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: Exordium
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 (for the multimedia projector screen).

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—

MARILYN (cont’d)
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: 

EVELYN (cont’d)
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.)


 Lights fade out.
Scene 2: About to Enter the Bar
Dilapidated alleyway, the pits of the inner city. Rotten corpuscles of food and garbage dripping here and there, having missed the unfaithful garbage cans lining one wall. Stench of urine in the air. The runned-down atmosphere of the alley should convey a sense of rampant danger. People have been killed down this end.

EVELYN’s box looks vaguely like an out-of-place black-graffiti-painted telephone box mis-located in the center of the set’s back wall. (This relative location to the front of the stage is the same as that for the other half of the rotating set, the bar in the next few scenes.)

The side-entrance to the Strip Bar is on the other end of the stage from which Marilyn enters. There is an old-fashioned vintage wooden sign jutting out of the wall on top of the door. The hand-carved letters read, “The Styx.” Smaller letters meticulously painted below the name of the bar reads, “137 Stygian Avenue.” But, the sign is old and stained by time, the carving faded and un-tended-to. Once, perhaps, the strip bar might have been a reputable establishment; the sign is a relic from the olden days. 
MARILYN enters the alley, climbing down towards one side of the stage from a narrow wire-frame staircase—the kind used for both stair-way and emergency-exit-way in urban apartments.

mARILYN

(mutters, barely audible, as she walks slowly across the alley stage) 
But, the tragedy is that I am of the world…

On the other side of the stage, two hobos suddenly pop out from Oscar-metal trash cans.
HOBO 1

If thou art piss and thy piss art thou, then 

The fact that thy piss stinketh my box 
Means thou art trespassing my terri’try.

The pride of my tattered rags I must keep,
Thus, thy wanton pissful soul, I must reap. 
hobo 2

Never, that ye shall take mine, for—
A SHADY DRUG DEALER suddenly jumps out from a giant trash bin. 
shady drug dealer

Ah, two hobos of fair talent, now, 
What say ye spend thy beggings on my wares?

Without waiting for a response, SHADY DRUG DEALER opens up the front side of his jacket, both flaps of which are filled with stapled zip-loc bags of multi-colored powders, pills, or leafy-looking stuff. 
hobo 1

Hero, MJ, cheap coke, meth, ex, … , puuureee stardust…

hobo 2

(in the drooling-with-lust-for-stardust tone) 
Ahhhhh (beat)


	HOBO 1

We take all—but most especially the purreee…

Oh, let hero show us what dreams may come!
	HOBO 2
We take all—but most especially the purreee…

Oh, let hero show us what dreams may come!



The two hobos of fair talent, now, fall and sink back into Oscar-metal trash cans, disappearing from the scene. 


MARILYN has been walking from one end of the stage to the other. The hobos disappear before she gets to the other end. She is oblivious to the odd bantering.

As she nears the vintage wooden sign hanging above the wall of the bar, “The Styx,” MARILYN looks up into the night sky, or what little of it can be seen in the narrow wedge of the alley. 
A strong wind blows from stage right, sending MARILYN’s hair astray. Pieces of torn paper flutter down, as if lost snowflakes in the autumn evening. For a moment, the scene looks vintage classy—the pieces of torn poetry and the wooden sign stand out against the dilapidated alley. 

MARILYN brushes the pieces of paper off her hair and nose with shocking apathy. She opens the door to the bar. Loud music and multi-colored lights stream out from the other side of the stage set. (See Stage Notes.)

An OLD LADY suddenly pops out from stage right. She momentarily stops MARILYN from entering. MARILYN lets the bar door close, and the scene is again the darkness of the night. 
old lady

A rose for ye spirit, my young flounder.
(She hands MARILYN a wilted rose.)
evelyn
(Recites with eyes closed.)
“How many Flowers fail in the Wood—
Or perish from the Hill—
Without the privilege to know
That they are Beautiful.”

OLD LADY disappears as suddenly as she’d appeared. Simultaneously, MARILYN throws the rose away, as if she hasn’t heard EVELYN.

MARILYN opens the door to the bar, enters, then lets the door close behind her.

