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FourPlay
Broad Spectrum by Angelique Stevens
The Kiss by Maria Brandt
Practice by Elizabeth Johnston
Man Up by Pamela Emigh‐Murphy
CHARACTERS
STORYTELLER: a woman, calm with a sagacious, quiet confidence. She wears a
colorful costume. She is weaving. She sits rear stage left. A dim light remains on her
throughout the evening.
DRUMMER
TRENT
JACKIE
CATE
NATALEE
BILL
NOTE ON DESIGN
The color red can/should be used with well‐placed abandon.
Drumbeats in the dark. Lights rise to reveal Drummer and Storyteller.
STORYTELLER
(Lifts eyes to look at audience.) What do you know about weaving a straw mat?
(Continues weaving without looking at audience.)
(Lights fade.)
BROAD SPECTRUM
By Angelique Stevens
SETTING
Front porch early summer night. There is only a straw mat on the porch.
CHARACTERS
TRENT:
Graduate student, early to mid 30s. He is tall, around 6 feet. He’s wearing a dark suit
jacket and white fitted button down and jeans over dress shoes. He works part time at
a machine shop.
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JACKIE:
Graduate student, early to mid 30s. She’s wearing a summer dress and sweater.
(Lights up. Drumbeats stop. Trent and Jackie walk in from the house onto the porch.
Trent holds two glasses of red wine in one hand and an open bottle in the other. Jackie
carries two large pillows.)
TRENT:
So I was training the new guy and told him don’t be a farmer and milk the job, trying
to be funny you know. And then I realized what an ass I probably sounded like
because I know a lot of farmers and they’re some of the most hardworking people
I’ve met.
JACKIE:
My friend’s father is a farmer. Every Saturday, he sells his stuff at the market. He’s a
good guy.
TRENT:
I’m not really an ass. I just think about this kid. He’s trying to get a leg up in the
world, learning the machines and you know he’s probably going to work his way
through the shop never having experienced anything else in life. He’ll master one
machine, then the next, then before you know it, he’ll be 40 and still making sexist
jokes with his buds, slapping each other on the ass and farting.
JACKIE:
I know what you mean. My friend, Julia, married her high school sweetheart. She
started working in a call center, had five kids. And now she’s… I don’t know…
unhappy.
TRENT
And it’s not so much the job, because if you can get into a decent place then you can
make a good living as a machinist, it’s what else is out there that he’s going to miss…
all the different people.
JACKIE:
I think Julia is missing out on something too. I’m just not sure what.
(JACKIE organizes the pillows on the straw mat and TRENT hands her a glass of wine.
Her fingers overlap his in the passing of the glass and there is sexual tension. The two
of them make themselves comfortable on the pillows.)
JACKIE:
I’m sorry I don’t have outdoor furniture. I just moved and haven’t had time to get
chairs for the porch.

2 FourPlay

TRENT:
Well it’s a very nice straw mat (Both laugh).
JACKIE:
It’s special, I got it from—
TRENT
I like it. I would much rather be out here on pillows with you. (Jackie smiles).
JACKIE:
How long have you been working at the machine shop?
TRENT
Pretty much since I got out of high school.
JACKIE:
I was a server. I wouldn’t have made it through undergrad without that job. Even
after college, it was good fallback money.
TRENT:
After college I dropped everything for a couple years.
JACKIE:
What did you do?
TRENT
Backpacked across Europe. We stayed in hostels, did some hiking, some
swimming—
JACKIE
Some partying. (both laugh).
TRENT
Yes, but it wasn’t all partying.
JACKIE:
No?
TRENT
One of my buddies was an art major so we went to a lot of museums.
JACKIE:
Did you go to the Dali Museum in Spain? I heard that place is crazy. I mean maybe he
had a genius vision, but he was also a lunatic.
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TRENT:
It was on the top of our list.
JACKIE:
Dali was impotent you know. His psyche was so obviously tied to his art, all those
penises and girl’s asses. The museum is supposed to be the biggest piece of surreal
art in the world.
TRENT:
How’d you know that?
JACKIE:
Which part? The penis part or the museum part?
(They both laugh. Jackie pours more wine into their glasses).
TRENT:
So what do you think the speaker tonight would say about Dali and all of his assess?
JACKIE:
That Dali’s art perpetuates sexism and gender violence. (beat)
TRENT:
I don’t really care for him much.
JACKIE:
The speaker?
TRENT:
No, Dali. I like Picasso better. His lines are more rounded and his colors richer, like
in The Dream—
JACKIE:
Oh, well that’s good—
TRENT:
I mean, I agree with the speaker. Men do have to up the ante. It’s not enough
anymore to say, hey I don’t hurt women—
JACKIE:
Otherwise we’re all complicit in the— (beat). Wait, (beat) The Dream?
TRENT
(TRENT turns toward her and sits up a little taller. He may at some point put his hands
on her knees or her forearm, anywhere that hangs below the waist. He tries to act out
the painting as he describes it) Yeah, it’s this image of a woman sitting on a chair and
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she looks like she’s asleep. Her head is leaning back. Her neck is long and her eyes
are closed. She’s wearing red lipstick. Both of her hands are on her crotch. She could
almost be smiling. And I think one nipple is exposed. There’s something about her
that seems complex.
JACKIE:
I know that painting.
TRENT:
There’s also a penis in it.
JACKIE:
I don’t remember that part.
TRENT:
But it’s not obnoxious like Dali’s penis paintings. Something about the Picasso is
beautiful—respectful in a way. Half of her is this beautifully sexual feminine being
and the other half—just—is—all of us you know? (beat). (She smiles. He reaches out
for her hand. She pulls back and takes a drink.).
