“hope, in no place so unsanctified…”
By Dovid Kanarfogel
11/17/2005

“Hey...there she is again.”


“Who?”


“What do you mean who? Who else would I point out?”


“Oh would you forget that, you’re imagining the whole thing. I’m not having this discussion again. Just watch the play, please?”










“Shhhh.”

“Not when I’ve got such gripping drama three rows back. How could she know to be here? Maybe she gets the same theater guide we do.”


“This production isn’t in the theater guide, remember? It’s a high school thing, that’s all.”


“So then…oh this is so bizarre.”


“Maybe her grandson’s that pimply boy playing Lady Macbeth…”


“Are you daft? That’s a girl, dear, and it’s Renee Marsters; you know, Jimmy’s friend? You’ve met her. Honestly.”


“A girl! Oh! I thought they were going the extra mile for authenticity. But…she has a goatee, and she’s so flat-chested…”


“Firstly, stop looking at her breasts,”

“What breasts?”


“and forget about Renee and her…unwieldy facial hair. Anyway, how could that woman have grandkids in four different productions, in four different schools? Look at her, she’s mesmerizing. And look at her, captivated by some dumb kids butchering this play. I’ll bet…I bet she was a star of the stage back when she was in high school; now she’s old and wrinkly, and the hag unfurls herself from her hut every now and then to recapture those memories. Poor woman. I feel so bad for her, Arthur.”


“Huh?”


“I said, I feel so bad for the woman, the hag from the hut.”

“Hags don’t live in huts.”


“What?”


“Hags don’t live in huts, they live in shacks.”


“Who doesn’t what?”










“Shhh!”

“Hags. They live in shacks, not huts. Hermits live in huts. Look it up.”


…

“Did you actually just correct me on that?”


“Yup.”


“I cannot believe you. Why?”


“Because you got it wrong, and I didn’t want to let you continue making the mistake just so other people can point it out; that’s why.”


“Bullshit, you just wanted to get to make the point! ‘Ooh, I read fucking encyclopedias on hags and hermits for fucking breakfast, ooh, look at me.’”

“You’re completely overreacting.”


“Like hell I am. You always do this to me, you’re always making me feel worthless.”


“I got you that necklace for your birthday.”


“Fine, fine, one stupid present, a day late, I might add, and suddenly you’re the world’s most doting husband, and your wife ought to lay herself at your feet nightly to show her appreciation.”


“Well, not nightly…”


“Oh brother. This is ridiculous. I’m leaving.”

“Honey, honey, stop, you can’t leave now, we’re in the middle of a scene.”

“I’m not making a scene; you’re the one who doesn’t appreciate me.”


“No no, I mean, a scene…you know, like the play? The one we came to watch?”


“Oh. Right. OK, I’ll stay. But don’t pretend it’s because I like you or anything.”


“Of course not. We wouldn’t be together after twenty years if you actually liked me or anything.” He smiled at her, finally tearing his gaze from the actors.


“Arthur, do you think in another twenty years we’re still going to be like that woman, trying to recapture things we’ve lost?”


“No, dear, we’ll have all new memories to make then.”


“Mmm. Hey, when we get home, wanna help me finish cooking dinner? This play’s making me hungry. I could go for a nice soup…although no eye of newt, ok?”


Another smile. “Deal. Wait, wait: that woman, that’s a woman?”

“Yes, dear, ‘that’ is a woman.” She grinned now.

Curtain.


“So why do you keep going to see some kids? You really should go take in some quality theater.”


“Can’t help but relive: every night, I overhear the softest romance…”
