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Cast of Characters: 

REAGEN TEMPLE, 22, African American, a senior at Spelman
College in Atlanta.  Almost too intelligent and too sensitive.

DANIELLE, 25, African-American, in Raleigh, North Carolina. 
Slight, but strong.  Determined.  This actress also plays
WINNIE, Reagan's roommate in Atlanta.

GEAR, 20, African-American, in Storrs, Connecticut; the Point
Guard for the Huskies.  Tall and beautiful.  This actress
also plays LOU-LOU, another of Reagan's roommates in Atlanta.

GRACIOUS WAINWRIGHT, 21, Caucasian, originally from
Murfreesboro, Tennessee, now lives in St. Paul, Minnesota,
works at a Taco Bell.  This actress also plays, BAGELS,
Reagen's fun-loving friend.

ADELITA JOSEFA PILAR STEINHAVEN, 24, Latina, a highly-
regarded, highly decorated troupe of the US Marines in
Brownsville, Texas.  This actress also plays THERESA, Reagan's
across-the-hall neighbor.

BRAZEN, 19, male or female or a blend, any ethnicity, street
drummer and damn good at it.

PAZEE/LISA/TEACHER - one actress

Time: Right now  

Production Notes:

The play is written to use ample lights, sound and still
photography to support the story on a fairly empty stage
(except for Reagan's apartment - which can be as simple as a
sofa, an area rug -- whatever is in stock). Each major
character is introduced with a series of still photographs
but can easily be eliminated without losing the story.

Azadeah is pronounced Ah-zeh-day
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A dark, cavernous, empty stage.

BRAZEN walks across the stage to
the opposite corner; could be a
girl, could be a guy, could be a
blend.  Doesn't matter.  Everything
about Brazen is crazy-cool. 

Brazen sits in front of a drum set:
three plastic paint buckets, a large,
metal bowl, the lid to a garbage
can, a ragged piece of rusted metal,
a coarse-cutting handsaw.  A ritual:
the drumsticks come out, they're
presented to someone above, a twirl
between the fingers and onto the
drums.

Brazen plays a raucous, wildly
rhythmic drum solo that ebbs and
flows into the sound of a chorus of
voices, louder, then even louder. 
At the point the voices become
unbearable, shafts of light shoot
across the back of the stage in all
directions, fast and furious.  Brazen
accents each shaft of light with a
hard strike of the garbage can lid,
then quiet and darkness.

The sound of an automatic camera 
taking a rapid succession of 
pictures.

From their backside:

Image: two young women, REAGAN and 
WINNIE walk down a hall way, arms 
shouldering each other.

Image: Winnie's hand reaches for a 
doorknob.

Image: Reagan walks through the 
door.

Image: Winnie stands with the door 
open, Reagan in front of her, facing 
a mountain of microphones, cameras, 
people.

From the frontside:

Image: the same as the last, only 
now from the front.
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Image: Reagan, frightened, at a 
pile of microphones stacked one on 
top of another.

Blackout, then a single spill of 
light:

REAGAN
I've never spoken in public.  Not like this.  Not with my
face out.  And I'm pretty sure I never will again.  So this
is what I have to say and all I have to say, and then I will
never do this again.  Deal?  Because if I don't say something
you'll make me or anyone around me miserable until you finally
push me or them into saying something that can feed the beast. 
Oh, I know the beast.  We're tight.  We've had each other's
back for a long time.   

(a beat, then)
Okay.  How's this?  So that you get something you want, and
I walk away not feeling any worse that I already do, I'll
say three things today that you never knew before.  Great
food for the beast, which must be on life-support, or you
wouldn't be here.

(clears her throat, then:)
My father is Richard Temple.  You know him as "Rusty."  I'm 
the youngest of his daughters:  Kaylee, Britney and me, 
Reagan.  You thought there was just two of us, Britney and 
myself, but there was another: Kaylee -- Litner -- Temple.  

(she laughs, then quiets)
Wow.  Things can really go south when you start telling family
secrets.  Okay, but a promise is a promise.  You never knew
the oldest daughter Kaylee because she was sent very far
away at a young age after a very long battle with heroin.  I
don't think you'll find her, so I wouldn't look.  Not that
that's going to stop you, but . . .  But, for the record,
I'm the daughter he'd lift high above his shoulders just
moments after he'd walk through the front door from the office --
his office being, as you all know, the Pentagon.  In those
days, I knew him only as daddy.  Not Richard.  Not Rusty.

(lost for a moment)
Daddy.

(back to us)
When you're a kid, you get used to things like your daddy
coming through the door and lifting you up, the sound of
hearing yourself squeal with laughter.  And then the hug. 
The warmth of his neck; the smell of day-old aftershave. 
But somewhere along the way, he lifts you a little less high
until one day he doesn't lift you at all.  Maybe you've grown
too much.  Maybe you're too heavy.  You're too old, a little
too odd.  But he lifts you in other ways: a wink or a smile,
a pat on the head, showing up for your ballet recital or a
drive in the countryside to look at the sunset.  And then
that stops.  No more lifting.  In fact, maybe the opposite.

(thoughtful)
That's a big moment in life.  A marker.  Life before - life 
after.
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Brazen begins a soft rhythmic 
underscore.

REAGAN (CONT'D)
And what you do with that moment sets you in motion for a 
good long while.  Until you meet the next big moment -- like 
this one today.  

Brazen bangs the drums and the  
lights pop off.  

A short rhythmic drum solo that
ebbs and flows into the sound of a
chorus of voices, loud, unruly,
insistent: "Over here!  OVER HERE!! 
Hey, look over here!  Don't move. 
Hold your bowl up.  HOLD YOUR BOWL
UP!"

Shafts of light shoot across the
back of the stage in all directions,
lightning fast.  Brazen accents
each shaft of light with a hard
strike of the drums.  Boom!  Boom! 
Boom!  Quiet and darkness:

The sound of an automatic camera 
taking a rapid succession of 
pictures.

From their backside:

Image: PAZEE sits, watching DANIELLE 
standing at the modest kitchen 
counter in profile, apron on, 
stirring a bowl.

Image: Danielle tasting something 
on a wood spoon.

Image: From the point of view of 
the kitchen, Danielle and Pazee 
staring at the window that overlooks 
the street below.

Image: Danielle and Pazee at the 
window, blinds cautiously parted, 
looking out.

From their frontside:

Image: the same as the last now 
only from the front.
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Image: Danielle cradling a terrified 
Pazee, her mixing bowl in her lap.

Image: Danielle racing out her front 
door, Pazee screaming, "Nooooooo!"

