








































































































Dorothy: They couldn’t write. They left no written records.

Some characters laugh.

Tony: They put cool shit on the walls, though.

Delaware: Art—I think it's called art, Sammy.

Tony: Art—fart—they're pictures of animals and stuff and people
chasing them with spears. There are no pictures of pens or pencils
or books or libraries. Right?

Delaware: Right.

John: Wrong. They found a new cave in France, near the other one
they thought was the oldest. In the new cave, there are these black
and white drawings, done with charcoal or some other kind of
primitive material. They show people gathered around in groups
reading and writing together. There are also rudimentary
alphabetical markings on the walls—as though the cave was a
classroom.

Jack: How old do they think the cave is?

John: Not sure. Maybe 50,000, maybe 100,000 years old.

Blue: Doesn't matter. Human beings have been pooping on the
planet for three or four million years. Did they read and write all
that time? 1 don't think so. Orange says, NO way. They just made
signs with their bodies.

Dorothy: Like this. (gives the finger slowly to everyone in the group
and holds it up during the following exchange)

John: That looks like a primitive number one.
Tony: No, Abel, it's a way to point at the sky to signal rain.

John: | don't think so. | think it's an early attempt to describe post
and lintel construction of house frames.

Joan: Not a chance. It's just a way to say, Yes.
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Jack: Wrong! All wrong! That sigh means that only one person is
coming to our cave to gnaw on bones and share our wives.

Blue: No way. It means she only wants one vegetable for dinner.
John: Did we—start...the meeting yet?

Dorothy: (puts her finger and hand down) Almost.

John: When do we know we started?

Blue: When do you know anything?

Tony: That's cool. | want to know anything. Maybe tomorrow.
Delaware: OK, let's go know it together.

Tony: We're going to go know anything tomorrow.

John: This all sounds familiar.

Jack: Can you tell us about it, Abel?

John: | think | dreamed it. In fact, this whole thing feels a lot like a
dream.

Joan: Can you wake up?

John: 1 don't want to.

Blue: Then how can we start?

John: You mean we have to be awake to start?

Joan: How can you tell the difference between starting and not
starting if you don’'t wake up?

Jack: Waking and sleeping, waking and sleeping—is that the
difference?

Dorothy: Who was on the phone, The Ark?
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Joan: Someone looking for Cain.
Dorothy: Was it Abel?

Joan: No, Abel is here.

Dorothy: So, who was it?

Joan: A bill collector.

Dorothy: Cain owes someone money?
Joan: He owes someone a life.
Dorothy: Were you able to help him?
Joan: Who?

Dorothy: The life collector.

Joan: There was no life collector.
Dorothy: Were you able to help her?
Joan: 1 was unable to help her.
Dorothy: Then we can start.

Joan: Yes, we can start.

Everyone moves in their chairs, settling down and becoming quiet.
John looks around once or twice then starts to imitate the others.

Lights down. Curtain down. End of Act II, Scene 2. End of Act Il
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Act lll, Scene 1. Opens with Dorothy behind the desk playing
solitaire, Joan in a chair reading a magazine and Sandborn in another
chair, turned around backwards with the back to his chest, and
elbows on top of the chair back. Joan and Sandborn sit on an angle
to each other and towards the audience so that the audience sees
more than a profile of both their faces.

Sandborn: (tapping one hand with a stack of loose papers in the
other hand) This is why we hand these things out, Joan. Someone
told us they saw Cain Armstrong in this neighborhood.

Joan: People talk.

Sandborn: Yeah, and I'm talking to you. Have you seen him?

Joan: Dorothy? Have we seen him?

Dorothy: Cain Armstrong? Never heard of him.

Sandborn: Did | ask if you'd heard of him?

Dorothy: What's the difference—seen him, heard of him—the
answer’s still the same.

Sandborn: Which is?

Dorothy: Don't know the guy. (turns over some cards) What did you
say he did?

Sandborn: Mostly breaking and entering. Nothing big but he always
got away with the goods.

Dorothy: How many jobs did he pull?

sandborn: How many? Christ, | don't know. His rap sheet is long—
like, years long.

Joan: How many was he convicted of?
sandborn: Just one. Seems he got sloppy and left some prints on a

glass tabletop. Otherwise they had only a similar m.o. but no
physical evidence.
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Joan: So maybe he only did one job.

sandborn: A one-time loser? Possible, but not likely.

Dorothy: Why not likely?

Sandborn: According to his bio, he had mulitiple arrests prior going
back to when he was a teenager—car theft, shoplifting, petty theft
from friend's houses. He did time in juvee but he never took
anything big or dangerous and he was never violent.

Dorothy: So—mavybe it’'s just like Joan said—he did only one job.
Sandborn: You think justice is blind?

Dorothy: I'd give her a patch over one eye.

Sandborn: Which eye?

Joan: The middile one.

sandborn: You two don't think much of our law enforcement
system, right?

Joan: There are a lot of innocent people in jail.

sandborn: There are a lot of guilty people on the street.

Dorothy: Then maybe justice has two eyes but they're crossed!
Sandborn: Or maybe Cain Armstrong didn't do any jobs. Maybe his
whole prison sentence was a mistake and he was at home sleeping
when someone put his fingerprints on the glass tabletop. Maybe—
maybe—maybe!

Dorothy: (gestures at the sign in back of her then moves some cards)
Hey! | won again.

Joan: How many times today?

Dorothy: Five.
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Sandborn: How many times did you cheat?
Dorothy: (looks up and smiles at Sandborn) | don’t remember.

Sandborn: (holds up a paper with John's picture toward Dorothy) Do
you remember seeing this guy?

Dorothy: (squints) Hold it over here. (Sandborn moves it closer to
Dorothy's face; she scans the photo and reads the print) Cain
Armstrong. Cain Armstrong. Doesn’'t ring any bells. Sorry,
lieutenant, | just can't help you out today.

