AVE MARIA

At Rise: The nude EVELYN stands alone in a black box, centerstage. Spotlight on her; darkness, all around. Possibly a multimedia screen projecting her facial expression, making it evident that she speaks the first line absolutely emotionlessly. (See Stage Notes.)
EVELYN

My name is Evelyn, and I have been imprisoned in a black box for all eternity. 

Instant Blackout.
~ ~ ~

ACT 1: Divine Fate
Scene 1:

Lights slowly fade on. But, have a spotlight focused on EVELYN in the dying twilight. EVELYN stands alone, eyes closed, statue-like unmoving, in a black box that seems to blend into the walls of the set. As the lights become bright enough to light the whole stage, MARILYN, sleeping at first, begins stirring in her grungy tenement bed. The other salient features of the dilapidated room include pieces of torn paper scattered across the floor, a wire-hatched trash can filled to the brim with crumpled pieces of paper, and a scratched window. The walls should look stained from years of neglect—except the half of the back set wall furthest away from MARILYN’s bed should remain pristinely blank.

MARILYN wakes up, sits on the side of her bed, feet on floor, on top of scraps of paper.
MARILYN

(In a haunted tone.) Last night, I had a dream… 
(Pauses to look off into the audience, eyes glazed, as if she’s not totally present. After a few seconds, a noticeable pause, her eyes begin focusing until she makes hauntingly direct eye contact with a front-row audience member.) 
I… I was at a poetry reading. 

Multimedia projector on, shows MARILYN dressed formally, standing on a stage bare except for a solo microphone. The projected MARILYN looks off into the darkness; projector is hooked onto a live camera that shows a sweeping view of the audience.
MARILYN

(Bewildered voice.) I… I was about to give a reading. Of poems—my own… To utter the words of existence, of life, divine. To deliver my soul to...  An audience of hundreds, thousands… An audience of legion—uncountable… the world.
Projector shows MARILYN on poetry stage again, syncs projected image with her words:

(Dream-like tone.) My hands were trembling, and I didn’t believe it was real. But, it felt real. As real as life… No, more real than… than mere life. I gazed off into the audience, the millions of people waiting to hear my words. I wanted, at that moment—more than anything in the world—to disappear. Not to die, but to vanish—to de-materialize, melt into thin air, as if I was never there. As if I’d never been born, never existed. Never was. 
But, there was something too tantalizing in the air. And, soon I found myself accepting my existence, my presence on the fateful stage. I found myself smiling—genuinely happy. 

Projector shows a silent film of the audience clapping, the masses standing up to cheer for her. Projector shows MARILYN on poetry stage again, syncs projected image with her words:

I waved at the audience, as the millions applauded. I looked forward to the reading to come at the end of their clapping. 
I looked down at the piece I held in my hands. I opened my mouth. 
I was about to read the first word. I was on the fine twilight between word and silence… when my throat started tightening. 
Projector shows projected MARILYN choking.

It felt as if the air was being sucked out of me... No, it was more than that. I felt as if… as if my essence were being torn out of me, that there were bleeding ligaments clutching onto my core, even as it was being pulled out by a force greater than life, greater than fate. 
I couldn’t breathe. I couldn’t draw forth that fateful breath required to utter that first word. I couldn’t… couldn’t do anything but choke. I looked to the audience for help. 
Projector shows the masses of audience sitting still, unmoving, apathetic. Projector shows MARILYN choking, then falling. 
I fell to the floor, its bare wooden panes as frozen as the coldest winter ice. I looked into the darkness… I looked… to the audience for help. 
Projector shows the masses still unmoving. Shows projected MARILYN suffering, dying on poetry stage. 

I felt myself slowly fading away. I died. 
Projector shows the masses getting up to leave with no apparent alarm. As if nothing’s happened. Shows an unmoving projected MARILYN on poetry stage.
They left as if nothing’s happened. My dead body was alone on-stage… and beyond, there was just this darkness, neverending. I had these weird flashbacks of my life, and then I saw this bright, pure, white light—it was all too cliché, the stereotypical death. 
I felt myself going towards the light, about to disappear forever. But, there was this screaming agony inside of my head—there was a part of me that wasn’t ready to die. 
The screaming got to a point where I thought my head would blow up… and then I woke up. I kept my eyes closed—a part of me didn’t want to come back. 

I knew that the first thing I’d see when I wake up would be this. (Waves her hand, gesturing deprecatingly to the room.) My room, my home… but not much of one.
But, even as I was dying, there was a part of me that wanted—more than anything in the world—to live. I… I wanted to exist, to be. I wanted…
Long silence. Then, stage lights dim down a few shades. A spotlight focuses on MARILYN’s feet, and especially, the scraps of paper scattered across the floor next to her bed. MARILYN bends down to pick up a particular piece. Spotlights on MARILYN and EVELYN (eyes-closed), as they solemnly read: 
	MARILYN
“A WORD is dead

When it is said,

Some say.

I say it just

Begins to live

That day.”

Of sonorous echoes, through and through.

Here, there, everywhere. Now,
The words: the depths of their kismet

Rings true unto the moment. 

(Crosses out the line. Takes the pen worn around her neck, as if a pendant and rewrites.)

Pulled forth from the void,

Forced into life:
(Crosses out line. Rewrites.)

Of uncaring grunge poverty—
The acid rain that slices its own 

Marks upon the masterpiece statue.
Of life lived in vain—

The lost blossom that clings

To scattered dirt atop the dull grey 

Roof of a tenement tower;
But growing unto the precipice,

The edge, the slab-of-cement-balcony;
Unto its growth, too stilted,
It falls.

Into the colorless world, 

Its petals, vibrant,
A brand new shade in 
The spring of existence.

And then the words form,

To carry it aloft, a breeze,
It flies, higher and higher,
Unto the shining sun.
The words carry it aloft,

A flower in the sky,

High, above,

For all to see.

(Crosses out a giant block of text.)
The secret battle of WORDS: 

The words alone slew and slew

Until naught remained of drudgery in the world.
They knew that they could,

They knew that they would,
They knew, they knew…
Of Divine Fate, of mine eine—(Crosses out the line in wide sweeping motion. Then, in a rush, crumples the paper. Slight shriek, uncrumples paper. Tears it to pieces.)
MARILYN bursts into tears, as she throws the piece into the overfilled garbage can. The piece bounces out. She shrieks, then takes the whole trash can out to the window. She dumps the contents out. When it’s emptied, she takes it back to where it was, then throws the piece in. 
(She screams.)

	EVELYN

Rings true unto the said word,

Verbalized unto existence,
The world of reality: 

With tenacity insurmountable

Flowering towards the sunlight

Of colors exotic,

A brand new shade in 
The spring of existence.

A zephyr, sweet, uplifting.
Unto the shining sun;

It is no Icarus; it ascends.

(Cringes, shrinks back in horror.)

EVELYN cries, while standing still. The multimedia projector shows a close-up of her face, showing a single drop of tear falling from the edges of her closed eyes.
(Her eyes pop open. She screams.)