Image: Danielle bursting through 
the front door of her building, 
frantic.

Blackout, then a spill of light:

DANIELLE
'Scuse me?

(clears her throat)
'SCUSE ME?

(looks up over her right 
shoulder, then quickly)

Ya'll gotta get on, find some other place.
(stirs her bowl)

I know ya' thankin' who am I and everything, but 'cho gotta
move your cars, put your dogs back in that big scary truck,
get your rifles all put back in they holsters, get them
canisters out of sight and go.  I know they's a lot of trouble
just blocks from here and I'm sure you here to help but
PLEASE, GO, NOW.  SHE WON'T SLEEP FOR WEEKS.

(stirs her bowl faster)
She's watching us, and even though I told her a hunnerd times 
to stay away from windows, she don't mind.  Cain't mind 'cause 
she's scared.  Hell, we all scared.  Everyone I know'd's got 
they doors shut, windows bolted.

(stirs bowl even faster)
But I cain't thank about nobody but her -- that one right up 
there . . .

(looks up over her right 
shoulder, then shouting:)

. . . Pazee Evans Cantrell, I am gonna whip the brown right 
off that ass of yours if you don't move away from that window 
by the time I count to three.  One . . . two . . .

(stirs bowl one direction, then 
the other)

Don't do nuthin' nobody says.  'Course, she got good reason,
I suppose.  She ain't been right since one of you runned her
over, broke her head open.  One of your people.  I told her
one hunnerd times to stay outta the streets.  Sumthin' bad
was gonna happen.  But even when she was right in the head
she never listened.  So she run out the street.  One of you
run her over.  Blood everywhere.  Part of her brain down
here somewhere, I suppose.

(quickly)
I know'd it was an accident and everything.  So much going
on 'round here, cars and police and riot mens in they gear
and folks angry about everything.  And mean.  People's mean. 
You don't know what's going to happen.  I understand.  

(MORE)
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DANIELLE (CONT'D)
You gotta protect the community from all that lootin' and
stealin' and settin' cars on fire and throwin' rocks.  

(stirring again)
But now I gotta a 18 year old girl up there with the mind of 
a five year old and when she see you, I got a month of 
nightmares to wake up to. 

Brazen begins a soft rhythmic 
underscore.

DANIELLE (CONT'D)
So I'm beggin' you to move just one block up or one block 
down and git on outta here.

(softly)
Please.

(louder)
PLEASE!

Brazen bangs the drums and the lights 
pop off.  

There's a short rhythmic drum solo 
that underscores a chorus of voices, 
loud and celebratory. 

Waves of cheers, then a microphoned
voice, "Gear Brewster up for the
shoot, attacks the rim, AND LAYS IT
IN!  SCORE!"  "The U-CONN HUSKIES
TROUNCING FLORIDA STATE FOR THE
NCAA DIVISION 1 TOURNAMENT CHAMPIONS
MAKING THIS A RECORD twelve titles
in the American . . ." The crowd
goes wild.  

Shafts of light shoot across the
back of the stage in all directions,
lightning fast, almost maddening. 
Brazen accents each shaft of light
with a hard strike of the tin garbage
can lid, then quiet and darkness:

The sound of an automatic camera 
taking a rapid succession of 
pictures.

From her backside:

IMAGE: GEAR, uniformed, basketball 
under her arm, looks into a group 
of her teammates' smiling faces.
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IMAGE: The exact same shot as above, 
closer in on one young women's face 
(Lisa) looking at Gear, expectant.

IMAGE: Gear walking down the hallway 
from the locker room, towel over 
her neck, bottle of water dangling 
in one hand, very alone.

From her front side:

IMAGE: the same as the last now 
only from the front.  Gear's eyes 
are filled with -- is it fear?

IMAGE: Gear standing casually in 
front of a handful of reporters, 
holding her water bottle tight in 
both hands.

Blackout, then a single spill of 
light.

GEAR
. . .  It's like, y'know, it's like a new team each year,
right?  So you don't know what's going to happen when you
get out there.  New people come in, every year the transition
is hard, but when your offense comes through the defense --
like it did tonight, it's pretty good stuff.  So, yeah, it's
good that what you practiced over and over is on the floor
during the game.  It's just about setting the tone up front,
pushing the pace, get the ball down the floor as fast as we
can and into the bucket -- a lot of times.  

(laughs)
So, it's really cool.  Feels good to win.  Yeah, I'm alright 
with that.

(laughs)
And to be on this team, is like, you know, it's a for-real
dream.  And I want to thank Coach Auriemma for taking a chance
on me.  And all the practice coaches here at U-Conn, and the
girls on the team, the fans that show up for every game and
. . . uh, yeah, my family back in Gainsville and everything. 
I should give a shout out to the Brewsters back in the
homeland.  

(into a camera, smiling)
Wassup, ya'll?  I'm coming home next week, so mama, start 
making those pies.

(lost for a moment)
And, uhm, there are other people to thank, but, maybe . . . 
maybe that's for another time.

She rocks back and forth on her 
feet, agitated, uncomfortable, 
twisting the water bottle.
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(a beat, then quietly:)
You know, when you're this tall, you're always thinking you
should thank somebody for something, right?  I was always
was lanky and tall for a girl.  So, yeah, I didn't choose
basketball, basketball chose me.  If you gonna be this tall
and hear all those insults when you're growing up, you better
do something with that height. 

(twisting the water bottle)
That's why I'm blessed to be on this team.  Kinda saved my
life, you know?  'Cause there was a time . . . I wasn't sure
about some things.  But when you're apart of something like
this, you know where you belong and you don't spend so much
time on the dark side. 

Brazen begins a soft rhythmic 
underscore.

GEAR
(trying to get lighter)

Whoa!  How'd I get off on that?
(a moment, then with force)

Because if you don't talk about it, people talk about it for 
you.

Brazen bangs the drums.

GEAR (CONT'D)
I gotta hit the showers.  'Scuse me.

Gear bolts out of the light and it 
pops off.  

There's a short rhythmic drum solo
which tinkles into a chorus of
voices, softer this time, social,
pleasant, but a lot of them.  Dinner
glasses clink, forks meet their
plates, an occasional loud laugh,
applause.  

Shafts of light shoot across the
stage in all directions, lightning
fast.  Brazen accents each shaft of
light with an array of noises, then
quiet and darkness:.

The sound of an automatic camera 
taking a rapid succession of 
pictures. 

From her backside:
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Image: Close up on Post-it Notes, 
in every color imaginable, in lines 
of symmetry.

