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CHARACTERS

Mick Axelrod The narrator.
Amichai Axelrod The young Mick.
Rabbi Gold A rabbi from Mick's youth.
Jon Axelrod Mick's father.

SETTING

On a stage.

TIME

Now.
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SCENES

ACT I

Scene 1 Circumstance. Now
Scene 2 Outcast Now
Scene 3 Excision Now
Scene 4 Fear Now
Scene 5 Conclusion Now

"The easy confidence with which I know another man's 
religion is folly teaches me to suspect that my own is 
also."

-- Mark Twain



"Middleground" I-1

ACT I
SCENE 1 - CIRCUMSTANCE

(LIGHTS UP. The STAGE is set with 
a chair and a table, upon which 
sits a shtender, a volume of 
Artscroll's Tractate of the 
Talmud, Gittin - concerning 
divorces - a set of tefillin and 
a tallit (phylacteries and 
prayer shawl), and a copy of 
Artscroll's Tanakh (Hebrew 
Bible). On the other side of the 
STAGE is a couch, a television, 
a fold-out TV dinner table, upon 
which sits a remote control. 
MICK enters and stands CENTER 
STAGE, between the two worlds.)
MICK 

My parents moved me and my younger brother from Israel 
to Far Rockaway, Queens, NY, when I was four. Dan, my 
brother, was two at the time. My mother had the 
fortune, so to speak, to have a Romani mother: a Gypsy. 
This is a fact I did not discover until I was sixteen, 
but I'll get to that later. Despite having already 
married my father and having borne him two boys, it was 
decided by the Rabbinut (rabbinical council) that my 
mother, and my brother and I, would have to be 
converted.

(Mick embarks for the table, and 
standing, puts on the tallit and 
tefillin, interrupting the monologue 
when it comes time to say the 
appropriate prayer with an "excuse me" 
or "pardon me" but without any 
explanation of the ritual.)
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MICK 
(beat) 

My mother grew up in Romania, Transylvania, 
specifically, which in the 1960's was a Soviet 
satellite. Even though her mom was Romani, Clara was 
the Jewish girl. (blessing on the tallit, Mick wraps 
himself in it, adjusts it and continues) You think 
being the one Jew in your school is tough here, imagine 
what it was like under Communism. At any rate, when the 
Rabbis decided she needed to convert, that she wasn't 
Jewish enough, that her children had to be converted 
too - well, you might say she was a little pissed. But 
she went through with it, and promised that her 
children would have a Jewish education.

(Mick puts on the arm box, says the 
blessing, wraps the leather strap 
around his arm seven times. He puts on 
the head box in silence, says the 
blessing, adjusts it, and speaks as he 
sets the configuration of the strap on 
his hand. He returns to CENTER STAGE, 
clutching a siddur (Jewish prayerbook).)

MICK 
And such an education did we receive, Dan and I. In 
Israel we began studying Torah, and when we moved to 
the States, my parents enrolled us in Yeshiva Darchei 
Torah, a Jewish parochial school near our residence(s) 
that would subsidize our education. My father moved us 
here to escape debts in Israel and it was only supposed 
to be for a few years. I've only been back to visit.

(Mick covers his eyes with his left 
hand.)

MICK 
Shema Yisrael, Adonai Eloheynu, Adonai Ekhad!

(Mick uncovers his eyes.)
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MICK 
That's the Jewish declaration of faith. Really rather 
similar to the Muslim's "Alua Akhbar." Ours says, 
"Listen Israel, Adonai is our God, Adonai is One." It's 
from a Torah, a Bible, verse. Genesis. Jacob, now named 
Israel, is on his deathbed and fears his sons will take 
the Egyptian gods as their own and they comfort him 
with this sentiment. It is the most oft-repeated 
statement in Jewish liturgy, and according to 
tradition, should be the last thing a Yid says before 
he or she dies.

(Mick returns to the table, undoing the 
tefillin as he goes.)

MICK 
I learned that at Darchei, and a slew of other factoids 
pertaining to the traditions and customs of Judaic 
life. I took it very seriously, deadly seriously, 
because my parents had graced me with the name 
"Amichai." That means, "my nation lives," in Hebrew. 
"Ami," "my nation"; "Chai," "lives." (takes off the 
head box in silence, unravels the arm strap and begins 
speaking again) It's a lovely sentiment, but quite a 
bit of responsibility for a child. For the longest time 
I felt as though the future of the Jewish nation rested 
squarely on my shoulders. A silly notion, but what are 
children composed of if not dreams and fantasies and 
silly beliefs about the state of the world?

(Mick wraps up the phylacteries and puts 
them away, beginning with the shel rosh 
(literally “for the head”).)
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MICK 
So I absorbed, sponge-like, the information they 
dispensed. But there was something very different about 
the lifestyle I led and the ones of my peers. Yeshiva 
Darchei Torah was very religiously oriented, not as 
intense as Chasidim (an ultra-Orthodox sect of 
Judaism), but very close - in fact, some of my school 
mates were Chasidish. However, none of my colleagues 
had televisions, or if they did, it was for watching 
screened and pre-approved tapes. No one in the school 
had cable. Except for us! We had basic channels as well 
as HBO and Cinemax and Showtime. I remember watching 
that 90's Showtime remake of The Outer Limits with my 
parents and when tits popped up on screen they just 
told us to turn around. Which we did, begrudgingly. 
(beat as he counts the rings of the strap on the arm 
box, it should be seven) I remember being in the 6th 
grade, which was a difficult time for me by way of 
teasing for being fat, and telling a friend that I'd 
seen Speed on HBO. It was unheard of, and I dunno, 
maybe my parents were a little lax per parental 
supervision. I think they figured we spent so much time 
at school, we should get some leeway as to television, 
how much of it we watched and its' content.

(Having put the tefillin away, Mick 
takes off the prayer shawl, kisses two 
of the corners on it and folds it up.)

MICK 
Every year our hours got longer. By the time I got to 
high school, an extension of Yeshiva Darchei Torah 
called Mesivta Chaim Shlomo, I was in school from 7 in 
the morning to upwards of 9 at night. Torah (Five Books 
of Moses), Mishna (early Judaic law), Talmud (later 
extrapolation on Judaic law), Rashi, Tosefot, Rambam, 
Ramban, Navi (Prophets), these studies were king; I am 
surprised I got a secular education at all. But I did, 
thankfully. And somewhere around the 9th grade I 
stopped believing wholeheartedly, and by the 10th grade 
I had practically waged war against my rabbis and the 
doctrines everyone around me just took for standard.

