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"Faithful man", humble, constant, a listener                

"Torch, bright light", like a spark on a wire, unpredictable and sporadic          

In it for himself                   

ACT I

Scene 1

                    (Lights up on ONELLA sleeping in bed alone. It’s a     

                    queen size bed, but she is alone, in the center of     

                    the bed sprawled out like she owns the place. The      

                    audience notices her shift her weight and roll         

                    over. She grabs the empty side of the bed until        

                    she realizes it is cold, then wakes up. Her alarm      

                    clock begins to sound. She rolls the opposite          

                    direction toward her alarm clock, then unplugs her     

                    clock from the wall and knocks it onto the floor.      

                    She sits up and puts her head into her hands. She      

                    begins to weep in the dark. While this all happens     

                    SL, TRUMAN sleeps soundly SR in his twin size bed.     

                    Blackout.)                                             

Scene 2

                    (Lights up. The stage is still split, and remains      

                    this way throughout the play, unless otherwise         

                    noted. Each character’s dialogue is separate from      

                    the action taking place on the other half of the       

                    stage. The audience’s attention should be split        

                    between them at this moment, as they each speak        

                    into the telephone to each other. He is getting        

                    ready for work while talking on his bluetooth, and     

                    she is lying in her bed fully clothed but clearly      

                    restless.)                                             

          ONELLA                                                           

               Truman, you promised me.                                    

          TRUMAN                                                           

               I did not. That’s just what you wanted to hear.             

          ONELLA                                                           

               Don’t you get it? You can’t resist. (Action temporarily     

               seems to stop.)                                             

          TRUMAN                                                           

               Fine. (ONELLA jumps up in delight) But no more favors       

               unless you’re going to go through with your end of the      

               deal. You owe me a date.                                    

          ONELLA                                                           

               Yeah, yeah, yeah. One of these days, I swear it.            

          TRUMAN                                                           

               You’re leading me by a tight rope, you know that?           

          ONELLA                                                           

               Sure, Truman. Sure. Well, I’ll let Meredith know that       

               you’ll be dropping off my resume, and I’ll pay you back     

               later. Maybe I owe you a kiss or something for all your     

               trouble.                                                    

          TRUMAN                                                           

               Right.                                                      

          ONELLA                                                           

               You’re a life-saver.                                        

          TRUMAN                                                           

               No problem. Goodbye.                                        

          ONELLA                                                           

               Goodbye, sweetie.                                           

          TRUMAN                                                           

               Sweetie?                                                    

          ONELLA                                                           

               Sorry. I just got so used to it. Endearing, no?             

          TRUMAN                                                           

               No. Torture.                                                

          ONELLA                                                           

               You’re so cute.                                             

          TRUMAN                                                           

               Cute...                                                     

          ONELLA                                                           

               Yes. Cute. I like that. I’ll have to give you a chance      

               one of these days.                                          

          TRUMAN                                                           

               Yeah.                                                       

          ONELLA                                                           

               Bye. Thanks again.                                          

          TRUMAN                                                           

               Goodbye. (They hang up. He stops what he is doing and       

               looks at himself in the mirror for a moment. While he       

               does this, she dials another friend of hers.)               

          ONELLA                                                           

               Meredith? Hi, it’s me, Onella. My boyfr...a friend of       

               mine, Truman, is going to stop by and drop off my           

               resume. Does that work for you? (TRUMAN crosses to a        

               window and opens the shades and looks out the window,       

               letting the morning light pour in on him. He soaks it       

               in.) Yes, he’s sort of average height, with brown hair      

               and brown eyes and he has one of those permanently          

               genuine smiles. You can’t miss him....Great. Thank you      

               so much, Meredith. Tell Mr. Blake Lithe that I really       

               appreciate his flexibility. Goodbye. (She hangs up.         

               TRUMAN adjusts his tie, grabs his suitcase, and exits       

               with a purpose. ONELLA drops back onto her bed and          

               sighs deeply. Blackout.)                                    