Image: Further back, the discernible 
shape of someone's back covered in 
Post-It notes, only her hair is 
free.

Image: Further back, GRACIOUS covered 
from head to toe in Post-It Notes, 
including her hair.

From her fronside:

Image: the same as the last now 
only from the front, Gracious covered 
in Post-it Notes, head to toe except 
her eyes and mouth

Image: Gracious walking down a 
hallway, covered in Post-It Notes, 
accompanied by a security guard.

Image: Gracious just off stage 
somewhere, waiting.

Blackout, then a single spill of 
light.

GRACIOUS
Good evening.  My name is Gracious Wainwright.  And while
I'm sure you don't know me, I'm sure you know the man I lived
next door to for 19 years; would have been 18 if everything
went as planned.  But I digress.  And since I have a bad
habit of digressin' -- something anyone in my life never
fails to mention -- I have made notes. 

She looks down her right leg, fingers 
the Post-It notes, stop on a bright 
orange note and pulls it from her 
leg, reads it.

GRACIOUS (CONT'D)
Oh, nuts.  I had a joke to break the ice but I think that
moment's passed.  Okay, well, as I said, I'm Gracious and I
grew up next to Art Fry, who I know is here somewhere.  Hi,
Mr. Fry.  It's Gracie up underneath your invention.  Anyway,
I can't talk long.  I promised the man I bribed to come out
here that this was going to be just two minutes of
entertainment and then off I'd go back to making Supreme
Burrito's at the Taco Bell on Stinson Avenue.  And just a
general note of concern for you all: I would never order one
of those if I were you.  I know what's in 'em.  You don't.  

(MORE)
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GRACIOUS (CONT'D)
Not only do you not know what's in 'em you don't want to
know what's in 'em.  Trust me on this, people.  But I digress
again which means . . .

(pulls another Post-It note)
Oh.  Right.  Okay.  "You are here to honor Art Fry for his
landmark invention circa 1974," which is many, many years
before I was born.  "However, how would the universe know
that our worlds would collide?  And collide they did.  Over
and over again."  Isn't that right, Mr. Fry?

(pulls another post it note)
"Our first collision happened on a fateful Saturday afternoon. 
My family had moved up from Murfreesboro, Tennessee" -- which
is someplace you should only stop to use the bathroom if
you're in route to somewhere else -- "so that my father could
work at 3M.  We lived two houses down and across the street
from the Fry family.  Their house was simple and elegant. 
Our house looked like . . . 

(pulls another note)
. . . It was dropped out of a garbage can from a thousand
feet in the sky.  So when my school friends wanted to come
over and play, I would stand in the Frys' front yard so that
Donna Parker Patton wouldn't have ammo to make me feel already
worse for who I was and the family I was born into."  Okay. 
There's a point to the story.

(pulls another Post-It note)
Right.  "Our first collision, then, was when I was sitting
in the Fry's front yard, diggin a hole to China so that it
looked authentic that I lived there.  Mr. Fry came out and
asked me what I was doing.  I told him I was borrowing his
front yard and when he asked me where I lived, I started
crying and told him I was a daughter he never knew about.  I
don't even know how that made sense, but it did at the time." 
Aside from having a penchant of digressin', I am an expert
liar.  "When he asked me how old I was I said I was old enough
to be his daughter," which again, didn't make sense, but
logic isn't ever my strong suit.  Anyway . . .

(pulls another note)
Right.  "When he returned me home to the people who called 
themselves my parents, they thanked him and I flipped him 
the bird."  I surely did. 

Brazen begins a soft rhythmic 
underscore.

GRACIOUS (CONT'D)
At nine years old I flipped off the inventor of the Post-It 
Note.  "And while I'm ashamed of my earliest encounter with 
Art Fry, I am here today to make amends."

Black out.

Brazen continues his underscore.  A
single shaft of light shoots from 
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one bottom corner of the stage to
the top of another. 

Image: over ADELITA's shoulder we
see a sea of cell phones in an
auditorium, held up.  Young people
are clearly taking her picture. 
She is in full uniform.

Image: the same as the last now 
only from the front.

ADELITA
If I could, would you put your phones away and just look at
me, listen to me and let what I have to say make the memory --
not your cell phones.  And to keep this real, ya'll: Si yo
pudiera, quisiera pedirle que ponga sus teléfonos lejos. 
Mírame, escúchame y deja que lo que tengo que decir haga la
memoria, no tus teléfonos celulares.  Gracias.  Mucho gracias. 
Thank you.

(a moment, then)
My name is Adelita Josefa Pilar Steinhaven.  I know.  It's a
lot, even for me.  In the military, I am Sergeant First Class
Steinhaven, which is awarded for competence, military bearing,
leadership, responsibility or accountability.  All that really
means is that I'm pretty good at what I do.  But I didn't
come here to talk to you about that, or Iraq, or the MBT,
Main Battle Tank I rode in, the friends I lost, the harshness
of the battlefield.  No.  Nothing like that.  No tengo interés
en decirle nada sobre eso.  Hoy no.  Quizás en otra ocasión. 
I'm on another mission today.  Maybe more important than
anything else I've ever done.

(a beat, then)
Everybody's got a story.  Mine is maybe a little different
than yours, but we all started in the same place: a home. 
Home can be the four walls that kept you safe as a kid, or
the city you grew up in, the country you escaped from or the
country you now serve.  But here's the truth: wherever it
is, whatever it means to you, you never forget it for good
reasons or bad.  And the further you get away from it, the
more it's in your mind.  El hogar está con usted para el
resto de su vida.  Home is with you for the rest of your
life.  And that's a good thing.  Everytime I was in that MBT
on that battlefield and thought, "I can't wait to get home,"
I'd laugh out loud.  Because what does that mean for me? 
Mexico?  The United States?  Here in Texas?  Here in
Brownsville?  At 503 Bridalwreath at the corner of
Bridalwreath and Camellia Avenue?  And I'd always come up
with the same answer: I don't know, but I just want to get
back there.  See, when you're young, you just want to go. 
But when you're older, you just want to stay.  I want to
tell you about my home, because maybe that'll make you think
about not running away so fast or so far.

Brazen bangs the drums, blackout.  
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Brazen grabs the saw and bows it.  
The squeal of the sound feels like 
something's going backwards.

It's an hour earlier in Reagan's 
world.

Winnie, Lou-Lou and Bagels are draped
in any number of casual ways on a
sofa.  Winnie studies her I-Pad. 
Lou-Lou and Bagels are texting on
their phones.