JACKIE:
What I remember is The Dream is supposed to be a painting of Picasso’s very young
mistress. He was cheating on his wife with some young girl.
TRENT:
Yes, but his representation of her seems—softer somehow.
JACKIE:
That’s exactly the kind of thing the speaker was talking about. Everybody sees this
kind of behavior as acceptable. The speaker’s right, men do need to find ways to
interrupt each other, make it uncool to objectify women.
TRENT:
You mean like not bringing up penises on a first date?
(Both laugh, there is sexual tension)
JACKIE:
Is this a first date? We’ve been sitting in the same class together for 15 weeks.
TRENT:
It’s the first time we’ve been alone together. (TRENT reaches out again for her hand.
She waits a beat before moving.)
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JACKIE:
You have an awareness that most men don’t have. I mean in class today, that
argument you had with Todd was so fantastic.
TRENT:
We can be brutes sometimes can’t we? (flirting with her and drinking his wine).
JACKIE:
Yes. (beat) I mean yes, not you, yes, but yes brutishness is embedded in our culture.
Look at Rhianna, that music video where she’s sucking on her lip as she sings about
how she loves the way it hurts (Sounding disgusted). And what’s that other guy’s
name? The one who says the girl wants it? (sings a bit) You know you want it.
TRENT:
Robin Thicke.
JACKIE:
Yeah Robin Thicke. There’s all these half naked women tramping around the video
and he’s chasing them with a giant syringe talking about how he hates blurred lines.
TRENT
And people just eat it up don’t they?
JACKIE:
Robin Thicke might as well be a caveman in a nice suit pulling a woman by her hair.
(both laugh)
JACKIE:
We’re not animals right? The thing that separates us from the brutes is our ability to
reason isn’t it?
TRENT:
I agree, but can’t we be both? Underneath it all, aren’t we a broad spectrum of things
both primal and rational?
JACKIE:
(changing the subject) So do you have any siblings?
TRENT:
I have two sisters.
JACKIE:
Really? That’s interesting.
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TRENT:
Why?
JACKIE:
Were you close?
TRENT:
Shelly is two years older than me and Jessica ten months younger than me.
JACKIE:
Did they put your hair in ponytails and make you wear nail polish? (laughs)
TRENT:
Funny. No they were more devious. When I was five, they used to make me sit in the
stroller while they pushed me around introducing me to the neighbors as their little
darling. I didn’t mind it. What about you? Do you have any brothers or sisters?
JACKIE:
No. I’m an only child, but I was home‐schooled.
TRENT:
Oh, so you were like one of those kids?
JACKIE:
I loved it. There were four of us, me and Cate, Julia and Natalee. We spent our days
together. Each of the parents would take a subject and a day or some hours and
that’s how I spent most of my teens.
TRENT:
What did you do during the summers?
JACKIE:
We “went to school” (does finger quotes).
TRENT:
That must have sucked.
JACKIE:
Not really. We spent a few hours with my mother on Mondays. Four hours with Mrs.
Peterson on Wednesdays. Three hours with Mr. Rivera on Saturdays. It was a lot of
field trips, the park, the nature conservatory, the public market…. we never saw the
inside of a classroom.
TRENT:
So was this an “all girls school”
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JACKIE:
(laughs) Not by design. It just happened that the parents who got together had
daughters. We’re all still pretty close.
TRENT:
Wow... I don’t think I’ve met anyone who has been homeschooled.
JACKIE:
I guess that makes me kind of special huh?
(both laugh)
TRENT:
You were already kind of special. (Pours the last of the wine while flirting with her)
JACKIE:
No, not really. What about you? What was school like for you?
TRENT:
Pretty normal. Soccer team, a couple of girlfriends, a bottle of rum out behind the
soccer field every once in a while. School dances.
JACKIE:
I kind of missed that whole drinking at school experience?
TRENT:
You didn’t miss much—
JACKIE:
Do you dance? Or were you one of those boys who just stood on the side watching
the girls?
TRENT:
I had two sisters and a mother who loved to dance. What do you think?
(Drums begin to beat.)
(Jackie not realizing she has finished her wine, takes a sip of her drink, then tries the
empty bottle. They both begin to stand up. They both fall a bit. He grabs her by the arm
to pull themselves up and brings her toward him to steady her.)
JACKIE:
So you can dance, you appreciate art, you’re a machinist, and you’re a feminist?
TRENT:
Hey I never said I was a feminist. I just believe in treating women well.
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JACKIE:
That makes you a feminist.
TRENT:
Maybe it just makes me a good guy.
JACKIE:
Maybe you’re a creeper in disguise.
TRENT:
You would never know then would you.
(Jackie and Trent look at each other for a beat. One of his hands slides up to her neck
and wraps it. With his other hand, he shoves her body hard against the side of the
house. She pushes against him at first, then gives in and leans her head back and closes
her eyes. She is all neck.)
(Lights dim. Storyteller on stage. Drumbeats in the dark. NOTE: Trent and Jackie
should leave items behind, perhaps an earring and a wine cork.)
STORYTELLER
(During the following, the Storyteller collects the objects left behind by Trent and
Jackie and weaves these into her mat.)
Nimble fingers thread the reeds—one going this way; one going that way—up and
down, each reed wrapped through the other—the space between disappearing.
Reed upon reed upon reed eventually becomes a single straw mat.
(Lights fade.)
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THE KISS
By Maria Brandt
CHARACTERS
Jackie: waitress, Late 20’s
Cate: waitress, Late 20’s
(Lights up. Drumbeats stop. JACKIE and CATE sit cross‐legged on a straw mat, facing
away from each other, eyes closed. Empty beer bottles on the floor.)
JACKIE
Broccoli.
CATE
No.
JACKIE
Is it green?
CATE
No.
JACKIE
Carrots?
