LIFE IN A BOX – FINAL DRAFT – SEPT 9th, 2009


LIFE IN A BOX

 A one man play by Brent Hirose

CHARACTERS

GEOFFREY REDDING-  A former filing clerk, now a somewhat misanthropic shut in. Our unlikely hero.

BRIAN – A young sickly boy, shut off from the world shortly after his birth.

JIM STEADMAN –  Anchor for the channel ten six o’clock action news team

ANTONIO LEGBREAKER – Geoffrey’s over-educated and somewhat sadistic landlord

MATTY HAWKINS – A hyperactive 9 and three quarters year old. Lives in the same neighborhood as Brian.

OFFICER TIGHTJAW MCGRAW – A no-nonsense detective who will stop at nothing to uncover the truth.

CASSIE REDDING – Geoffrey’s sister, eager to prove herself. Self involved and proud of it.

.

SETTING

The modern day. Various locations both disclosed and undisclosed. 

(Pre-show:Lights at half. Warm, homey. Pleasant music plays. Sitting DSR is BRIAN, a young 

boy. He works away at his “school” work, playing and humming, a carefree ten year old. He coughs and sniffles from time to time. Maybe he has an inhaler or pill bottle nearby. Maybe both. He is not healthy child. Suddenly, the lights begin to flicker in and out. The music dies, then the lights. Brian looks around, shocked.)

 BRIAN
Mom? 

(Spotlight up DSC. This is a detached moment, out of space and time.  There is GEOFFREY, a young man who walks into the light holding a piece of paper.)

GEOFFREY
Hey Jules, before you go, I’ve got something for you. The idea just came to me at work, and I just needed to get it down. It’s not done yet, but maybe you can help me with that when you get back, if it's not too late. Anyway, here goes.

(He begins to read, occasionally looking up to track her reaction.)



This is a story. It's not finished.



Once, there was a boy named Brian.  Brian was born early, very small and 


very weak, so the moment he was born, the doctors whisked him away from his 


mother and put him in an incubation tank. She swore that she would never let 


him be taken away from her ever again.

When he was strong enough to be taken home, it was quickly discovered that he was a very sickly boy. Everything: pollen, perfume, peanuts, the sun itself, the air he was breathing, was out to destroy him. So his mother built a room inside their house, a sealed chamber, from which he would be protected from the dangers of the outside world. There, as best as she was able, she cared for him. Time past, and he grew and learned, and was given everything his mother could supply so that he never wanted for things to do. She gave him a television, and a computer and all manner of toys and books. She would teach him during the days, and at night, when it was time to sleep, or when his mother felt he should take a break from his electronic diversions, she would pull the giant switch outside of his room, killing the power and engulfing him in darkness and silence. There, he would think, and sleep, and rest.  A strange life, maybe, but it was the only one he ever knew. And he was, his mother maintained, nice and safe.



Then one day Brian’s mother did not appear at the tiny observation window 


at the south wall of his room.  She did not appear the day after that or the 


day after that. So Brian was left with a choice. He could attempt to escape his 


room, and face the uncertain perils around him, or he could remain and die for 


certain.

(He looks up.)

That's all that I've got. Like I said, not done. Anyway, I’ve held you up too long. You go and have fun babe. Don’t worry about Brian. I think everything is going to be okay.

(He smiles. Blackout. Lights slowly rise into an apartment, the sounds of morning filtering through a downstage window. There is a desk, upon which is a telephone and answering machine, along with several desk lamps. There is also an end table, upon which sits a goldfish bowl. The goldfish is dead. Geoffrey wakes, having slept at the desk. He moves differently: Slower, more lethargic. For a minute, he stares out the window, watching the morning go by. The moment passes. He looks past the goldfish bowl.)

GEOFFREY
Morning Gillbert.

(He double takes. Beat. He jumps into action and begins frantically flicking the bowel.)



Hey! Wake up! Wake up! Come on, you hate this!

