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CHARACTERS

Tony A storage-estate collector.
Gary Tony's protege.

SETTING

At a storage facility in Las Vegas.

TIME

Now.
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SCENES

ACT I
Scene 1 Storage One Rainbow S Now

"Memory...is the diary that we all carry about with us."
--Oscar Wilde, The Importance of Being Earnest
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ACT I
SCENE 1

(The STAGE is bare. If capable, 
the impression of a metal ramp, 
as would be protruding out of a 
moving van is angled on stage.

(GARY, a man in his mid-to-late 30s, 
wearing clothes of a mover, enters from 
the opposite side of the ramp carrying 
a milk crate filled with various music 
media (cds, cassettes, records, 8-
tracks; whatever is available to the 
production). He stops a little ways 
before hitting CENTER and puts down the 
crate.)

GARY 
(calling off toward the truck) 

Tony! Hey - Tony! We've been going two-hours non-stop! 
I'm taking a break.

TONY 
(from offstage) 

Don't make it too long, we're almost done!
(Gary pulls a handkerchief out and mops 
his brow.)

 
GARY 

Okay, okay - just organize the truck so we can get the 
hell out of here. I mean, look at all this junk.

TONY 
(still offstage) 

What'd you say?
(Gary kicks the crate as he pulls out a 
pack of cigarettes and lights one up.)

TONY 
(offstage still) 

Hey! Don't kick the merchandise!
GARY 

C'mon, man, you know 90% of the crap you get at these 
storage estate sales are worthless.
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TONY 
That's not the point!

(Tony, late 50's to early 60's, also in 
mover's apparell, enters down the ramp, 
wiping his hands in a rag.)

TONY 
That's never been the point.

GARY 
The point's not making money?

TONY 
Of course that's one of the points, and that 10% 
usually covers costs and then some. But the real joy in 
this is preservation.

GARY 
Preservation, huh?

TONY 
Yes. These were intimate aspects of peoples' lives. 
There's a lot you can tell from what these people kept, 
it helps define who they are.

GARY 
Who they are? They're hoarders. If this stuff was all 
so important to them, why'd they store it all away?

TONY 
You don't know the circumstances of their lives.

GARY 
SCENE 2Besides for that dining room set, the bedroom 
set, and some of the art, this was all junk. And bad 
taste junk. This guy was nothing more than a pack rat. 

I mean look at this music, for instance.
(Gary rifles through the crate.)

GARY 
Pat Benetar, Ace of Base, Alice in Chains, the Eddie 
Murphy ep, the Barbie Girl single, Alice Cooper; and 
that's just the tip of the iceberg. There's two more 
crates back there just like it.

TONY 
It's not for us to judge - it's to remember them as 
they were, not as we would have preferred them to be.
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GARY 
When was that ever in the job description?

TONY 
It was never yours. My charge is something else.

GARY 
Your charge? Look, Tony, maybe you ought to sit in the 
cab for a minute out of this heat, with the A/C on.

TONY 
I never expect you to understand.

(Tony grabs the music crate.)

TONY 
C'mon, we're almost done. I got this one.

(Tony goes for the ramp.)

GARY 
C'mon, lemme finish my cigarette.

(Tony puts the crate down, opens and 
closes his left hand.)

TONY 
You know those things are bad for you.

GARY 
I know - I'm counting on it.

TONY 
That's cute - very...funny....

(Tony collapses, Gary drops his 
cigarette and runs over.)

GARY 
Tony! Tony, are you all right?

TONY 
Yes. I'm fine. At least I will be shortly.

GARY 
What do you mean? What does that mean?

TONY 
It means after all this time I'm finally being called 
back.
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GARY 
Called back? Where?

TONY 
To a higher plane. Listen, Gary, this will sound 
unbelievable, but I am old. Very, very old. I began to 
think that I would never die. My mission here was to 
remember things: people, events. I have watched empires 
rise and fall, and this will be my last remembrance. My 
mission falls to you now, as it fell on me four 
millenia ago.

(Gary pulls out a cell phone and dials 
911 as he stands and paces.)