CATE
No.
JACKIE
Dammit.
CATE
Keep trying.
JACKIE
I give up.
CATE
You’re terrible at this.
JACKIE
You’re terrible at this.
CATE
I’m sending my signal loud and clear, it’s not my fault you can’t—
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JACKIE
It’s not that loud and clear, if it were—
CATE
(Her voice is louder.) Coconut, coconut, coconut!
JACKIE
Coconut! (Beat.)
CATE
We did it. (Beat.)
JACKIE
Okay, your turn.
CATE
(She changes her position.) I’m done.
JACKIE
No.
CATE
I’m done, let’s do something else.
JACKIE
What?
CATE
You tell me. (Beat.) How was work?
JACKIE
Stan’s an ass. (CATE laughs.)
CATE
What now?
JACKIE
He cornered me in the freezer, his breath reeked.
CATE
Beer?
JACKIE
What else. “Come on, you know you want me.”
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CATE
I gave him a blow job last week.
JACKIE
You what?
CATE
You heard me.
JACKIE
You’re lying.
CATE
I felt bad for him.
JACKIE
You’ve got to stop that.
CATE
He was following me around, so I told him to take down his pants and he did, it was
the highlight of his life. (CATE drinks.) I’m generous, what can I say?
JACKIE
You’re a slut.
CATE
I’m a generous person.
JACKIE
Cate.
CATE
What? Tell me you weren’t tempted.
JACKIE
He cornered me in the freezer and I told him to go to hell. I wasn’t tempted at all.
He’s hairy and smells bad.
CATE
Let me braid your hair. (JACKIE looks at CATE.) Come on. You’re talking about Stan’s
hair, I want to braid yours. (JACKIE turns around again and CATE starts braiding her
hair.) When’s the last time you gave a blow job?
JACKIE
That’s none of your business.
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CATE
Of course it’s my business.
JACKIE
I don’t give blow jobs anymore, I’m too old.
CATE
With those lips?
JACKIE
Alright, I gave Joe a blow job last night.
CATE
Before or after dancing?
JACKIE
Both. (They laugh.) I’m good.
CATE
I’m sure you are.
JACKIE
I learned from Mr. Rivera.
CATE
You did?
JACKIE
I’m kidding!
CATE
Oh. (Pause. She braids.) Mr. Rivera was hairy too.
JACKIE
Why are all the men we know hairy?
CATE
I like hair.
JACKIE
Julia has beautiful hair.
CATE
Julia Rivera, that’s why.
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JACKIE
I can’t believe she has five kids.
CATE
She needs to give more blow jobs.
JACKIE
I’m serious.
CATE
So am I. Birth control. If she gave Bill more blow jobs she wouldn’t have five kids.
JACKIE
How do you figure that?
CATE
There’s more than one way to have sex, Jackie, didn’t any of you learn anything
during art history on Saturday mornings?
JACKIE
Come on.
CATE
Well?
JACKIE
Mr. Rivera wasn’t that bad. (Pause.)
CATE
How’s Joe?
JACKIE
Fine.
CATE
Is he?
JACKIE
No. He’s mad I’m leaving.
CATE
Of course he is.
JACKIE
He makes fun of me, “what are you going to school for, you already have a
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boyfriend,” I can’t wait to go, to get the hell out, it’s not him, I’m just done here, I
want— (CATE stops braiding. Pause.) What is it?
CATE
What do you mean?
JACKIE
Something’s wrong.
CATE
Nothing’s wrong.
JACKIE
I know you better than that. (CATE drinks.)
CATE
I did something really bad.
JACKIE
Worse than giving Stan a blow job? (Pause.) Cate?
CATE
I slept with Bill.
JACKIE
Oh my god, you didn’t.
CATE
Julia was at the call center, I stopped by to drop off some old clothes, he invited me
in for coffee, we talked about everything, about life, about being young, about
Saturdays with Mr. Rivera. He brought up that painting, you know, the one Mr.
Rivera showed us just before we finished high school, Julia must have told him
about it.
JACKIE
Where were the kids?
CATE
Not home. He pulled the painting up on his computer and we talked about her
fingers, about her breast, about the curve of her neck, her nipple, the way her
fingers tangle into each other, I showed him how it would look with my fingers. (She
does this.) I showed him my breast. Before I knew it we were banging under their
dining room table. Jackie, what’s wrong with me?
JACKIE
Nothing’s wrong with you.
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CATE
That’s not true. (Pause.)
JACKIE
Cate, you can’t keep—
CATE
Read my mind.
JACKIE
Let me finish.
CATE
Read my mind, please. (Pause.)
JACKIE
Ford Mustang.
CATE
No.
JACKIE
Is it a car?
CATE
No.
JACKIE
Pillowcases.
CATE
No.
JACKIE
Candy apples.
CATE
I fucked Mr. Rivera. (Pause.)
JACKIE
For real?
CATE
For real.
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JACKIE
Oh, Cate.
CATE
I did.
JACKIE
How old were you?
CATE
Sixteen, it was legal.
JACKIE
That doesn’t mean—
CATE
It was legal. (Beat.)
JACKIE
I know.
CATE
I don’t want to talk about it. Let me finish braiding your hair. (Pause.)
JACKIE
Okay. (JACKIE turns and CATE braids her hair.)
CATE
He showed us another painting, do you remember? It was called The Kiss, there was
a man and a woman.
JACKIE
She was holding flowers.
CATE
That’s the one. They both were kind of floating, like they were trying to escape, or
the kiss was helping them escape, I used to think something magical was happening,
that she wanted him to kiss her, but now— (Beat.)
JACKIE
I remember her eyes, in the painting, they were wide open.
CATE
Yeah, and his were closed, and his face was gray, and his body kind of twisted, now I
think— (Beat.)