Scene 3

                    (Lights up. ONELLA on the phone, this time             

                    preparing for some sort of party she is                

                    having--more of a social gathering, not meant to       

                    be rambunctious.)                                      

          ONELLA                                                           

               Thanks, Truman. See you later, alligator. (She hangs up     

               and continues to set up for the party. The answering        

               machine on TRUMAN’s side beeps once. She is calm and        

               cool, as she puts on some Ella Fitzgerald to prepare        

               for the party. She dances a bit to herself. Shortly         

               after she puts on the music, TRUMAN enters his room. He     

               is dressed for work in a nice suit and tie with his         

               briefcase. He sets his briefcase down, sees that he has     

               a message on his answering machine, and presses the         

               button to play the message as he dresses more casually,     

               getting out of his tie and suit.)                           

          ANSWERING MACHINE LADY                                           

               You have one unheard message...First unheard message.       

               (There is a knock at ONELLA’s door. She answers it.)        

          ONELLA                                                           

               Oh, hi there! Come on in. You’re the first one here.        

               I’m so glad you could make it. (BLAKE, a strong,            

               handsome man enters.) It’s not much, but please make        

               yourself at home.                                           

          ONELLA (ANSWERING MACHINE)                                       

               Truman. (TRUMAN stops moving.) Hi. I have some good         

               news. I got the job. (TRUMAN continues to make himself      

               at home.) It’s all thanks to you, buddy. I owe you big      

               time.                                                       

          BLAKE                                                            

               You have great taste in music. It’s nice of you to do       

               this for us so we can get to know you better.               

          ONELLA                                                           

               Well, I figured it’s the least I could do. I want to        

               make sure to start things off on the right foot at the      

               office, you know.                                           

          ONELLA (ANSWERING MACHINE)                                       

               I hope you and I can get back together some time soon.      

               I’m pretty busy right now, but I’m sure we could work       

               something out. I know things were rough between us, but     

               I’m ready to give it another start, if you’re ready.        

               Oh, how did things with that client work out for you        

               the other day?                                              

          ONELLA                                                           

               So, Blake. Do you do anything outside of work, like any     

               hobbies or sports or anything like that?                    

          BLAKE                                                            

               I play racquetball every week with my brother, and I        

               love listening to jazz music. It’s a big passion of         

               mine.                                                       

          ONELLA                                                           

               Do you play any instruments?                                

          ONELLA (ANSWERING MACHINE)                                       

               Don’t worry about checking in with me tonight. (TRUMAN      

               sits at his desk and begins to draw with pencil and         

               paper. He appears to be drafting something.) I’ll be        

               celebrating my newfound success, probably alone with a      

               bottle of champagne. Anyway, get back to me. Thanks,        

               Truman. See you later, alligator. (click)                   

          BLAKE                                                            

               I touch the piano here and there, but I rarely find         

               time to practice, you know.                                 

          ONELLA                                                           

               I understand. Care for some champagne?                      

          BLAKE                                                            

               Wow. This really is a party. (Blackout)                     

Scene 4

                    (Lights up to TRUMAN fallen asleep at his desk         

                    while drafting. ONELLA and BLAKE are asleep in the     

                    bed. ONELLA wakes up from a bad dream, then            

                    notices BLAKE. She stands up, notices that she is      

                    still clothed, crosses to her window SL, and           

                    stares out it for a brief moment. TRUMAN wakes up,     

                    wipes the drool off his drafting paper, crosses to     

                    the kitchen and pours himself a glass of orange        

                    juice, finishes the glass quickly, then crosses to     

                    his bed and collapses on top of the covers. While      

                    TRUMAN pours himself a glass of orange juice,          

                    ONELLA moves to the table in her living room and       

                    falls back asleep on a chair. There are a couple                                                                                  

                    empty bottles of champagne on the table. The           

                    audience can hear faint crying noises from her.        

