Aren’t you supposed to be polite to your guests?

GEORGE GIBBS: That’s funny, I don’t recall inviting you.

(Mr Webb LISTENING VERY CLOSELY TO THE ARGUMENT JOINS IN.)

MR WEBB: These your friends George?

GEORGE GIBBS: Used to be ‘til I decided to get married. Now it seems all they do is nag me about my “wrong decision”.  They aren’t even happy for me.

MR WEBB: Well then, I think you fellas oughta leave now.

THE BASEBALL PLAYERS:  (about to answer they had one last glare at George) Yes, sir.

( AS THE BASEBALL PLAYERS WALKED OUT MR WEBB PUT ONE OF HIS HANDS ON George’s SHOULDER.)

MR WEBB:  Now, I need to ask you right now, are you ready to support another person, are you ready for the emotional rollercoaster that is being married?

GEORGE GIBBS: Yes sir, I believe I am.

MR WEBB: Well okay then.

(Mr Webb TOOK HIS SEAT AND WAS THE LAST GUEST TO SIT DOWN BEFORE THE MUSIC STARTED PLAYING.George WAS AT THE FRONT OF THE ROOM UNAWARE WHAT HIS EYES ARE ABOUT TO WITNESS. Emily STARTS WALKING DOWN THE ISLE George LIFTS HIS HEAD TO ONE OF THE MOST BEAUTIFUL SITES.)

GEORGE GIBBS: She’s gorgeous.

(ONE OF THE GUESTS MRS SOAMES WAS ONE OF THE MOST INTERRUPTIVE PEOPLE George HAS EVER MET.  BUT NOTHING COULD RUIN THE FEELING HE HAD BURSTING IN HIS CHEST.)

MRS SOAMES:  Yes she is, you know it brings me a ton of happiness seeing the look in the groom’s eyes when he sees his bride walking down that isle looking more beautiful than ever.

(Emily GETTING CLOSER AND CLOSER TO REACHING George HAD THE LOOK ON HER FACE LIKE SHE HAD BEEN HOLDING IN HER TEARS.)

MRS SOAMES: Now look at that.  True love.

(Emily FINALLY REACHING HER SOUL MATE STARTED BURSTING INTO TEARS.) 

MRS SOAMES: AWWW!

MINISTER: (stage manager) Do you promise to honor, respect and love each other til death do you part?  

GEORGE & EMILY: I do.

MINISTER: You may now kiss your bride.

(THEY BOTH LEAN IN FOR THE KISS, JUST AS THERE LIPS ARE ABOUT TO TOUCH MRS SOAMES JUMPS UP AND BLOCKS THE VIEW.)

MRS SOAMES: Don’t you just love this wedding!???  They’re such a perfect couple.

(BY THE TIME MRS SOAMES SITS BACK DOWN THEY ARE ALREADY OFFICIALLY MARRIED AND BLOCKS THE VIEW.  THE AUDIENCE JUMPS UP TO CHEER FOR THE NEWLY WEDS, George AND Emily RUN DOWN THE AISLE

MRS SOAMES: Don’t you just love a happy ending? 

STAGE MANAGER:

A4 43-50 

BY: Santana Jimenez per 5

CHARACTORS: MRS. GIBBS- Greta, EMILY- Santana, SIMON STIMSON - Christian, GEORGE - All , DOC. GIBBS- Patrick, MRS. SOAMES – Ciera, Sam Craig- Diana E, Joe Stoddard - Stephen

SETTING: CEMETARY

AT RISE: THE STAGE MANAGER IS CENTER STAGE. SOME OF THE CHARACTORS WHO ARE SUPPOSES TO BE DEAD ARE WANDERING AROUND THE TOP HALF OF THE STAGE LIKE GHOSTS.

STAGE MANAGER: Oh, you’re back. Well, here we are, summer 2010. Yeah it’s been 9 years.

Phones are getting smaller and the ipod came out a couple years ago. 

Cars are turning hybrid. Weird, huh? How much can change.  But even with the changes, High Tech Village is still High Tech Village, unlike LA which is starting to look less like a brown cloud and more like a city.

This is one of our favorite places. It’s on a hill top, sure it’s windy but does that really matter? Here all that matter’s is the Moon, the Sun and the Stars. If you’re not too lazy and make it up here you can see hills as far as the eye can see. Now how often do you see that in California?

Yep, it’s AMAZING up here. Too good to be true. I mean, why go to LA and San Fran when you can come here?

