First Revision of Proposal for Ave Maria
Ave Maria is a play about finding and cherishing one’s true self. 
It is the story of a prostitute named Marilyn who undergoes a paradigm-changing Heroine’s Journey from an epiphany that occurs at the same moment she contracts a fatal STD. She sees a vision of someone whom she believes to be her twin sister—someone who looks as if the Madonna who died in antediluvian days. The vision sheds a critical light on her life: its transcendental beauty contrasts with the grotesque ugliness that is her life—the perpetual fleeing from pleasure to pleasure, mindlessly, endlessly; the constant torture she takes as necessity needless of justification to continue her woman’s task with the vague goal of the viaticum of fleeting wealth in the hazy uncertain future. Essentially, the vision gives her the idea that life might be worth living, and that living does not have to be painful, no matter how dreadful the world may be. 
The vision galvanizes her to find out who her sister is, and in pursuing this vacuous identity, she discovers her true self—that she is her sister, the pristine Madonna. This discovery allows a fleeting moment immersed in the world she never let herself live in—a world where she does not let the ugliness of the real world devour her own beauty, where she does not abandon her divine gift of poetry despite the deafness of the world to it… a world where she lives. This climatic moment resonates in a way that renders an eternal quality to the air, contrasting with the following scene, where the dire nature of her health shatters the dream. 
She dies alone on a charity hospital bed. 

In the context of this play, the theme of self-discovery is embodied through a plot best summarized as the ascent of the material girl to the spiritual. But, its nature is that of depressing realism. It’s the story of the artist who sold her soul for money, and died forgotten, all traces lost. 
Some Theatrical Elements:

Evelyn stands nude centerstage in her untouchable black box for all but a few scenes in the plane. The scenes happen around her, and there seems a psychic connection between her and the scenes—and yet, they don’t really get to her (no reaction past thescene); it is as if no matter what happens outside, she will still stay the same way that she is: pristine, of otherworldly wonder, a living Madonna. Marilyn is the only person who can break through this thin yet citadelic barrier of the black box. The presence of the black box disappears completely after Marilyn breaks this barrier by finding the box and opening it. Its disappearance alludes to the wiping out of hope and life—Marilyn dies shortly after, never having lived, her poems forever lost, beauty ignored. 
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.

Some Possible Scenes, not necessarily in chronological order: 

Scene after the Opening Scene: A dream. Marilyn is at a poetry reading. There’s an audience of thousands. She’s about to recite the first word of her masterpiece. She suddenly starts choking. She falls to the floor. No one comes to help. Everyone sits still. They watch her die. Then they leave. Apathetic. As if nothing’s happened. She wakes up groggy. It’s 8PM—she grudgingly gets up to attend roll call for the strip bar. As she gets up she realizes that there’s a piece of paper on the floor. Picks it up. Starts reading it, correcting certain lines, ruminating on the cadence of words; sonorous poetry echoes through the dingy walls of her tenement. She cries as she reads, grows more emotional as she continues. She breaks off, then tears the piece of paper into tiny pieces, dumping pieces into a translucent trashcan already overfilled with similar pieces of torn paper. She then screams, dumping the contents of the trashcan out of the window. As she screams, EVELYN’s eyes suddenly pop open, and she screams in a chorus with MARILYN. 
About to Enter the Bar: Maria enters the alley scene by climbing down narrow metal-convertible staircase (the kind often used as fire-escape stairways for urban apartments). The setting is extremely-grunge; she enters BAR through a side-door down some dilapidated alley that in real life would be filled with the stench of urine. She first encounters a pair of hobo’s bantering about urine territory in some odd comic relief, which actually foreshadows the theme of talent being encroached. Hobo’s leave, and she has the alley to herself. In the silence of the night, she looks up into the night sky, as pieces of paper fall down at her. (She glances at the sign marking the door-stop of the BAR—“The Styx”—instead of being neon-colored and gaudy, it has the vintage classy look of an old-fashioned café sign.) They’re obviously the torn papers filled with divine poetry she’s dumped out. She brushes the paper off her hair, nose, apathetically. Opens the door. Loud music flows from door, and the characteristic bar-lighting light up the alley. (This set is attached to the Strip Bar set.) She’s about to enter, but an old lady approaches her. She lets the door close. 

Old Lady and the Bloom: An old lady gives her a wilted rose before Marilyn enters the bar. As Marilyn puzzles over the strange gift, Evelyn recites in a baleful tone, 

“How many Flowers fail in the Wood

Or perish from the Hill --

Without the privilege to know

That they are Beautiful.”

Marilyn throws the rose away, as if she hasn’t heard Evelyn. The Old Lady disappears. 