                    Blackout.)                                             

Scene 5

                    (Lights up. TRUMAN and ONELLA are on their             

                    phones.)                                               

          TRUMAN                                                           

               I can’t be hearing you right.                               

          ONELLA                                                           

               I’d like to thank you, you know, for being such a sweet     

               guy and helping me out and all that.                        

          TRUMAN                                                           

               Okay, then. I will pick you up at 8 o’clock tomorrow        

               night, and we will go to a nice restaurant and dress in     

               nice clothes and have a pleasant conversation whether       

               you like it or not.                                         

          ONELLA                                                           

               Trust me. I don’t mind.                                     

          TRUMAN                                                           

               After all, I owe it to you, right?                          

          ONELLA                                                           

               Right. Goodnight, Truman.                                   

          TRUMAN                                                           

               Goodnight, Nelly. (She hangs up. ONELLA jumps up in joy     

               and runs out of the room. TRUMAN stares out the             

               window.) I still love you. (Blackout)                       

Scene 6

                    (Lights up. ONELLA is sitting anxiously on the         

                    edge of her bed in her room. There is a knock at       

                    the door. She darts toward the door and opens it.      

                    It’s TRUMAN.)                                          

          TRUMAN                                                           

               Do you mind if I come in?                                   

          ONELLA                                                           

               Not at all. Please...(She motions for him to enter. He      

               enters the room, and she closes the door behind him.)       

               It’s good to see you.                                       

          TRUMAN                                                           

               It’s good to see you, too. (pause) How has work been        

               going for you so far?                                       

          ONELLA                                                           

               Great. Everyone there seems to really like me. I’m          

               going to fit right in.                                      

          TRUMAN                                                           

               That’s good to hear. Do you like the work you do?           

          ONELLA                                                           

               Would you like something to drink? I have orange juice,     

               or beer?                                                    

          TRUMAN                                                           

               I would love some orange juice.                             

          ONELLA                                                           

               Coming right up. (She crosses to her refrigerator and       

               pours him some orange juice.) Please, have a seat.          

          TRUMAN                                                           

               Don’t mind if I do. Long day at work. (He sits. She         

               gives him the OJ.)                                          

          ONELLA                                                           

               I enjoy the work enough, you know. I think I’ll grow to     

               like it more, the more I learn about it. It’s a             

               complicated job.                                            

          TRUMAN                                                           

               I understand.                                               

          ONELLA                                                           

               I had a really great time last night. It was good to        

               catch up with you, you know. I miss our time together.      

          TRUMAN                                                           

               Yes. I had a great time as well. (pause) Listen, Nelly.     

          ONELLA                                                           

               I love it when you call me that.                            

          TRUMAN                                                           

               I have some news. I’ve gotten a job in Minneapolis.         

          ONELLA                                                           

               That’s great.                                               

          TRUMAN                                                           

               I’d like you to come with me.                               

          ONELLA                                                           

               What?                                                       

          TRUMAN                                                           

               I’d like you to come with me, Onella.                       

          ONELLA                                                           

               I just got the job here.                                    

          TRUMAN                                                           

               I understand that.                                          

          ONELLA                                                           

               I’m becoming comfortable here. I can’t just drop            

               everything and follow you to your dreams. What about my     

               dreams, Truman?                                             

          TRUMAN                                                           

               Maybe you can find something there. I’m sure there are      

               plenty of offices that need people like you.                

          ONELLA                                                           

               They created this position for me, Truman, because of       

               my specialty in behavioral science. I can’t just give       

               that up and start over again. Do you understand what        

               you’re asking me? This is a lot of pressure.                

          TRUMAN                                                           

               I understand.                                               

          ONELLA                                                           

               What makes you think you can ask me something like          

               this? I thought the break would help "clear things up."     

          TRUMAN                                                           

               I love you, Nelly.                                          

          ONELLA                                                           

               Truman...                                                   

          TRUMAN                                                           

               I love you. Come with me.                                   