SCENE 2 - OUTCAST
(The tallit is put away, Mick sits at 
the table with the Mesekhtat Gittin 
open; he reads from it as RABBI GOLD.)
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RABBI GOLD 
So, the rebbeim (rabbis) state, that whomsoever thinks 
that Dovid haMelekh (“the King”) was wrong for sleeping 
with Batsheva, is in fact wrong. (beat) Yes, Amichai, I 
see your hand. (beat) Do not worry, it will all be 
explained. (beat) Because Batsheva was divorced 
already, that's how it's not wrong. (beat) Yes, we did 
learn previously that soldiers going to war would give 
a time-lapse get, that should they not return after a 
certain amount of time, they would be divorced. But 
Yuria (Uriah the Hittite), Batsheva's husband, he gave 
her a full get that went into effect from the moment it 
entered her hand. (beat, annoyed) We know this through 
Rashi. Rashi says that it was the minhag (tradition) of 
Yeeshai, Dovid's father, that when he would go off to 
tend his sheep, he would give his wife a full get and 
remarry her when he returned. When Dovid became king, 
the kingdom adopted this practice. (beat, furious) 
"Stupid"! You dare call these great rebbeim "stupid"? 
Get out of my classroom, now!

(Mick closes the book in front of him, 
returns to self.)

MICK 
For the record, I didn't say they were stupid, I said 
the thought was stupid. Rashi was an 11th century 
French rabbi who never got further than Germany in his 
travels. How he should have such intimate knowledge of 
the workings of a court fifteen-hundred years before 
his birth is not something that made sense to me. But 
that is how I came to be expelled from the school that 
raised me, on the charge of heresy.

(Mick gets up from the seat, ambles 
toward the couch.)
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MICK 
I'm in good company though. Baruch Spinoza, the 17th 
century Jewish-Dutch philosopher and mathematician with 
whom I share a birthday no less, was excommunicated by 
the rabbinut of Amsterdam in 1656...though I didn't 
have it so harsh. The principals of Mesivta Chaim 
Shlomo set up a meeting with my parents stating that 
while my presence was no welcome in their school, my 
Jewish education had to be continued and they would get 
me into any Judaic school of my choosing and set up a 
scholarship. I had no idea about what other schools 
were like, I'd spent the whole life I could remember at 
Darchei. (beat) So I named the only school I knew was 
close by...and was co-ed.

(Mick sits down on the couch, picks up 
the remote and turns on the TV. Clips 
from "A Stranger Among Us" plays very, 
very quietly.)

MICK 
I didn't mention that Darchei was, and still is, an 
all-boys, did I? Not only that, speaking to girls was 
taboo. They got it in our heads that the only reason to 
talk to a girl was because you wanted to shtup 
(Yiddish: “screw”) her, and since I adhered to code and 
didn't have any sisters and hence sister's friends to 
talk to anyway...my life was woefully without the 
fairer sex. What's worse, on Shabbat (Sabbath), my 
father had taken up the minyan (quorum of ten men) of 
old Russian men that convened at my school as his shul 
(Yiddish: “synagogue”). That's right, growing up, from 
4 to 15 basically, I went to Darchei seven days a week, 
three-hundred-and-sixty-five days a year. "The world is 
a prison, Darchei being the worst of all." What's 
worse, over Fridays and Saturdays there weren't any 
kids there - usually. I was trapped in my school 
without any peers, which is sort of important to 
childhood development. As I ventured into the age of 
rebellion, I started going to other synagogues, but 
growing up, it was my brother and I every Saturday.

(Mick transitions into and between 
AMICHAI and JON.)

AMICHAI 
Abba (“Father”)? This Shabbat, could we go to Young 
Israel?
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JON 
(staring blankly at the television) 

Young Israel? What do you want to go there for?
AMICHAI 

Naphtali's brother's getting bar mitzvahed and a lot of 
my friends are going to be there.

JON 
(not moving eyes from TV) 

Young Israel. We don't go to Young Israel.
AMICHAI 

But why not, Abba? Daniel and me are the only kids at 
HILI, except for Yoel every now and then. Just this one 
Shabbat, please Abba?

JON 
(still to the TV) 

You don't remember this, but we went to Young Israel 
once, when you were little. It's not for me, Amichai, 
I'm ba'alay t'shuva (“person who has repented”), and 
they go too quickly for me. I like HILI anyway: it's 
better to be a big fish in a little pond than a little 
fish in a big pond.

AMICHAI 
But Abba, please, just this one Shabbat!

JON 
Amichai! I'm trying to watch my show! Now shush!

(Mick snatches up the remote and quickly 
turns off the TV.)

MICK 
TV was my father's mode of relaxation. That is before 
the digital age hit and he started blaring the TV while 
playing Bejeweled Blitz, pirating HBO shows and karaoke 
tracks, hitting on women on POF.com, and watching 
Turner Classic Movies all at the same time.

(Mick gets up from the couch.)
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JON 
For me, growing up, television was my lifeline to the 
outside world. The culture I grew up in was so 
xenophobic, secular society was so demonized, that the 
TV itself was sort of a fetish to me. Darchei would 
have campaigns where you would get prizes based on how 
much television you cut out of you life. I trimmed and 
still got mediocre prizes because it's difficult even 
for kids with quote "healthy" unquote relationships 
with the boob tube to pry away from it. For me? I knew 
there was a world beyond what I was being shown. 
Granted, that was the fanciful worlds of Saved by the 
Bell and Mighty Morphin' Power Rangers, but I didn't 
know any better. I didn't think these places were real, 
but I did realize there were realities I was missing 
out in and I wanted to join in them. During my age of 
rebellion, I decided I wanted to be an actor.

(Mick takes CENTER STAGE.)

MICK 
It became a mantra, a go-to response as to why I was 
giving up the traditions of my forefathers and the 
culture I grew up in: "why don't you want to be frum?" 
"Because I want to be an actor." Everyone knew that you 
couldn't be frum (Yiddish: Orthodox) and be an actor, 
you'd have to work on Shabbat. It was much easier than 
saying, "because I don't believe." Darchei had no arts 
programs: no theater, no music program; no formalized 
sports either: we'd play softball and football, 
basketball and soccer during recesses, but we weren't 
part of the Yeshiva League, which I'd learn going to 
HAFTR, that co-ed school I transferred to in 11th 
grade, actually existed. HAFTR had boy's and girl's 
basketball and field hockey teams, and their wrestling 
team actually competed city-wide, but back surgery when 
I was fourteen precluded me from sports. But I did do 
theater, although it was also rather strenuous on my 
back. Selah.