Lights fade as she lets the door close behind her.
Strip Bar: Name: The Styx on Stygian Ave. Despite the gaudy lights and color, its inhabitants are all depressingly realistic. Filled with people with death in their eyes; those who live a living death. As Marilyn dances for a particular patron drooling with money, she finds out the story of his life. He starts speaking, all of a sudden, as she goes through the mindless routine, dancing to the music of the strip-bar: 

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.
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. 
Marilyn “Conjures” Evelyn: (As she undresses from her bar-costume, about to go back out into the night.) Marilyn grows up an orphan, and thus there is always this secret wish of discovering her family. “But, how did I become like this?” She finds herself absent-mindedly echoing MAN’s speech. Goes off a tangent. What if things were different, completely different? “What if someone like me wasn’t someone like me? What if I could live as myself—my true self?” She finds it difficult to imagine herself as not like herself; she finds it even more difficult to envision that she didn’t choose the dreadful path that she’s chosen. Wishful thinking, she projects all the notions of her ideal self on another entity: a long lost twin sister. Through a monologue that occurs as she walks across the stage, she describes Evelyn’s life. As she walks, she encounters the slings and toils of her life—the miserly owner of the strip bar (“$10/hour; $8.50 af’er union fees an’ taxes. Hey, I gotta be legit, aite? 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 show yer’self. Imma like the gallery fer you to show yer art to the world, aite? An’ if the world likes yer stuff, ye’get a buyer-bonus (raises eyebrows) fer da’night. Talent, aite?”), her grotesque customers, greedy drug dealers, her tenement landlord, etc.—and she “creates” an ideal life for Evelyn that is the diametrical opposite of her own—that Evelyn exists just to be herself, not to have a job or anything, but just to be. As the last bar-customer leaves, the bright lights of the bar turn off to emergency lights (owner is very miserly), she’s off to her dreaded work after work. The burden of reality changes the light atmosphere of this scene unto cynicism. Another showgirl hears her words and comments on how impossible Evelyn’s life would be. Marilyn asks her, “So you heard me.” She answers, “Yeah, sista. All of us did. We jus’don always respond to what we hear and see. Perhaps it’s better that way.” A perfect life like that can’t exist, not in the real world, Marilyn concludes. But, she is determined to envision her twin as having lived the perfect life. The other showgirl asserts, “She’d hafta live in a black box or somethin.’ It’d be crazy.” Marilyn takes her words literally, concluding that her twin must live in a black box, her own world—her own existence, the Madonna apart from others.  
The Pythia at Delphi: Outside the hotel room. Rotating set, with hotel room connected to floor corridor half and half. The Old Lady walks conspicuously across the set down the hallway. M does not notice her. There’s a mini-garden in the middle of the lobby right outside the guy’s room. There’s a rosebush next to his door, a long untrimmed outgrowth stretches out at her. A wilted rose stems from its end. She cups her hand around the wilted rose on a bush and asks, “How many flowers fail in the Wood
Or perish from the Hill --

Without the privilege to know

That they are Beautiful.”

Multimedia projector screen shows faded blossom ( wilts ( falls into pieces. 
Death and an Epiphany (Inciting Incidence): She (played by slut-stunt-double) meets the man who’s bought her for the rest of the night. (Bar closes at 2:30? She arrives at about 4.) The scene is set in a very expensive hotel that feels as if a palace. There’s something evidently wrong about the man—something a-miss. (The man does not melt with lust for her, but lust for something else—lust for life. He’s a dying man.) She can’t quite pinpoint it. She doesn’t hear the telltale line Evelyn (who has the dark shade of her box off, spotlight on her) says for him, “Oh Lord, help me—I am a monster,” while his mouth is agape (MM projector shows man’s mouth moving, saying these words). But, he becomes like any other man to her once she goes through her routine. Duality: Evelyn describes ideal love, but what Marilyn and STD-Man carry out is the dirty nasty mundane. Contrast between what’s said by Evelyn and what’s acted—Evelyn describes pleasure with meaning, while Marilyn and STD-Man engage in “sex as work.” She tells him about Evelyn as he mindlessly rapes her. Marilyn has an epiphany where she sees Evelyn—clearly, too real not to be real. (Upon orgasm, Marilyn lifts her head up to see Evelyn. Simultaneously, MM Projector shows a radiantly vibrant deity-like close-up of Evelyn’s face.) At the same instance, the man dies. When Marilyn comes back from her vision, she realizes that the man is deathly still. Freaked, she slaps him on the face, lightly. Then, a hard slap. His head wobbles. She realizes he’s not breathing. He has no pulse. His heart’s stopped. She calls 911.
 
Fate: She waits for them, and as she waits, she announces her decision: that she’d stop fearing it, start accepting her talent. The emergency people come: 1. Firefighters confirm that he’s dead; they attempt to comfort her, mistaking her relation with him as something greater than a night’s money’s worth; 2. The police tell her that he’s a serial killer they’ve been trying to find. Fortunate he  died and she’s alive; 3. The ambulance comes, and the medical people test her for HIV via 2 OraQuick tests (a swab of saliva(20 minutes; a drop of blood, a mix(20 minutes

A drop of blood, a pinprick of crimson.

MARILYN:

The ichor of mine falls: 

Slowly, ever so slowly

Unto the test tube, 
Where it is mixed,

The colors swirl,

And we all play 
The waiting game.
EVELYN (right before result turns positive): 

But, fate holds us

Not in suspense:

For we know already that 

There is more darkness

Than there is light in the world—

However diligently the sunrise

Fights in its daily battles against the night—

A story may only end in tragedy,
The nature of the world 

Must hold the result as—

INTERN: “Positive.”