But this place isn’t always the happiest. Yep over there. That’s the grave yard. In the summer time, a lot of people walk around laughing at the funny words on the tombstones from the 1900’s. They want to make sure they’re related to some random person that no one knows exists.

Over there are the war veterans. Yep, war has been going on for some time. Yep the USA has been in the fight for oil for at least 5 years, now.

Now, if you look really close at the grave stones, you can tell which ones are old and which ones are new. Here is good old Mrs. Gibbs, yeah it’s sad but everyone has to die sometime. Here’s Mr. Stimson, remember? He played the piano at the church. And here’s Mrs. Soames who loved the wedding. Oh and Editor Webb’s boy, Wallace, probably one of the saddest ones. Went on a camping trip with his Boy Scout and his appendix burst. Usually they would be able to save him but he didn’t get there in time, him being half way up a mountain and all.

It’s pretty depressing here, but we’re all happy that they’re in a beautiful place like this, even though they’re underground and can’t see it.

Now we all know something in this world can live forever. It may not be houses, or names, or earth and not even the stars… everybody somehow, knows deep inside them that something will stay alive forever and ever, and that something has to do with human beings. All these people who did something great in the world, continue to tell us this but you’d be surprised how fast we’re losing hold of that fact. Well, to dumb it down, there’s something eternal in all of us.

(pause)

Weird, huh?

Now, everyone knows that the dead don’t stay interested in us for long. Very slowly, they start losing hold of the earth… and the ambitions they had… and the awesome times they had… and the things that made them freak out… and, last but not least, the people they loved.

They get pulled away from the living, and then…. Well they’re gone.

And the part of them still on the earth… It slowly leaves as well, and all that time they start to forget all about good old High Tech , as my grandpa would put it.

They sit…. Waiting. What they’re waiting for, I’m not exactly sure. Maybe they’re waiting for the eternal part of they’re lives to come out.

Some things they’re gonna say, eh, they’ll hurt, but they’re true- So, that’s what’s left when memory’s gone.

(looks up over the audience in a spaceout zone and is startled to hear foot steps coming from stage left)

Ooo! Look! Live people! There’s Joe Stoddard, our undertaker, supervising a new grave. And…. What the?... is that?... Oh my gosh, I thought he left to go out East!

(JOE STODDARD has been walking around Center stage. SAM CRAIG enters left, looking tired from the walk up the hill. He’s Caring an umbrella as he walks up to JOE)

SAM CRAIG: Hey! Joe Stoddard!

JOE STODDARD: Hello? Um… not to be rude but… who are you?

SAM CRAIG: It’s me! Sam Craig!

JOE STODDARD: Na ah! (hugs SAM) I can’t believe it! I was beginning to think you were dead! I should’ve known you were comin’ to the funeral. It seems like forever since I’ve seen you!

SAM CRAIG: Yeah, (guiltily) I know. It’s been 12 years. I got the e-mail while I was in LA. I can’t believe she’s gone.  I had to come back for this. You look good!

JOE STODDARD: Yeah, I know that’s what I continue to here. Everyone loved her. Very sad…. Very sad.

SAM CRAIG: No doubt.

JOE STODDARD: (sigh) Always hate having to see when a person died so young! They’ll be here any moment now. I had to get here early, my son’s supervising at the home.

SAM CRAIG: Wow, (reading tombstones) Farmer McCarty.  I used to do chores for him. He was in a wheel chair.

JOE STODDARD: Yep, I brought McCarty here many years ago.

SAM CRAIG: Oh crud… Aunt Julia…. I completely forgot…. Wow.

JOE STODDARD: Yeah, The Doc lost his wife two-three years ago…. About this time. This is a pretty bad blow for him, too.

MRS. GIBBS: (MRS. GIBBS and SIMON STIMSON walk onto the top part of the stage) Oh, there’s my sis’s boy, Simon! Haven’t seen him in years. (tries to call out to him) Sam! Sam Craig!

SIMON STIMSON: He can’t hear us Julia. Plus, if he did, that would make me even more uncomfortable than I am now. (shivers) 

MRS. GIBBS: Now, Simon. 

SAM CRAIG: (paying no attention to them) Do they choose their own verses, Joe?

JOE STODDARD: Nah. Not usually.

SAM CRAIG: Doesn’t sound like Aunty Julia. Not much of those Hersy sister left. Let’s see: where are…. Do you happen to know…. Where my father and mother’s….