(Mick stops and considers. Mick puts his 
feet together and as Amichai, he bows.)

AMICHAI 
"Modim anahkhnu lakha, sheh Ahtah Hu...."

(Amichai comes up from the bow and 
winces, touches his lower back.")

AMICHAI 
"Adonai Eloheynu, v'Lohay ahvoteynu, l'olam vahed."
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(Amichai separates his feet and speaks 
as Mick again.)

MICK 
That's "Modim," a prayer from the Amidah, the Standing 
Prayer, the Silent prayer. It's a collection of 
nineteen prayers said three times daily, and I would 
come to learn in later studies, correlate to the 
vertebrate. It was my favorite prayer, growing up. All 
the other prayers were a culmination to this. And in a 
minyan, a room filled with Jews, suddenly comes to a 
cacophonous quiet as they pour their hearts out 
silently to God in hushed tones that only they 
themselves can hear. It is beautiful to me, still, to 
witness.

(Mick ventures toward the table again.)

MICK 
But, at thirteen, nearing my fourteenth birthday, I 
woke up one morning with a terrible pain in my back, 
and my legs start going numb. My mother worked for an 
orthopedic surgeon and I was shortly diagnosed with a 
herniated disk. I get a neurosurgeon, and he orders 
more tests. A CT mylogram. They line my back up with an 
x-ray, stick a needle as long as my arm into my spine, 
and inject a dye. A procedure I wouldn't wish this on 
my worst enemy.

SCENE 3 - EXCISION
(Mick violently slaps his hands down on 
the table, and as Amichai, endures the 
procedure.)

AMICHAI 
The needle pinches and keeps doing it, which I think's 
the worst thing ever until they start injecting the 
dye. Then, the pain becomes unbearable. The fluid, in 
addition to the fluid already in my spine, causes the 
pressure to build and build and build and my leg cramps 
because of it and starts seizing, a stabbing pain that 
crawls up my back, around my face, and gouges itself 
into my eye and I cry out for them to stop, but they 
don't, so I grab the table to support myself and the 
doctor slaps my hand and says, "Don't, it's dangerous 
if I pierce your spinal cord," so I let go gently and 
endure and try not to move, and even when they're done 
with the injection and are doing the cat scan, I'm 
still crying because it hurts just so much.
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(Amichai takes his hands off the table, 
becoming Mick again.)

MICK 
That was not the worst I endured, but it was bad and 
sticks with me still. I had my back stapled together, 
after my surgery, by a medical student ordered to take 
out my post-op drain? The morphine he'd had me take, I 
had a button that regulated dosages, hadn't quite 
kicked in yet and I felt those two large medical 
staples tear into my flesh. He went off running and 
some nurse decided that very moment would be a good 
time to take out my catheter, which she did 
unceremoniously with two solid yanks. But even that 
wasn't the worst. The worst was after I was home, and 
still bed-ridden, and on steroids to help me heal 
faster, and lying there, I had this sudden feeling that 
my bones were hollow. (beat) I hadn't gone insane, I 
didn't think they had become hollow, but they felt 
empty; it was a sickness that reverberated throughout 
the whole of me, and even in the depths of my 
loneliness and despair, there is no emptiness than what 
I had felt then, in that moment. It think it was in 
there that my faith began to waver. I wondered in 
prayer and in quiet times and painful times, "Hakodosh 
Barukh Hu (“Whose Holy Name is Blessed”)! Why me? Why 
do I suffer so?" Granted I didn't have it as bad as 
others, but it was devastating. I didn't know why I was 
going through such crippling pain. But that's past and 
I'm still unsure why. But loneliness....

(Mick picks up the Tanakh.)

MICK 
I have felt loneliness in great measure since then. I'm 
a man caught between two worlds. Even still, though I 
have mostly cast off Judaic practices and am a Jew in 
name alone, I am apart. I have made myself apart on 
some conviction of my fore-bearers, on some mumbled 
promise to my dead mother some age before she died. I 
have set myself as an outsider in the matters of the 
heart because I want to marry a nice Jewish girl.

(Mick opens the Tanakh and flips through 
the pages. He stops every now and then, 
looking, reading, not finding, moving 
on.)
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MICK 
It's not in here, you know. It doesn't say anywhere 
that marrying Jewish is a mandatory practice. Even the 
idea that only Jewish mothers breed Jewish children is 
erroneous: Jacob, Joseph, Moses, they all married 
outside the faith and their children were considered 
Jewish. It's rabbinical exposition that states that 
Judaism is matrilineal.

(Mick picks up the Talmud.)

MICK 
It's in this (indicating the Talmud), not this 
(indicating the Tanakh) that has made me reserve 
myself. And it's suggested in academic circles that the 
matrilineal determination of a child's genetic faith 
was introduced by an adherence to Roman inheritance 
law! So how is that being a good Jew?

(Mick throws the book onto the table.)

MICK 
It's not. I'm not. I've gone out with non-Jewish girls, 
moved in with one even, and it was there that it became 
apparent that we're from two different worlds. It came 
one Passover, when I was still keeping a modicum of it, 
that she wanted to make me dinner and I had to reject 
every recommendation for some component of the meal or 
another. And you might say it's not that big a deal, 
she was trying to be helpful and she was trying to 
learn, but the point is that the whole notion was 
foreign to her. Even if she learned every detail of it, 
the whole practice would remain strange to her and it 
was not something that could ever be explained.

(Mick picks up the Tanakh again.)

MICK 
Even to someone raised in Christianity, and perhaps 
especially to one conditioned in the precepts of a 
human component to God, this book holds an oddity in 
the shape of our Divinity and our practices and our 
worship of it. This book is sacred, not because it was 
necessarily written by God - and any rational mind 
could not bend to think so - but because we have made 
it sacred, and the ideas within it have stood for four 
thousand years, because we are a hard-necked and 
stubborn people.

(Mick cradles the book against his 
chest, walks to CENTER STAGE.)
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MICK 
Throughout Inquisitions and pogroms, through the 
madnesses of Torquemada and Martin Luther and Hitler, 
this book remains unchanged more than two-thousand 
years. And I, between my Jewish and Romani heritages: I 
am a walking miracle, that my progenitors survived the 
Holocaust and the Nazi expansion of the 1930's and 40's.

(Mick holds out the book and speaks to 
it.)

MICK 
So? What should I do? Should I be alone forever? You 
tell me no. God's first commandment to man: “pru 
rehvu.” Be fruitful and multiply. So? Should I hunker 
down with the next girl that loves me and that I could 
love? Dispel the loneliness and carry on my name? Will 
you answer me or are all your answers locked in 
questions within questions that all lead back to an 
Absent Landlord?