Lights fade. 
Scene 3: Strip Bar I 
Inhabitants of strip bar frozen in a tableau. A smoke-screen blurs the scene; as the smoke-screen rises and the scene clears, the people burst into their usual motion, i.e., men wave money at strippers, strippers dance around stereotypical poles, the multi-colored lights flash, etc. (See Stage Notes for details!)

MARILYN looks distinctly different from everyone else—she looks as if the only person in the bar who’s alive. This effect can be induced by having everyone else look less vibrant. Perhaps Marilyn is the only person with red cheeks, color on her face. To further dramatize this, the other strippers might be wearing grey-lipstick and pallid-vampire foundation. (They all wear similar gaudy showy stripper outfits, of course.)

MARILYN dances around a pole. Dejected-looking MAN, in an expensive business suit stands in front of her. Unlike the others, he’s not mindlessly raving or waving dollar bills in his hand. MAN merely looks at her, with a lost look in his eyes.
MAN:

I kill people.

MARILYN:

Excuse me?

man:

I kill people. It’s what I do.

MARILYN:

Uh… (continues dancing) We do not discriminate on the basis of race, color, religion, occupation—

man:

It’s not that. No, no you have me wrong. (Bitter laugh.) 
I don’t actually kill people. Not literally, at least. No… (Trails off with a bitter gaze.) 

Everything I do is perfectly legal—albeit warped, in a sense. Yes, yes… that’d have to be the case. You can make more money making the illegal look legal.

But, I don’t like what I do. I hate it. God, oh how I hate it. 

marilyn:

Why? Don’t you make enough money?

MAN:

(Long sigh.) It’s not money. (Pauses, reconsiders.) 

Well, it is about money. It’s just that I don’t  care about it—I don’t care about the money anymore. I used to care. I guess that’s why I chose to do this. That’s why I killed…

My wife tells me that I shouldn’t see my actions as murders... 
Marilyn:

Wife? (Rather surprised, since men do not come to the bar talking about their wives.) 

Don’t let your wife weigh you down—she’s not here, is she? (Looks around, slightly alarmed.)

Men—men don’t come here with their wives on their mind. They come to enjoy the pleasures of life, to see and experience all that their wives can’t offer them. (Makes provocative moves.)
 man:

(Ignores her provocative moves; continues absent-mindedly.) Yes, she tells me that if it weren’t for me, others would have done it. It’s… it’s like a jungle. Survival of the fittest. I had to do it, or else… or else I wouldn’t have succeeded.

I-I hunted talent. I scoured the world for flashes of intelligence, of brilliant ideas—potential threats. My job was to destroy the potential competitors before they even gained sense of their own potentials. To buy a budding company before it grows to rival mine. To end it before it started. To kill a living messiah before it’s ever been born.

I-I had to kill them to succeed. B-but, what have I done?

MARILYN:

You’ve succeeded doing what you had to do. You’re now rich and powerful, and they aren’t. (Casually sways her neck about the bar, as if making a reference to her surrounding. Casually and without much thought, despite the ironic profundity of her words:) 
We do what we do, and… we are wont to do what we do.

man:

But, how did I become like this? H-how could I h-have…

Each time that I destroy a potential competitor, I feel as if I’m really killing myself...

I was once the person whom I’ve killed. I-I mean… It’s—I don’t know why. It must be just some inherent bout of arrogance. I feel as if I could have been the bright-eyed youth with potential, about to embark on a great enterprise. To start the first honest corporation, to be rich because I’m good at what I do—not because I know whom to destroy.

I was once like that. But, I figured out that such innocence would never survive in the world. It’s a dog-eat-dog-world. And, I had to kill. I had to kill to eat—there were other dogs, bigger dogs doing the same thing, and I had to fight to keep my own place. 

There was no way. No possible way… (Moans, then covers face in hands. Cries.)

The whole bar is suddenly silent. There is only the sound of a man crying, whimpering. Everyone is frozen in suspended animation—the other girls, the bidders waving money in the air, raving for MARILYN to come over to dance for them. The moment is literally at a standstill.

Lights in bar are already bar-light-dim, but dim a bit lower. Spotlight on MARILYN and MAN. 
marilyn:

Why are you here?

man:

(Looks directly at her.) 

I-I am looking for tal… (Trails off with the look of uncertainty in his eyes.) 
I don’t know. (He gets up and leaves.)