Sandborn: So when is your next meeting?

Joan: Depends on who shows up.

Sandborn: Where's your schedule?

Dorothy: (reaches into a drawer and takes out a piece of paper that
she hands to Sandborn.) See for yourself.

Sandborn: There's supposed to be one this morning, this afternoon,
this evening and late tonight. You got that many peopie coming
here?

Joan: There are a lot of liars in the worlid.

Sandborn: (ooks at his watch) This schedule says a one p.m.
meeting and it's already one-thirty. Where’s the meeting?

Joan: We can start one now if you want it.

Sandborn: If | want it? Where the hell are your mem'bers?

Joan: I've been trying to get you to join for years.

Sandborn: Yeah, but where are the other members?

Joan: What difference does it make where they are? We're here.

Sandborn and Joan look at each other for a long moment.
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Dorothy: (plays her cards, shrugs) Nobody showed. It happens.

Sandborn: So you schedule meetings but nobody shows. What kind
of organization is this?

Joan: (points at the sign behind Dorothy) That's our name. Take it
from there.

Sandborn: SoO...you mean you never know who is going to be here
or who isn't. You never know who is going to show or who isn't.
You nhever even know if you are going to have a meeting or not.
Why make up a schedule?

Dorothy: If we didn't, how would anyone know when our meetings
are?

Sandborn: You mean as long as you're here you can have a meeting?
Joan: We're not quite that loose, but close. Dot and | both like to go
home and have our own lives outside of L.A.. Sometimes she's here
and I'm not and sometimes I'm here and she’s not.

Sandborn: Do you have a schedule for that, too?

Joan: We pretty much play it by ear.

Sandborn: Then I could sit here for days and never see anybody walk
in that door.

Dorothy: Maybe—but Joan or | would probably walk in that door.
Really, Detective, you want a meeting with the two of us? We can do
it. We're very experienced.

Sandborn: What is a meeting?

Joan: You want to join?

Sandborn: Fifty bucks a month for meetings that might or might

not happen, with people who might or might not be here, and when
they are here, don't even use their real names? | don't think so.
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Joan: Then your curiosity is just not going to be satisfied. No
membership, no meeting. We don’t give demos or freebies. But you
could join for one month and try out a few meetings and if you
didn’t like them you could not join again. Fifty bucks isn't going to
break you, is it?

Sandborn: But what am | paying for? I'm just paying to sit and talk
to you two? That's what we're doing now. | haven't paid you a
damned cent and already I've been treated to your opinions on the
innocence of Cain Armstrong and on the effectiveness of the
criminal justice system. What more would | want for my money?
Joan: How do you know we were telling you the truth?

Sandborn: About what?

Dorothy: About anything we said.

Sandborn: I—yeah, you're right—I don't. So, is that what a meeting
is for? To tell the truth?

Joan: Sorry, Detective, no freebies and no previews. You wanna
meet, you gotta join.

Sandborn: Why would | want to join? I'm not a liar.

Joan: Is that the truth?

Sandborn: Why wouldn't it be?

Joan: Why would you tell us the truth?

Sandborn: Why wouldn’t I1?

Joan: Some people just don't. They open their mouths and
everything comes out like a pack of cards and a puff of smoke. Their
words are like liquid mirrors that never stand still. You can look into
them but when you look back the next time everything has
changed...or if not everything, then enough to make you think that
you are seeing or hearing something you didn't see or hear before.

sandborn: That describes a lot of communication. Is that lying?
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Joan: Is it telling the truth?

Sandborn: Well what is the truth?

Joan: And you think you don't need to join?

Sandborn: | don't think it's a question of need, Joan. | think it's a
question of desire. Do | want to join? Do | want the experience of
this place on top of all the crap | go through in my job night and
day? Do | want to sit here and listen to a bunch of liars who, for all |
know, are criminals pulling off jobs in my own district? | don't know
if | want it. Do you have any idea how many times a week | ask
somebody to tell me the truth?

Joan: | have no idea. HOw many?

sandborn looks at her and nods his head slowly.

Dorothy: How many times a week does somebody ask you to tell the
truth?

Sandborn: I don’t know that either. | don't count them, ladies, I just
do them.

Joan: Do what?

Sandborn: Tell the truth and ask for the truth from other people.
Joan: But you just asked me what the truth is.

sandborn: I'm interested in your opinion, in your ideas. | don't need
you to tell me how to do my job as a detective. If | want to know if
someone was someplace doing some crazy thing then | ask until |
find out. That's truth for me. It's who did what when where and
how. That's what | ask for and that's what 1 100k for.

Joan: Do you ever get it?

Sandborn: Often enough.

Dorothy: Did you ever catch somebody in the act of committing a
crime?
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Sandborn: Once or twice. But that's not how the system works,
Dorothy. It works on reasonable doubt. Guilt is always a matter of
evidence and evidence is always tainted in some way. But there are
a million degrees of taint, so there are a million degrees of guilt and
innocence. When some of those degrees add up, we have a criminal.

Joan: SO you can add up enough little lies until you get one big lie
and that's a conviction.

Sandborn: Sometimes that's exactly how it works.

Joan: Then you never really are sure—| mean one hundred percent
sure—that the person who is convicted actually did the deed.

sandborn: That is correct.

Joan: Well, | don't know who did it, but | think that's why somebody
wrote Maybe on that sign under our name.

Sandborn: OK...so how do you start these meetings?

Joan: (gets up and walks to the circle and, as she talks, sits down in a
chair facing the audience) We all sit in this big circle and decide who
we want to be. That's the first step.