(Nothing. He thinks, then produces a canister of fish food and begins pouring fish food into the bowl. He studies this for a moment. It is clearly too much food. The fish does not eat it. Geoffrey starts scooping out the food, throwing it to the ground, growing frantic. Then, he accidentally scoops out the fish and it flops to the floor. He stares at it. A beat. He picks up the fish and puts it back into the tank. He looks at it for a moment. It floats, well and truly dead. Geoffrey looks off into the distance, ignoring the fish.)

Well Gillbert, we've got a busy day ahead of us, as per usual. The delivery guy in a couple of days, so if you need anything, let me know and I'll add it to the list. And then, I was thinking of maybe doing some reading. Break for lunch, supper and whew, I think we can call that a day, huh?

(He looks over at Gillbert, and quickly looks away.)

Okay, I get it. This isn't working for you. Well, what do you need? Better food? More space? Am I crowding you? Because I can back off if that's all you need. I can go back to work! I'll go back work, I'm ready. Totally. If that’s what you need. Or more food?

 (He shakes the food bottle, it is empty.)



Oh, well, I can just... go grab some more. If you don't mind me stepping out or 


anything...



(He pulls himself up, and goes to walk out the door. He takes a step forward, then back, then forward again. He stops. He can’t get out the door. )



Maybe there’s a place that delivers…

(He pulls out a phone book from behind the crate and as he does so presses the button on the answering machine. Messages begin to play.)

MACHINE
“This is Geoffrey. I guess I’m asleep. Please leave a message.”

(It beeps. A woman's voice is heard.)



Geoffrey- Just calling to check in, as usual. Have you made your appointment 


yet? I really-

(Geoffrey presses the skip button. The machine beeps and a new message plays.)

“Mr. Redding, this is Antonio, your landlord. I remind you this because I can only assume that if you remembered that you indeed had a landlord, you would also remember that your rent is now past due. I’m doing my rounds this week, so please have my money ready or else I will be forced to-“

(He skips this one too. New message.)

“Hi, this is Matty Hawkins. I’m calling because my mom told me to apologize to everyone in the building for making too much noise all the time and pulling the fire alarm. It was a bad thing and I should never do it again- “

(Again he skips. New message.)

“Hello? Is anyone there? Can you hear me?  My name is Brian and I need help! I don’t know how long it’s been since I’ve seen my mom, but it must be a while now and I don’t have any more food and I’m hungry and thirsty and the backup power is running out. I don’t know what to do! Please come and find me. Geoffrey? Please help me!”

(Geoffrey looks at his phone completely bewildered.)

GEOFFRY
What the-

(He begins fiddling with the answering machine, and presses the wrong button. He realizes his mistake too late.)

MACHINE
“Messages deleted.”

GEOFFREY
Brian?

(Geoffrey stares, dumbfounded. The lights shift as he morphs into JIM STEADMAN, who is anchoring a news broadcast. As he does so, he makes beeping noises like you typically hear before breaking news. He begins reporting the news, throwing papers to the ground as he does so.) 

JIM
Hello and welcome to the Channel Ten Action News! Wha-cho! I'm Jim Steadman, sitting in for Cliff Rockford, who was sitting in for Machete Jones the Third.

(He takes a sip from a coffee mug on the desk.)


In breaking news today, the city sits stunned as everyone who thought third string anchor man Jim Steadman would amount to nothing have been proven                                                                                wrong. When asked for comment, Jim Steadmen released a statement declaring “Boo-yeah! That’s right!” and followed that with a self-five. More on that story as it develops.

City officials have officially issued no comment regarding the rantings and ravings of local man Geoffrey Redding. Mr. Redding has spent the better part of the past day calling emergency services and the media, tying up phone lines and generally being a dick, all to alert them to a unlikely crisis. Mr Redding           claims to have received a phone message from a young boy locked in a sealed chamber since shortly after birth. How does he know so much about this child? He created him in a story over a year ago. Mr. Redding remains in his residence, a harsh reminder of both one crackpots inability to affect change in the world and the fact that it is a particularly slow news day.



In other news, the Internet is ablaze with the latest viral video, rapping baby! The 

video, featuring a 3 month year old newborn “rapping” along to Grand Master 


Black Belt's smash hit “MILF Thrilla, Baby Killa” has garnered over three millions 

views in less 
than two days, commenced a full scale child and family services 


investigation and won over the hearts of a nation. More on this story after the 


commercial break. Also, three hundred killed in some middle eastern country. A 


bomb maybe? You don't care! Back to the baby after these messages.