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JACKIE
You think what?
CATE
I think she was scared of him. (Pause. CATE stops braiding JACKIE’s hair.) Jackie?
(JACKIE turns to CATE.)
JACKIE
Yeah? (CATE leans in and kisses JACKIE very gently on the mouth. This should be
tender and slow.) Cate.
CATE
I’m sorry, I know, let me braid your hair. (JACKIE turns and CATE resumes braiding.)
Do you know what I think about when I braid your hair?
JACKIE
Should I guess?
CATE
I think about my parents.
JACKIE
You do? Is that why you kissed me? (CATE nudges JACKIE. This should be playful,
tender.)
CATE
We used to braid together, my parents and me, every Saturday. My dad would bring
home extra straw from the farm and my mom would stretch it across the kitchen
floor. She had these tapestry needles and we’d use jute thread and weave the straw
into mats. Sometimes we used twigs, sometimes we used stripped burlap, we sold
the mats at the flea market in town. I loved those afternoons. (Pause.)
JACKIE
After mornings with Mr. Rivera. (Pause.)
CATE
Yeah, sometimes they’d ask me what I learned. I remember telling them about the
paintings, I started talking about that woman’s breast, I’d draw all these circles with
circles in their centers. (She does this on JACKIE’s back.) I’d talk about erect nipples.
JACKIE
Your poor mother.
CATE
I think my father took it worse.
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JACKIE
Of course.
CATE
He pretended they were bicycle wheels.
JACKIE
Were they worried about you? (Pause.)
CATE
Not enough. (Pause.) We made this mat together, it’s one of the last ones we made
together, just the three of us. (Pause.) They used to tell me how much he loved me.
JACKIE
They didn’t know.
CATE
No.
JACKIE
They just thought—
CATE
I know. Maybe he did love me. Anyway…. (CATE nudges JACKIE.) Move.
JACKIE
What do you mean?
CATE
Just move. (They’re both on their knees on the floor. CATE starts to roll up the straw
mat.)
JACKIE
What are you doing?
CATE
You’re starting a new life.
JACKIE
I’ll be back.
CATE
Maybe. (CATE hands the straw mat to JACKIE. JACKIE accepts the gift. They look at
each other, then JACKIE stands. CATE still kneels on the floor.) Before you go— (Beat.)
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JACKIE
Yeah? (CATE doesn’t say anything.) Bicycle wheels.
CATE
No.
JACKIE
Erect nipples?
CATE
(She laughs.) No. (Pause.)
JACKIE
Love? (Pause.)
CATE
Jackie?
JACKIE
Yeah? (Pause.)
CATE
I fucked Joe. (Pause.)
JACKIE
I know.
Drumbeats begin. Still holding the straw mat, JACKIE leaves. CATE watches her go,
then lies flat on her back, her hands covering her breasts. Lights Fade. NOTE: JACKIE
and CATE should leave behind at least one object, perhaps a hair‐tie from Cate’s hair
that CATE used to bind JACKIE’s braid. Storyteller is on stage. Drumbeats continue.
STORYTELLER
(During the following, the Storyteller collects the item left behind by JACKIE and CATE
and weaves it into her mat.)
Have you ever seen a mountainside of Quaking Aspens? It appears to be
thousands—perhaps tens of thousands—of individual trees. But this is an illusion. The
grove is a single tree. Strong stems uphold the less strong lest the entire grove is
threatened. And so it is with mat making. The stronger reeds braided with the less
strong keep the rug together.
(Lights down.)
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PRACTICE
By Elizabeth Johnson
CHARACTERS
CATE—16
NATALEE—16
SETTING
Lights up. Drumbeats stop. NATALEE’s bedroom. The girls are working on homework.
A book bag is nearby. NATALEE holds a book; CATE is writing in a notebook.
NATALEE:
That doesn’t sound right.
CATE:
I like it.
NATALEE:
No, it’s too obvious. Mrs. Rivera will hate it. She’ll say it’s too “safe.”
CATE:
Ok. (Scratches it out.)
NATALEE:
(Flips through the book’s pages. She underlines something. CATE waits, watches her.)
Ok. Try this: Edna symbolizes the dilemmas faced by women at the turn of the
century.
CATE:
(Writing.) Wait, wait. Slow down. Edna symbolizes—
NATALEE:
The dilemmas faced. By women. At the turn‐of‐the‐century.
CATE:
Dilemmas. Wait. What?
NATALEE:
(Reaching for the notebook.) Just give it to me—
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CATE:
(Pulls the notebook closer.) No, I’ve got it. She might recognize your handwriting.
[Writing.] Dilemmas. Women. Century.
NATALEE:
Ok. Umm. She represents the impossibility of escape‐‐
CATE:
(Writing.) Represents… impossibility…escape…
NATALEE:
from… (Thinking.)….social expectations!
CATE:
(Writing.) Social expectations. (Pause). Social expectations?
NATALEE:
Yeah. You know. How women are “supposed” to behave. Read it back to me.
CATE:
Edna is a symbol of the dilemmas faced by women at the turn of the century. She
represents the impossibility of escape from social expectations. Good? I think it
sounds good.
NATALEE:
It’s still too obvious.
CATE:
Which part?
NATALEE:
All of it. This is dumb.
CATE:
The book is dumb.
NATALEE:
You’re dumb. (NATALEE tosses the book aside, flops down next to CATE, stretches her
legs out in front of her. She reaches into her bag, starts to paint her toenails.)
So, did Julia tell you? She broke up with Bill again.
CATE:
Again?
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NATALEE:
You know it’s not for good. I bet they get married, have a bunch of kids, and spend
the rest of their lives breaking up and getting back together. (Pause). You think this
red is too slutty?