Sandborn walks over, surveys the circle then picks a chair, turns it
around backwards and sits facing the audience with the chair back
to his chest. Dorothy stands and walks over to the circle, picks a
chair facing the audience and sits.

sandborn: You decide who you want to be? | mean, anyone can
choose to be someone else?

Joan: That's right.

Ssandborn: Is that the name game you were playing when | called
before? You all take different names to be somebody else?

Joan: No, that time was special. We usually don't do that. Besides,
you don’t have to change your name to be someone else.
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Ssandborn: You don't? I don't think | get it.
Joan: You haven't had a meeting.

Ssandborn: But why do you let people choose to be someone else?
You're inviting people to lie, aren't you?

Joan: No, we're inviting people to choose.

Sandborn: What's the point.

Joan: (stands) That's when the meeting starts. That's when we get
to the point. Butl can't show you that. You're not a member. You
want to join?

Sandborn: (takes out his wallet, opens it, looks in it, takes out a few
bills) This is all | got. | don't get paid again until the end of the
month. (pulls out a card) Hey, you take a credit card?

Dorothy and Joan look at each other then they both start laughing,
and Sandborn laughs with them.

Lights down, curtain down, end of Act lll Scene 1.
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Act lll, Scene 2. Opens with Dorothy at the desk reading a magazine
and Joan sitting in one of the chairs, eyes closed, doing breathing
exercises. Tony and Delaware enter.

Tony: Hi! (looks around) Why so many people?

Dorothy: Can't keep a good thing secret.

Delaware: We might have a secret.

Dorothy: You might have a secret? Don't you either have a secret or
not have a secret?

Tony: No, Dot, that's not what we mean. We might have a secret.
Joan: (with closed eyes between breaths) How can you might have a
secret? You mean, we might already know what you think is a
secret?

Tony: We mean maybe it's a secret and maybe it's not.

Dorothy: You mean we might already know?

Delaware: You don't know. I'm sure you don't know.

Tony: Should we tell them?

Delaware: | don't know. I'm really undecided. Maybe we should save
it all for the next meeting.

Tony: That's a good idea. When is the next meeting?
Dorothy: When do you want one?

Delaware: When everybody else shows up.

Dorothy: Then it may be this afternoon.

Delaware: What time?

Dorothy: (checks a piece of paper on the desk) The schedule says
3:14.
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Tony: 3:14—3:14—what is there about that number that | like?

Delaware: It starts with a three and then has a fourteen with two
sevens in it. Is that it?

Tony: Could be, but i think it's that it adds up to eight which has two
fours in it.

Delaware: (looks at her wrist) Darn, no watch. What time is it, Dot?
Dorothy: (looks at her watch) 1:27.

Tony: That's a long time to wait with a secret as juicy as this one.
Delaware: | guess you're right.

Delaware and Tony sit in chairs on either side of Joan and facing the
audience.

Delaware: You ready, Joan?

Joan: (relaxes, sits back, crosses her legs and keeps her eyes closed)
Always.

Tony: We saw Abel.

Joan: | turned down the stairway to second samadhi for this?
Dorothy: (turns a page) | didn't stop reading my magazine.
Delaware: No, you two, we—we saw Abel.

Joan: Is this sentence, apart from your slight stutter and obvious
emphasis, significantly different than the one Tony just uttered?

Tony: At the post office.
Delaware: In the post office.
Dorothy: You saw Abel in the post office. That's a secret?

Tony: Not in the post office—more like, on the post office.
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Dorothy: On—on the wall?

Delaware: She’s getting curious.

Tony: The fish circles the bait and sniffs apprehensively.
Joan: Do you mean that you saw Abel's picture on the wall?

Delaware: She asks a leading question. Her question is a little too
close. Does she already know something we don't know?

Tony: File that one for later. Yes, on the wall.

Joan: Oh...which wall?

Delaware and Tony: (together) The wanted wall.

Dorothy: (incredulously) Wanted? Who would want John Westin?
Delaware: Is that his name?

Dorothy: That's the name he gave us.

Tony: But he chose Abel in the meeting.

Delaware: We all chose different names, Tony. It was your
suggestion.

Tony: | remember. | really do remember. It was a good suggestion,
wasn't it?

Joan: (opens her eyes and looks at Tony) SO you saw Abel on the
wall. How do you know it was him?

Tony: Because they had a picture. You know how his eyes are kind
of like this (gestures) and his hair goes kind of like this (gestures) and
his chin is kind of like this (gestures)?

Joan: Yeah, yeah, I've seen him only twice, sO you could be
describing anybody or their grandmother.

Delaware: Don't you want to know what the wanted poster said?
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Joan: You seem more than eager to share this news.

Tony: It was a find, Joan. He's wanted for murder and armed
robbery.

Dorothy: (stops reading and looks at Tony) Come again?
Delaware: Murder and armed robbery.

Tony: And—and guess what else?

Dorothy: Go on.

Delaware and Tony: (together; ending in wild laughter) He's
wanted—dead or alive!

Joan looks at both of them then closes her eyes and returns to her
breathing exercises.

Dorothy: You kids looking for a meeting?

Tony: That was a good one, wasn't it, Dorothy?

Dorothy: Are you looking for someone's approval of your fantasy?
Tony: Maybe.

Delaware: We couldn’'t save it for meeting. Besides, Abel—John
westin—might have been here. We couldn't have pulled it off with
him sitting right here.

Dorothy: No doubt. Now what?

Light comes up on the phone booth with John in it. He pushes in
the numbers and the phone on Dorothy’s desk rings.

Dorothy: (picks it up slowly) Hello?
John: Hello.

Dorothy: You calling here?
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John: You answering there?

Dorothy: You want something?

John: You got something?

Dorothy: Maybe.

John: Then maybe | want something.

Dorothy: You want a meeting?

John: This afternoon?

Dorothy: Whenever people come for it.