(Jim gives a “sign off” gesture to the “camera”. Blackout. Silence. Suddenly Brian lights up a flashlight. He searches around the room with it, and finally points it upwards to his own face, campfire story style.)



Mom, if you can hear me, and this is all a big test, well I'm sorry and ha-ha, 


that's a funny joke and can you please come back now? And if you can't hear 


me, then I'm talking to myself, and I'm sorry. You always tell me not to talk to 


myself. That's that's what crazy people do. And one day I'm going to go out into 


the world, and when that day comes, you don't want me to be a weirdo. Maybe 


that's where you are? Somebody found a way for me to be safe outside and you 

had to go? Because that would be great, and I'll stop talking right away. Even 


though talking makes me feel safer.



But let's say you are there.  I know that you told me I could only press the  


emergency button in a real emergency. And I did, I pressed it and the power 


came back on and I used the phone you gave me for super 'mergencies, and  


you didn't answer your number, even though I called it again and again, but 


that's all part of the test, right? So I called every number I could think of 



from TV: All the five five five numbers didn't work. And the one eight hundred 


numbers went to computers that wanted credit card numbers, and then the one 


nine hundred numbers all went to scary ladies that had breathing problems. And 

they wanted credit card numbers too!



I started feeling silly. You've been gone before. Not this long, but...  I kept calling 

anyway. And finally I got through and I left a message and waited for a call back 


and nothing and now the power is all gone and when you come back you're 


going to be mad at me for being silly and scared and calling strangers. So I'm 


sorry mom! I learned a real important lesson and when you come back we can 


laugh about it, right? When you come back. When you come back. When will 


you come back? … I'm hungry.  

(Lights shift as Brian becomes OFFICER TIGHTJAW MCGRAW. He enters with a scowl on his face and quickly whips out his pistol and fires it into the air.)

MCGRAW
Is anyone else hungry for justice? Because I know I am. 

(McGraw quickly covers the perp.)



Hold it right there buck-o. So, you thought nobody would notice what you scum 


where up to? Figured all the cops are on the take and none of them would beat 


an eye, right? Well tough luck bud, because I’m not on the take. I’m on the give. 

I’m not going to beat an eye. I’m going to beat your eye. Give you a beating to 


your eye. 

(Mcgraw pauses to think. Clearly the perp attempts to run but he quickly levels his gun again)



Look at me, I'm Detective Tightjaw McGraw, scourge of the underworld 



and defender of the innocent. That's not a job that you just fall into. Sure, it  


doesn't take much run around like a loose cannon, butting heads with the chief 


and dodging police brutality suits, but there's more to this gig than that. You 


have to care, get me? And I care. I care. I care too much sometimes.



Like about this kid in the sealed room. Some people say that this Redding guy is 

just some nut, and maybe they're right, maybe they're wrong.  But those are the 

same people who say that criminals have rights, that the law can't operate 


without proof, that killing criminals isn't justified just because you came up with a 

really good death related pun-  Well, those people are wrong. No matter what 


the chief says. No matter that he had me hand in my badge, and my gun, and 


my other gun and my other other gun-  It's okay, I've got like ten. But I 



care, and if there is 
some lost little kid out there and I did nothing? I couldn't live 

with myself.

People think that cops don't care about them. That's not true. But people don't care about cops. Sure, everyone wants to know how awesome it is when I'm jumping away from explosions or learning how to co-exist with a mismatched stuffy law abiding partner, but they don't want to know how badly I'm hurting inside. The mean names they I get called behind my back,  the cold sweat at night,
the look on their faces when I've got to deliver some bad news… And people shoot at me! All the freaking time! That's just... screwed up.  Bullets, man! Flying all around! One of those things, if it gets me, that would be it. I'd be ended. Anyone would be. 

(Suddenly the lights snap back. McGraw is now Geoffrey. The phone rings. He lets it go to the machine. He looks over at Gilbert, who remains dead. He grabs a towel and puts it over the bowel.)