          ONELLA                                                           

               I can’t...I can’t start all over again.                     

          TRUMAN                                                           

               Are you happy?                                              

          ONELLA                                                           

               No. But I need more time here.                              

          TRUMAN                                                           

               Do you feel the same way about me, Nelly?                   

          ONELLA                                                           

               I’m not sure.                                               

          TRUMAN                                                           

               I know I made some mistakes, but I’ve had a lot of time     

               to think it over.                                           

          ONELLA                                                           

               You and that drafting board.                                

          TRUMAN                                                           

               I see clearly now, Nelly. Will you come with me?            

          ONELLA                                                           

               I can’t. I’m sorry, but I just can’t right now.             

          TRUMAN                                                           

               Okay. Well, I thought I’d ask. (He crosses to the           

               door.) Thanks for the orange juice. I’ll write you a        

               letter so you still have my address.                        

          ONELLA                                                           

               Why are you so vintage?                                     

          TRUMAN                                                           

               Is that Ella Fitzgerald on your bookshelf? (They            

               exchange a glance.) Okay. Goodbye, Nelly. You’ll hear       

               from me soon.                                               

          ONELLA                                                           

               Goodbye, Truman. (He exits. After a moment of breath,       

               ONELLA washes the glass of OJ out in the sink, then         

               crosses to her bedroom. As soon as she sees her bed,        

               she stops walking. Moment. Suddenly, she runs out of        

               her room and yells out the door.) Wait! Truman! I’m         

               coming with you! I need you! (She runs out. Blackout.)      

Scene 7

                    (Lights up to a humble home. Fifteen years have        

                    gone by. The previous stage setup can remain the       

                    same, only now the two rooms will act as two rooms     

                    in the same house as opposed to two rooms in           

                    separate apartments. These two rooms are the           

                    dining room and a bedroom with a queen size bed.       

                    TRUMAN and ONELLA are eating dinner together. They     

                    silently sit and eat for a few moments before the      

                    dialogue begins.)                                      

          ONELLA                                                           

               How was work today?                                         

          TRUMAN                                                           

               It was good. Very productive. I’m growing much closer       

               to Jim. He’s really beginning to trust me, I can tell.      

          ONELLA                                                           

               Oh really. How can you tell?                                

          TRUMAN                                                           

               We had coffee together this morning. It was a               

               spur-of-the-moment kind of thing. I came into work,         

               grabbed some paperwork at my desk that I needed,            

               grabbed my board, and was going to work in the park,        

               when he stopped me and said, "Truman. Why don’t we go       

               out for coffee. You work hard enough." So, we did.          

          ONELLA                                                           

               Honey, I am so proud of you.                                

          TRUMAN                                                           

               I’m a fortunate man, Nelly. This dinner is delicious.       

               Thank you.                                                  

          ONELLA                                                           

               No trouble at all.                                          

          TRUMAN                                                           

               How has work been going for you?                            

          ONELLA                                                           

               It’s been fine.                                             

          TRUMAN                                                           

               Fine?                                                       

          ONELLA                                                           

               Well, yes it has. I’ve been getting all my work done on     

               time. Everyone likes me there. I just...                    

          TRUMAN                                                           

               What is it, sweetie?                                        

          ONELLA                                                           

               Nothing. It’s Blake. He’s been acting strange.              

          TRUMAN                                                           

               Is he rude to you? He used to be so good to you.            

          ONELLA                                                           

               No. No, Blake treats me just fine. We get along just        

               fine. (Beat. She stands up and clears their dishes from     

               the table and begins to walk to the sink to clean them,     

               but she feels a sharp pain in her chest and she drops       

               the dishes to the floor and crouches down in pain.          

               TRUMAN runs to her.)                                        

          TRUMAN                                                           

               Nelly! Are you okay? What happened?                         

          ONELLA                                                           

               It’s just, it’s this pain...I’m sorry about the dishes.     