John: What time might that be.

Dorothy: Word has it that there’s one this afternoon and tonight.
John: But only if people show for it.

Dorothy: That's close.

John: Close to what.

Dorothy: Close to what happens.

John: Can | come closer?

Dorothy: You tell me. Can you?

John: Let's say...no, let's not say. Maybe I'll be there.
Dorothy: Close enough.

John: OK. Anybody else there?

Dorothy: Yeanh.

John: Is there a meeting?
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Dorothy: No...there's breathing and story-telling.
John: Story-telling...now, is that a kind of lying?
Dorothy: It depends.

John: On--?

Dorothy: Who's telling the story—

John: And who's listening to it?

Dorothy: Close enough.

John: Doesn't anything ever hit the mark?
Dorothy: It depends.

John: On--?

Dorothy: The mark.

John: OK...I get your drift. | gotta go.

Dorothy: Where are you going?

John: To spend some more of my time.
Dorothy: Doing what?

John: Minding my own business.

Dorothy: What is your own business?

John: Sometimes it's the surface of my skin and sometimes it's the
trees in the forests making oxygen out of my breath.

Dorothy: That leaves much room for business.
John: That's the way | do it.

Dorothy: OK.
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John: Bye. (lights down on the phone booth as John hangs up and
exits)

Dorothy: (hangs up the phone and goes back to her cards) He
doesn’t sound like a murderer or a robber. But other than what he
doesn’'t sound like, | don't know what he does sound like.

Tony: Was that John wWestin?

Dorothy: The caller didn't give a name.

Tony: Was it a man or a woman?

Dorothy: | would say—man...but | didn't see him. It could have been
a woman's voice.

Tony: Did it sound like Abel?

Dorothy: It did.

Tony: Then it sounded like John Westin?

Dorothy: It did.

Tony: You see, Del! That's why | believe in coincidences.

Delaware: You don't have to believe in coincidences, Tony. They just
happen.

Tony: Butl want to believe in them.
Delaware: Why?
Tony: Because coincidences never lie.

Delaware: How can they lie? They just happen. They don't lie—they
don't tell the truth....

Tony: But they're real. They really happen—and they're so neat. It's
so neat that John Westin called right after we talked about him.
That's why I believe in them.
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Dorothy: You believe in them just because they happen?

Tony: And because they're so neat.

Delaware: And because they don't lie?

Tony: Maybe they do lie. But they couldn't do that. They could only
lie if people believed they were true and the people were lying to
themselves.

Delaware: You believe in coincidences. Do you believe they're true?
Tony: They're real. They must be true.

Delaware: Are you lying to yourself?

Tony: That's a very personal question, Del.

Delaware: Do you want to try to answer it now?

Tony: | think I'll wait for the next meeting.

Joan: If John Westin is there, he might be interested in your answer,
Tony.

Tony: He's a member, right?

Dorothy: He paid six months in advance.

Tony: That's some financial commitment.

Dorothy: Who knows? For him it might have been petty cash.
Tony: Yeah...might have been.

Delaware: (to Tony) You hungry?

Tony: Could be.

Delaware: So could I.

Tony: Let's go find out.
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Tony and Delaware exit.

Joan: (eyes closed) Did you ever consider the fact that the earth just
goes round and round?

Dorothy: Is it a fact?

Joan: 1 think so.

Dorothy: Has anyone ever seen it?
Joan: We see it indirectly.
Dorothy: Isn't that all we ever get?

Joan: Mirrors, puddies, glimpses in glass...round and round on its
axis and round and round the sun...it's not going anywhere....

Dorothy: The earth is not going anywhere? It's just going?
Joan: It's just going.

Dorothy: No goal?

Joan: No goal.

Dorothy: No purpose?

Joan: NoO purpose.

Dorothy: No plan?

Joan: No plan.

Dorothy: That relieves a lot of pressure.

Joan: And no straight lines. There are no straight lines in nature,
Dot.

Dorothy: Not one?
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Joan: Well—maybe, the edges of crystals...a few twigs and branches
on trees, some cattail stems, the path of a light ray...and now and
then, the grain of rock.... But otherwise, it's all curves, squiggies and
irregular boundaries.

Dorothy: If they aren't straight lines, then what are they, circles?
Joan: Not exactly...like, if a dancer stands in one place then starts to
twirl, she goes round and round in one place. She makes lots of
circles, one after the other and one on top of the other.

Dorothy: Yeah—but if she moves?

Joan: If she moves and keeps twirling at the same time, then she
makes a spiral. Oh—that is so pretty! Do you see that, Dot? If she
twirls and moves from one place to another at the same time, she
makes a spiral.

Dorothy: [see it.

Joan: So that's what the earth does. It's a dancer. it spins around
and moves at the same time.

Dorothy: It does?

Joan: Yes, it rotates on its own axis and it revolves around the sun at
the same time. It moves in a—a spiral. Yes—a spiral. It seems like it's
going somewhere but actually it's just spinning and moving,
spinning and moving. It spirais on and on.

Dorothy: Sounds like my life. But...if that's it, then what is all the
fighting about?

Joan: Boredom and greed. The Buddha said that the two great
engines of human life are fear and hope. But | say he missed it by a
few degrees. The two great engines of human action are boredom
and greed.

Dorothy: You're replacing the Buddha?

Joan: Why not? He was just another rich, privileged male.
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Dorothy: Is that what you just understood in your meditation?

Joan: More or less...thinking about John Westin—Abel...and
Sandborn.

Sandborn enters.

Dorothy: Right on cue.

Joan: (eyes closed) Right again.
Sandborn: I've got news for you.
Joan: I'm listening.

Ssandborn: Dorothy?

Dorothy: (puts down the magazine, picks up her playing cards and
starts to shuffle) | can do two things at once.