JOE STODDARD: Ah Avenue F. Over there with the Craigs.

SAM CRAIG: (reading SIMON STIMSON’S stone) Oh, he played the piano at the church, right? Good man, but got drunk a lot huh?

JOE STODDARD: Remember that? Nobody was supposed to know that. Poor guy, didn’t know when to stop.

(scratches at the back of his hand)

Committed suicide you know?

SAM CRAIG: What?

JOE STODDARD: Yep.  Hung himself in the attic. They tried to keep the word from getting out but you know gossip, spreads like wildfire. Wrote his own epitaph. Not exactly a verse.

SAM CRAIG: Huh? It’s just some music notes-what is it?

JOE STODDARD: Oh how should I know? It was in the paper a while back.

A beat

SAM CRAIG: Joe, what did she die of?

JOE STODDARD: Who?

SAM CRAIG: My cousin, Joe, my cousin.

JOE STODDARD: Oh, you didn’t know? Poor girl. Tried bringing a baby into the world. Was her 2nd kid. She’s got a little boy about 4.

SAM CRAIG: The grave’s over there?

JOE STODDARD: Yeah. There isn’t much more ground over here by the Gibbses, so we’re opening a whole new section over there, by Avenue B. Oh, You’ll have to excuse me now, they’re coming.

MRS. GIBBS: Oh, I forgot to tell you something.

MRS. SAOMES: What is it Julia???

MRS. GIBBS: Remember my son George Gibbs??

MRS. SOAMES: Yes… Why?

MRS. GIBBS: Well he got married to…

MRS. SOAMES: Emily Webb. Yes I remember. 

MRS GIBBS: Well she died at the age of 26.. So it was a couple of days ago…

MRS. SOAMES: What???!!! O_O Why???!!! How???!!! O_O

MRS. GIBBS: (sadder) In childbirth.

(A big group walks to center stage circling something unseen to the audience. This group includes George Gibbs, Dr. Gibbs and the Webbs)

MRS. SOAMES:Pfffffft! Childbirth…

(almost laughing)

Huh. I forgot, my life wasn’t terrible-

(sigh)

and wonderfull.

SIMON STIMSON: (sideways glance) Wonderful, was it?

MRS. GIBBS: Simon! Now remember!

MRS. SOAMES: (sigh) I remember Emily’s wedding. Wasn’t it a great wedding? She looked beautiful. Ooo and her graduation, she was one of the brightest students. That’s all I would here from Principal Wilkins.  I called on them at their new cafe once, they had a lovely cafe.  Its on the same road we used to live on.

SIMON: Yep, Don’t see cafes like that very often but that was a good one. The kids use to love it.

(suddenly the circle breaks and EMILY is seen in the middle. She slowly and sadly walks up to the second floor of the stage and walks up next to MRS. GIBBS)

EMILY: Hey Ya’ll!! Wassup Mista Stimsoniono…. Yeah that fits you

MR. STIMSON: Hey li’l girl!!! How you been!?

EMILY: Good…. But one problem, I AM NOT A LITTLE GIRL ANYMORE!  I MARRIED GEORGE GIBBS!!!! I AM A DEAD WOMAN, (looks to audience) who died at age 26, (looks back)!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!

MRS. SOAMES: Ehem, Hello, Emily! Good to see you, too!!!

EMILY: Oh sorry! (warmly) Hello, Mama Gibbs.

MRS. GIBBS: (without looking at EMILY) Emily.

EMILY: Hello.  (with surprise)  Gosh, it’s pouring.

(she looks back at the funeral party)

MRS. GIBBS: Yes…(walks over and puts her hand on EMILY’S shoulder) They’ll be gone soon, dear. Just rest. 

EMILY: It seems like a thousand years since I…. OH I hate being new. Even after high school I still feel awkward in a new place!

(EMILY looks down at her feet as if to block out the sound of the funeral and hide an invisible tear that will never come.)

EMILY: Oh, Mama Gibbs, George and I had the best cafe you ever saw! We thought of you constantly and really wished we could’ve shown you the new kitchen we had built with the money you left us. Now the chefs have lot’s more space!

MRS. GIBBS: Money?

EMILY: Don’t you remember? You left us over 30,000 dollars! Told us to use it wisely!

MRS. GIBBS: Aw yes!

EMILY: Yep, it’s a beautiful cafe. The everyone loves it!  (Voice trails off and her eyes return to the funeral group)   Poor George. It won’t be the same without me.