(Mick reaches into his pocket and pulls 
out a pack of Tarot cards.)

MICK 
Or should I seek the answers in my other blood? (beat) 
My mother loved magic. She had books on astrology, on 
palmistry, absolutely loved the Harry Potter books, but 
she never had Tarot cards. I never got around to asking 
her why. But she told me stories of Gypsies she knew, 
and how her brother used to tell her she was a Gypsy 
princess, and tales of seeing her murdered 
grandfather's ghost, and she would grow white at the 
name of Romanian zombies, which I have forgotten 
because she never let me say it. She taught me to swear 
in Romanian, and we would stay up until four in the 
morning and we would discuss everything - this was when 
I was in college. Stay up in the kitchen and smoke 
cigarettes and talk philosophy and religion and 
relationships and history, both world and personal, and 
travels and the nature of the universe and the sacred 
and the profane and the taboo. I am not ashamed to say 
I am my mother's son.

SCENE 4 - FEAR
(Mick walks back to the table, puts down 
the book, makes space, sits, and sets 
up the silk around cards: begins 
shuffling them seven times.)
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MICK 
My mother, Clara, Ora Khaya baht Moshe, she was 
brilliant. She was an artist, and she spoke nine 
languages, and she was of a genius that, I admit might 
be unfair, but, I measure all my friends against. (set 
silk) She had a fashion sense that let her cobble 
together hundred-dollar ensembles that made her seem of 
the highest fashion. But she had a fear, and a 
resignation, and she merely lived instead of grasping a 
hold of life. (begin shuffling) She wasn't well, for as 
long as I knew her. She had gall stones when she was 
pregnant with Dan, and she had to have her gall bladder 
removed after he was born. The therapy thereafter made 
her lose her hair and her teeth: she wore wigs and 
dentures and no one ever knew. I remember finding her 
spare dentures once, I must have been six or seven, and 
asked her what they were, whose they were. She said 
they were my grandmother's who lived below us. Too 
smart for my own good even then, I badgered her saying 
that it didn't make sense for Bubbie (Yiddish: 
Grandma)to keep her dentures up here. She hit me with a 
belt and it dawned on me it must be hers: during one of 
those late night talks she told me why she needed them. 

(Having finished shuffling, Mick cuts 
the deck.)

MICK 
Well, what do you have to tell me?

(Mick flips three cards over and takes a 
long look at them.)

MICK 
My components, they're at odds with one another. One 
aspect says that I might divine my future from this. 
Another says that this sort of thing is forbidden, is 
sorcery. Yet another part of me says it's irrational to 
lay my fate into any of these tracts, that despite it 
all, I am my own man.

(Mick swipes up the cards and puts them 
away, wrapping them back in the silk.)
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MICK 
Another demands that "there are more things in heaven 
and earth than are dreamt of in your philosophy." Maybe 
that's why I studied religion in school. Well, aside 
from the fact that I'd had fourteen years of formal 
education in my own already. (beat) See, here's the 
thing: I'm a skeptic. And by that I mean the true 
definition of the word, I don't mean the atheists that 
shit on everybody's beliefs incredulously. See, I'm 
more like the Harry Houdini skeptic - I'll consider 
anything you put in front of me, but if I can see the 
strings, I'm gonna cut them. And this is not to say 
that I don't want to believe. It's just that hitherto I 
have not been privy to the paranormal. Not an iota.

(Mick gets up from the table leaving the 
wrapped cards there.)

MICK 
Oh, I've met plenty of people that have, but for me 
there have been no ghosts floating by my periphery, no 
poltergeists, no vampires, demons, werewolves, fairies, 
aliens, leprechauns, chupacabra, yeti, pengangglans, 
gremlins, extra-dimensional neanderthal, or Orcs. 
(beat) I should like to meet any of those things but 
for some reason or other they avoid me.

(Mick crosses the stage, sitting on the 
arm of the couch.)
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MICK 
The nearest I've ever felt to there being such magic in 
the world was when I found out I had been converted. It 
wasn't from my mother, but from my older half-brother, 
Seth, or maybe it was my aunt, Susan: it was summer of 
my sixteenth year, I was spending it with Seth and his 
wife Rebecca, and we visited my aunt and uncle at their 
house on Fire Island. They dropped this bomb on me and 
floor came out from under my feet. It was good I was 
sitting down. It was such a revelation, that this 
person I was fighting against being, this ultra-
Orthodox automaton was a figment, not of my 
imagination, but of my parents'. According to halakha, 
Jewish law, they should have revealed that to me before 
my bar mitzvah. But regardless, it was revelatory, and 
suddenly my past took on the air of delusion, like a 
fairy glamor being lifted. My rebellion had been not 
against myself but against an institution I didn't 
belong in. Certainly time has clarified some of those 
points to me, and blurred some others, but at the time? 
It was like finding Shamballah.

SCENE 5 - CONCLUSION
MICK 

But it was nothing. It was empty. It detached me even 
more from my peers, and though I didn't notice it at 
the time, it is apparent now.

(Mick returns to CENTER.)

MICK 
And in this world, this strange, wonderful, terrible, 
terrifying, mesmerizing, beautiful and enchanting 
world, cut off from people is a terrible thing to be. 
We yearn to touch. As infants, out mothers' touch 
activates our sympathetic nervous system. And growing 
up in the system I did, I was not touched much. I had 
hugs from my family, sure, and handshakes and such, but 
I was not touched much. In fact, in school, I avoided 
touching people, swerving so as not to jostle them. I'm 
wide as a refrigerator and don't personally like to be 
jostled, so I ducked out of ways, much to my detriment. 
Even today, I'm awkward and clumsy, and without express 
interest from someone to be touched, I keep my hands to 
myself. It is to my detriment, because touch, as I 
said, is essential.

(Mick edges forward, almost as if he'll 
walk about the AUDIENCE.)
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MICK 
So why have I told you all this today? (beat) I'm 
asking myself here as much as I'm asking you. I think 
it's because it's the most obvious way to touch you. 
Not physically, no, and many of my experiences are 
very, very different from yours. There might be some 
similarities between us besides our bones and sinews 
and brains; and discrepancies, between our DNA and our 
blood-line legacies and our minds, but there is 
something here that, hopefully, has resonated with you. 
Because it is true, and unabashed, and naked. Because I 
have revealed something of myself earnestly, even if it 
might be embarrassing to me and to my family.

(Mick stops at the lip of the STAGE, 
teeters on it, like a precipice.)

