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CHARACTERS

Mitchell A playwright.
Melissa His artist wife.

SETTING

In Mitchell's office.

TIME

Now.
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SCENES

ACT I
Scene 1 In Mitchell's office. Now

"A poem begins as a lump in the throat, a sense of 
wrong, a homesickness, a lovesickness."

-- Robert Frost
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ACT I
SCENE 1

The STAGE is set with a desk, a writing implement 
(typewriter if available, a very old laptop or 
word processor, an antique PC - something 
anachronistic to the modern). Next to the device is 
an ashtray, a pack of cigarettes, and a coffee mug. 
At little ways away, on a smaller table, is a 
coffee brewer with pot half-filled of coffee.
MITCHELL CAULFIELD sits staring at his device, 
trying to think of what to write. He strokes his 
face, drinks some coffee, lights a cigarette. His 
ritual doesn't work - he's stuck. He leaps from his 
seat and starts blaming the machine.

MITCHELL: Damn blasted apparatus! With naught a ledge 
to hang on, nor lattice! Though I received you for 
gratis, you're not worth your keep, to have me all 
blocked up, this dam herein steeped! 

Mitchell smacks the thing angrily but hurts his 
hand.

MITCHELL: Ack! Treason for a smack! Another visitation 
of all the knacks I lack. Just face the facts, there's 
nothing left for me to write, I'll pack my things and 
out that window there take flight.

Mitchell's wife, MELISSA, calls from the other 
room.

MELISSA: Mitch? Why raise you such a pitch?
MITCHELL: Just the situation has me led to this 
frustration, no matter the duration that I sit I cannot 
find a theme! So instead I hit machine and bust my hand 
upon its seams.
MELISSA: Need you ice? I'll bring it to you right and 
quick.
MITCHELL: Thanks Melissa but it heals itself in just a 
tick.

Mitchell grabs his mug and saunters to the coffee 
pot, refilling it. Melissa enters, her clothes 
covered in a medley of paints.
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MELISSA: They say the trick is to just type away; if 99 
is detrius, at least there'll be one percent that stays.
MITCHELL: Bray somewhere else, 'lissa, I need some time 
to think and your paint fumes stink, make me sick...
MELISSA: Quit being a dick.
MITCHELL: I don't mean to be, I'm just cut to the quick 
by this ancient antique.
MELISSA: You're being oblique, the words are not in the 
thing but your fingers to click out; just relax, don't 
to frustration become devout. Why are you being such a 
grouch?

Mitchell sits at his desk.
MITCHELL: I spoke with my agent this morning, online; 
my producers have pushed up the deadline.
MELISSA: How could they to you this do?
MITCHELL: Because the thing is already well past due. 
The advance came and spent, so now they're starting to 
lean and this play is nothing but the wake from a dream.

Mitchell slumps. Michelle rubs his shoulders.
MELISSA: You are no green playwright, you know the 
tricks of the trade; now is the time to put self on 
parade.

Mitchell jumps up from his seat.
MITCHELL: There's naught to be made! I'm just a fake, a 
hack - I ought to be shot, not even dragged 'round the 
back!

Melissa tries to comfort him, rubbing his arms, his 
face.

MELISSA: You flatten this fallacy you're broadening up, 
lose it dimension and undo the plug, it'll swirl so 
serenely then be sucked down the drain - then you never 
have to think of it ever again.
MITCHELL: If only it were so plain.
MELISSA: It is. Just sit and write what there is.
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He reluctantly does as she asks. He stares at the 
screen, dejectedly. An idea hits him suddenly and 
he starts to type. Melissa smiles and nods then 
starts to head out the room. Just as suddenly he 
stops.

MITCHELL: 
Wait! There's something on my plate I ought confess.

Melissa stops.
MELISSA: "Confess"? The only way to relieve and yet 
inspire stress. What need you divulge?
MITCHELL: (rubbing his head, looking at the floor) I'll 
tell you as soon as this bulge in my throat turns to 
mulch.
MELISSA: Out with it spit. You cannot begin then quit 
'fore you get to the pit.
MITCHELL: I'm having an affair.
MELISSA: What? When? With who?
MITCHELL: With your friend, Betsy, does it matter when 
it was did?

Melissa slides to the floor, distraught.
MELISSA: From both of you, like a shiv to the ribs. Why 
tell me this now?
MITCHELL: The courage to tell you in the type I just 
found.
MELISSA: You pig! To help you, to love you; this is the 
thanks that you give?
MITCHELL: I did not slip to Betsy for a sting and a 
barb to your heart, Melissa, it's just something that 
could not be stopped once it was start'.

Melissa gets off the floor and into Mitchell's 
face.

MELISSA: And, Mitchell? So? From your wife would you 
part or this mistressing bitch, whose face would match 
her heart if I rolled her in pitch?
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MITCHELL: It wasn't to snitch that I told you her name, 
not to your friendship defame. All the same, I would 
stay, that's why I say this to you, otherwise I'd just 
leave and retreat like I'm warrant to do.
MELISSA: Oh, "my nature is cowardly, cravenly, Custer," 
and "I only just now the truth could up-muster." You 
have struck me to my sinews, you traitorous shit! How 
can I trust you ever again after this?
MITCHELL: It shall not be easy but if you do me love, 
you'll quit with this paddle, the whip, and the glove.

Melissa rages silently a moment, her nostrils 
flaring.

MELISSA: Should all your penance be this little hell 
you've stooped to me?
MITCHELL: As though it did not reflect on me!
MELISSA: Poor wounded ego, what torment you're in, to 
stare in my face unburdening your sin!
MITCHELL: Would it have been better to this hide?
MELISSA: What worth has it if you can't therein take a 
chide from your bride?

Mitchell takes her by the shoulders.
MITCHELL: Ever shall I take the blame for this 
sorrowful, shameful fall from grace; do what you would 
to put me in my place, vengeance is yours to lay claim.

Melissa breaks free of his grasp.
MELISSA: It would not be sane to stay, trust forever 
displaced; though I love you, its' taste is sour to 
tongue, roses made fetid by overburdening the bush with 
dung.
MITCHELL: How stung by your casual dismissal! Unmoved, 
unable to bear my epistles! Sweet Melissa, what might I 
do, to my devotion to you herein prove?
MELISSA: There is naught to be down might soften this 
blow, embroiled am I in woe. To my mother's, I think, 
to untangle this abstract - I'll just go there some 
nights. I'm off set to pack.
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Melissa turns to exit, Mitchell grabs her arm.
MITCHELL: Melissa, this exit detract! Running from here 
won't set us on track...

Melissa rips her arm out Mitchell's grasp.
MELISSA: Touch me not! I'll not in this net stay 
caught, this boiling blood be cooled to clot! I do love 
you, that might be true, but I cannot bear what you've 
done, it's undue. So as I said, I'll be packing to 
leave - I shall call when my rational mind gives you 
reprieve.

She exits. Mitchell stays behind and laments 
silently. He looks to his writing implement, his 
fingers walking in the air. He looks back to the 
door then sits in his chair, begins typing.

MITCHELL: "Malcolm hurts himself on his defective 
electric machine. 'Shit! Oww! Yet more proof I'm 
worthless, another art I'd not succeed at: pugilism. 
It's plain, I don't have anything left to contribute to 
literature - I'll just fling myself out the window and 
be done with it.'"

Mitchell pauses a moment to sip some coffee, 
scratches his chin a moment then continues typing. 
The LIGHTS FADE to BLACK as he works. 
END.


