Proposal for Ave Maria (Working title)
Ave Maria is a play about finding and cherishing one’s true self. Twin sisters are separated by means of their father’s (neurotic superstitious) conspiracy at the age of one. Evelyn,
 the younger sister, is sent to Siberia, to be imprisoned in a black box buried beneath mountains of white snow. Marilyn is sent to live with anonymous foster parents of horrid nature, condemned to live a life of lost identity. They grow up without knowing the other exists. Evelyn lives in a prison of the surreal—her existence is pure sensory deprivation, and dreams are all that her world is made of. Until an incident connects the two sisters by means of one of Evelyn’s dreams, Marilyn lives a life of apathetic grunge poverty—days of mindless work, struggling for survival fading unto one another. The smattering of Evelyn’s vision unsettles her. The play is Marilyn’s story, her journey to self-discovery—of self, her talent for poetry, and kin, her long-lost twin sister. 
The play begins center-stage: lights focus on a body-sized black box, with the front-side transparent. There is a nude woman standing in the box. Her eyes are closed, and it is as if she is sleeping; she appears more than beautiful, as there is a child-like wonder that emanates from her, an infinite innocence. Her eyes open and she sets the play into motion with the line, “My name is Evelyn, and I have been condemned to live in a black box for all eternity.” Instant blackout.
Throughout the play, Evelyn will stand nude in her black box, in the middle of the stage. Her constant presence, as a semi-living statue, may allude her identity to a bunch of things—a revival of the realism school of art, a deity to a forgotten religion. The scenes will happen around her, and if the other characters hear her monologues, they will only subconsciously react. In one scene, Marilyn will attempt to write her soul on paper via poetry. She’d read a few lines, and Evelyn will read some others, as Marilyn writes. Most, if not all, of Evelyn’s lines will be poetic—and, one reason why Marilyn writes poetry is because of how it connects the two sisters; to her, the connection is like a sort of ultimate transcendental high. To Marilyn, Evelyn’s readings of Marilyn’s poems are a faint voice in Marilyn’s ears, as if a distant ringing—sweet, sonorous, mesmerizingly peaceful: the exact opposite of the dilapidated poverty and crime surrounding her.
It is only in the second to last scene, the climax of the play, when the black-box is covered by a black-velvet shroud-drape that Evelyn’s presence isn’t immediately apparent. This is a surreal scene set in the attic of a haunted house, and the darkness of the scene should amplify Marilyn’s sense of feeling lost—she’s come to a despairing dead-end in her quest to find her sister and true self. Marilyn approaches the black box—which, in this scene, poses as a mirror covered by the opaque black cloth. She unfurls the cloth, and she sees the splitting image of herself. (Possibly some miming from mirror-sister to emphasize that it is a mirror image this time.)
In the last scene, the black-box is placed on top of a mountain of snow. The snow should be blindingly white, and the box, as diametrically opposite in black as possible. When Marilyn frees her sister from the box, Evelyn feels the cold Siberian winter for the first time. Marilyn puts a heavy coat on her sister. 
Symbolically, despite its cruel and unusual punishment connotation, the box represents the Garden of Eden. Evelyn’s dreams are always with idyllic innocence, which contrast with the impoverished real-world nature of Marilyn’s.  
Partial Synopsis: 