MICK 
There might be some contradictions in there, 
particularly about my beliefs and why I do what I do, 
but those conflicting thoughts are part of being human. 
Being rational and irrational, mature and immature at 
the same time, being curious and cautious in the same 
held breath. And to breathe, to breathe unfettered by 
masks and games and hidden names because that's how we 
were raised: to be wary of strangers. To presume the 
worst oddities in each other. To mind our own business 
and to be islands to ourselves. (beat) But we're not 
strangers, or islands, are we? In our rites and rituals 
and our sharing this little sacrifice, we are kin and a 
kind. As Carl Sagan said, "We are all made of star 
stuff." And so long as our hearts beat, we are alight.

(Mick enters the AUDIENCE, touches 
shoulders and hands and arms and knees.)

MICK 
We are as bright as we want to be. But we hide our 
flames from each other, afraid of conflagrations, of 
hurt feelings, of spent metaphors, of heartaches and 
lost dreams and losing ourselves in others. We play 
hide and seek-not, because we judge others and we're 
afraid of other people's judgments, but all this 
because we judge ourselves harshest. I have looked into 
my deepest cavities and I have found myself wanting: 
wanting love still, wanting to die, wanting above my 
means and beneath it. And it's embarrassing because I 
look into your eyes and I have no idea what you're 
thinking.

(Mick returns to the STAGE.)



"Middleground" I-17

MICK 
My self-judge says you're thinking I'm pedantic. Long-
winded. Well-past-the-point. Another says you think I'm 
brave. Honest. Wise. Seeking. And I am what you're 
thinking, all of it, none of it. I'm something more. 
Like you are. Like we all are. We are massive little 
microcosms wishing to be understood, and a twenty-
minute personal history lesson isn't going to cut it. 
This is beyond why are we here, and what's the point of 
existence, and all that other nonsense. This has been 
about you, and I, sharing something for this brief 
little interlude, where we all forgot about our worries 
and our lives and just listened. Because someone had 
something to say.

(BLACKOUT.)
 
(END.)


	SCENE 1  - CIRCUMSTANCE
	My parents moved me and my younger brother from Israel to Far Rockaway, Queens, NY, when I was four. Dan, my brother, was two at the time. My mother had the fortune, so to speak, to have a Romani mother: a Gypsy. This is a fact I did not discover until I was sixteen, but I'll get to that later. Despite having already married my father and having borne him two boys, it was decided by the Rabbinut (rabbinical council) that my mother, and my brother and I, would have to be converted.
	(Mick embarks for the table, and standing, puts on the tallit and tefillin, interrupting the monologue when it comes time to say the appropriate prayer with an "excuse me" or "pardon me" but without any explanation of the ritual.)
	(beat) 
	My mother grew up in Romania, Transylvania, specifically, which in the 1960's was a Soviet satellite. Even though her mom was Romani, Clara was the Jewish girl. (blessing on the tallit, Mick wraps himself in it, adjusts it and continues) You think being the one Jew in your school is tough here, imagine what it was like under Communism. At any rate, when the Rabbis decided she needed to convert, that she wasn't Jewish enough, that her children had to be converted too - well, you might say she was a little pissed. But she went through with it, and promised that her children would have a Jewish education.

	(Mick puts on the arm box, says the blessing, wraps the leather strap around his arm seven times. He puts on the head box in silence, says the blessing, adjusts it, and speaks as he sets the configuration of the strap on his hand. He returns to CENTER STAGE, clutching a siddur (Jewish prayerbook).)
	And such an education did we receive, Dan and I. In Israel we began studying Torah, and when we moved to the States, my parents enrolled us in Yeshiva Darchei Torah, a Jewish parochial school near our residence(s) that would subsidize our education. My father moved us here to escape debts in Israel and it was only supposed to be for a few years. I've only been back to visit.

	(Mick covers his eyes with his left hand.)
	Shema Yisrael, Adonai Eloheynu, Adonai Ekhad!

	(Mick uncovers his eyes.)
	That's the Jewish declaration of faith. Really rather similar to the Muslim's "Alua Akhbar." Ours says, "Listen Israel, Adonai is our God, Adonai is One." It's from a Torah, a Bible, verse. Genesis. Jacob, now named Israel, is on his deathbed and fears his sons will take the Egyptian gods as their own and they comfort him with this sentiment. It is the most oft-repeated statement in Jewish liturgy, and according to tradition, should be the last thing a Yid says before he or she dies.

	(Mick returns to the table, undoing the tefillin as he goes.)
	I learned that at Darchei, and a slew of other factoids pertaining to the traditions and customs of Judaic life. I took it very seriously, deadly seriously, because my parents had graced me with the name "Amichai." That means, "my nation lives," in Hebrew. "Ami," "my nation"; "Chai," "lives." (takes off the head box in silence, unravels the arm strap and begins speaking again) It's a lovely sentiment, but quite a bit of responsibility for a child. For the longest time I felt as though the future of the Jewish nation rested squarely on my shoulders. A silly notion, but what are children composed of if not dreams and fantasies and silly beliefs about the state of the world?

	(Mick wraps up the phylacteries and puts them away, beginning with the shel rosh (literally “for the head”).)
	So I absorbed, sponge-like, the information they dispensed. But there was something very different about the lifestyle I led and the ones of my peers. Yeshiva Darchei Torah was very religiously oriented, not as intense as Chasidim (an ultra-Orthodox sect of Judaism), but very close - in fact, some of my school mates were Chasidish. However, none of my colleagues had televisions, or if they did, it was for watching screened and pre-approved tapes. No one in the school had cable. Except for us! We had basic channels as well as HBO and Cinemax and Showtime. I remember watching that 90's Showtime remake of The Outer Limits with my parents and when tits popped up on screen they just told us to turn around. Which we did, begrudgingly. (beat as he counts the rings of the strap on the arm box, it should be seven) I remember being in the 6th grade, which was a difficult time for me by way of teasing for being fat, and telling a friend that I'd seen Speed on HBO. It was unheard of, and I dunno, maybe my parents were a little lax per parental supervision. I think they figured we spent so much time at school, we should get some leeway as to television, how much of it we watched and its' content.

	(Having put the tefillin away, Mick takes off the prayer shawl, kisses two of the corners on it and folds it up.)
	Every year our hours got longer. By the time I got to high school, an extension of Yeshiva Darchei Torah called Mesivta Chaim Shlomo, I was in school from 7 in the morning to upwards of 9 at night. Torah (Five Books of Moses), Mishna (early Judaic law), Talmud (later extrapolation on Judaic law), Rashi, Tosefot, Rambam, Ramban, Navi (Prophets), these studies were king; I am surprised I got a secular education at all. But I did, thankfully. And somewhere around the 9th grade I stopped believing wholeheartedly, and by the 10th grade I had practically waged war against my rabbis and the doctrines everyone around me just took for standard.