               (She begins to cry. He comforts her and leads her away      

               from the broken dishes and sits her down in the             

               bedroom.)                                                   

          TRUMAN                                                           

               Forget about the dishes. We have more dishes. Has this      

               happened before?                                            

          ONELLA                                                           

               Yes. Please, I’m fine. Let me clean up.                     

          TRUMAN                                                           

               They can wait. You look terrified. (She tries to stand      

               up, but he stops her.) How long?                            

          ONELLA                                                           

               About a month.                                              

          TRUMAN                                                           

               Why didn’t you tell me sooner?                              

          ONELLA                                                           

               I just...I didn’t think it was a big deal, because it       

               didn’t hurt much, but now I’m starting to...                

          TRUMAN                                                           

               You should have told me, Nelly. What if it’s serious,       

               and you’ve waited all this time?                            

          ONELLA                                                           

               I thought about that. I just didn’t want to find out if     

               it was...                                                   

          TRUMAN                                                           

               So you put it off? Please, please get someone to check      

               it out. Go to the doctor tomorrow.                          

          ONELLA                                                           

               All right. (beat) I hate it when you talk to me like        

               that.                                                       

          TRUMAN                                                           

               Like what?                                                  

          ONELLA                                                           

               You know, when you interrupt me. I hate it. It’s like       

               you know what I’m going to say before I say it, and I       

               can’t...                                                    

          TRUMAN                                                           

               Sweetie, I...                                               

          ONELLA                                                           

               I can’t stand it! (She stands up and leaves the room.       

               She starts to clean up the broken glass.)                   

          TRUMAN                                                           

               Sweetie, I’m sorry. I didn’t realize I was doing it. I      

               just got so concerned, you know, especially after you       

               talked about Blake. I just...I felt threatened, you         

               know? (ONELLA walks back into the bedroom with her hand     

               to her forehead with tears in her eyes.)                    

          ONELLA                                                           

               I have something to tell you, Truman.                       

          TRUMAN                                                           

               Are you okay? What’s wrong?                                 

          ONELLA                                                           

               Just sit down. Please. (TRUMAN sits) Truman...              

          TRUMAN                                                           

               Onella...Nelly, I need you.                                 

          ONELLA                                                           

               I know, Truman. It’s not the end yet. Please don’t          

               treat it like the end, or else I’ll be too sad. (ONELLA     

               breaks into tears and weeps in TRUMAN’s arms.)              

          TRUMAN                                                           

               Don’t worry. I’m right here. Thank you for that             

               delicious dinner. (TRUMAN lifts ONELLA’s head up and        

               they stare into each other’s eyes. They kiss. He stands     

               up and begins to clean the glass on the floor.) Don’t       

               worry about the dishes. I’ll wash them tonight. (ONELLA     

               laughs at his joke. Blackout.)                              

Scene 8

                    (Lights up. Many years later in the same house.        

                    TRUMAN, now an old man, sits alone on the bed and      

                    watches television. After a few moments of him         

                    flipping through the channels, he gets up and          

                    moves to the kitchen area, and returns with a bowl     

                    of hot macaroni. He sits down to watch television      

                    again, but after the first couple of bites he          

                    decides the macaroni, having been burnt, is not        

                    worth eating any longer, so he dishes out the          

                    macaroni into a dog bowl located on the floor next     

                    to the bed that says "Blake" on it. He shuts the       

                    tv off and admires a picture of ONELLA by his bed.     

                    Tears subtly flutter in his eyes. He sets the          

                    picture down and crosses to the window and looks       

                    out it. After a moment, he crosses to the record       

                    player and puts on some Ella Fitzgerald. He then       

                    crosses back to the bedroom and sits at a desk         

                    where he proceeds to draft on his drafting board,      

                    eyes full of tears but face radiant with a smile,      

                    with a carton of orange juice at hand which he         

                    drinks out of.)                                        

End of play