CATE:
I like it. (Beat.) Why does he keep going back to her?
NATALEE:
What else? Boobs.
CATE:
Stop. She’s our friend. (Beat.) Her boobs are enormous. Like a double D? And Mrs. R
is so flat.
NATALEE:
Oh my god. I know. Has to be from her dad’s side of the family. (Pause.) Hey,
speaking of Mr. R, you finish his paper?
CATE:
I’m still working on it. All these papers. No way kids in real high school have to do
this much work. Julia says Bill never has to study. His English teacher just shows
them movies.
NATALEE:
Which is exactly why our parents are homeschooling us. I mean, Bill? If anyone’s a
few clowns short of a circus— (Beat.) So, which painting did you pick?
CATE:
The Dream.
NATALEE:
The masturbation picture?
CATE:
Stop! She’s not—doing that. (Beat.) Why is your mind always in the gutter?
NATALEE:
Why are you always so naïve? Her boob is totally showing. Her hands are between
her legs. She’s masturbating.
CATE:
I think it’s gross. I don’t even like the word. It sounds so—clinical.
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NATALEE:
Masturbating. Masturbating. (Beat.) Don’t you think the pictures Mr. R is showing
us are kind of pervy? A woman touching herself? What about The Kiss? Some
creepy man floating down from the sky and kissing that unsuspecting woman?
What’s that other one? The Nightmare? A goblin sitting on the bed while the woman
sleeps? No wonder Julia’s such a freak. Her father’s a pervert.
CATE:
Be nice. Julia’s not a freak. And Mr. R isn’t—. (Pause.) It’s not like these pictures are
from Playboy. They’re classics. (Beat.) And that woman is kissing him back.
NATALEE:
The Kiss? No way. Her eyes are as big as tires! She’s totally shocked. He just swoops
down out of nowhere‐
CATE:
He floats in. Like an angel. Or the ghost of a lover returning to her...
NATALEE:
More like The Exorcist sucking the life out of her—that twisty body. His neck all
contorted. Creepy.
CATE:
So what did you write about?
NATALEE:
That is what I wrote about. The Kiss. I said that it represents how men force
themselves onto women.
CATE:
You’ve been spending too much time with Mrs. R. You’re starting to sound like a
feminist. Next thing you know, you’ll stop shaving your legs and show up at my door
in combat boots wanting to spray paint things.
NATALEE:
That’s a stereotype. (Beat.) Not all feminists do graffiti. Just the really angry ones.
CATE:
You know what I don’t get? Why’s she assigning us all these books about women
who hate men? Edna’s got all these guys falling all over her, and all she wants to do
is swim? Then she drowns herself? I can’t even find a boyfriend.
NATALEE:
It’s more complicated than that. It’s not like she had a lot of choices. Not like us.
(Pause.) You know, you could totally get a boyfriend. Lots of guys are into you.
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CATE:
Yeah right.
NATALEE:
They are. Bill is.
CATE:
Bill?
NATALEE:
Yeah. I mean, he was totally drunk and he was going on and on about what a bitch
Julia is, and I was trying to get him to talk about something else, anything else, you
know. So I showed him The Dream, like I needed his help figuring it out in case I
wrote about it. He got all fired up. (Beat.) He was really fixated on her lips.
CATE:
Julia’s?
NATALEE:
No, dummy. The lips in the painting. How red they are. (Beat.) He said they
reminded him of yours. Of course as soon as he said it he had to make some joke
about it to cover up, you know how guys are. (Beat.) You do have nice lips. Blow job
lips.
CATE:
That’s disgusting.
NATALEE:
No, it means you have nice thick lips. You do. They’re very kissable. (Beat.) I think
you should kiss Bill and break him and Julia up for good.
CATE:
She’s our friend!
NATALEE:
Not really. And who cares? She’s always swinging those big boobs around like she’s
hot stuff…
CATE:
I am not going to make a move on Bill. (Beat.) He’s so—
NATALEE:
What?
CATE:
I don’t know. Immature. (Beat.) You really think he likes me?
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NATALEE:
I’ll call him now. I’ll tell him we need help with our papers. You know how guys are.
They love to feel needed. Just act like you’re totally confused about what to write
about. I’ll make up some excuse, leave the two of you alone‐‐
CATE:
No. Let’s just write‐
NATALEE:
You chicken?
CATE:
No. Maybe. I don’t know. What if he wants to kiss me?
NATALEE:
So? You don’t want to kiss him?
CATE:
He’s going to want to really kiss.
NATALEE:
And?
CATE:
With tongue.
NATALEE:
So?
CATE:
It’s kind of gross.
NATALEE:
Seriously?
CATE:
Think about it. Tongues. Taste buds. They’re all bumpy. And what if he has some
lunch stuck in his teeth? Then he’s swirling it around in my mouth.
NATALEE:
There is something seriously wrong with you.
CATE:
I just don’t think it’s natural. I mean, who came up with tongue kissing?
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NATALEE:
The French?
CATE:
I’m serious.
NATALEE:
You know what’s not natural? Not wanting to be really kissed.
CATE:
I do want to be kissed.
NATALEE:
Yeah, but you want it like Sleeping Beauty—all fairy tale and G‐rated. (Pause.) Look.
You’re scared. I get it. I was scared the first time, too. But then you end up liking it
so much, you want to do it all the time. Watch. Today you’re scared; tomorrow
you’re banging anything that moves.
CATE:
Some incentive. (Beat.) Let’s just write this paper, okay?
NATALEE:
You’re no fun, you know.
They start to work, or at least NATALEE does. CATE stares into space, thinking.
CATE:
Natalee?
NATALEE:
What?
CATE:
Can I ask you something?
NATALEE:
What?