(Looks directly at MRS. GIBBS)  They don’t understand, do they?

MRS. GIBBS: Nope, not at all.

EMILY: They act like they’re in a box, don’t they? I feel like I’ve known them for a thousand years… my boy, your grandson, is spending the day at Mrs. Carter’s.  He loves it there! - Oh Mama Gibbs we ride horses, too! He once asked me if he could ride my favorite, Carl to school! But of course we didn’t let him. (Slight smile) Um… Mama Gibbs? When does the feeling go away? - Of being… one of them? How long does it… um…?

MRS. GIBBS: Sh! Darling just be patient!

EMILY: Oh, they’re finished…. Good. (Depressed)

MRS. GIBBS: Sh!

EMILY: Oh look! It’s Papa Gibbs! Aw he’s bringing you flowers! Oh I never noticed how troubled he…. How in the dark a person can be. Look at him I love him so much! 24/7!

THE DEAD: Cooler than it was before. Yep rains goin’ away. Those North West winds always bring the same thing, don’t they? If it isn’t rain it’s 3 windy days!

EMILY: Wait, Mama Gibbs, can’t one go back? And… and live again? I know it! I can just feel it! I was just thinking about the farm and… and for a minute…. My baby... Oh you have to tell me how to get there!

MRS. GIBBS: Um… yes you can but I wouldn’t suggest…

EMILY: I knew! I knew it! I’m gonna see my baby again!

B4 

Characters: Emily- Aida & Laura M, Howie Newsome - Owen, Constable Warren - Travis, ,Joe Crowell – Dylan P, Mrs.Webb- Skylar, Mr.Webb- Noah, Mrs.Gibbs- Megan, Simon Stimson- Cameron, Mrs.Soames- Monica, Stage Manager- KArina

Setting: The Grave yard, 2034, Emily’s House, 2010, San Diego CA

At Rise: Characters are sitting in a row of chairs with scarves over head, the lights are dimmed

EMILY: I want to go back, I’m dead aren’t I? I deserve to have one more day of life.

MRS.GIBBS: Don’t do it Emily, it’s a big mistake. We’ve all tried it.

EMILY: But if it’s possible why not try? (Turning to Stage Manager)  I can can’t I?

STAGE MANAGER: Of course.

EMILY: Ok then I want to go back. To um….MY 12TH BIRTHDAY!

STAGE MANAGER: Ok, January 8, 1998.  A Tuesday. You want the whole day?

EMILY: Yep.

STAGE MANAGER: Ok, we’ll start at the beginning of the day, Dawn.

EMILY: (Stopping to look around) This is the town that I knew as a little girl.  Hey look, over there! There’s the Westfield shopping mall before the earthquake knocked it down. Oh! And over there is the white picket fence. The crack from when Wally hit a base ball with George and Jason in the street and he hit it a little too hard. Is my family inside?

STAGE MANAGER: Yes your mother will be coming down the stairs any minute now, to prepare for your birthday party.

EMILY: (Breathlessly) Will she? I remember that party. We made a mess with all of the confetti. I loved that confetti.

Do you see that crack in mom and dads window? That’s because Wally was playing baseball with George and Jason in the street and he hit it a little too hard. Is mom going to be inside? 

STAGE MANAGER: Yup and by the looks of things, here comes some people who happened along on this day

(Along comes CONSTABLE WARREN, JOE CROWELL) 

EMILY: How can they be here? They are dead.  They died.

HOWIE NEWSOME: (Talking on the phone) Yeah, Becky… Woah slow down Becky, I have to go now.. .Bye love… Yeah baby. (He kisses into the phone and puts it away)

CONSTABLE WARREN: Mornin’ Howie. You and Becky getting along well?

HOWIE NEWSOME: Mornin’ Officer Warren. Yep, we are thinking about having Becky move in with me.

CONSTABLE WARREN: You two are perfect for each other (Yawns) I’ve been up early, some drunk people walked into the wrong house. Nobody was home but the alarms went off, security system went off. It was a nightmare.

HOWIE: I must be going, bye now.

CONSTABLE WARREN: Goodbye Howie.

(both exit)

MRS.WEBB: Guys get up! Breakfast is almost ready and your dad is almost home.

EMILY: Mom I’m here! Wow she looks really young, it’s hard to believe she was ever that young!

MRS.WEBB: Emily, hurry up and go get dressed!