MACHINE
“This is Geoffrey. I guess I’m asleep. Please leave a message.”

(It beeps)



“Geoffrey, Mark from H.R.- Just checking up with you. Also, it's about time we 


got together and started setting some new short term goals for your return to-”

(Geoffrey stabs at the phone with his fingers.)

GEOFFREY
They think I'm crazy Gillbert. They think I'm looking for attention. If I wanted 


attention, I'd buy a sports car or learn how to juggle or adopt a Chinese baby. If I 

wanted people fawning over me and making a big deal of things, I'd got back to 


the office.  I liked my life the way it was before. Eight hour work day, filing and 


ordering, come home, relax. Nice and simple. Why would I want it now? I just 


want to figure out what's going on. And no, I'm not going to call her. You know 


why. There are other solutions! Like...  

(He walks down to the window, and opens it. He looks out onto the street.)



Hey you! Yeah, you. I need you to give me a hand. I'm looking for a kid named 


Brian. Yeah, Brian. I don't know his last name. No, I don't know what he looks 


like either. No, I haven't met him, I just- Look, he's just a kid who lives in a 


sealed room.  I don't want to come down, just answer the question. You're 


ridiculous! Well, thanks a lot for nothing!

(He looks around for a second.)



Hey kid! Kid, come here.  I need to ask you something! No, I don't have any 


candy. I could find some I guess. No? Why would you think- I'm not a pervert! 


No, I don't live up here alone. I have a... fish. But I'm not a pervert- Kid, come 


back!

(He looks around. There is no one else. He slams the window down in frustration. He looks at the fishbowl accusingly.)



Fine, I'll call her. 

(He takes the phone and begins dialing.)



Hey Cassie. Look sis, I need a favor.

(The lights shift as Geoffrey becomes CASSIE, who is busy talking on her cell phone. She is walking into a cafe, sitting down across from the audience. She talks in run-on sentences.)

CASSIE
Geoffrey? This isn't a good time. Yes, of course I heard about your little escapades on the news. Brother, you need to stop being a spaz. Didn’t I give you the number for a therapist who gets paid to hear you bitch about stuff?  Well then see another one. Well then see another one. I don't know, maybe just deal with your problems like a not-crazy person? Okay, you're making me be rude, so I'm going to go. (She hangs up her phone) Telemarketers, right?



Don't give me that look. You have my full attention now. Yes, my brother needed 

something, as usual. Like, where does my responsibility end? I've got 



compassion, but you can't expect me to act on it all the time. Sometimes I'm 


tired, or busy or there's something good on TV. I have to look after myself first, 


right?



Anyway, you're wondering why I called you over here to meet me. You see, I'm 


ready to make some changes. I'm moving on, moving past YOU Jim, and this is 


your last chance to see what you're missing out on. Oh, I remember every word 


that you said to me, about me. I have no “self control”, I don't “deal with my 


issues”,  I'm self involved? Well excuse me for concentrating on the important 


things. And you're wrong! 



I'll prove it. You see this? My cell phone. You'd always go on and on. Don't take 


calls during dinner, turn off your ringer during movies, don't text during sex. 


Well, I'm doing it. I'm going to give it up for lent. Oh I will, and you'll see! I'm 


strong and you don't even know.




And you know how I'll do it? I know that wherever I go, God is watching me. 


That's why I'm doing it you know, not for you, but for God. Because I can. 


Oh sure, it will totally be like being handicapped and it's kind of cruel for God to 


take my connection to all the people I care about away, but that's what sacrifice 


is all about. And God likes being cruel! I mean how else do you explain the Jews 

or Jesus on the cross or fat people? Maybe God is just some kind 
of sicko jerk. 


For all we know, he gets off on bad things happening to good people. That's 


what faith is all about. 



So the next time you're drunk and you try dialing me, you won't get an answer. 


And the next time I'm drunk, I won't be calling you. I won't be able to!  Duh! 


I'll be missing out on things and I won't find out about opportunities and I 



won't see my friends as much, but that's just an extra trial and in the end I'll 


know who my real friends are. And if no one comes around looking for me, if it's 


too hard to make more effort than dialing a number to have me in your life, then 


that tells me a little something about the people I spend time with and it's better 


that I find that out now than to wait until I'm old and too ugly to make friends 


anymore. 