CATE:
Like—How do you, you know, even do it?
NATALEE:
Do what?
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CATE:
You know. Tongue Kiss.
NATALEE:
With your tongue.
CATE:
No. I mean, how do you actually do it? Like, when do you put it in? Right from the
start? Do you build up to it? Do you wait for him to do it first? How far do you put it
in? Do your tongues meet halfway? Do you move them around? In circles? Or more
like licks? What do you do with your teeth? When do you breathe? I mean, what if I
can’t breathe? What if his tongue gags me and I puke?
NATALEE:
Oh my god. It’s no big deal. Look. Here’s the trick. When he kisses you, part your lips
just a little. Don’t be one of those girls who keeps her mouth stapled shut, like you’re
afraid something’s going to get in there and eat your throat. But don’t open your
mouth all the way, either. It’s not a cave. Just think soft. Like petals.
CATE:
Petals.
NATALEE:
Yeah, like petals… opening.
CATE:
I guess. I just don’t see why you have to get tongues involved in it.
NATALEE:
Well, like it or not, there will be tongues. (Beat.) You could always practice first.
CATE:
Practice? With who? (Pause) With you?
NATALEE:
Ugh. No, you lesbo. With a pillow. Or a mirror. I did it with a mirror.
CATE:
You did not.
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NATALEE:
I totally did. How else are you going to know what you’ll look like when you lean in?
You don’t want to come in all puckered up like a fish.
CATE:
You don’t think he’ll close his eyes?
NATALEE:
He probably will. Bill seems like an eye‐closer. Girls should always close their eyes.
(Beat.) I wonder if he’ll try to cop a feel the first time. With some guys it’s hard to
tell. They seem so sweet and shy, and the next thing you know, they’re‐‐
CATE:
They’re what?
NATALEE:
I don’t know. They act like shitheads. They’re guys.
CATE:
Not all guys are shitheads. I think girls are worse than guys. Look at how awful Julia
is to Bill.
NATALEE:
Girls do suck. Except for you, of course. But Julia and Jackie? Ugh.
CATE:
Jackie?
NATALEE:
She’s so stuck up. Always talking about how she wants to get out of here. Like she’s
too good for this place. You know, both Andy and Joe tried to hook up with her.
CATE:
They did?
NATALEE:
Totally turned them down. Can you believe that? Like she’s so special. What does
she think she’s made of snowflakes? Like she’s going to melt if someone touches
her—
CATE:
I like Jackie. I think she’s—smart. And she has such great hair.
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NATALEE:
She’s okay. Don’t tell her I said that about her being stuck up, ok? She’s supposed to
give me her extra ticket to Ani.
CATE:
I won’t. (Beat.) You know, Julia’s just messed up because her mom is such a—. I
mean, do all the books she picks have to be about awful men? It’s like she’s trying to
brainwash us. I mean—where are all the books about mistreated and lonely men?
(Beat.) Hey! I know! We should write about her husband instead.
NATALEE:
Mr. R?
CATE:
No! Leonce. That’s original. Mrs. R expects us to write about Edna, but WE write
about her husband.
NATALEE:
And say what? That he’s a jerk?
CATE:
Edna’s the jerk. He’s just trying to take care of her. Didn’t Mrs. R say he brings her
chocolate? (Beat.) Who’s to say he wasn’t lonely? Maybe he just needed to find
someone to listen to him.
NATALEE:
And that’s your thesis statement? That’s what you want to write about? Edna
should have stayed with Leonce because he brings her bon bons and he’s lonely?
Genius.
CATE:
It’s not “obvious.”
NATALEE:
What’s totally obvious is that you didn’t get past the first page.
CATE:
(Writing.) The Awakening is often misread as a feminist story about an oppressed
woman. However, the real victim is Leonce…
NATALEE:
You CANNOT write that. Here, hand it to me. I’ll freakin’ do it. No way am I spending
the summer hanging out with Julia and Jackie because you are stuck doing make‐up
assignments.
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CATE:
I really owe you, Nat.
NATALEE:
Yes, you do.
CATE:
I’ll make you a straw mat to sit on at the concert, ok? I just need to finish the mats
I’m working on for Mr. R first.
NATALEE:
You’re making mats for Mr. R?
CATE:
I thought I told you. He came to the booth on Saturday. He wants me to make a set
of dinner mats for Mrs. R. To surprise her for her birthday. Not that she’ll
appreciate it. (Beat.) He spent like an hour with me looking at reeds and picking out
colors and talking about patterns.
NATALEE?
He did?
CATE:
I showed him how I loop the reeds over the pole to get a mat started. He even tried
it himself. He wasn’t very good. Kind of clumsy. (Pause.) It was…cute.
NATALEE:
Mr. R?
CATE:
It’s romantic, don’t you think? Surprising her? You know, he started telling me
about when they first met. Did you know they were only sixteen? High school
sweethearts. He loved her from the moment he saw her. You should have seen how
soft his eyes got. (Beat.) He said I reminded him of her a little.
NATALEE:
Must be your flat chest.
CATE:
You’re a bitch. (Beat.) He said it was my hands. My fingers. You know, when I was
showing him how to weave the reeds. (Beat.) You know what else he told me?
NATALEE:
That he gets a hard‐on showing a bunch of sixteen‐year‐old girls erotic paintings?
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CATE:
Seriously, Nat.
NATALEE:
You’re far too generous. Ok. What did he tell you?
CATE:
He told me she’s making him sleep in a separate bedroom. That they hardly ever
talk.
NATALEE:
Umm. You don’t you think it’s weird that he was telling you that stuff?
CATE:
Well, he said it like I already knew—. He probably thinks Julia told us. Anyway, we
just talked for a long time. About life. About art. It was nice.
NATALEE:
Where were your parents?