After MAN exits, MARILYN walks over to the next highest bidder. She commences dancing around the pole, while simultaneously the music suddenly comes back on, at exactly the same place it stopped. Everyone’s in motion, again. 

Lights fade out.
Scene 3: Marilyn “Conjures” Evelyn

Lights fade on in the bar-scene. It’s after closing time, and most customers have left. The strippers go to little cubby-holes hidden beneath a bar-counter to take out their clothes. Ignoring the few remaining bar customers, all hopelessly drunk and unable to move, the strippers change out of their “outfits,” back to their regular clothes. Some are putting on a greyer shade of foundation—making even more pallid their already unnaturally ghastly complexion. EVELYN stands out in the middle of a bunch of strippers; her rosy cheeks make her look as if she were the only person alive. She appears to stare off into space. The strippers are all ignoring each other, either staring off into thoughtless space or mindlessly putting on bad ghastly makeover. 

EVELYN suddenly breaks out of her daze. She looks around her at her fellow stripper sisters. She looks bewildered, as if she’d woken up from some dream and can’t figure out why she’s here. 
Marilyn 
(In an absent-minded voice.) But, how did I become like this? 

MARILYN looks around at the others, again with a look of bewildered surprise. The strippers continue doing what they were before with no break. No one seems to have heard her.

marilyn 

What if someone like me wasn’t someone like me? What if I could live as myself—my true self?

The lights suddenly go out. Emergency lights turn on. The girls do not react. BAR BOSS comes out from a door behind the bar counter marked “BOSS.”  
bar boss

Gotta save on the E-bill. Metro City G&E fees ain’t gettin’ any lower, an’ there’s only gonna be more o’yous workin’ here—which is like payin’ another hiked up Metro City sham bill. From now on, lights off quarter of an’ hour af’er closing—the lights are fer the customers, an’ usually the ones that matter are gone by now. The rest o’y’all. Well, y’all don’matter.

MARILYN gets up to walk away from the gathered strippers. No one appears to notice her walking away. The other strippers continue doing what they were before, unperturbed by BAR BOSS’s comment. Some drunken customers might be loudly snoring by now.
A few girls have started smoking.
marilYN

What if I didn’t work for that miserly old fool? What if I had the perfect boss? 
No hears her.
	BAR BOSS


An’ y’all newbies, listen’up, ‘cos I gotta tell you the shitload behind the long contract y’all gotta sign. (He hands out a few piles of stapled paper filled with copious lines of text.) Naw don both’r to read it, ‘cos it ain’t gonna do you no good. You jus’ gotta know that it’s ten dolla’s per hour, eight fifty af’er union fees an’ taxes. (No reaction from the girls. He pretends as if there is the usual groaning and complaining associate with the announcing of such impossibly low wages.) 



Hey, I gotta be legit, a’ite. Now, this’d give y’all an incenti’tive t’show yer talent. Imma kinda like a records company, and y’all my artists. I ain’t payin’ you much, but hey, Imma givin’ you the chance to broadcast yer’self. Publicity, aite. Gold shit. Imma like the gallery fer you to show yer art to the world, aite? That good’ol good’ol natural beauty o’yers. An’ if the world likes yer stuff, ye’get a buyer-bonus fer da’night. (Raises bushy eyebrows suggestively) 

Talent, aite? (He slaps a smoking girl’s ass, as he exits. She apathetically blows a puff of smoke in his face. He doesn’t react to it, as he lets the door marked “BOSS” slam shut behind him.)

	                              MARILYN











(Monologue, aside.) What if I never signed that blasted contract? Would I still be here? Where else would I be? What would I be doing? 



(She ambles towards EVELYN’s box as she ponders the possibilities. In this scene, EVELYN’s box serves as a mirror.)