	SCENE 2  - OUTCAST
	(The tallit is put away, Mick sits at the table with the Mesekhtat Gittin open; he reads from it as RABBI GOLD.)
	So, the rebbeim (rabbis) state, that whomsoever thinks that Dovid haMelekh (“the King”) was wrong for sleeping with Batsheva, is in fact wrong. (beat) Yes, Amichai, I see your hand. (beat) Do not worry, it will all be explained. (beat) Because Batsheva was divorced already, that's how it's not wrong. (beat) Yes, we did learn previously that soldiers going to war would give a time-lapse get, that should they not return after a certain amount of time, they would be divorced. But Yuria (Uriah the Hittite), Batsheva's husband, he gave her a full get that went into effect from the moment it entered her hand. (beat, annoyed) We know this through Rashi. Rashi says that it was the minhag (tradition) of Yeeshai, Dovid's father, that when he would go off to tend his sheep, he would give his wife a full get and remarry her when he returned. When Dovid became king, the kingdom adopted this practice. (beat, furious) "Stupid"! You dare call these great rebbeim "stupid"? Get out of my classroom, now!

	(Mick closes the book in front of him, returns to self.)
	For the record, I didn't say they were stupid, I said the thought was stupid. Rashi was an 11th century French rabbi who never got further than Germany in his travels. How he should have such intimate knowledge of the workings of a court fifteen-hundred years before his birth is not something that made sense to me. But that is how I came to be expelled from the school that raised me, on the charge of heresy.

	(Mick gets up from the seat, ambles toward the couch.)
	I'm in good company though. Baruch Spinoza, the 17th century Jewish-Dutch philosopher and mathematician with whom I share a birthday no less, was excommunicated by the rabbinut of Amsterdam in 1656...though I didn't have it so harsh. The principals of Mesivta Chaim Shlomo set up a meeting with my parents stating that while my presence was no welcome in their school, my Jewish education had to be continued and they would get me into any Judaic school of my choosing and set up a scholarship. I had no idea about what other schools were like, I'd spent the whole life I could remember at Darchei. (beat) So I named the only school I knew was close by...and was co-ed.

	(Mick sits down on the couch, picks up the remote and turns on the TV. Clips from "A Stranger Among Us" plays very, very quietly.)
	I didn't mention that Darchei was, and still is, an all-boys, did I? Not only that, speaking to girls was taboo. They got it in our heads that the only reason to talk to a girl was because you wanted to shtup (Yiddish: “screw”) her, and since I adhered to code and didn't have any sisters and hence sister's friends to talk to anyway...my life was woefully without the fairer sex. What's worse, on Shabbat (Sabbath), my father had taken up the minyan (quorum of ten men) of old Russian men that convened at my school as his shul (Yiddish: “synagogue”). That's right, growing up, from 4 to 15 basically, I went to Darchei seven days a week, three-hundred-and-sixty-five days a year. "The world is a prison, Darchei being the worst of all." What's worse, over Fridays and Saturdays there weren't any kids there - usually. I was trapped in my school without any peers, which is sort of important to childhood development. As I ventured into the age of rebellion, I started going to other synagogues, but growing up, it was my brother and I every Saturday.

	(Mick transitions into and between AMICHAI and JON.)
	Abba (“Father”)? This Shabbat, could we go to Young Israel?

	(staring blankly at the television) 
	Young Israel? What do you want to go there for?
	Naphtali's brother's getting bar mitzvahed and a lot of my friends are going to be there.

	(not moving eyes from TV) 
	Young Israel. We don't go to Young Israel.
	But why not, Abba? Daniel and me are the only kids at HILI, except for Yoel every now and then. Just this one Shabbat, please Abba?

	(still to the TV) 
	You don't remember this, but we went to Young Israel once, when you were little. It's not for me, Amichai, I'm ba'alay t'shuva (“person who has repented”), and they go too quickly for me. I like HILI anyway: it's better to be a big fish in a little pond than a little fish in a big pond.
	But Abba, please, just this one Shabbat!
	Amichai! I'm trying to watch my show! Now shush!

	(Mick snatches up the remote and quickly turns off the TV.)
	TV was my father's mode of relaxation. That is before the digital age hit and he started blaring the TV while playing Bejeweled Blitz, pirating HBO shows and karaoke tracks, hitting on women on POF.com, and watching Turner Classic Movies all at the same time.

	(Mick gets up from the couch.)
	For me, growing up, television was my lifeline to the outside world. The culture I grew up in was so xenophobic, secular society was so demonized, that the TV itself was sort of a fetish to me. Darchei would have campaigns where you would get prizes based on how much television you cut out of you life. I trimmed and still got mediocre prizes because it's difficult even for kids with quote "healthy" unquote relationships with the boob tube to pry away from it. For me? I knew there was a world beyond what I was being shown. Granted, that was the fanciful worlds of Saved by the Bell and Mighty Morphin' Power Rangers, but I didn't know any better. I didn't think these places were real, but I did realize there were realities I was missing out in and I wanted to join in them. During my age of rebellion, I decided I wanted to be an actor.

	(Mick takes CENTER STAGE.)
	It became a mantra, a go-to response as to why I was giving up the traditions of my forefathers and the culture I grew up in: "why don't you want to be frum?" "Because I want to be an actor." Everyone knew that you couldn't be frum (Yiddish: Orthodox) and be an actor, you'd have to work on Shabbat. It was much easier than saying, "because I don't believe." Darchei had no arts programs: no theater, no music program; no formalized sports either: we'd play softball and football, basketball and soccer during recesses, but we weren't part of the Yeshiva League, which I'd learn going to HAFTR, that co-ed school I transferred to in 11th grade, actually existed. HAFTR had boy's and girl's basketball and field hockey teams, and their wrestling team actually competed city-wide, but back surgery when I was fourteen precluded me from sports. But I did do theater, although it was also rather strenuous on my back. Selah.

	(Mick stops and considers. Mick puts his feet together and as Amichai, he bows.)
	"Modim anahkhnu lakha, sheh Ahtah Hu...."

	(Amichai comes up from the bow and winces, touches his lower back.")
	"Adonai Eloheynu, v'Lohay ahvoteynu, l'olam vahed."

