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AVE MARIA
ACT 2: The Awakening

~~~

Scene 1: The Lost One II
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 (cont’d)
And more… That I would be able to live as a poet…
To make a living writing—only writing and nothing more. Only the words and I—and… and… Evelyn… my dearest twin sister:

It seems that with every verse I utter, every verbalized meaning conjured forth from the great expanse of non-existence, every thought made solid, chiseled unto a written sculpture… I grow closer to her. 

As if a floundering flower
Finds, finally, the sunlight. 
Pabulum lost, but now reclaimed.
Life lost, but now reclaimed.

The living death that is my life becomes a relic of a dark past I care not to remember. As if the old, dried skin of the caterpillar, left behind. Shed behind, never to be picked up ever again. Words alone, they fight the void that undermines meaning in life… and they win. Writing is: 

As if a rare tonic
To cure the ails of 
A life not worth living

As if the quintessential elixir
Needed in order to live. 

(quietly) Life is mere mortality, otherwise. 

A loud rapping at the door. The sound of scotch tape. The pound of a flyer slammed against the door. The sound of heavy footsteps walking away.

MARILYN goes to the door. She finds a “Rent Overdue” flyer. 
marilyn
Rent Overdue. Evacuation and/or repossession imminent. 

But, I won’t use the money I’ve saved in my previous sinful life to pay for rent in… in this dirty, squalid place. 

No, there wouldn’t be any need for that. Soon, I’d be freed of this place. A life apart—a world across—away from this life fate never intended me to have. 

I’d be a writer. I’d live in a luxury apartment—never have to work for Boss Charon ever again! I’d be my own woman. Never have sex with strangers for cash. Never… (Trails off ad lib.)

And, all I have to do is write. To bring to life the very words of my life…
She picks up a pen. Writes. And writes. At odd intervals, balled paper fall from the sky, overstocking the crushed poems on her floor. The sky outside her window goes from sunrise to sunset to sunrise to sunset to sunrise to sunset to sunrise. 

MARILYN, who now appears a physically pale and shrunken and with rather prominent dark circles under her eyes, walks to her bed, plops down for a few seconds. Then jumps back up, paces: 
marilyn
I can’t sleep! I can’t do anything but write. It’s as if the words… as if the words are enslaving me! As if the wordsmith pounds not shape and form unto the words, but the words pound the smith out of shape and form. There is an incessant throbbing at the back of my head. There was, rather, but it grew unto a tsunami inside my mind, thundering down upon innocent thoughts, blending, whirling my stream of consciousness with the madness of a migraine, making fleeting my ideas with the crushing vengefulness of sleeploss… so that each moment grows apart from the other—the past becomes its own, the present becomes its own, and the future becomes its own independent entity… My memories become disjoint, my thoughts cluttered, I can’t remember one thing past the present—I can’t remember my past! I can’t—

But then all of a sudden, in the midst of chaos, with formlessness my reality, senselessness my ontology, mindlessness my epistemology, as I’m suffocating in my own mental hell, choking, wheezing in a ponderous miasma of self-defeating thoughts, I’d learn to breathe. 

Time would still be in its shattered pieces, the past askew on the other side of the room, as if he never knew the present, as if he never anticipated the future, as if he knew not of change, as if he believed that he would stay the past forever and ever—and that the world functioned according to his belief. 

I’d live one moment apart from the other—the present, truly the present, as isolated from the past, the future. The present, as herself. The present as her own element of forever. 

And, in that moment, I would find solace. (She arrives at the window in her pacing. Looks out.)
An instant of clearness of mind, of thought—as if floating, but not floating, as if flying, but not flying, as if… as if the sense of being, purely being. 

Of light, apart from it all. (gestures at the window) 
Of light, in the midst of night, 
Burns a trial unto daylight
The sunrise of its own tyranny in the sky. 

And, in the warmth of day, 
I’d have dim memories of last night,
Wraiths of the scores of writs I wrote and wrote and wrote.
And, just as my writing is my present apart from all, my writing connects me with it all. 
marilyn (cont’d)
And I’d find my memories in a sea of crumpled paper, crushed poetry. Slowly, I’d pick up my lost children, one by one, more and more, balls of words in my arms. I’d save them, the pieces too many, a dry flood upon my floor, and I’d be the catcher in the rye… 

With the strength gone from my arms, I’d steal momentum from the past, I’d wring energy from the future, and my hand would accelerate again, the pen no longer too heavy in my grasp—motion, my own, yet again. I’d put my words in its final form.

MARILYN walks towards a Walmart bag in a corner with a box of envelopes inside. The sky outside begins to sunset. 

marilyn

And then, with dream-like slow-motion, I’d send them off by way of a ship in the guise of an envelope… on voyage… on pilgrimage to the land of the future. And, they would grow up to become the world... 

But, in the present that I live in apart from the past and future, there would only be the darkness of night. A sudden blackness.


Sudden blackout.
Scene 2: Posted
A giant blue US Mail postbox appears in her room, replacing her bed. Be careful not to disturb the sleeping poetry all over the floor. 

Yellowed streetlight spotlight on MARILYN, box, and crumpled balls of poetry:
marilyn
And I would wander through trash-filled streets on a lone starless moonless night to find the mecca of my pilgrimage in the form of a giant blue box, a shade of sepia underneath the yellowed streetlight.


My package: It’s the product of sleepless nights, eternal days lived unto a solo creed:

To live, breathe, be poetry—
A life of a poet—
A true poet. 
Until death do us part. (Kisses her package.) 

And with a sense of satisfaction, a fleeting moment of self-assertion, I’d free my work, and it would fly into the open mailbox… and one day, it might flutter into your hands. 

marilyn (cont’d)

My work known, even to you.


But I, however… I am spent. I’ve concentrated the essence of life unto mere words—and it is as if a transfusion of ichor from my heart to paper, by way of the fluid ink of pen, dancing a number choreographed to the music of words, of meaning meld unto form through motion, of… of...
EVELYN
Sonorous echoes, through and through. 
Here, there, everywhere. Now,
The words: the depths of their kismet
Rings true unto the moment.
Rings true unto the said word,
Verbalized unto existence.

marilyn

And I speak the final words of a poet beyond tired—of sleepless nights and eternal days too many. I have delivered my poetry to the blue beacon of the world. And now, I shall finally get to sleep.
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