Would I be showcasing this as art? (She gives a bitter laugh, as she gestures at her body, while looking at herself in the “mirror,” i.e., EVELYN’s box.)


marilyn

Would I be selling my body for… 
MARILYN looks at the bunch of strippers gathered together on one side of the stage, the side she’d walked away from. Some of them have pulled off their long arm-length Cinderella-ball-gloves. Ugly syringe marks brand the niche in the left arm of several girls—the stigma of the heroin addict.
STRIPPER 1
Hero’s gonna make mah night. (Injects herself.)
STRIPPER 2

This is the meaning of life. (Injects herself.)
marilyn

Ephemeral pleasures… (She looks at her “reflection,” i.e., Evelyn.) 
But, what else is there to life? We live and then we die, we go from—
stripper 3

Hero to hero. (Injects herself.)

stripper 4

Mortal coil, no longer. (Injects herself.)
marilyn
No… I-I cannot imagine any other life. I cannot imagine myself in… (She looks at her “reflection,” scrutinizes it. Ponders for a moment. Beat.)

But… What if I had a twin? Someone like me, and yet unlike me. Someone whom was born to be me or… a version of me. Yes, a different version of me… One who lived a totally different life.

A nice life. She grew up in a cottage in the hills. She woke up everyday to the sunrise peering through the mountainside surrounding her, protecting her from… from the outside world. She grew up running carefree through wild country grass—green and tall and wavy in the wind. She picked daisies in the sun… And she wove crowns made of wildflowers in bloom. She was a princess of her world.
Stripper 1
There ain’t such things as princesses anymore. 

stripper 4

I doubt there are stretches of idyllic storybook lands like that still in existence.

stripper 1

Yeah, as I was sayin’, the princesses an’ all ‘em royal’ers got staked by the people. First there was that socialism or commy sham. And then everyone figured out the joke was on them, so it all got replaced by this hoax called democracy. An’ the wildlands, girl? You know that the metro you live in now’s built on toppa one. They all gone, girl. Replaced by grungy hopeless places jus’ like this.
marilyn

So you heard me. 
stripper 1

Yeah, sista, we heard’ja. All of’us did. We just don’ always respond to what we see and hear. 
stripper 2

Perhaps it’s better that way. 

stripper 1

Yeah girl, it’s better to just phase out, let life go. You know the Energizer Bunny? Well, life is kinda like that. It doesn’t keep goin’ and goin’ and goin’. It just goes for a while, and then it dies. That’s life.
smoker stripper 
Oui, c’est la vie. (Blows a puff of smoke.)

STRIPPER 4

The point is that a perfect life like that can’t exist in real life. 

bondage stripper

(With Maniac-like passion) It’s all about the torture, the struggle, the pain and, oh, the sweet, sweet paaaaaiiinn. (Beat. Apathetic voice.) I’m leaving for my 2 AM—ahem—bonus-buyer.
STRIPPER 5

(With faint mockery.) Farewell my dearest Mistress Ivanna the Terrible. 

SMOKER STRIPPER

(In an affected French accent.) A mon plus cher masochiste: bon appétit et adieu! 
(Blows a very heavy puff of smoke and after it clears, it appears that all but the four heroin-addict strippers and herself remain.)
stripper 1
Here girl, I’d let you jive on a deuce of my goods. (Hands MARILYN a small baggy of white powder and a syringe.)

MARILYN takes a few steps lessening the stage-gap between the other strippers and herself. Stops in midstep. She looks back at her “reflection.” Wavers between motion and stillness.
marilyn
I…

stripper 1

C’mon girl. It’s black tar hero—straight from TJ. You know you want some.
marilyn

(In a determined voice.) I… I believe she exists.

stripper 1
Whatja talkin’ bout now?

stripper 4

Whom?

marilyn

(Uncertain at first, but certainty develops as she confabulates.) My twin. My identical twin. The… the version of me that lived a different life. I believe it’s possible. I believe it’s possible to live the perfect life. A life away from all this. A life where a girl doesn’t have to sell her body for money. A life where a girl doesn’t have to put up with a nasty job like this, where should could do what she truly wants to do. A life where she could be free to be whom she is, whom she was born to be, was meant to be—without having to worry about ‘the world and all that.’ The perfect existence—where she could be her true self, so that she could truly liv— 
stripper 4

A perfect life like that can’t exist in the real world. Think about it. 

stripper 1

Money buys ya’everything. Can’t live without hero. Can’t live without money. 
(Beat.) Y’know what? She’d hafta live in a black box or somethin.’ It’d be crazy.
marilyn

(Whisper or in a wondering voice:) A black box…
Yes. That’s it. She’d have to live in a black box. My twin—Evelyn, that’s her name—lives in a black box!
Scene 5
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