EMILY: Hey, Mom do you know where my blue shoes are? I can’t find them.

MRS.WEBB: (Pointing to the staircase) Look.

EMILY: Oh.

MRS.WEBB: Yeah…they were hiding behind a whole bunch of air.

MR.WEBB: Morning mama.

MRS.WEBB: How’d it go?

MR.WEBB: Ok, there’s not really much to say.  I taught em’ a few things and it’s up to them if they use it. Where are they?

MRS.WEBB: Emily is watching Cake Boss and Wally is in his room doing who knows what.

MR.WEBB: (calling to Emily) Hey birthday Girl! Come in here I got you your present.

EMILY: (Making her way to the kitchen) Wow, they are really young. I love them so much, it’s hard to take it all in.  (to MRS. WEBB) Good Morning Mom.

MRS.WEBB:

Happy birthday. Look on the kitchen table.

(She turns to find a table full of presents)

EMILY: That’s a lot! (Looks over at the stage manager, with a look of sadness)  I don’t know if I can take all of those

MRS.WEBB: Well birthday or not I want you to eat your breakfast and eat it slowly. I want you to grow up a strong girl. Aunt Carrie sent you the gift in that blue box, and in that envelope…well you can probably guess who gave you that one. George brought it by early this morning, you’ve got to go and say thank you.

EMILY: Oh George!

MRS.WEBB: Emily eat slowly! My gosh! I have more food.

EMILY: (With mounting urgency.) Mom! Look at me like you really saw me. 14 years have gone by, I’m dead, and I married George Gibbs. Wally is dead too, His appendix burst on his camping trip. Don’t you remember you got mad at me because I said that it sucked that he died and that I wasn’t sympathetic enough. Come on mom will you look at me at least once.

MRS.WEBB: Open up that red box.

(Emily unwraps the box to find a new phone)

EMILY: Oh thank you mom! You’re the best.

(She wraps her arm around her mother’s neck. Mrs. Webb keeps going but is pleased)

MRS.WEBB: Well it’s only because we got a good deal and you’ve been talking about it since your birthday last year. Wally has something for you too, he made it during class. He’s really excited so make sure that you make a big fuss about it. Oh and your dad has something for you too, I don’t know what it is but…Oh shh, here he comes.

MR.WEBB: Where’s the birthday girl?

EMILY: (Practically Yelling) Woah! This is happening way too fast I can’t take it all in!

(She breaks down sobbing

The lights dim on the left side of the stage, MRS.WEBB exits.)

EMILY: I never realized. All of that was going on but we never noticed. I want to go back, but wait. Good-bye, Good-bye, world. Good-bye, San Diego, Mama and Papa. Good-bye to clocks ticking… and Mom’s cooking. And food, and drinks, and new clothes, and baths, and sleeping and waking up.  Does anyone ever notice life while they live it?

STAGE MANAGER: Not really.  Maybe Poets and Saints

EMILY: Can we please go back?

(She returns to her chair next to MRS.GIBBS)

MRS.GIBB: So was I right or was I right?

EMILY: Don’t rub it in my face, and yes you were right. It’s horrible

MRS.GIBBS: We told you Emily we’ve all done it and regretted it.

EMILY: Mr.Stimson, I should have listened to them.

SIMON STIMSON: Yes, now you know that’s what it’s like to be alive. We are just blind people, who think that we know everything and that we already appreciate life were living it. But Nope, we’re ALL-JUST-BLIND.

MRS.GIBBS: Now Simon you know that’s not the whole truth. Emily look at that star.

SIMON: Stars are great company

MRS.GIBBS: They sure are.

EMILY: Mrs.Gibbs, its George. 

MRS.GIBBS: Shh…

(George walks in, and stops at Emily’s grave)

MRS.SOAMES: He should be at home.  It’s pretty late.

EMILY: Mrs.Gibbs?

MRS.GIBBS: Yes Emily?

EMILY: They don’t understand do they?

#8 STAGE MANAGER

TAYLOR:
Everybody is asleep in the High Tech Village.  There are a few lights on.  The Old Town Trolley just went by.  Someone down the street has been on the phone and at the Rock Church someone is at work late praying.  Yep – the marine layer is clearing up.  Clouds are clearing up.  There are the stars making their crisscross patterns in the sky.   Some people think that those stars are people that have passed away and every night they watch over us.  (Looks at watch)

It’s 11 o’clock in the High Tech Village.  You all best be going to get some sleep too.  Good night!
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