WINNIE
Ohhhhhhhh, Hell to the naw.  That is fine.  Baby got back, 
front, side, forehead, chin, lips.  Shhhhhhha-it.  Mmmmmm!  
That is snatch, ya'll!

LOU-LOU
Who you lookin' at?

WINNIE
Sumthin' tall, sumthin' dark and you know it's a lean lovin' 
machine, honey.  Ohhhh.  I don't know who it is, but I tell 
you one damn thing, I may spend the night trying to find 
out.

BAGELS
Let me see.

WINNIE
Like the white girl's gonna know who this sexy ass black man 
is.

Winnie hands her the I-pad.

BAGELS
Donnie James, lead singer from YOLO -- or You Only Live Once.

WINNIE
I know who YOLO is.

LOU-LOU
Well, apparently you don't.

WINNIE
Well, apparently I got an A in Advanced Calculus and your 
ratchet ass barely got a B because my ass was studying books, 
nnnkay?  Now, what was your ass studying? 

LOU-LOU
Ohhhhh, shaaaaa-it, you trying to throw some shade, girl?
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WINNIE
Ain't nobody throwing anything but your ass outta Spelman if 
you don't pick up that GPA.

LOU-LOU
My GPA is just fine, bitch.

WINNIE
Yeah, if you want to be the manager of a Payless Shoe Store.

BAGELS
Stop it, you two.  And there is nothing wrong with being the 
manager of a shoe store or any other working class position.

WINNIE
(to Lou-Lou)

What is she doing here?  And before you answer that . . . 
(to Bagels)

Why do people call you "Bagels?"  You ain't never showed up
here with a bagel one.  I heard people call you Bagels 'cause
anywhere you go, you gotta a bag of 'em.  But I haven't seen
a bag, I haven't seen a bagel, not a even a teaspoon of cream
cheese that I could at least put on a cracker.

BAGELS
My brother gave me that nickname because that's all I would 
eat until I was 10.

LOU-LOU
Your mom and dad let you eat only bagels until you were ten?  
That is all kinds of wrong.

BAGELS
My parents were killed on the New Jersey Turnpike in a rear 
end collision.  I was thrown from the car and spent most of 
my life in foster care.  Any more questions?

(silence)
I just made that up, but I thought you deserved it for calling 
out my parents.

The girls erupt in laughter, slap 
high-fives all around.

WINNIE
Oh, snap!

BAGELS
Don't fuck with me, bitches, just because I'm the white girl 
in the room. 

WINNIE
(to Lou-Lou)

I better go get some lotion for that burn, girl.  You gonna 
blister.
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LOU-LOU
Awwwwwright, Ms. Bagels.  You better go on with your stealth 
damn self.

BAGELS
Hey, can I ask a question?  Does Reagan's father live . . . 

LOU-LOU
No-no-no-no-no-no.  Oh, no.  No-no.  We don't talk about 
Reagan's family.

BAGELS
Why don't we talk about her family?

WINNIE
Because we don't. 

BAGELS
Because?

WINNIE
Because you should ask her why we don't.

BAGELS
Oh, for God's sake, he's the Secretary of State for this 
country.  I'm curious.  Aren't you curious?

WINNIE
Nope.  Don't ever think about it.  I do not engage.

BAGELS
I'm calling you out on your bullshit.

LOU-LOU
There are a lot of people here that have family in governments 
from all over the world, or the military, big banks, kids of 
celebrities.  Bobby Flay's daughter lives right across the 
hall.

WINNIE
Who?

LOU-LOU
Bobby Flay.  Bobby Flay?!  The chef?  The Iron Chef?!

WINNIE
Don't know him, don't care.

BAGELS
No, I know there are children of famous people who go to 
Spelman.  I'm not curious about that.  I'm curious about 
this.

Bagels hands the I-pad to Winnie.  
Lou-Lou looks over her shoulder.
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WINNIE
Whaaaaaaaaaat?!  Dammmmmmmn.

LOU-LOU
Uh-uhhhh.  Oh, shit.

WINNIE
(reading)

How many?

BAGELS
Says four.  At least four that's come forward at this point.

WINNIE
Four women? 

(closer to the I-pad)
Deana Allen, the mayor of DC?  She was one of them?  Isn't 
she married?

LOU-LOU
Isn't he married?

WINNIE
Turn on that tv.

LOU-LOU
No, Winnie, Reagen just got out of class.  She'll be back 
any minute.

WINNIE
Bagels, you stand at the door and if she comes down the hall,  
you cough or wave or something at us.

BAGELS
I thought you didn't "engage."

WINNIE
Reagan's father just got his ass publicly busted wide open 
for having four different affairs over five years.  I think 
I'm going to make an exception.  Guard the door.

BAGELS
I'm not going to do that.  Let's just talk to her.

WINNIE
We can't do that!  We can't talk about her father, we can't 
talk about her mother, we can't talk about her family, her 
next door neighbor, her dog -- nothing. 

BAGELS
Why?  I mean, she is who she is, right?  That's no secret.

LOU-LOU
She never told you?  
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BAGELS
What?  Told me what?

Lou-Lou and Winnie look at one 
another.  A long, awkward pause.

Winnie finds something on her I-
pad, hands it to Bagels.

WINNIE
I gotta get some food, ya'll.  This is making me nervous.

She exits.

BAGELS
Azadeh Medusa?  What about her?

LOU-LOU
Have you ever read her HuffPo pieces or what she writes on 
TMZ, Mashable, Jezebel, seen what she puts on her Twitter 
feed, Facebook, ever look at her Instagram? 

BAGELS
Uh, yeah.  What college kid hasn't?  That's some of the best
trash talk inside and outside of the Swamp, or Hollywood or
New York City.  Jesus, she's going to be all over this. 
This kind of stuff makes her wild.  She'll rip him from one
end to the other.  But have you read any of her other stuff? 
There are these really interesting . . .

(a revelation)
Ohhhhhhhh, wait a minute.  I get it.  Hasn't Azadeh Medusa
said some shit about Rusty Temple before?  Right.  Oh, so
Reagan doesn't want anything slipping out from her friends
that could fuel that fierce goddess of tongue-fire.  So the
fam is verboten.

LOU-LOU
Yeah, okay.  Let's go with that.

Brazen bangs the drums and the lights 
pop off.  Brazen bangs the drums 
and the lights pop on Danielle, 
where we left her standing.  

DANIELLE
I ain't got nothin' but "please."  Don't make enough money
to do anythang but keep those four walls around me, that
roof up over our heads and some food to put up on the table. 
I got all that and this little bowl of cookie batter.  And
that's enough for me, plus whatever courage I could scrape
together to come out here to talk to ya'll.