Sandborn: They caught him.

Dorothy: Who?

Ssandborn: They or him?

Dorothy: Either or both. (lays out a solitaire hand)

Ssandborn: Sheriff in the next county west of here. Caught Cain
Armstrong breaking and entering.

Joan: (opens her eyes and unfolds her arms and legs into a normal
sitting position) The same Cain Armstrong whose picture you
brought in the other day?

Dorothy stops playing cards and lIooks at Sandborn.

Sandborn: The same. Seems he decided to try a rural area instead of
pushing his luck in a town or city. Somehow he learned that those
ranchers keep a lot of money at home in safes. He broke into one of
their houses when the family was away. What he didn’'t know was
that as soon as he touched the safe, he set off a silent alarm that
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woke up the foreman in his house nearby. The foreman called the
sheriff and he came out with enough armed men to surround the
house. Armstrong didn’'t have a chance. He just walked out into the
glare of their lights and gave himself up.

Joan: That's pretty vivid. Were you there?

Sandborn: 1got it from one of the deputies.

Joan: Was the deputy there?

sandborn: He got it from the sheriff.

Joan: So...what do you think really happened, Detective Sandborn?
Sandborn: The sheriff probably went out with a few men with
flashlights and caught him inside the house still fumbling with the
safe.

Dorothy: Why fumbling?

Sandborn: As far as we know, he had no experience cracking safes.
Dorothy: Why would he try such a thing?

Sandborn: Who knows? Bored with his other jobs, maybe...looking
for more cash...or...just one of those irrational things that so many
criminals do.

Joan: So, where is Cain Armstrong?

sandborn: In the county jail awaiting arraignment.

Joan: Did someone positively identify him as Cain Armstrong?
Sandborn: I—don’'t know. The sheriff said he was Cain Armstrong.
Joan: Did you personally see the man they caught?

Sandborn: No. | don't need to see him. He's caught. Case closed.

Dorothy: Could it be someone else?
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Sandborn: How do you mean?

Dorothy: Did the sheriff send you a picture of the person they
caught?

Sandborn: No picture, just words.
Joan: NO picture? Aren't you curious?
Sandborn: About what?

Joan: About whether or not the sheriff is trying to make a name for
himself by capturing someone who resembles a wanted man.

Sandborn: Actually, I'm not that curious. But | also hadn't even
considered the possibility that the sheriff might be...

Dorothy: We have a word for it.

Sandborn: Yeah, yeah, except that the sheriff is not anonymous and
we don't just use that word on him.

Joan: Suit yourself.
Sandborn: Why are you so interested in this guy?

Joan: We're not. You gave us a sheet on him. We want to help. If
the guy’s been caught, then we'll forget it.

Sandborn: He's been caught.

Joan: Case closed?

Sandborn: Case closed.

Joan: OK. You want a meeting?

Sandborn: A meeting? I'm not even a member yet, remember?

Joan: One step at a time.
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sandborn: (looks at his watch) Not now. Gotta go catch the bad
guys.

Dorothy: And girls. (resumes her solitaire game)

sandborn: That, too. (exits)

Joan: (resumes breathing exercises) Ahhnh.

Dorothy: (moves some cards) So...what do you think, Joan?

Joan: (without opening her eyes; gestures with her head toward the
back door) About—that?

Dorothy: Yeah.

Joan: | think there's more than one way to miss the truth.
Dorothy: You think they caught him?

Joan: | think they caught someone.

Dorothy: You think the case is closed?

Joan: | think there are a lot of closed cases with lies between their
sheefts.

Dorothy: | think so, too.

Dorothy plays cards and Joan sits silently.
Joan: Wow!

Dorothy: Yeah?

Joan: | mean—wow!

Dorothy: That's twice.

Joan: | just saw—I just saw...

Dorothy: (stops with a card in one hand in the air) Saw?
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Joan: (sits up very straight and keeps her eyes closed) Like | was
breathing—very deeply and quietly. Everything got very still and
dark. Suddenly, | became aware of very rapid expansion into
enormous space. The space became even darker...like ink. Now I'm
in the space. |see...I'm looking at—branches...there are branches—
branchings—branches everywhere, lit in brilliant white.

Dorothy: Branches—branchings?

Joan: Like huge trees with no trunks...just branches going up and
roots going down...only there is no up or down, just hundreds of
brilliant white branches going in all directions...no straight lines—
just branches....

Dorothy: (puts down the card) Keep going. I'm going to turn on the
video camera. (picks up the remote controller from the desk, points
it at the audience and clicks)

Joan: I'm looking...it's like...everywhere...(breathes deeply).

Dorothy: Everywhere? Where—what is everywhere?

Joan: Everywhere in nature. Everywhere | look there are large
branches forking into smaller branches that each fork into still
smaller branches...like there's no end of branches and forks and
branches....

Dorothy: In nature? What do you mean—in nature? Wait!

Joan: What?

Dorothy: (takes the phone receiver off the machine) The phone—it's
off the machine now. Go ahead.

Joan: (breathes deeply) There are branches and branchings
everywhere in nature. 1 see veins of rocks, and rivers braiding like
strands of hair. | see foothills branching down and out from
mountain ranges, and oceans and coasts branching in and out of
each other. | see trees and plants, and in our bodies, the veins and
nerves...so many...1 see branchings everywhere.

Dorothy: OK—so what's going on there?
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Joan: I'm trying to ook closer at one system...like the human
nervous system is a net of twigs and branches...all interconnected.
I'm looking closer at the nervous system and | see the gap, the
synapse, that tiny space between neurons.... It's the actual moment
of information...tiny molecules moving in fluid...the moment...a
receptive field responds and the network of neurons expands. Many
gaps are open at once. There is an enormous range of possible
rhythms and permutations. They can all be expressed in some way
through human action.

