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AVE MARIA
ACT 2: The Awakening

~~~

Scene 1: The Nameless One 2
EVELYN

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


Instant blackout.


Scene 2: The State of Things

The scene shows Marilyn in her tenement room. Crumpled balls of paper are the latest specimen of spring flowers sporting her linoleum lawn. Her room is darkened, but there’s a spotlight on her. Dark-circles beneath her eyes. She appears lost:
MARILYN

I can’t sleep! (Haunted tone.) My memories plague me:

ems intern 1 (voice)

Positive, yes. It is so, and it is. 
My dear: By this time, a decade from now
You will be dead. Yes, as simple as that.
Perhaps sooner, but not later. Alas…
The disease is fatal, as is the world. 
Its evil incubates itself in you, 
Infiltrates, permeates, overwhelms your 
Whole entire being—every cell made  
Unto Legion: The very essence of 
Your own transformed unto that of VIRUS!
And you are forced to destroy yourself 
With your every breath, moment, life’s short pulse. 
police 1 (voice)
Nay, but could he had more simply said this:
The retrovirus infects and destroys
The immune system—and then it’s the end. (Shrugs.)
(Mutters) Modern med schools. Students too well balanced. 
marilyn 

I’m—I’m going to die!
EMS INTERN 2 (VOICE)

The test is positive, but it may err. 
Even the great Heavens do so when they 
Let flying stars become nothing but dust. 
Nay, they never meant for such tragedies.
But mistakes do occur—there’s always hope!
ems intern 1 (voice)
Hope that the dear Heavens have Divinely
Erred? Nay, but my young apprentice, he is—

ems intern 2 (voice)

A Believer. The Fates—they cannot be 
So cruel. They cannot be. They just… cannot! 

The stage lights fade back on, as MARILYN stands up. Dim the memory voices: 
ems intern 1 (voice)
(Faint echo) Oh, but they can. You know naught of cruelty. 
marilyn
The Fates—they cannot be so cruel… They can’t!
Not now. Not when I’ve gotten rid of that damn trash can, w-when I’ve finally managed to overcome my writer’s self-annihilation. When I’ve thrown away my needles, my myriad stashes of hero. When I’ve finally decided to… decided to let myself write. When I’ve…

The sound of the plopping of mail inside a dinky tenement mailbox right outside her door. MARILYN rushes to the mailbox. She holds the single envelope in her hand as if it’s the Holy Grail:  
marilyn
When I’ve… When I’ve received the first word of publication… 
(Genuinely serious voice.) Poetry.COM! Oh… Oh… they want to publish my poem in an anthology! A—and I only have to pay $24.95 to pay for the plaque—and $89.99 to buy the anthology—and $349.99 to have my name engraved on the back cover—and $4895.99 to become a Master Poet—ooh, and $55,420 per month to join the Guild of Poets! 

Oh! I knew that saving all that money instead of buying hero would come to some good.

(Speaks towards the sky/ceiling.) I’d always known that the fates weren’t cruel… That fate would have something truly divine happen to me! My work—renown, read by actual people! 
MARILYN
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