(puts bowl on the ground)
'Cause I'm scared.  I'm damn scared!  

(MORE)
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DANIELLE (CONT'D)
I go to sleep scared, I wake up in the middle of the night
scared and in the morning when the sun comes up over that
building there, I'm just as scared as when it down over there. 
Ain't no way to live.  Not just for me, or that sweet one up
there.  For everybody.  For all of us, including you.  You
gotta be scared too.  You got families.  You got people who
love you and would miss you if you don't walk through that
door tonight.  

(a step forward)
Ain't nobody thankin' right.  People don't remember what
they was taught: to be good to one another.  Everybody just
lookin' for a reason to hurt the one next door to ya', or
across the neighborhood or across the tracks or on the other
side of town.  People makin' up sides so's hate can be okay. 
But it ain't okay.  It wasn't never okay.  Not the world I
grew up in.  And that wasn't that long ago!

(a big step forward)
Hell, I could come out here and shouted names like Eric
Gardner, Michael Brown, Alton Sterling, Sean Bell, Ronald
Madison, Kendra James or we can take it back to Amadou Diallo
or further back to Rodney King, ya'll.  But what good that
gonna do but make me crazy and make you think that I might
be outta control and need to be brought down?  And if Pazee
see that, what is that gonna do but make her hide further
away from this world she strugglin' to live in?  She hardly
live in it now.   

(picks up her bowl)
What's in this bowl is the only thing that keep her calm: 
peanut butter cookies.  Every day.  Sometimes twice a day if 
she feel especially bad.

(stirs slowly)
I know it simple, but it's all I know to do.  That, and to 
ask you to move up a block so she don't got to see what could 
happen when fear meets fear.

A long pause.  Danielle's eyes scan 
the landscape.

The sound of car doors closing, 
cars starting, then accelerating 
away.  Sirens blast then fade in 
the distance.

DANIELLE (CONT'D)
God bless you.  Thank you. 

Brazen taps on his drums; sounds 
like the tock of a clock until it 
builds to a short drum solo that 
ends with Brazen banging the drums.

We're back at Reagan's, moments
after we left the scene.  
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Reagan, keys in hand, lowers her
backpack to the ground with a clunk. 
No reaction.  Lou-Lou reads a book. 
Bagels folds origami. 

BAGELS
Everytime I try to do this, it's supposed to look like a
swan with a long neck.  But my swan always looks that ATM
receipt you find in the bottom of your purse that's stuck to
a cough drop wrapper that's stuck to a wadded up parking
ticket you forgot to pay.

REAGAN
Where's Winnie?

LOU-LOU
Making nachos.

REAGAN
At 10 o'clock in the morning? 

BAGELS
I thought Theresa was with you.

REAGAN
I did too.  But when we came in the back door of the building, 
instead of the front -- for some effed-up reason -- she 
disappeared on me.

BAGELS
Well, I'm sure she's around here somewhere.

An awkward silence.

LOU-LOU
Damn, I am hungry.  Let me check on those nachos.

She exits.  Silence.  Reagan sits 
on the couch, stares at Bagels, 
drops her keys to the floor.  No 
response.  Finally: 

BAGELS
What?

REAGAN
Is there anything we need to talk about?

BAGELS
You mean, like, existentially?  Or do you mean about, like, 
last night?  I didn't know he was your ex-boyfriend.  It's 
not like people walk around with a man-tag that says, "I'm 
her ex."  And he's hot, so . . .
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REAGAN
Winnie?!  Lou-Lou?!  Can you come in here?

Theresa walks in.

REAGAN (CONT'D)
Where'd you come from?

THERESA
The kitchen.

REAGAN
And before that?

THERESA
The back door in the kitchen.

REAGAN
Winnie!  Lou-Lou!  GET IN HERE!

Winnie walks in, eating a bowl of 
granola.

REAGAN (CONT'D)
Hungry, huh?

WINNIE
Sooooo hungry. 

REAGAN
Me too.  You know what sounds good?  Nachos.

WINNIE
This early in the morning?  Are you outta your mind?  And
besides, honey, you know I can't get near a nacho after I
ate at El Ranchero two months ago.  Chile', I never knew I
had that much to throw up in me.  You remember how sick I
was.  Lord, I can't stand to even look at a nacho!

REAGAN
Does Lou-Lou know that?

WINNIE
She should!  She bitched about the bathroom after I cleaned 
it for three solid hours.  Said it was gonna smell like a 
nacho until the day we graduated.  But she exaggerates.  

REAGAN
And lies.  She lies when things get uncomfortable.

WINNIE
Oh.  Shit.  Do tell.
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THERESA
Well, that poli-sci book isn't going to study itself.  I 
better at least take a look at it before I take the exam.

Bagels grabs her purse.

BAGELS
Want to study together?

THERESA
Sure. 

REAGAN
Make a move towards that door or out of this room and I going 
to strip my clothes off and walk out the front door of this 
building -- something you don't want me to do even if I was 
wearing a brick wall.  Now, what the hell's going on?  

Silence.

REAGAN (CONT'D)
Good.  So at least we know something's going on.

Silence.

REAGAN (CONT'D)
And now we just have to talk about what it is.

No one moves.  No one speaks.

REAGAN (CONT'D)
Okay, so is it about someone inside of here or someone outside 
of here?

THERESA
A little of both . . . but mostly outside of here.

REAGAN
Got it.  What he'd do now?

Silence.

REAGAN (CONT'D)
Do not play these games with me.  What did he do?

No answer.  Reagen snatches her 
purse, gives it a thorough look 
inside.

REAGAN (CONT'D)
You know all I have to do is  . . . 

Her search becomes more frantic.
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REAGAN (CONT'D)
Wait a minute.  Wait.  Oh, God.  Oh, shit.  Did I . . . tell 
me I didn't . . .

Brazen begins tapping the tin lid, 
loud, then louder, then even louder.

Reagan dumps the contents of her 
purse on the floor, searching 
desperately for something.

WINNIE
What's the matter?

REAGAN
My phone.  Where's my phone?  HAS ANYONE SEEN MY PHONE?

BAGELS
If it's not in there, it's gotta be around here somewhere.

REAGAN
You don't understand!  HELP ME FIND IT.  

Everyone starts searching.  Cushions 
come off the couch, books are thrown 
to the side, everyone's purse is 
searched.