Dorothy: What kind of action?

Joan: Any..kind—oh! | have an image like a catalogue of human
actions. It seems like everything is in it...pages and pages of
actions...too many to name—way too many....

Dorothy: Is lying in it?

Joan: Lying—so many ways to lie—so many ways to think or feel or
say—or even act—what is not.... |1see a child who is hurt really badly
but doesn’'t want to look weak in front of his friends, so he acts like
nothing’'s wrong. | see a young woman who wants to tell a young
man that she loves him, but she can't get the words out.

Dorothy: Go on.

Joan: Now I'm looking more closely at the human nervous system. |
see one gap where an impulse happens...l see the carrier across the
neural gap—a blur. | see a blur like a field of bright, transparent
energy whose shape responds to my looking at it as much as to
anything else and—ohh (recoils physically) such a shot of energy just
went through me—lI feel like I am on the edge of a major insight.

Dorothy: Or a vision. It sounds like a vision, Joan. Have you been
there before?

Joan: (hesitates with the question) Maybe...l just stepped back and
asked, what is it that holds the world of the tiny atoms and the
world of the huge galaxies together? Where did that question come
from? | don't know but | asked it: What holds it all together? The
answer comes...in images—spirals. Spirals hold it all together.
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Dorothy: Spirais?

Joan: | just saw particle experiments, where they smash atoms into
tiny bits and pieces. They take pictures of the smashes—those little
pictures with lines and squiggles...are two-dimensional images of
complex and fluid spiral fields. Wow! It's so beautiful. | saw the Bohr
atom, where the atom looks like a bunch of planets going around
the sun. It's a cross-section of a highly elaborate but very simple
spiral...and now...and now... (breathes deeply several times)

Dorothy: Go on.

Joan: (exhales deeply) | am stepping back even farther and the
space of my awareness goes out beyond the solar system. | am
watching the planets moving in their orbits—not circles, Dot, that
other thing—ellipses.... They are moving—not linear, not circular.
Their movement is ellipilinear—is that a word? | don't know. | just
heard it and said it. Their movement is ellipilinear and flows up and
down...like an undulating spiral.

Dorothy: How so?

Joan: When I see the planets move in relation to each other, they
form a beautiful undulation of spiral waves, one within within
within—did I say three?

Dorothy: Within, within, within—yes, | heard three. How many did
you want to say?

Joan: Three. That's what | heard. Spirals within spirals within
spirals—three sets of spirals.

Dorothy: Why three?

Joan: I don't know. That's just what | heard—and see. Spirals within
spirals within spirals. That's our solar system. And the whole thing is
turning in the arm of a larger spiral, the galaxy.

Dorothy: So the earth makes spirals when it moves. OK. The earth is
in the solar system which is also spirals, and the solar system is in the
galaxy which is another spiral. Spirals within spirals within spirals—I
get it. There are three.
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Joan: But there’s so much more than that.
Dorothy: Is there?

Joan: | just looked at spiral galaxies. A spiral is a system of branches.
That's how spirals and branches connect. Spirals are branches in
motion. The arms of a spiral are branches in motion. Inside the
branches of a spiral are other spirals, like our solar system inside a
branch of our galaxy.

Dorothy: Can you say more?

Joan: | can see spirals within spirals within spirals. Each spiral goes
only so far. Oh—my!

Dorothy: What?
Joan: It's like—this principle—almost like a law.
Dorothy: What is it?

Joan: | see it clearly but I'm not sure | can say it. It's about how
things repeat—Ilike a spiral goes out and around and comes back. It
goes out only so far then comes back. It repeats a thousand times.
It's a basic principle of everything—a basic connection—called—what
is it called...? |can call it—as far as it goes. As-far-as-it-goes—afrigo—
a-f-r-l-g-o—as-far-as-it-goes—is a cosmic principle of sufficiency.
Everything goes as far as it goes and that’'s enough.

Dorothy: Sufficiency? How do you mean--sufficiency?

Joan: | mean...everything goes as far as it goes. As far as it goes is
sufficient. It's always enough.

Dorothy: As far as it goes. Like...?

Joan: Like—I see waves washing up a beach then washing back. They
go only so far up the sand and that's as far as they go. Or sun making
shadows on grass. The shadows go only so far. Afrigo is not a riddle
or a puzzle. it's like the spread of a raindrop on a dry, desert rock.
The drops hits, splashes and spreads....
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Dorothy: As far as it goes.
Joan: Right. As far as it goes is enough. it's always enough.
Dorothy: Enough for what?

Joan: For that place and that time...and that—that event. 1| see a
map. Our town is on it. | see the way this town goes out only so
far—as far as it goes, and then there's the country. The town can go,
can spread, farther...but wherever it is, it's always enough, sufficient
for that time and place.

Dorothy: Or like when you ask someone a question and they
answer—when they're done, that’s enough. Their answer goes as far
as it goes.

Joan: Exactly. | can see all science as the science of dance, learning
to go with the movement of spirals...spirals and the movement of
spirals. (takes several deep breaths and trembles then sits still,
breathing normally) That's all.

Dorothy: (picks up remote control and turns off video camera). Isn't
that enough?

Joan: (shakes herself and slowly opens her eyes and unfolds her
arms and legs) Enough. Yeah, plenty. I've never seen anything like
it. Did you get it all?

Dorothy: The camera was on.

Joan: Good. If only | could 'have had a camera inside my head. The
images were incredible—beautiful. Spirals. (stands up, moves) We
go round and round and we move, so we all make spirals.

Dorothy: Spirals. Yeah, | got that part.

Joan: (returns to her chair and sits) We're all like the earth, Dot. We
have our own little place. We go round and round in our own lives
and we move at the same time from one place to another. So a life
is like a spiral. But we turn and move in many different ways, so
each life has many spirals—spirals within spirals within spirals. it's
beautiful.
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Dorothy: Where does it go?