Geoffrey, who does he have? Nobody. Maybe if he'd done this little experiment before hand, he'd have been able to get friends that would stand by him and stop him from being crazy and then he'd be able to deal with issues instead of just holing himself up and ignoring the problems that are staring him right in the face-

(The lights snap back, and Geoffrey sits, confused. He looks at the phone in his hand. He turns to Gillbert- His tank has now become green. He quickly snaps back and takes out some paper. He draws a fish on the paper, walks over to the bowl and tapes the fish onto it. He looks at it a second, and adds a happy smile. He examines this. He turns off the light by the bowl. He turns, looks again, and in frustration shuts off all the desk lamps, grunting loudly. In the darkness, Brian wakes with a start and turns on his flashlight.)

BRIAN
Mom? No? I must be hearing things. That's bad isn't it. My stomach hurts so 


much. Where are you mom? 



They said I don't exist you know. I saw, on the TV, before the power was all used 

up. That he made me up. That's not true! I have feelings and thoughts and 


memories. Like right now, I'm feeling kinda scared. And I'm thinking about if it's 


true what they say about not being able to survive for more than a few days 


without water. Because I drank the last bottle I had yesterday...  And I can 


remember so many things! Like watching TV, and when I got my computer. And
 

your face Mom, in the window there. Every day, you would watch me and tell me 

things and if I needed help you would use the robot arm to move stuff around or 


help me find stuff or have thumb wrestles.   



I know I'm different. I'm special. I've seen other kids on TV or on the Internet. 


And you'd make me watch whenever there was a story on the news about 


somebody getting hurt, or lost or killed. People outside, they can get hit by a car 

or bitten by a dog or eaten by a cannibal or blown up by terrorists. But not me. 


Sure, lots of things can hurt me too:  Bad air or bad light or bad food, but in here, 

I'm safe. I'm supposed to be.

 

If this Geoffry did make me up, then he has some explaining to do. He could 


have made me a normal boy. Maybe one who gets to grow up and get 



married and go into space. One who could touch him mom for real. One who 


could go look for her if... But I guess I don't get to be a normal kid.

(Lights shift. Brian becomes Matty, a hyperactive child. He bursts around, playing aggressively until he is brought to bear by a question.)

MATTY
Waddaya want mister? Hey, are you a pervert like the yelling guy? You're a police? Woah! I’m not in trouble, am I?  Brian? No, I never met a kid named Brian. I mean, there is Brian Hidebrant my cousin or Bryan Woo who works at the noodle place or Bryan (with a Y) who kicked the soccer ball on the roof of the school during recess and I was like, so mad. So unless you mean those guys, I don't know any Brians. 



 (He thinks a moment)

 

But there's this house at the end of the block, and I'm not allowed to go there 


because my mom says that there are perverts and stuff and if I go too far away 


they'll get me but sometimes I go anyway. And people say stuff. They say that 


the lady who 
lives in the house is like, crazy or a witch or a Unitarian or 



something. I dunno. My sister Sally, who totally stinks, her friend Lisa, 



(she's cool) her brother hear like, the soccer coach tell somebody's dad that the 


lady is like totally crazy. The lady who lives there? Everybody heard it so it must 


be true, right?

They say that she used to have a husband and they had a kid except nobody ever saw the kid and one day her husband leaves and then there is just the lady except she like, never leaves the house. And in all those years, nobody knows what happened to her kid, except that his name was Brian. Is that who you're talking about? Cause one time, Lisa and a bunch of Sally's other friends were all like standing 
around and they dared me to go over there to the house and I didn't really wanna go but and Lisa is really pretty, so I did it. 

I went down to the house and walked up to the porch and I can see everyone still looking at me so I open the front door, right? And inside, it's like nobody lives there.. And I got the kitchen and open the fridge and I think it's going to be empty but instead its got Jello cups and snack packs and my mom never lets me get Jello cups and I'm so hungry so I'm gonna take one but then I remember that baby Jesus is gonna be mad at me if I steal because he died on the cross so I wouldn't have to burn so I don't. 