REAGAN (CONT'D)
OH, SHIT.  OH, MY GOD.  DID I DROP IT SOMEWHERE?  DID I LEAVE 
IT SOMEWHERE?  GOD, PLEASE TELL ME I DIDN'T LEAVE IT 
SOMEWHERE.  SHIT.  SHIT!

THERESA
Where did you see it last?

The drums are loud.  Brazen's banging 
them hard.

Reagen grabs Bagels by the shoulders 
and almost shakes her.

REAGAN
Did you see me with it last night?

BAGELS
I saw it when you put it on the bar.  

REAGAN
Did I leave it there?  

(to Lou-Lou)
Oh, my God.  Do you think I left it there?  What if somebody 
found it?
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BAGELS
I'm sure they did, and they probably turned it in to someone.

REAGAN
(frantic)

No!  NO!  Don't even think that. 

BAGELS
Don't you want someone to find it?  I would.

REAGAN
If the wrong person found my phone . . .  

WINNIE
Or took it.

THERESA
And that's what happened, Reagan.  Someone took your phone 
last night.

REAGAN
Tell me that's a joke.

WINNIE
You didn't miss it last night?

REAGAN
I was tired.  I got home and fell into bed.  I didn't even 
think about it.  Theresa, please tell me that's a joke. 

THERESA
When you put it down last night, someone picked it up and 
they found some stuff, Reagan, and they . . . they, uh . . .

BAGELS
Is there something really bad on there?

REAGAN
Yeah . . . yeah, you could say that.  Fuck!  FUCK.

THERESA
I was going to tell you.  All the way across the park I was 
going to tell you.  But then I could see them . . . 
everywhere, following us, so I pushed us in the back door 
and . . .  

REAGAN
WHAT HAVE I DONE?

Brazen bangs the drum with a pop.  
Lights snap out.  Brazen bangs the 
drum with a pop.  Lights snap on.

NCAA Division 1 MOP (Most Outstanding
Player) Awards Ceremony.  



23

A pool of lights spills across the
stage finding Gear, beautifully
dressed for the occasion.

GEAR
. . . So, thank you to the NCAA and Division 1 for this award. 

(smiling wide)
I've never won anything, so being the Most Outstanding Player 
of the season is a good start.  So, yeah, thank you.

(her smile fades)
Uhhhhhhh.  That night we won the championship game, I started
to say some things that probably didn't make a lot of sense, 
for, you know, a lot of reasons.  But I'd like to be a little
more clear now.  And there's only one way I know how to do
that. 

Gear unfolds a piece of paper, 
nervously smooths it out.

GEAR (CONT'D)
I've got a few things I'd like to, uhm, finally say. 

(looks at the paper)
There was that walk over that hill, and the city lights on
the other side that you said made my eyes twinkle like stars;
I'd never heard anything like that.  Didn't know what to
say, so I didn't say anything.  But tonight I want to say
"thank you." 

(struggling)
When you told me I was "just right," that being tall made me 
always easy to find which was good, 'cause you never wanted 
to not see me -- I'm sorry, I just couldn't hear that.  But 
thank you. 

(another step backwards then a 
drink of water)

Sorry.  I'm a little nervous here.  Okay.  One night we drove
to Waterford and sat on Long Island Sound and looked at the
sun going dark and the moon getting bright and you took my
hand and just held it, but I couldn't do it, I couldn't feel
it and I really wanted to.  And when you asked me to marry
you last night, I . . . I couldn't think straight.

Lisa appears on stage.  Gear sees 
her and slowly drops the paper to 
her side.

GEAR (CONT'D)
When you're trapped in a body like this, you spend too much
time trying not to hear what people say, trying not to see
whhat they make fun of in the mirror, trying not think about
ow people can be so cruel that wouldn't be easier if you
just weren't around anymore.  But with you, I never felt
anything but love and kindness.

(a deep breath)
David Lawrence Mellon, thank you for waiting it out.  And 
yes, I'll marry you. 

(MORE)
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GEAR (CONT'D)
Oh, and that woman there, David -- my girl, Lisa, who's been 
the best friend anyone could want, she's worked hard to help 
me understand how you could love someone that's found it way 
too hard to love herself.   

(a deeper breath)
Okay.  Last thing: there's a line a people I'd like to have
in front of me right now to say shame on you for all the
jokes, nicknames, bullying and whispers you filled my head
with.  But instead, I'm going to say to anybody who been
shamed about what they look like: I know what it's like to
hide from the world because maybe you don't look like what a
lot of your friends look like.  I know how cruel kids can
be, and how they can take the smallest thing about you and
make you feel like it's the ONLY thing about you that anyone
notices.

(leaning in)
I just hope at the end of the night, you have a sweet mom or
dad who wraps their arms around you and tells you you're the
most beautiful thing in the world, even if you don't believe
them.  And if I could put one thing in your mind, it would
be this: whatever you feel about how you look and however
much your heart hurts every day because of it, you'll grow
up, you'll grow out of those feelings that cling to you like
an old t-shirt and you'll be able to walk into your 25th
high school reunion, look those girls in the eye that were
so nasty to you in gym class and say, "I cured cancer,
bitches.  What did you do?"  And with that, I'm free from a
lifetime of these feelings.

Gear looks to Lisa for some sort of 
approval; Lisa nods, smiles wide.

Brazen bangs the drum with a pop.  
Lights snap out.  Another pop, and 
lights bounce up, then:

Back to Gracious, still at the 
ceremony honoring Art Fry, a Post-
It note stuck to her finger.

GRACIOUS
So after my first encounter with Mr. Fry, and the unfortunate
flipping of the bird at 9 years old, "things remained friendly
between our families until at 13 years old, I poured Benjamin
Moore Azure Blue Interior Latex Paint -- a detail not to be
overlooked -- into the gas tank of his car with a funnel
that I stole from Ace Hardware."  Why, you might ask, would
you do something like that, Gracious?

(pulls another Post-It note)
Because the only way I knew how to get away from Fred -- the
human hair-ball who called himself my father -- and Delilah --
that most unfortunate woman who was addicted to Nyquil, Vic's
Vapor Rub and chewable children's vitamins -- was to become 

(MORE)
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GRACIOUS (CONT'D)
a juvenile delinquent.  "It would only be my luck to have
the most compassionate juvey judge in the whole county. 
Judge Prentiss returned me to the parental claws of Fred and
Delilah as opposed to where I really wanted to go," which
was a home for delinquent children hundreds of miles away.

(another note)
At 15, I snuck into his garage where they kept their washer
and dryer, and ignited a round of firecrackers called an
"Airbomb Birage" in the tank of his clothes dryer -- which
unfortunately, sparked an electrical fire that scorched the
back wall of his garage.  Judge Prentiss was more stern that
time, but showed her usual leniency.