GARY 
Listen, Tony, I think you're having a heart attack. 
You're not four-thousand year's old - it's just the 
blood...it's not getting to your brain. Hello? Yes. I 
have an emergency here, I need an ambulance: I think my 
friend's having a heart attack.

TONY 
I am not delusional, Gary. Hang up the phone. I don't 
have much time and I have things needs be done before I 
go.

GARY 
Where are we? Uh...Storage One on Rainbow, just south 
of Sahara.

TONY 
Gary. I said hang up the phone.

(The LIGHTS do something funky, either 
in a red or blue hue washing the STAGE 
briefly, just enough to be noticed.)

GARY 
Hello? Hello?

(Gary looks at his phone.)

GARY 
My phone. It's dead.

TONY 
It will start again shortly after I am gone. It is one 
of the gifts of this charge, which I am passing to you, 
a mastery over technologies. As new ones emerge, you 
will develop more controls - more powers.
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GARY 
Tony, what are you talking about?

TONY 
I am speaking of your work! I thought I would have more 
time with you, to teach you in a more...traditional 
way. But come: I will show you as I have been shown, I 
will show you the works I have observed. Come close 
again.

GARY 
Not until you start talking sense again, Gary.

TONY 
(sighing) 

Gary. Come hold an old man's hand. I'm dying.
(Gary pauses.)

GARY 
Let me run down to the office, use their phone to 
call....

TONY 
Don't let me die alone Gary!

GARY 
I'll be right back.

TONY 
No, Gary, stay!

(The LIGHTS make the same change. Gary 
stands stock still.)

GARY 
What...what the hell?

TONY 
Now, kneel down to me and put your forehead against 
mine.

(The LIGHTS flicker again as they have 
twice. Gary, like a reluctant puppet 
complies.)

GARY 
What is this, Tony, what is this!?
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TONY 
All shall be revealed soon. Goodbye, Gary of Las Vegas, 
from your friend, Eanatum of Sumer. I wish you luck on 
your mission.

GARY 
Tony, stop this. Stop it now, Tony. Let me go...

(Their foreheads touch. The LIGHTS 
strobe in the previous effect. After a 
few moments, Gary is blown backward, 
away from Tony. Both go limp. The SOUND 
of ambulance sirens can be heard.)

(Gary awakens. Grabs his head and 
screams, the pressure of four-thousand 
years of memories and experience 
insinuating themselves into his brain. 
When it recedes slightly he blinks 
deliberately, stands and walks regally 
over to Tony's body. He holds up his 
hand.)

GARY 
Silence.

(The LIGHTS flash, as they did for Tony. 
The sirens stop.)

GARY 
I am sorry, Eanatum, that I did not believe you. May 
you have some peace now - you have rightly deserved it.

(Gary lovingly lifts the crate of music 
and carries it OFFSTAGE. The LIGHTS 
FADE. END.)
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	(calling off toward the truck) 
	Tony! Hey - Tony! We've been going two-hours non-stop! I'm taking a break.

	(from offstage) 
	Don't make it too long, we're almost done!

	(Gary pulls a handkerchief out and mops his brow.)
	 
	Okay, okay - just organize the truck so we can get the hell out of here. I mean, look at all this junk.

	(still offstage) 
	What'd you say?

	(Gary kicks the crate as he pulls out a pack of cigarettes and lights one up.)
	(offstage still) 
	Hey! Don't kick the merchandise!
	C'mon, man, you know 90% of the crap you get at these storage estate sales are worthless.
	That's not the point!