Joan: That's the point. It goes as far as it goes. That's afrigo—as far
as it goes. A spiral goes round then comes back, goes round then
comes back. Each life goes as far as it goes.

Dorothy: So we come here and then go home, come here and then
go home—that's a spiral?

Joan: Right. But sometimes you go off to one place and sometimes
over to another. Those are branches. They are parts of your spiral.
You and 1 go as far as we go, then we come back again and go back
again.

Dorothy: | always thought it was about circles. You're saying it's all
about spirals.

Joan: Yes, because everything moves, not only the earth but
everything on the earth changes and moves. Circles stay in one
place. You start at one place on a circle then go around and come
back to the same place. But we're not like that. Every day is a little
different.

Dorothy: And some of them are a lot the same.

Joan: That's right. That's a spiral. It goes around and comes back,
goes around and comes back. Things sometimes look very much the
same and sometimes they look very different. That's afrigo—as far
as it goes.

Dorothy: Is lying a spiral?

Joan: That's a good question. Maybe that's why | had this
experience here, instead of at home or on a beach somewhere.
Maybe I'm supposed to think about lying in a different way.

Dorothy: Different? How different? Different than what?

Joan: 1 don't know. | guess I just have to think about it more.
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Dorothy: (puts the phone receiver back on the machine; picks up
her cards, starts shuffling them to lay out another game of solitaire)
Let me know how it goes.
Joan nods and sits quietly.

Lights down. Curtain down. End of Act Iil, Scene 2.
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Act lll, Scene 3. Opens with Dorothy at the desk reading a magazine
and Joan sitting in a chair reading a book.

sandborn: (enters and walks to the desk) So...the usual company.
Dorothy: We work here.

Sandborn: (stands, fingering some papers on the desk) Good one.
Maybe someday you'll tell me exactly what kind of work you do.

Dorothy: Maybe someday you'll have a meeting.

Sandborn: Why do you say, have a meeting? Why not, come to, or
attend, or participate in a meeting? Why “have a meeting"?

Dorothy: Because that's how they happen.
sandborn: They happen because someone has them?
Dorothy: Close enough.

sandborn: But what does that mean?

Joan: No freebies. You want the real thing you have to have the real
thing.

Sandborn: Well...I'll think about it—again. But, speaking of the real
thing, | talked to that sheriff who caught Armstrong.

Joan: Did he send you a picture?

Sandborn: He was going to send one, then Armstrong got into a
fight with another inmate. Seems the other inmate had some sort
of homemade knife. Armstrong got cut up pretty bad. In the face.
Took a lot of stitches. He maybe even lost one eye. The sheriff said
it's going to be a long time before he poses for any pictures. And
even if they took one now, he's bandaged and stitched and swollen.
He could be just about anyone.

Joan: | think that was my point.
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Ssandborn: Well, it's not a point that you have proven with any
positive evidence. It's a point that wins because we can't get the
positive evidence to disprove it.

Joan: Sounds reasonable. So we still don’'t know—for sure—that the
man they caught is Cain Armstrong.

Sandborn: For sure? No, we don’'t know for sure. For sure in my
business means twelve withesses and a video camera on a criminal in
the act of perpetrating a crime then you use the twelve witnesses as
the jury.

Dorothy: The twelve withesses would probably still disagree about
what the criminal did. They might have seen and heard different
things.

Sandborn: They usually do. Withesses to an auto accident often give
wildly different descriptions of the same event.

Joan: So why do we suppose that there was only one accident?
Sandborn: Suppose it? How do you mean—suppose it?

Joan: There are wildly different descriptions, like you said. Each one
describes a different accident. But the same cars, people and
location were involved in all of the descriptions. So, we suppose
there was only one accident.

sandborn: (pulls up a chair, turns it around backwards and sits with
its back to his chest, shaking his head) | don't get it. You mean there
could be more than one accident with the same cars at the same
place and time? Wouldn't that violate a law of physics?

Joan: Physics describes. It doesn't dictate or determine. If different
people see different things, then there is more than one accident.

Sandborn: If we took that line, how would an insurance company

decide whether or not to pay? How would a legal system decide
whether or not to prosecute? .
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Dorothy: (flips a page over) Nice questions, lieutenant. You have to
think that reality is only one thing in order to do your job. Sounds
pretty limiting to me.

Joan: It is limiting. A person has to have one name, one humber and
one identity. Otherwise all the systems of counting and
categorization would seize up. They all assume a certain uniqueness
in reality, even if it doesn't exist.

Sandborn: Reality? You're both talking about reality. Everybody is
different, right? So everybody is unique. Isn't that reality?

Joan: If you consider people as physical bodies, then everybody is
unique. Each living body occupies its own space and no other body
can occupy that space at the same time. Like you sitting there in
your chair. No other body can sit in that same chair at the same
time. That's physics. Each human body is like one grain of sand on
the beach. Each grain has its own space and no other grain can be in
that space at the same time.

Sandborn: Then everyone is unique, like | just said. That's all | need
to do my job and that's all the insurance companies need to do their
job.

Joan: | agree. But most people come and go, and live and die,
without making any more ripples than a raindrop in a puddle.

Sandborn: And that is relevant to what?

Dorothy: Then the clouds go away, the sun comes out and the
puddle dries up.

Joan: And there’'s no trace of the ripples.
Dorothy: Or the raindrop.

Sandborn: So we're all the same? We all come and go the same
way?

Joan: That's about it. Most of us are anonymous to everyone eise.