	(Amichai separates his feet and speaks as Mick again.)
	That's "Modim," a prayer from the Amidah, the Standing Prayer, the Silent prayer. It's a collection of nineteen prayers said three times daily, and I would come to learn in later studies, correlate to the vertebrate. It was my favorite prayer, growing up. All the other prayers were a culmination to this. And in a minyan, a room filled with Jews, suddenly comes to a cacophonous quiet as they pour their hearts out silently to God in hushed tones that only they themselves can hear. It is beautiful to me, still, to witness.

	(Mick ventures toward the table again.)
	But, at thirteen, nearing my fourteenth birthday, I woke up one morning with a terrible pain in my back, and my legs start going numb. My mother worked for an orthopedic surgeon and I was shortly diagnosed with a herniated disk. I get a neurosurgeon, and he orders more tests. A CT mylogram. They line my back up with an x-ray, stick a needle as long as my arm into my spine, and inject a dye. A procedure I wouldn't wish this on my worst enemy.


	SCENE 3  - EXCISION
	(Mick violently slaps his hands down on the table, and as Amichai, endures the procedure.)
	The needle pinches and keeps doing it, which I think's the worst thing ever until they start injecting the dye. Then, the pain becomes unbearable. The fluid, in addition to the fluid already in my spine, causes the pressure to build and build and build and my leg cramps because of it and starts seizing, a stabbing pain that crawls up my back, around my face, and gouges itself into my eye and I cry out for them to stop, but they don't, so I grab the table to support myself and the doctor slaps my hand and says, "Don't, it's dangerous if I pierce your spinal cord," so I let go gently and endure and try not to move, and even when they're done with the injection and are doing the cat scan, I'm still crying because it hurts just so much.

	(Amichai takes his hands off the table, becoming Mick again.)
	That was not the worst I endured, but it was bad and sticks with me still. I had my back stapled together, after my surgery, by a medical student ordered to take out my post-op drain? The morphine he'd had me take, I had a button that regulated dosages, hadn't quite kicked in yet and I felt those two large medical staples tear into my flesh. He went off running and some nurse decided that very moment would be a good time to take out my catheter, which she did unceremoniously with two solid yanks. But even that wasn't the worst. The worst was after I was home, and still bed-ridden, and on steroids to help me heal faster, and lying there, I had this sudden feeling that my bones were hollow. (beat) I hadn't gone insane, I didn't think they had become hollow, but they felt empty; it was a sickness that reverberated throughout the whole of me, and even in the depths of my loneliness and despair, there is no emptiness than what I had felt then, in that moment. It think it was in there that my faith began to waver. I wondered in prayer and in quiet times and painful times, "Hakodosh Barukh Hu (“Whose Holy Name is Blessed”)! Why me? Why do I suffer so?" Granted I didn't have it as bad as others, but it was devastating. I didn't know why I was going through such crippling pain. But that's past and I'm still unsure why. But loneliness....

	(Mick picks up the Tanakh.)
	I have felt loneliness in great measure since then. I'm a man caught between two worlds. Even still, though I have mostly cast off Judaic practices and am a Jew in name alone, I am apart. I have made myself apart on some conviction of my fore-bearers, on some mumbled promise to my dead mother some age before she died. I have set myself as an outsider in the matters of the heart because I want to marry a nice Jewish girl.

	(Mick opens the Tanakh and flips through the pages. He stops every now and then, looking, reading, not finding, moving on.)
	It's not in here, you know. It doesn't say anywhere that marrying Jewish is a mandatory practice. Even the idea that only Jewish mothers breed Jewish children is erroneous: Jacob, Joseph, Moses, they all married outside the faith and their children were considered Jewish. It's rabbinical exposition that states that Judaism is matrilineal.

	(Mick picks up the Talmud.)
	MICK 
	It's in this (indicating the Talmud), not this (indicating the Tanakh) that has made me reserve myself. And it's suggested in academic circles that the matrilineal determination of a child's genetic faith was introduced by an adherence to Roman inheritance law! So how is that being a good Jew?

	(Mick throws the book onto the table.)
	It's not. I'm not. I've gone out with non-Jewish girls, moved in with one even, and it was there that it became apparent that we're from two different worlds. It came one Passover, when I was still keeping a modicum of it, that she wanted to make me dinner and I had to reject every recommendation for some component of the meal or another. And you might say it's not that big a deal, she was trying to be helpful and she was trying to learn, but the point is that the whole notion was foreign to her. Even if she learned every detail of it, the whole practice would remain strange to her and it was not something that could ever be explained.

	(Mick picks up the Tanakh again.)
	Even to someone raised in Christianity, and perhaps especially to one conditioned in the precepts of a human component to God, this book holds an oddity in the shape of our Divinity and our practices and our worship of it. This book is sacred, not because it was necessarily written by God - and any rational mind could not bend to think so - but because we have made it sacred, and the ideas within it have stood for four thousand years, because we are a hard-necked and stubborn people.

	(Mick cradles the book against his chest, walks to CENTER STAGE.)
	Throughout Inquisitions and pogroms, through the madnesses of Torquemada and Martin Luther and Hitler, this book remains unchanged more than two-thousand years. And I, between my Jewish and Romani heritages: I am a walking miracle, that my progenitors survived the Holocaust and the Nazi expansion of the 1930's and 40's.

	(Mick holds out the book and speaks to it.)
	So? What should I do? Should I be alone forever? You tell me no. God's first commandment to man: “pru rehvu.” Be fruitful and multiply. So? Should I hunker down with the next girl that loves me and that I could love? Dispel the loneliness and carry on my name? Will you answer me or are all your answers locked in questions within questions that all lead back to an Absent Landlord?

	(Mick reaches into his pocket and pulls out a pack of Tarot cards.)
	Or should I seek the answers in my other blood? (beat) My mother loved magic. She had books on astrology, on palmistry, absolutely loved the Harry Potter books, but she never had Tarot cards. I never got around to asking her why. But she told me stories of Gypsies she knew, and how her brother used to tell her she was a Gypsy princess, and tales of seeing her murdered grandfather's ghost, and she would grow white at the name of Romanian zombies, which I have forgotten because she never let me say it. She taught me to swear in Romanian, and we would stay up until four in the morning and we would discuss everything - this was when I was in college. Stay up in the kitchen and smoke cigarettes and talk philosophy and religion and relationships and history, both world and personal, and travels and the nature of the universe and the sacred and the profane and the taboo. I am not ashamed to say I am my mother's son.