(notices a signal from the back 
of the room)

I'm being told to wrap this up, so . . .

She fingers and flips through several 
Post-it notes.  She pulls a blue 
post it note, holds it up, reads it 
brief.

GRACIOUS (CONT'D)
I've written this on blue, because after the firecracker
incident and so many others that came after -- too many to
mention but would make an excellent coffee-table book -- I
was blue.  I tried to be other colors -- isn't that right,
Mr. Fry?  I tried to be sunny yellow or bright pink or gold
or anything that was close to being happy.  But I was pretty
much destined to be blue and live my small life in blueness. 
"One night the blue turned deep black, and the only way out
to get out was to walk out and never look back."

She sticks the note back on herself, 
then with no notes:

GRACIOUS (CONT'D)
The day I turned 18, which was the coldest day on record in
Minnesota, I took a very warm shower, fully clothed and then
walked past Fred and Delilah and out into a ice storm.  I
didn't get far -- just two houses down from where I lived. 
I was shaking so hard I couldn't walk, and in a matter of
just a minute, I couldn't move.  

(a beat, then)
You know him as the man who invented the Post-It Note.  I
know him as the man that I had given every reason in the
world to avoid me.  But on that black night, he pulled me in
from the cold and we spent the next six hours talking about
how to bring -- color -- back into my life.  I've worked
real hard over the years to do just that.  I'm not always
good at, but I know I had the best start. 

She presents her Post-It Note self, 
maybe takes a twirl.



26

GRACIOUS (CONT'D)
This was for you, Mr. Fry, with as much love and gratitude 
as I have in me.  

(smiling wide)
Look.  No more blue.

Brazen bangs the drum with a pop.  
Lights snap out.  

A rapid, short drum solo, then we're 
back at Reagan's moments after we 
left the scene.  

Theresa, Winnie and Reagan sit on 
the couch, stone-cold quiet, staring 
off into space.

Lou-Lou enters with a mug of tea, 
hands it to Reagan.

LOU-LOU
Theresa and Bagels called.  They told the reporters you 
weren't here, but they didn't believe them.  And they blocked 
the damn door so they couldn't get back in.

REAGAN
I better go out, then.  

(a sincere moment)
What have I done?

LOU-LOU
Look, just because they have your phone . . . I mean, it's 
locked, right?

REAGAN
Lou-Lou, I am Rusty Temple's daughter - the Secretary of
State and I've lived my life looking over my shoulder -- not
because I was afraid of who might be there, but because I
knew who was there.  You've all seen them.  They're
everywhere.  That's what our government pays them to do. 
They protect the families of government officials.  But what
they don't do, what they can't do, is protect the family
from the family.  Nope, that they can't do.  But that doesn't
mean they're not interested in what goes on.  And for the
right amount of money, or a promotion, or a favor returned
or to settle a vendetta, anyone like me is currency, a big
pile of money in their hands. 

(standing, making herself ready)
Someone got my phone and in minutes, found someone to break 
the code to unlock it.  And, my God, did they hit the jackpot.

WINNIE
How bad is it? 
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REAGAN
That I'm Azadeh Medusa is the worst kept secret in the Swamp.  
That I know more about my own father than even my own mother 
is . . . well, was something waiting to be discovered.  

LOU-LOU
You knew about all those affairs?

Reagen nods her head "yes."

LOU-LOU (CONT'D)
And you didn't say something?  Why?

REAGAN
I wanted to feel him in my life again, and this was a way to 
make it happen.  You don't have to tell me, I get that it's 
fucked up.

WINNIE
But how did you even find out?

REAGAN
He told me.  

LOU-LOU
What?!

REAGAN
I was a good alibi.

LOU-LOU
All that's on the phone?  Do you think they know that? 

REAGAN
They're not here to see how school's going.  They're here 
for a feeding.  So I'll give them one.

She walks out the door; Winnie 
quickly follows.

Brazen: POP!  Lights out.  A triple 
pop.  Lights up on Adelita, where 
we left her.

ADELITA
As I said, when you're young, you just want to go.  But when
you're older, you just want to stay.  Cuando eres joven,
solo quieres ir.  Pero cuando seas mayor, solo quieres
quedarte.  If I tell you about my home, maybe you'll think
about not running away so fast or so far.

Adelita points a clicker in front
and above her.  
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Behind her, an image: a modest,
ranch style home, a couple of trees
in the neatly groomed yard, a clean
drive-way, an old Chevy station-
wagon parked in the drive.

ADELITA (CONT'D)
This is the house I grew up in. 

Click.  Image: a picture of a 5 
year old Adelita.

ADELITA (CONT'D)
This is the young girl that arrived to this house after being
thrown over a barbed wire fence, strapped to the underside
of a German Shepherd, walked 20 miles beyond the border,
abandoned with my brother, Manuel, when the blue and red
bubble lights caught up to my small group, taken into custody,
put into foster care, separated from my brother and placed
here, in this group of people.

Click.  Image: an all-Caucasian
family, sitting at a family dinner,
smiling for the camera.  Mother,
father, one small white girl, one
small white boy and Adelita.

ADELITA (CONT'D)
Five years later, this is what that group of people looked 
like.

Click.  Image: four more children, 
mixed races.

ADELITA (CONT'D)
And then four years later:

Click.  Image: five more children, 
mixed races.

ADELITA (CONT'D)
This beautiful, colorful, funny, crazy, insane group of
people:  this was my family.  And all of them together made
"home," because home to me is where people took a chance on
me, believed in me, cared what I ate, cared who I spent time
with, cheered the loudest when I scored my first goal on a
soccer field, said, "yeah, go for it" when I thought I wanted
to be a ballerina, applauded the loudest at the worst
performance of "Swan Lake" you've ever seen, hugged me when
I felt alone in a room full of people, understood when I
screamed I didn't belong anywhere, disciplined me when I
deserved it and maybe a few times I don't think I did.

(laughs)
This is me when I joined the service.
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Click.  Image.  Adelita, 18 years 
old.

ADELITA (CONT'D)
I left my home, my second home, but the only one I really
remember, to honor the country that let me be a part of this
incredible family.  For that I will always be grateful.  On
the day I left for bootcamp, my adoptive parents handed me a
brown scrap of paper that was pinned to my underwear when I
was found 13 years earlier.  In shaky handwriting it said:
"Sé fuerte.  Sé valiente.  Una vida nueva, una vida mejor,
es todo lo que podríamos darte.  Amor, mamá y papá."