CATE:
Not there. Somewhere. Don’t look at me like that. He was mostly talking about Mrs.
R. He seemed so… sad. I mean—separate bedrooms. Can you imagine?
NATALEE:
I really can’t.
CATE:
Maybe I shouldn’t charge him?
NATALEE:
For sex?
CATE:
You’re sick! For the mats. Maybe I should make them for him for free. (Beat.)
They’re actually turning out really good. Here, let me show you. (Digs around in her
bookbag; pulls out a partially finished mat; shows it to CATE.) I like the reeds he
chose—the red ones especially, but they’re totally tearing up my fingers. What do
you think?
NATALEE:
I think the whole thing is pervy.
CATE:
I think you’re pervy.
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NATALEE:
I think you wouldn’t know a pick‐up line if it turned into a tongue and shoved itself
down your throat.
CATE:
And you’re always looking for the worst in people. Sometimes a conversation is just
a conversation. And sometimes a picture of a woman is just a picture of a woman.
NATALEE:
(Mocking CATE.) And a cigar is just a cigar. (Beat.) But most of the time, it’s a penis.
CATE:
Natalee!!
NATALEE:
That’s not necessarily a bad thing, you know.
CATE:
You’re sick.
NATALEE:
Maybe. I’m also hungry. I’m going to put a pizza in the oven. Then I’m going to call
Bill and tell him to come over and teach you how to really kiss. (Pause.) Unless, of
course, you prefer a more mature tutor? Someone more informed about, I don’t
know, art?
(CATE Throws a pencil at NATALEE. NATALEE exits. Drumbeats begin)
(CATE Puts aside the mat, reaches into the beach bag, digs around. She pulls out a
compact. Opens it, looks into it. Then she reaches into the beach bag again, pulls out a
tube of lipstick. Slowly she drags it across her lips, stares at her reflection. She takes
her hair down, shakes it out. She leans in to kiss her reflection. Lights fade. NOTE:
CATE and NATALEE each leave something behind, maybe a reed and a bookmark. The
STORYTELLER again collects these objects during the following and weaves them into
her mat.)
STORYTELLER
Now, the secret to good mat making is in the strength of the reeds. You can use weak
and brittle reeds to weave your mat—most people do—but these can’t withstand
the hard soles that walk on the mat day in and day out. Before long the mat is full of
tears and you start over again. Or sometimes the reeds break during the threading
and the mat never gets made at all.
(Lights fade.)
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MAN UP
by Pamela Emigh‐Murphy
CHARACTERS
JACKIE: Early 40s, crazy in love with Trent
TRENT: Early 40s, crazy in love with Jackie
CATE: Early 40s, waitress
NATALEE: Early 40s, professional dancer, owns a dance studio
BILL: Early 40s, seasonal worker for local landscaper, collects unemployment
during the off‐season, recently divorced from Julia
(Drumbeats continue throughout this scene. Lights up. Jackie, Cate, and Natalee are on
the dance floor, dancing. This should be tantalizing and provocative. Bill sitting alone
at a table. He’s drinking a bottle of Bud Lite. He is waiting for Trent to arrive. He is
troubled and in deep, emotional thought. Trent enters. Attempts to greet Bill with an
embrace. Bill backs away and instead gives Trent a punch in the arm as a greeting.
Trent goes with it.)
TRENT:
How are things going, man? You doing alright? (Beat.) Bill?
BILL:
Yeah. New apartment, new car.
TRENT:
Nice! Still playing hockey?
BILL:
Played our last game Monday night. You missed a good one. Some goon on the other
team high‐sticked me under the chin. You should’ve seen me! Dropped my gloves
and went at him. Ah! He didn’t stand a chance.
TRENT:
Ten minutes in the box?
BILL:
Sometimes you gotta man up and take the penalty, ya know. How about you? You
still training for that triathalon?
TRENT:
Not this year. Jackie’s gonna be traveling for work. I thought I’d take some time off
and join her.
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BILL:
Hmmm, well, whatever.
Hey, I just got called back to work. The boss landed a contract with the city
renovation project. Landscaping the whole thing. Big job. Should last all summer.
TRENT:
Sounds like things are looking up.
BILL:
Yeah, yeah . . . things are going great.
TRENT:
Well, if you ever need to talk, you know I’m . . .
BILL:
(slightly irritated) I got this . . .thanks, but really, I got this, ok?
TRENT:
Alright, just saying. (beat)
BILL:
Wow, they’re hot. (takes another drink while staring at the ladies.) Picture the three
of them in bed together. (Pauses to visualize this in his mind).
Oh my God, I think my head is going to burst.
TRENT:
There’s something about a woman who can take control of the room just by being in
it.
BILL:
Look at us! How do they do this to us? We’re a mess.
TRENT:
You’re a mess. Admire them all you want, but don’t drool.
BILL:
I’m not drooling, I’m just saying they’re hot. I’m back in the scene. I gotta pay
attention now. (beat) I was good to Julia, ya know. (beat) So how’d you do it?
TRENT:
Do what?

35 FourPlay

BILL:
Snag Jackie. Everyone wanted Jackie before she left for grad school, even the girls
wanted her, that hair. Trust me, there’s no Jackie out there now.
TRENT:
I didn’t SNAG her, like I didn’t reel her in with a fishhook or anything (pauses,
glances at Jackie on the dance floor, slight smile). Although women do want to be
wanted, just like men.
BILL:
Ha! You got that right.
TRENT:
I played my cards. (beat) I can play a good game of poker when I have to.
BILL:
Poker or poke her (macho type laugh)
(Trent deliberately ignores this. Both men watch the ladies dancing. Bill leers; Trent
admires)
BILL:
I used to buy her chocolates on my way home from work.