Then there's this noise upstairs and I go up and there is this crazy door! It's got like, lights and buttons and this wheel and levers and stuff on it. And there is this

big switch, like in a monster movie, like Frankenstein and I grab the switch and I'm all like “It's alive! It's alive!” and I push it down and suddenly I notice there's this tiny window on the other side of the door and when I push the switch the lights go off. And then I can hear this voice, like a kid, right? And he starts calling for his mom and asking what's going on and stuff. I guess I must have made a lot of noise, because then I hear somebody coming up the stairs and it's the crazy lady and she's calling out, you know, “Brian! Brian!” and I totally run down the stairs and push past her and 
she goes tumble tumble tumble and I'm like, uh-oh and I run out the door and 
down the street and I don't stop running until I'm home. 



I learned a super important lesson that day. Don't listen to girls, they just wanna 


get you into trouble.

(Matty walks off, as music for the news begins yet again. Brian morphs into Jim Steadman manning the desk while having difficulty maintaining his emotional composure.)

JIM

Hello. Welcome to the latest edition of the Channel Ten action news. Wha-pow. 


Jim Steadman, sitting in for those other guys. Now all alone, all alone...



In our top story, something about the economy. In other news, police today have 

failed to respond to reports of the brazen theft of my heart. Cassie Redding, this 

should be a great moment for me, but instead I sit at this desk a soulless husk 


who can find no glory in the anchor chair, but rather the grim promise of a 


thousand empty nights. 




In other news suspended policeman Tough Jaw McGraw, the man 
largely held 


responsible for over 14 million dollars of property damage last year along along 


with the ironic deaths of several international diplomats is in the news again. 


This morning he announced to the media that he was on the trail of the boy 


known only as “Brian”, an allegedly endangered child first reported by crazy 


local Geoffry Reddding. Breaking news update: Crazy must run in the family, 


huh Cassie? You gotta be crazy to throw this away!



In a follow up story, media have been interviewing Mr. Redding's known 



associates in an effort to ascertain any truth in his claims. Co-workers at the firm 

Redding worked at for seven years as a filing clerk before taking an extended 


personal leave last year describe him as a quiet man who interacted well with 


others. In an follow up to that follow up, this reporting is describing Redding's 


sister and an ungrateful harpy who- Oh god. Just come back to me!  I need you 


to come back to me! How can you leave me all alone? Don't you know I need 


you?

(The lights snap, back to Geoffrey, who sits by himself. He notices the mess that has been made by all of the previous scenes and he begins to attempt to clean but he can't do it- He doesn't recognize the papers or where they should go. He looks at Gillbert. He runs over with a orange crayon, and starts colouring him in. He stops. He looks at the door.)

GEOFFRY
Gillbert, if there is some kid out there, dying, maybe because I made him up into existence then I owe it to every bit of decency in me to get out there and do something about it. I know! I've never been good at finishing things. Julia used to tell me that all the time. But I can do this. I can do this. Just watch me do this.

(He stretches, and goes to walk out. He can't do it. He stops himself, gets a running start, and turns around before he can get going. One more try. This time he can't even take a single step. He is almost on the verge of tears.)

Don't look at me like that! I can do this! I've done it before! I need to finish this. For Brian. For me. So that I can talk to someone who isn’t a fish! No offense.

(He attempts to exit again, pushing himself to his limits. He cannot do it, no matter how hard he tries. Finally, he collapses, hugging the fish bowel impotently. As he begins to sob, the fishbowl light snaps out. Blackout. A finger snap. Lights on interrogation style, revealing ANTONIO LEGBREAKER, who lords over his audience. He smiles grimly.)

ANTONIO
I have good news, and I have bad news. The bad news is that I seem to 



possess an inadequate amount of plastic sheets to cover your living room and  


my wood chipper appears to be indisposed. Therefore, instead we will have a 


chat. By which I mean that I will speak to you and you will remain gagged and 


bound. That is the good news, because if you listen well, we may both save 


ourselves some future troubles.