By day, Marilyn “Maria” serves as waitress and secret poet—she spontaneously writes masterpiece poetry on pieces of used napkin, then tears it all up, discarding her lost works into plastic bags filled with half-eaten burgers. The pay is a pittance, and were that her only job, she’d end up as hopelessly impoverished as if she were a real full-time poet. But, she’s not impoverished; yet, she does not live well, either—she squanders all her money on illicit drugs. By night, she’s a prostitute. Through the theme of selling her body for money, the role personifies the obvious fact that she’s letting her gift go to waste, as if selling her soul for the abject denial of her talent. Indeed, Maria’s character is best exemplified by the motif of the lost adolescent—for the loneliness of never belonging, she would sacrifice her inherent ability to conjure words worthy of gospel. 
Maria grows up the unwanted child of Latino foster parents who could barely get by. She does not know that they aren’t her parents—although the facial features and genetic difference are telltale, if not blatantly obvious. Their lack of love for her and constant abuse alienates her, thus seeding in her a vicious, but vain need to belong. She misidentifies herself with the socio-economic group she grows up with, thus fooling herself into thinking she “belongs” amongst an artificial-imposed normality, taking the role of grunge waitress and prostitute.
 (Moreover, she also has this need that there’s something abjectly missing in her life—the fact that she has a twin sister.)
Death is rampant, almost ridiculously-so (but not ridiculous enough to lessen the graveness of the play, just adequate enough for symbolism). Throughout the play, her friends would die of OD, malicious impurities, contaminated needles, etc. “Sudden spasms of the heart too fast, and then so suddenly, as if a pre-planned joke, a death, and then another. One by one, they die, they fade, they disappear. The night goes on without them. The night goes on.” Maria sees these deaths as a normal part of her life until a particular drug she takes gives her visions during the day. 
In the midst of serving another grease-loaded burger, Maria would break into a seizure. She does not know that she sees the idyllic day-dreams of her sister, Evelyn—there imagery is described through poetry, but with words emanating with a beautiful innocence, childish wonder. These brief seconds of surreal communication between them sets her on her quest to self-discovery. As Maria recovers from her third seizure, she finds that she had hit her head against one of the diner’s mirrored walls. Her boss fires her for the damage after berating her for being useless (etc), but through the cracked mirror, Maria sees—for the first time—her visage. The Latino couple whose meal she had pathetically spilled in her seizure get up to leave, and she sees their image in the mirror—the man on her left, the woman on her right. They remind her of her (foster) parents. She sees for the first time the difference in facial features, but she does not immediately infer the impossibility that they are her real parents.
Maria returns to her foster parents, seeking knowledge of her origins. (Here, her background is first revealed to the audience.) Her foster parents are now faded in color, but the meanness she remembers of them in her memory is made more pronounced by their deepened wrinkles; it is as if time had only made more incisive their bitter hatred. They reveal to her the fact that they received her from some relative who bribed them. “Mamma Joanna prob’ly got banged up by the wrong bastard—and, seein’ as how you look nothin’ like Samual, she hadta get rida you fast and quick. Now Samual, that Samual, he was a rich bastard. Money came easy, an’ Mama Jo prob’ly just said it waz fer some new kinda Botox to cover up fer de expense… Yeah, that Mamma Jo was damn old—her skin would shrivel up every other second, an’ she carried a pocket Botox-injector as if’fer some kinda first aid. Now, Samual had the old-fashioned belief of keepin’ his first wife. That’s prob’ly why Jo’s still around. Anyhow’s, the only reason how he got stuck wit’er was cuz Samual started out filthy poor—an’ Jo’s family had some money. They weren’t rich, but Samual was desperate for money in those days. Said he needed it for his enterprise—an’ it all sounded like some hot air, back then. But, yeah… well he was serious, all right. He went from filthy poor to filthy rich. But it ain’t honest business. It wuz drugs. [Editorial insert: yes, I know, I need to work on my Spanglish.]” They tell her the terms of the endearment, “We said we dun wan’you. An’ Mamma Jo’ said ‘please.’ We said we dun wan’ you or Mamma Jo’s arse dump. Mamma Jo said, ‘I got money.’ We said, ‘how much.’ ‘5 grands a month,’ said that Mamma Jo. ‘5 grands a month for jus’ keepin’ her alive.’ asked we… Yeah, so Mamma Jo bribed us. And then we hadta put up with you…” 
Maria’s quest becomes that of finding her true parents. After nearly getting shot several times, having to worm truth out of mouths having spat more lies than saliva, winding up in several despairing dead-ends, she finally finds her true mother. Lissa, her true mother appears as if a crazy-woman. When she was twenty-two, her husband, the drug-lord, Frederick Nemo, had staged the death of her twins—two one-year old babes whose bodies were found marred and un-identifiable in the water. She never recovered from the shock and depression—one minute, they were alive and well, and the next, dead. Moreover, she’s haunted by the belief that they’re still alive—this becomes a crazed obsession. Torn by the decision to keep his wife or his money and power, Nemo makes the decision to confine her to a country home. Despite his evil nature, Nemo cannot kill anyone he has loved—he cannot kill his wife or his real daughters. He can only keep them away, locked up somewhere safe. 
Maria asks Lissa about her twin—Evelyn. Upon explicit mention of the name, Lissa goes into a psychotic seizure, revealing more truth: apparently, there was a complication that she never quite understood… 

Evelyn had disappeared several months earlier. Lissa had reacted by pretending Evelyn was still there. (Psychologically, she couldn’t understand how Evelyn would disappear, and thus she couldn’t bright herself to accept her disappearance—defense mechanism on: in her mind, Evelyn never disappeared.) Nemo was very superstitious, and he was told by a famed oracle that together, his daughters would destroy him. He sends one daughter away to Siberia—to be locked up in a black box buried in pristine white snow her entire life. Hence, Evelyn’s first disappearance. A few months later, he orders his underlings to re-home his other daughter. He then stages their deaths, killing two children he bought some third-world country to feign their bodies.
Apparently, Lissa has figured it all out. She seems to have recovered over her loss, capable of talking about it somewhat lightly. “Now your father… He was a very superstitious man. He funded an Oracle, and Oracles—being prophetic, doom and brimstones and all that—have this tendency for the dramatic.” Lissa fumbles for a box under her bed. She takes out a tape, and she plays the recording of the Oracle’s prophecy. “It arrived par avion one day while I prayed for sense, mercy to my crazed mind—I wanted to understand it all.” Lissa tells Maria that she’s been meaning to see Evelyn in her black box prison, but she’s never gathered the strength to... 
As Marilyn leaves, Lissa gives her their birth certificates. Maria sets out to find her twin sister…  More journey stuff. An odd psychic episode, where she finds a haunted house with a broken mirror covered by a black shroud in its attic. She unfurls the shroud, and instead of seeing in the mirror a reflection of herself, she sees her sister. She reaches out to the mirror. As her hand touches the surface, the scene blacksout. Maria wakes up on the train. There’s a strange old man sitting next to her, who reveals to her the location of her sister’s prison. Eventually she and her sister go back to meet their father, who is in some sort of prophecy-psychosis and carries out the terms of the prophecy himself, committing suicide in the likes of Oedipus Rex. They inherit the enterprise. 
� Evelyn—pronounced eve-lynn instead of ev-ah-lyn


� I’m basing the so-called socio-economic group on mass media. For some reason, I’ve been brainwashed with the belief that poor Latino’s end up as waitress-prostitutes. 