TRENT:
Julia?
BILL:
Yeah.
TRENT:
What happened? (Bill doesn’t respond).
TRENT:
Speaking of poker, Jackie wants to get people together for a game tomorrow night.
Why don’t you come over, have a few beers, catch the World Cup playoffs.
BILL:
Can’t. I have the kids this weekend. Billy has a soccer game, Em’s having a sleep
over, and I promised Ben I’d teach him to drive a stick shift.
TRENT:
Right, ok. Next time.
BILL:
So, you played her?
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TRENT:
Huh?
BILL:
Jackie.
TRENT:
No, I didn’t play her. I kept it close to the vest for awhile, but eventually, I laid my
cards on the table.
BILL:
Ahhh . . . so you folded?
TRENT:
No, it’s not folding.
BILL:
It’s called “pussy‐whipped” my friend.
TRENT:
And there’s your problem.
BILL:
Whatever. (beat). They had this “Girls Night Out” thing when they all went drinking
and dancing. Julia always wanted to go with them, she used to love to dance, but . . . I
don’t know . . . I probably should’ve let her go, huh?
TRENT:
Probably (as in “duh, you idiot”)
BILL:
It just didn’t seem right though. You know, my wife out there dancing like that. Plus,
she’s a mom!
TRENT:
What? Mothers aren’t allowed to dance?
BILL:
Not like that! Come on! What would you think if your mother danced like that?
TRENT:
My mother does dance like that.
BILL:
Come on! That doesn’t bother you?
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TRENT:
No, it’s great. She was always dancing—when she vacuumed, when she cooked,
when she folded laundry. What can I say? She’s a happy lady. We’d come home from
school and she’d turn the music up loud and my sisters and I would dance around
the house while we did our chores.
BILL:
Ha! If my dad saw me dancing around the house—God! I don’t know what he’d do.
TRENT:
She and my dad would have big parties every summer. Sixty, seventy people in our
back yard, dancing to Django Reinhardt. My mom danced with everyone: men,
women, little kids, big kids, husbands, wives.
BILL:
Woah! Wait! What did your dad think of that? I mean, dancing with other men?
TRENT:
It didn’t bother him. My mom is a sexy lady. He knows that. He’s not much of a
dancer, but he knows she loves it.
BILL:
So, that’s where you get it, huh?
TRENT:
What?
BILL:
Nothing.
TRENT:
I remember he would move all the furniture against the walls in the family room
and ask my sisters and me to show him how to do the Rumba so he could dance with
my mom. He’s not too bad now.
BILL:
Well, I remember there was a kid on my hockey team who smashed his head into
the boards. I skated up to see if he was ok, but my dad was yelling at him to get up
and back in the game. Then he yelled at me the whole way home, told me the coach’s
son was supposed to be a man. (beat). I drove past the house the other night. I
thought I might see her reading in her porch chair.
TRENT:
Yeah.

38 FourPlay

BILL:
Yeah.
TRENT:
Did she ever find out about you and Cate?
BILL:
What?
TRENT:
Julia. Did she find out about that time you and Cate—
BILL:
No, it wasn’t that. She went to the beach by herself one weekend. Came back and
said she was leaving. Just like that.
TRENT:
Another man?
BILL:
No, no . . . I don’t know . . .she was saying something about leaving for a woman. Not
another woman, but for herself . . . she was leaving to save herself . . . whatever
THAT means. She didn’t have her ring on. Something big happened when she was at
the beach, I guess . . . I don’t know . . . doesn’t matter.
(Bill and Trent sit in awkward silence. Again, Bill wants to talk, but not sure how)
TRENT:
Ok, then, well, if it doesn’t matter . . . Did you catch that Rangers game last night?
Nothing better than playoff hockey. I wish they’d play that hard all year. Tell me you
didn’t miss it!
BILL:
(emotionally troubled) She’s ditching my name. She already filed the papers.
TRENT:
Julia Rivera? . . . That surprises me.
BILL:
No—she wants her mother’s name. She’s trying to change her life.
(Trent patiently waits for Bill to gather his thoughts)
BILL:
Listen, that Cate thing was nothing. . . Oh man, come on . . . it was just . . . Cate was so
rock star . . .you know? So not a wife . . . you can’t do those things with your wife.
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TRENT:
Oh yeah, and women shouldn’t dance “like that” and mom’s can’t be sexy, and . . .
(Trent and Bill lock eyes.)
BILL:
. . . that’s right, and coaches’ sons should be men. Listen, Trent. I’m a not a bad guy. I
was good to Julia, but she was always working. And when she WAS home, she was
fussing with the house or playing games with the kids. Damn, she paid more
attention to the dog than she did to me. A man has needs, ya know.
TRENT:
Hey, hey, calm down. I’m not accusing you of anything. Just . . . you might want to
consider looking at things a little differently next time around.
BILL:
A man should be a man in his own home. Nothing wrong with that.
TRENT:
Yeah? And how’d that work out for you?
(Jackie comes to the table, brushes against TRENT and lightly kisses his cheek—maybe
runs her finger lightly down his back or across his jaw line as she greets him. Bill
watches. Trent and Jackie stand and walk toward the door. Bill looks at Cate and
Natalee on the dance floor, then turns to watch Trent and Jackie, holds his hand up to
call out to Trent, but stops himself, turns to look at the dance floor again. At some
point, he should remove his wedding ring. The STORYTELLER will pick up this ring
during the following speech and then weave it into her mat.)
STORYTELLER:
There are many ways to weave. Supple and secure, the strong mat can bear the
weight of the hardest tread. So it is with humans. We thread the stories of ourselves,
like ancient rug makers, trailing with histories terrible and fine.
(Drumbeats stop. Quick black. End of play.)
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