First things first, I am a business man, a good business man.I own property, understand? That property must turn a profit and in order to do that, I must charge money. That is the arrangement that we agreed upon when you signed your lease. This is a simple relationship, one without terms for leniency, or “mercy”, or understanding whatever plights may have prevented you from holding up your end of the arrangement. 

Excuses. All the time, excuses. And if I do not accept these excuses, what am I told? That I am heartless, that I am cruel! And that may be your perspective, but it is also very wrong. You see, if you were to expand your perspective, to the galactic scale, you would see a swirling galaxy, filled will all manner of astrological phenomenon, on a scale that we cannot fully fathom, spinning endlessly throughout eternity. And should you contract your perspective, you will find a dance of billions of atoms and electrons, the building blocks to the universe, spiraling through the endless space that surrounds us. Now should you then find yourself met by the consequences of what you call my “cruelty”, do either of those swirling infinities, massive or microscopic, cease in their functioning? No. They do not.



There is no cruelty, just as there is no justice. There is only the dealings of man, 

which too operate with or without individuals who might wrong me. Therefore, 


draw your perspective to your current situation and see that if you cannot do 


right by me, there will be consequences, and they are not the result of cruelty, or 

heartlessness but the plain fact that you agreed to do business with me, and I, I 


am a good businessman.  

(With this he turns off the lights, leaving everything in darkness. The sounds of muffled shouting and kicking. Brian wakes up and looks over.)

BRIAN
Mom? Look at that mom. People. Wow, that's a lot of people. They're trying to get in. They’re trying to get in! Hey! You can hear me, right? Well don't touch anything! If you don't know the code for the door then the alarm will go off and then you'll get tossed into the death maze! Or something. Mom, tell them what will happen if they- They're not stopping! Stop! STOP!



Okay, I lied. There is no death maze. And my mom isn't here, I know that. Wait, 


do you know what happened to her? She's not in the house? Because if she 


came back then everything would be okay. Did she leave a note outside or 


anything? No? Where is she?

You can't open the door and let me out. You can't do it. It's not safe for me! I have to be strong, that's what she taught me. The world isn't always a nice place, and one day maybe people would come to take me away and or maybe

there would be and earthquake or a hurricane or giant monster attack, like on TV. If you open the door, I'm not safe anymore. And I'll have to walk out of my room and then anything out there could kill me and that would be it, I'd be dead and done and my mom would be heartbroken and she's just cry and cry and cry and so I have to be extra special sure that it’s the right thing to do. 

Maybe it is. I’m so hungry, I can’t think…Maybe this is just a bad dream. My stomach hurts so much... or is this still a test? How am I supposed to figure this out all by myself? Maybe the TV was right. Maybe I'm not even real. I don't know! I don't know anything!



Wait. I know you can hear me. Go find him. Geoffrey, the man from the news. If 


he made up this story, then he needs to be the one to end it. He should know 


what to do. Hurry!

(The desk lamps flicker on to Geoffrey, who stops dead in his tracks. He looks around and quickly decides to transition into Jim Steadman..)

JIM
Hello, ladies and gentlemen. This is your channel ten action news- Hi-yah! Live update. I'm Jim Steadman, and I'm “perfectly capable of holding it together”, all right? 

We are live on location, following our top local story, as police, reporters and ambulance chasers have descended upon this local suburban neighborhood, in attempts to rescue “Brian”, the young boy first brought to the nation's attention by Geoffrey Redding, a still possibly mentally deranged local man. Now, let's take this opportunity to speak to some of the crowd gathered here at the scene. I see here the recently re-instated Officer Tightjaw McGraw, responsible for Brian’s discovery. Do you have anything to say?

(Jim spins around, becoming Cassie)

CASSIE
Oh my god, what are YOU doing here? Am I on TV? Oh god, I look like a cow. This is so like you Jim. But since I’m here, Geoffrey, if you can hear this, why don’t you answer my calls, huh?  

(Cassie becomes Antonio)

ANTONIO
Mr. Redding seems to enjoy ignoring the consequences of his actions, and that, 

I find, typically leads to no good end.
(Antonio becomes Matty)

MATTY
Hey! Is that a camera! Am I on TV? Wow, now I’m like a total superstar and hi everybody at school, especially Lisa! I mean, cuz, she totally has cooties. But seriously, what is the deal with that pervert yelling guy, huh? He just stays all locked up in his room like some kinda freakazoid and looks out the window like he resents all the happiness he sees. 