) 
tell her that she has HIV. (At the same time, the beautiful sunrise brightens up the darkness of the room.) But, there is a chance that it might be false positive. 
As she lets the words sink in, she discovers why the man looked odd and different—he looked as if a man who regretted having paid for her, a man who looked as if he feared and hated death. 
ACT 2: The Awakening
1. Dim lights overall; spotlight focused on STD Man; spreads out. Begins with scene where emergency ppl arrive, and she discovers her STD.
2. Second time she goes to bar: She begins to feel out of place. She begins to see the ‘dead people.” When a man offers her $ for sex, she finds herself not immediately rejecting him because of her STD, but because of how she sees him as dead. (Perhaps how he has rejected love for  fleeting pleasures.) “They come to enjoy the pleasures of life, to see and experience all that their wives can’t offer them.” She mutters this re-quote to herself, as she realizes in Act 2 how much of a lie this is! Pleasure? Fleeting. She runs out of the bar, feeling estranged from everyone.
3. As she goes to her first poetry reading—at a café… The alley looks an exact replica of the strip bar’s alley. The name of the café is “Heavens above the Styx,” except the sign is ill-maintained and “heavens above” is faded and dirt-covered. 
Scene Before Climax: A Dream. Marilyn ascends a pristine white mountain to the black box her sister Evelyn’s imprisoned in. She wears a heavy cloak, and holds in one hand a portfolio of her poems. She unlocks her sister from the box, taking her hand as she leads the nude Evelyn out into the real world. The coldness of reality get to Evelyn, and she shivers, as if feeling the cold for the first time. Paralleling Eve’s biblical discovery of sin in her nudity, Marilyn takes off the heavy fur cloak and puts it on Evelyn, as if to protect her from the harshness of the world. But, Evelyn disappears inside the giant fur cloak. The cloak falls to the ground, as if a dead clump. Marilyn screams, wakes up on the train towards the mountain. 
Climax (déjà vu): Marilyn ascends a Siberian snow mountain. She sees the black box in her dream. Aside from the change in holding a map instead of her poems, the scene is exactly like her dream until Marilyn opens the box. Instead of seeing her sister, she finds a mirror. She sees herself. She realizes suddenly that the snow isn’t pristine pure white; instead, it’s dirty, with a faint grey-greenish glow. She sees that the sky isn’t a clear blue, but an ugly grey. She faints. Grey snow falls on her, covering her. Lights fade out.

They take her: The stage is split into two halves: one half, the Mountain; the other half, a charity hospital room. Medical people lift her fallen body and put her on a gurney. They carry her across half a stage into the hospital room. Eerily, she gets up from the gurney, and she climbs into the hospital bed—her deathbed—on her own. The set rotates ¼ view into the hospital room, as the sky darkens (perhaps a projector would show the sun/moon moving across the sky). 
Her Deathbed in the charity hospital: Fake-ish “Get Well Soon!” cards from anonymous nurses scatter across piles of Kleenex spotted with blood on top of a flimsy hospital table. A custodian comes into the room to clean the table. He picks up the balls of blood-covered Kleenex, throws them all into the garbage. He arranges the cards, folding and compacting them into a stack. After clearing the mess, he finds a stack of paper with illegible handwriting. It’s her work—everything she’s torn up and destroyed (in the real world), collected together… the surreal album that existed in the climax, in the world that might-have-been. Not knowing what to do with it, he drops the portfolio into the Kleenex-filled trash basket. Lights fade out. 
Mass Cemetery: Grey light. Nurses gathered around a funeral. Funeral quickly ends, and they walk three steps to the next grave. And then the next. They stop at Marilyn’s open grave. Wooden grave-stone. The nurses give their usual fake and hackneyed epithets, “She was such a sweet girl...” Marilyn walks in from LEFT, as if a ghost. She holds a torn piece of paper. Those gathered look at her without surprise. They each give her a rose. She holds them in one hand, while holding the piece of torn paper in the other. She reads her own elegy, “Death by a darkness contracted in tragic innocence… a fall eternal.” As she finishes, a man writes the date of her death on her wooden gravestone. She lowers herself into her open grave. They bury her and leave. Lights focus on her gravestone. Requiem of silence, with only a lonesome wind howling, blowing leaves on the fresh mound. The leaves pile up, and there is no trace of her left. 
Fade into Blackout. The End. 

Misc Ramble:

Evelyn represents the ideal Marilyn—the life she never let herself live. 

Death represents its essence: “the living death,” where people live having sacrificed the good for evil, justifying the action by necessity. Examples: 1. MAN sacrifices his good talent for his career to become evil to destroy others, so that he remains unchallenged. 2. Everyone who goes to the bar has a look of death about them. All of these minor “implicit subplots”
 help dramatize MARILYN’s plot: that she’s sacrificed her potential career as a paid poet for the lures of money. 
� Implicit subplots – subplots whose plots aren’t directly dictated, but their essence and gist is clear, so that all that’s left for the audience/reader’s imagination are the details. 