	SCENE 4  - FEAR
	(Mick walks back to the table, puts down the book, makes space, sits, and sets up the silk around cards: begins shuffling them seven times.)
	My mother, Clara, Ora Khaya baht Moshe, she was brilliant. She was an artist, and she spoke nine languages, and she was of a genius that, I admit might be unfair, but, I measure all my friends against. (set silk) She had a fashion sense that let her cobble together hundred-dollar ensembles that made her seem of the highest fashion. But she had a fear, and a resignation, and she merely lived instead of grasping a hold of life. (begin shuffling) She wasn't well, for as long as I knew her. She had gall stones when she was pregnant with Dan, and she had to have her gall bladder removed after he was born. The therapy thereafter made her lose her hair and her teeth: she wore wigs and dentures and no one ever knew. I remember finding her spare dentures once, I must have been six or seven, and asked her what they were, whose they were. She said they were my grandmother's who lived below us. Too smart for my own good even then, I badgered her saying that it didn't make sense for Bubbie (Yiddish: Grandma)to keep her dentures up here. She hit me with a belt and it dawned on me it must be hers: during one of those late night talks she told me why she needed them. 

	(Having finished shuffling, Mick cuts the deck.)
	Well, what do you have to tell me?

	(Mick flips three cards over and takes a long look at them.)
	My components, they're at odds with one another. One aspect says that I might divine my future from this. Another says that this sort of thing is forbidden, is sorcery. Yet another part of me says it's irrational to lay my fate into any of these tracts, that despite it all, I am my own man.

	(Mick swipes up the cards and puts them away, wrapping them back in the silk.)
	Another demands that "there are more things in heaven and earth than are dreamt of in your philosophy." Maybe that's why I studied religion in school. Well, aside from the fact that I'd had fourteen years of formal education in my own already. (beat) See, here's the thing: I'm a skeptic. And by that I mean the true definition of the word, I don't mean the atheists that shit on everybody's beliefs incredulously. See, I'm more like the Harry Houdini skeptic - I'll consider anything you put in front of me, but if I can see the strings, I'm gonna cut them. And this is not to say that I don't want to believe. It's just that hitherto I have not been privy to the paranormal. Not an iota.

	(Mick gets up from the table leaving the wrapped cards there.)
	Oh, I've met plenty of people that have, but for me there have been no ghosts floating by my periphery, no poltergeists, no vampires, demons, werewolves, fairies, aliens, leprechauns, chupacabra, yeti, pengangglans, gremlins, extra-dimensional neanderthal, or Orcs. (beat) I should like to meet any of those things but for some reason or other they avoid me.

	(Mick crosses the stage, sitting on the arm of the couch.)
	The nearest I've ever felt to there being such magic in the world was when I found out I had been converted. It wasn't from my mother, but from my older half-brother, Seth, or maybe it was my aunt, Susan: it was summer of my sixteenth year, I was spending it with Seth and his wife Rebecca, and we visited my aunt and uncle at their house on Fire Island. They dropped this bomb on me and floor came out from under my feet. It was good I was sitting down. It was such a revelation, that this person I was fighting against being, this ultra-Orthodox automaton was a figment, not of my imagination, but of my parents'. According to halakha, Jewish law, they should have revealed that to me before my bar mitzvah. But regardless, it was revelatory, and suddenly my past took on the air of delusion, like a fairy glamor being lifted. My rebellion had been not against myself but against an institution I didn't belong in. Certainly time has clarified some of those points to me, and blurred some others, but at the time? It was like finding Shamballah.


	SCENE 5  - CONCLUSION
	But it was nothing. It was empty. It detached me even more from my peers, and though I didn't notice it at the time, it is apparent now.
	(Mick returns to CENTER.)
	And in this world, this strange, wonderful, terrible, terrifying, mesmerizing, beautiful and enchanting world, cut off from people is a terrible thing to be. We yearn to touch. As infants, out mothers' touch activates our sympathetic nervous system. And growing up in the system I did, I was not touched much. I had hugs from my family, sure, and handshakes and such, but I was not touched much. In fact, in school, I avoided touching people, swerving so as not to jostle them. I'm wide as a refrigerator and don't personally like to be jostled, so I ducked out of ways, much to my detriment. Even today, I'm awkward and clumsy, and without express interest from someone to be touched, I keep my hands to myself. It is to my detriment, because touch, as I said, is essential.

	(Mick edges forward, almost as if he'll walk about the AUDIENCE.)
	So why have I told you all this today? (beat) I'm asking myself here as much as I'm asking you. I think it's because it's the most obvious way to touch you. Not physically, no, and many of my experiences are very, very different from yours. There might be some similarities between us besides our bones and sinews and brains; and discrepancies, between our DNA and our blood-line legacies and our minds, but there is something here that, hopefully, has resonated with you. Because it is true, and unabashed, and naked. Because I have revealed something of myself earnestly, even if it might be embarrassing to me and to my family.

	(Mick stops at the lip of the STAGE, teeters on it, like a precipice.)
	There might be some contradictions in there, particularly about my beliefs and why I do what I do, but those conflicting thoughts are part of being human. Being rational and irrational, mature and immature at the same time, being curious and cautious in the same held breath. And to breathe, to breathe unfettered by masks and games and hidden names because that's how we were raised: to be wary of strangers. To presume the worst oddities in each other. To mind our own business and to be islands to ourselves. (beat) But we're not strangers, or islands, are we? In our rites and rituals and our sharing this little sacrifice, we are kin and a kind. As Carl Sagan said, "We are all made of star stuff." And so long as our hearts beat, we are alight.

	(Mick enters the AUDIENCE, touches shoulders and hands and arms and knees.)
	We are as bright as we want to be. But we hide our flames from each other, afraid of conflagrations, of hurt feelings, of spent metaphors, of heartaches and lost dreams and losing ourselves in others. We play hide and seek-not, because we judge others and we're afraid of other people's judgments, but all this because we judge ourselves harshest. I have looked into my deepest cavities and I have found myself wanting: wanting love still, wanting to die, wanting above my means and beneath it. And it's embarrassing because I look into your eyes and I have no idea what you're thinking.

	(Mick returns to the STAGE.)
	My self-judge says you're thinking I'm pedantic. Long-winded. Well-past-the-point. Another says you think I'm brave. Honest. Wise. Seeking. And I am what you're thinking, all of it, none of it. I'm something more. Like you are. Like we all are. We are massive little microcosms wishing to be understood, and a twenty-minute personal history lesson isn't going to cut it. This is beyond why are we here, and what's the point of existence, and all that other nonsense. This has been about you, and I, sharing something for this brief little interlude, where we all forgot about our worries and our lives and just listened. Because someone had something to say.

	(BLACKOUT.)
	 
	(END.)