(Matty becomes McGraw)
MCGRAW
Yes I do in fact. And this goes out to that Geoffrey punk. What are you doing, you little sissy? Crying like a baby over a dead freaking fish when some kid out there needs you? People like you make me sick. 

(Mcgraw becomes Jim) 

JIM
I think everyone can agree that that’s all the time we have for today! And Geoffrey- Do you really think she’d be proud of you?

(The news theme song plays loudly as Jim becomes Geoffrey again. The phone begins ringing. Frustrated, he tries to escape it. He can’t get out the door. Finally, he takes the phone and dunks it into the fish bowl, ripping off the covering. Silence. He can see once and for all that Gillbert is dead. He begins to break down. The lights shift and Geoffrey is joined by Brian)

BRIAN
Hello.

GEOFFREY
Hello Brian.

BRIAN
You came, you finally came!

GEOFFREY
I guess I did. Oh god, it's happening. I'm actually going crazy. 

BRIAN
Why, why are you crazy?

GEOFFREY
Why? Because you're not real!

BRIAN
You really made me up?

GEOFFREY Yes! You're a story that I can't get out of my head. 

BRIAN
Well, you made up my story for a reason, right?

GEOFFREY
I don’t really want to talk about that.

BRIAN
How does it end? Me, my story, what is supposed to happen? Where did my mom go?

GEOFFREY
I- I don’t really know. She just disappeared. Randomly, no explanation. 


 BRIAN
But if I get out, shouldn’t I find some trace of her? What kind of ending is that?

GEOFFREY
I don’t know what the ending is Brian. I’ve thought about ending it. But without an ending, you’re in stasis, nothing worse is going to happen to you.

BRIAN
Isn’t it kinda worse to having nothing at all ever happen to you? That’s not a real life. I mean, it was always kinda nice to think that maybe I’d get out, and I’d be healthy. Or I could teach somebody something before I died, but people would remember and I would make a difference. Or maybe I’d just go out and be a normal person. It could be good, or bad, or whatever. But I wouldn’t be alone.

GEOFFREY
Brian, there are opportunities outside, and things and people, but none of it can last. In the end, you will be alone.

BRIAN
Well, I guess it might be better to at least know. To know that you tried. Otherwise, there isn’t any story to tell. All the time you have is good for nothing.

GEOFFREY
If you’re so smart, then how does my story end?

BRIAN
The only way it can, with “to be continued.”

(Geoffrey pauses a moment, then begins to speak. As he does so, the lights shift.)

GEOFFREY
This is a story. It's not finished.



Once, I lived with a wonderful girl named Julia. She liked thai food and action 


movies and making up stories. She also liked to go out. I'm more of a 



homebody, but she was good for me. She could get me out of my shell every


 once and a while, but she never 
pushed.



And one night she went out and I didn't, and there was a fight at the club. A 


shot.  A one in a million chance.  And then she was gone. I sold our house and 


took a leave from work and moved into a tiny apartment all alone except for our- 

my pet goldfish.



Every morning I wake up and I stare out my bedroom window and even 



though she never lived in the apartment I wait for her to come around the corner. 

That is always the best minute of my day. When I have a little bit of hope before 


I'm all the way awake and I remember that she's not coming. 

I sit in my apartment and can find no real reason to leave it. I avoid the people who try to help me and grow bitter and detached until… I don’t know. The story isn’t finished, but I’ve never been good at finishing things. 



(The lights are now up, and he is in his apartment, alone. He notices the fishbowl and walks over. He takes off the paper and looks at the dead fish. He sighs, picks it up, rushes the bowel offstage, dumping it out. Returning, he notices the end table is empty. He goes to the desk, pulls out a picture and places it on table. It is a picture of himself and an attractive woman. Geoffrey is smiling in the picture, something he has not done yet. He looks at it for a moment, and begins to smile.)

GEOFFREY
To be continued.

(He looks up, takes a breath, and walks out the door. Lights out. The end.)
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