	(Tony, late 50's to early 60's, also in mover's apparell, enters down the ramp, wiping his hands in a rag.)
	That's never been the point.
	The point's not making money?
	Of course that's one of the points, and that 10% usually covers costs and then some. But the real joy in this is preservation.
	Preservation, huh?
	Yes. These were intimate aspects of peoples' lives. There's a lot you can tell from what these people kept, it helps define who they are.
	Who they are? They're hoarders. If this stuff was all so important to them, why'd they store it all away?
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	SCENE 2 Besides for that dining room set, the bedroom set, and some of the art, this was all junk. And bad taste junk. This guy was nothing more than a pack rat. I mean look at this music, for instance.
	(Gary rifles through the crate.)
	Pat Benetar, Ace of Base, Alice in Chains, the Eddie Murphy ep, the Barbie Girl single, Alice Cooper; and that's just the tip of the iceberg. There's two more crates back there just like it.
	It's not for us to judge - it's to remember them as they were, not as we would have preferred them to be.
	When was that ever in the job description?
	It was never yours. My charge is something else.
	Your charge? Look, Tony, maybe you ought to sit in the cab for a minute out of this heat, with the A/C on.
	I never expect you to understand.

	(Tony grabs the music crate.)
	C'mon, we're almost done. I got this one.

	(Tony goes for the ramp.)
	C'mon, lemme finish my cigarette.

	(Tony puts the crate down, opens and closes his left hand.)
	You know those things are bad for you.
	I know - I'm counting on it.
	That's cute - very...funny....

	(Tony collapses, Gary drops his cigarette and runs over.)
	Tony! Tony, are you all right?
	Yes. I'm fine. At least I will be shortly.
	What do you mean? What does that mean?
	It means after all this time I'm finally being called back.
	Called back? Where?
	To a higher plane. Listen, Gary, this will sound unbelievable, but I am old. Very, very old. I began to think that I would never die. My mission here was to remember things: people, events. I have watched empires rise and fall, and this will be my last remembrance. My mission falls to you now, as it fell on me four millenia ago.

	(Gary pulls out a cell phone and dials 911 as he stands and paces.)
	Listen, Tony, I think you're having a heart attack. You're not four-thousand year's old - it's just the blood...it's not getting to your brain. Hello? Yes. I have an emergency here, I need an ambulance: I think my friend's having a heart attack.
	I am not delusional, Gary. Hang up the phone. I don't have much time and I have things needs be done before I go.
	Where are we? Uh...Storage One on Rainbow, just south of Sahara.
	Gary. I said hang up the phone.

	(The LIGHTS do something funky, either in a red or blue hue washing the STAGE briefly, just enough to be noticed.)
	Hello? Hello?

	(Gary looks at his phone.)
	My phone. It's dead.
	It will start again shortly after I am gone. It is one of the gifts of this charge, which I am passing to you, a mastery over technologies. As new ones emerge, you will develop more controls - more powers.
	Tony, what are you talking about?
	I am speaking of your work! I thought I would have more time with you, to teach you in a more...traditional way. But come: I will show you as I have been shown, I will show you the works I have observed. Come close again.
	Not until you start talking sense again, Gary.

	(sighing) 
	Gary. Come hold an old man's hand. I'm dying.

	(Gary pauses.)
	Let me run down to the office, use their phone to call....
	Don't let me die alone Gary!
	I'll be right back.
	No, Gary, stay!

	(The LIGHTS make the same change. Gary stands stock still.)
	What...what the hell?
	Now, kneel down to me and put your forehead against mine.

	(The LIGHTS flicker again as they have twice. Gary, like a reluctant puppet complies.)
	What is this, Tony, what is this!?
	All shall be revealed soon. Goodbye, Gary of Las Vegas, from your friend, Eanatum of Sumer. I wish you luck on your mission.
	Tony, stop this. Stop it now, Tony. Let me go...

	(Their foreheads touch. The LIGHTS strobe in the previous effect. After a few moments, Gary is blown backward, away from Tony. Both go limp. The SOUND of ambulance sirens can be heard.)
	(Gary awakens. Grabs his head and screams, the pressure of four-thousand years of memories and experience insinuating themselves into his brain. When it recedes slightly he blinks deliberately, stands and walks regally over to Tony's body. He holds up his hand.)
	Silence.

	(The LIGHTS flash, as they did for Tony. The sirens stop.)
	I am sorry, Eanatum, that I did not believe you. May you have some peace now - you have rightly deserved it.

	(Gary lovingly lifts the crate of music and carries it OFFSTAGE. The LIGHTS FADE. END.)