(determined to not cry)
Be strong.  Be brave.  A new life, a better life, is all we 
could give you.  Love, Mama and Papa.

Click.  Image.  A group of soldiers, 
posing.

ADELITA (CONT'D)
This is my home away from home, for all the reasons I told 
you about -- except, they've never seen me do Swan Lake.  

(laughs)
I know at times you want to find your freedom run fast, run
far, never look back.  And I wouldn't tell you not to do
that.  But I will say this: before you go, take a real long
look at what you're leaving behind.  Look at the smallest
things because they're easy to forget.  When you look around,
what you see will never be the same once you leave.  You'll
never see it with the same eyes again because the world
changes you in ways you could never expect.  

She closes her notebook, takes a 
few awkward steps to the side, bows 
to applause.  She waits.

A teacher appears from off-stage
and offers her her forearm and
support cane.  Adelita finds the
forearm and support cane, then taps
the ground in front of her, side to
side, to make her way safely off-
stage.  

Brazen begins quietly playing the
instruments, then builds it to a
fierce drum solo -- unlike anything
we've heard before.  At the point
of exhaustion, Brazen hits a final
note and the lights pop up on Reagan
and we pick up where we found her
at the very beginning, at a pile of
microphones stacked one on top of
another.
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REAGAN
That's a big moment in life.  Huge.  A real marker.  Life 
before - life after.  And what you do with that moment sets 
you in motion for a good long while.  Until you meet the 
next big moment -- like this one today.  

(looks around)
Here's another thing I'll share with you.  Years ago I'm
riding my bike in my neighborhood, pretending I was in the
Tour de France; something I'd seen on television and knew
that I was destined to be the first girl ever to win.  I'm
going as fast as my skinny twelve year old legs can pedal
when I see a tunnel in front of me.  I race for the tunnel
even faster, thinking if I just get to the tunnel, if I get
out of the light, I'll win.  I go so fast, things blur past
me until the tunnel swallows me up whole.  Everything is
pitch black and quiet.  I think, "Wait a minute!  If I'm in
the dark, how will anyone know I've won?  Get out of the
dark, Reagen!"  When I see light again, there are tubes coming
out of my arms, and people talking over each other and strange
lights and machines and so many people standing over me,
looking at me, trying to figure something out.  Everyone
looks like this weird mix: happy, sad, scared, relieved. 
The first thing I say is, "Did I win the medal?  Did I win?" 
My mom nervously pats my hand, "You're in a hospital. 
Something went wrong with your brain, and these people are
helping you."  I blurt out, "But did I win?!"  My mom pats
my hand again, even more nervous and just nods her head "yes." 
I looked at my sister: "Take my picture!  Put it on Facebook! 
People have to know I won!" 

(a pause, then)
Can you believe that?  Three weeks in a coma from an aneurysm;
as close to dying as you could get and the first thoughts I
had were "Did I win?"  And "Put me on Facebook!"  Of course,
I was a kid.  That's what kids do.  But kids grow up to become
young adults who know you don't win in the dark, you only
win in the light.  That thought, in an unsteady mind, can be
a dangerous thing.

(a decision, then)
To stay in the light, even if you don't completely understand
why, is hard to do when you're Rusty Temple's daughter.  So
you make straight A's in a prestigious school where you become
known for esoteric things like archery and collecting diaries
of slaves from the Ante-bellum South.  You find just the
right guy to date at Morehouse and you're almost giddy
everytime someone refers to you as a "power couple." You're
front and center when The New York Times takes a photograph
of a Black Lives Matter protest because no where else will
do.  And when all else fails, or fades, you flirt with the
real power of the internet.  You discover if you say just
the right thing in just the right place at just the right
time, light pours down on you and almost blinds you.

(a beat, then)
And the beast is born.  

(MORE)
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REAGAN (CONT'D)
Azadeh Medusa became crazy-popular by saying things that
were rough, irreverent, sometimes just nasty about
celebrities, politicians, university presidents, social
groups, nuns, duck hunters, Kmart shoppers, bisexuals, frat
boys, One Million Moms and on and on.  I took them apart,
piece by little piece, looked at them, commented on them,
fantasized about them, criticized them and made judgments
before I finished my first cup of tea in the morning.

(another decision)
A hundred times I thought I'd stop, but then I'd find these 
people I really, truly admired:

Danielle in a spotlight, holding 
the bowl.  

REAGAN (CONT'D)
. . . Or I'd write about something that I wish I had the 
courage to say . . .

Gear in a spotlight, a basketball 
resting on her hip.  

REAGAN (CONT'D)
. . . Or someone I was intrigued with . . .

Gracious in a spotlight, covered in 
Post-It Notes.

REAGAN (CONT'D)
. . . Deeply touched by . . .

Adelita in her spotlight, holding 
her support cane.

REAGAN (CONT'D)
. . . Or just in awe of.

Brazen in a spotlight.

REAGAN (CONT'D)
I wanted to be in their light, but all I had was privilege 
to get me there.  So I wrote about these incredible people, 
explained them, sometimes defended them, openly admired them 
to be as close to them as I could.

(sad)
No one wants to really read about good people.  That's why 
you're here.

(a beat, then)
Just like when I was twelve, there's this unexpected light 
on me with too many people standing close by, trying to figure 
something out.  It's a nasty light of sloppiness, deceit and 
secrets.  Not like theirs.  
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Reagan turns and studies the objects
of her affection, studying each one
for just a moment.  She turns back
to the reporters and knows what to
do.

REAGAN (CONT'D)
I know what you want to hear, but really, I got nothin' for
you.  You want more of that story, Rusty's your guy.  But
here's what I will share with you before someone shares it
for me.  

Reagan turns and walks into her own
spotlight beside Danielle, Gear,
Gracious, Adelita and Brazen,
splitting her reality of being in
front of reporters and speaking to
a group of addicts.

REAGAN (CONT'D)
My birth-name was Kaylee Litner Temple, who became Reagan
Wilson Temple after a long, hard, brutal fight with heroin. 
We changed my name, my age, erased a good part of my life
for a lot of good reasons.

(a quiet laugh, relaxed)
Shouldn't be too hard to figure out why.  After I got a little 
older, the invented Reagen -- a name I always hated -- began
writing all kinds of stuff under the name, Azadeh Medusa. 
How I got there -- to Azadeh -- is a jump in the story.  But
just to get us started, Azadeh is an old name -- Persian in
origin -- that found its way to the slaves in this country a
couple of hundred years ago.  It means "free," finally free.

Lights fade.  End of play.


	
	
	
	

