Life As Theater

Description:

Anthology of three plays

Contents:
One Sunday

A family’s life in perspective discovered on a quiet Sunday filled with anguish. A day that will expose true feelings and the utter desperation the family carries within their souls. A time and place that simmers with the anger of lost youth.

Warts

Ross Mann is a gifted teacher who has lost his way after a traumatic experience with a troubled student. Ross thought he could bury his pain by becoming a writer, but ethereal visits from past writers and loved ones from his own past help him to regain his true direction in life.

Scarlet Sage

Enter the world of two successful psychiatrists, one of whom has a deep, dark secret that, when exposed, will destroy those who have trusted and put faith in he who proclaims to be a “healer of the mind.”

Play Excerpt:

SCARLET SAGE - ACT 1

SCENE 1

The lights come up to find Doctor Cindy Pietila seated at her desk. Pietila is a psychiatrist. Sue Flinn comes into Cindy’s office carrying some folders. She approaches the desk and places the folders in front of Cindy. There are some fresh flowers on the desk. Sue reaches over and rearranges them, and Cindy looks up and smiles.

Sue.
These are a little unusual. Doctor Cowen sent them?

Cindy.
(Nods). Yes, they’re called Scarlet Sage. He has a meaning behind them, but I can’t figure out the message.

Sue.
(Shaking her head). That’s Doctor Cowen’s way, isn’t it? (Doesn’t wait for a response). You’ve got a full caseload today—Mrs. Martin at eight—and guess who’s waiting to see you?

Cindy.
(Flatly). Doctor Cowen.

Sue.
He told me to tell you he can’t wait. Says it’s very important.

Cindy.
(Sighs). I thought he was doing better but…(Shrugs). The flowers should’ve been a warning.

Sue.
(Puzzled). I don’t understand. I thought he was just being sweet and mysterious.

Cindy.
He always sends me flowers when he’s preoccupied with himself. I should’ve never taken him on as a patient.

Sue.
Why did you? It never seemed normal to me—I mean, with you and Doctor Cowen being associates. (Frowns). You’ve known him since college.

Cindy.
(Sadly). We do a lot of things we later come to regret, Sue. He wouldn’t or couldn’t trust anyone else.

Sue.
I thought once you went through psychoanalysis that was the end of it.

Cindy.
(Laughs). Not in Cowen’s case. He managed to fake his way through. He takes a lot of pride in that.

Sue.
Well, he’s demanding to see you, and it will cause your other patients to wait.

Cindy.
(Stands). That’s okay. I’ll not be too long with Doctor Cowen. (Smiles). You can send him in. (Hands Sue some papers). Relax, he’s not a monster.

Sue.
(Taking papers). You give the guy too much credit. (She exits, and Cowen walks in).

Cliff.
(Smiling as he greets Cindy). Psychiatry is an interesting field. (Sits in chair at right of desk). Don’t you agree?

Cindy.
(Sits). Hello, Cliff. (Dryly). I can see it’s game time—again. Do you want to talk professionally or as friends?

Cliff.
(Without hesitation). As friends. Do you think I’ve changed, Cindy?

Cindy.
I don’t want to answer that. I’ve never put words in your mouth before, and I’m not going to start now. You can tell me how you’ve changed—if you want to.

Cliff.
(Mockingly). Maybe you don’t know me anymore. Maybe you’ve never really known me.

Cindy.
(Annoyed). I’ve got patients to see, so if you want to play word games then catch me another time.

Cliff.
Is that all you can say?

Cindy.
Do you really want to talk, Cliff?

Cliff.
(Flatly). When you put it that way, the answer is no.

Cindy.
None of your usual stories about how others have forced you to become aggressive? (Pushing him). How about telling me how tired you are of all the pathetic patients you’re treating?

Cliff.
(Leaning forward, serious). No—you can’t bait me, Cindy. Listen carefully. (Rubs face). If I did tell you what was really going on in my head, I doubt that you could handle it.

Cindy.
(Pride showing). I’ve done damned well so far.

Cliff.
(Desire to open up is gone). Yeah, I guess so. (Sits back). I’m not myself today.

Cindy.
So what’s bothering you?

Cliff.
(Nervously). All the old fears are back, and I’m even upset with my connections.

Cindy.
That’s understandable. I’ve seen the people you deal with.

Cliff.
(Smugly). I like using them. (Stands, paces up and down). I’ll use even more before I’m through.

Cindy.
(Watchful, face showing no emotion). That’s not a very healthy way to think. You can do anything you wish, with or without your sycophants.

Cliff.
Yeah, right.

Cindy.
(Lightly). You’ve got plain old-fashioned charm.

Cliff.
(Stops pacing and looks at Cindy). I’ve realized my potential, but the knowledge doesn’t comfort me. So I’m better than most (Shrugs)— big deal.

Cindy.
You should find comfort in your work. All that you’ve written has been applauded and applied in many different therapies. Your book on Urban Man is still selling well.

Cliff.
(Returns to chair). I hate all this pretense. I’ve been there and seen the ugliness in life.

Cindy.
(Crisply). All types of people have seen the ugliness—except those who are creating it.

Cliff.
(Anger shows). I’m not interested in others! They’re the abnormal types. I want to concentrate on me and my problems. I’m the educated psychiatrist—remember? (Smiles). I can dispense medication and put the feeble away from the eyes of society.

Cindy.
(Firmly). Your lack of compassion is troubling. Did you ever think about giving up your practice?

Cliff.
Yeah, I’ve thought about selling out to you, but that would make things too easy for the both of us. I’m the cross you have to carry through these hallowed halls. I’m the little voice that whispers in your ear—that tells you we all pay a price for our vanity.

Cindy.
If your work didn’t mean something (She pauses a moment as if selecting her words carefully), if it didn’t give you some reward, you would’ve left long before now. As for this cross I’m supposed to carry, that’s your assumption, not mine. Why don’t you take a good look at yourself and try to resolve this inner conflict with total honesty?

Cliff.
(Slams fist into palm). I want answers from you!