Very few others know that we even exist. We are billions of bodies
without names or identities. We exist in big numbers but otherwise
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we don't exist at all. But each number is unique. Like person
number two billion, eight hundred and twenty-nine million, six
hundred and fifty-seven thousand, five hundred and fourteen has a
unique number. But that uniqueness is the same as everyone else’s.

Sandborn: Then what you're saying is that one person's uniqueness
is ultimately the same as everyone else’s. You're as unique as | am
and I'm as unique as you are. That's contradictory.

Joan: No, it's paradoxical. If you take the logic of uniqueness as far
as it goes, you spiral back on a condition in which everyone is
absolutely unique. If everyone is absolutely unique, then they are
also absolutely equal.

Sandborn: We are all unigue and equal...as numbers?

Joan: As numbers or as bodies—you can look at it either way.

Sandborn: Everyone has their own time and space and everyone can
be counted. So we are unique and equal—as bodies and as numbers.

Joan: Right. But most people make no difference in the world.
They are born into it, they live through it and they die out of it.
Most people are absolutely the same, that way—anonymous
nonentites. They come; they go—no difference.

Sandborn: “Anonymous nonentities"? Does that have anything to
do with your group here? Are you all nonentities and liars?

Joan: When you lie about who you are, you erase one identity and
create another one. Liars deal in entities and nonentities.

Sandborn: Liars are like counterfeiters.

Dorothy: Counterfeiters are criminals. Do you come here because
you think we are like criminals?

Sandborn: It's possible. But what does this have to do with different
auto accidents at the same place and time?

Joan: It's about identity, isn't it?
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Sandborn: Yeah...and what really happened—or didn't....

Joan: How about fingerprints?

Sandborn: From an auto accident?

Joan: No, from the guy who got cut up.

sandborn: Oh, yeah. Back to another maybe. Well, some of them
sort of matched and some didn't. The sheriff said the guy who got
cut up seemed to have a lot of scarring on his fingers and palms, like
he had worked with acid or some other kind of corrosive material.
Dorothy: DNA?

Ssandborn: There's no known DNA sample from Armstrong. He was
never accused of rape or murder, sO no one has ever bothered to
sample him. '

Dorothy: So we come back to the most likely conclusion—mavybe.
Sandborn: Yeah, that's about the best we can do for now.

Joan: Let us know if anything changes.

Dorothy: Let us know if you opt in for a meeting.

Sandborn: OK to both. Gotta go.

Sandra enters. She is John in full drag. She walks in. She and
Sandborn stop and look at each other.

Sandborn: (over his shoulder) Looks like you got a customer.
Sandra: (to Sandborn) Is this L.A.?

Sandborn: (gestures at the sign over the desk) You made it.
Sandra: Is the meeting over?

Sandborn turns, looks at Dorothy and Joan, shrugs and stops.
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Dorothy: The meeting hasn't started yet. You want to join?
Sandra: Do | have to join something to have a meeting?

Joan: Yes. We're a non-profit organization and we operate solely on
member dues. '

Dorothy: Meetings are for paid members only.

Sandra advances to the desk and stops, scrutinizing the sign behind
it.

Sandborn looks Sandra over again then exits.
Joan: What's your name?

Sandra: (glances in the direction of Sandborn’s exit) Sandra—Sahdra
Armstrong.

End of Act lll, Scene 3. End of Act lil.
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Act IV. Scene 1. Opens with everyone except John/Sandra and
Sandborn seated in the circle facing the video camera/audience. Ali
characters face the audience. Jack and Blue sit on the stageright
side of the group with their backs to the rear entrance. Tony and
Delaware sit on the stageleft side of the group so that they can look
toward the rear entrance to their right.

Delaware: (to Jack) How long has it been for you?

Jack: How long? How long? About two weeks...n0, maybe two
months.

Tony: How about you, Dot?
Dorothy: I don't remember.
Blue: 1 remember.

Joan: S0...?7

Blue: Three months, two weeks, five days, eleven hours and twenty
minutes.

Jack: Seconds! You forgot seconds, Blue!
Blue: 1 don't like seconds. They're too quick and small.

Jack: Minutes without seconds? You can't have minutes without
seconds!

Blue: 1 can. | can ighore the seconds. | can pretend.
Jack: Pretend what?

Blue: | can pretend that seconds are the minutes hoiding their
breaths.

Delaware: You remember to the minute when you had your last
meeting? | don't believe it. Nobody remembers like that.

Blue: | do.
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Delaware: Dot, do you keep records? If you're taping all the
meetings, do the tapes have dates on them?

Tony: Good idea. We could look at old tapes and find the one with
that date—the one Blue just gave us—and see if she’s on it.

Dorothy: The tapes are the only records we keep. Otherwise it's all
in our heads. When did we start taping, Joan?

Joan: A couple of years ago.

Tony: Where are the tapes?

Joan: They're all in boxes at my place.
Delaware: That sounds like a lot of work.

Jack: And for what? Just to find out when people had their last
meeting?

Blue: It's important, isn't it, to establish some kind of—you know—
continuity?

Joan: Continuity for what?

Blue: SO you know...like where you've been...and—who you were
when you were there.

Dorothy: In case you want to be somebody else?
Tony: Or in case you have to be somebody else.
Blue: Orin case you are somebody else.
Delaware: Are you Tony?

Tony: Am | what?

Delaware: Somebody else.

Tony: Can’t you tell?
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Delaware: Can't you tell me?
Tony: Maybe.
Delaware: (looks him over carefully) OK, just checking.

Sandra enters, walks toward the group then stops, looking and
listening.

Jack: Same old faces, same old faces! |1ook around and see the same
old faces.

Dorothy: How do you know they are the same?

Jack: Memory—just memory.

Dorothy: What would happen if there were a new face?

Jack: Memory would give way temporarily to present perception. |
would have to reorganize my idea of our group around a new
entity—a new being in our presence.

Tony: God, how metaphysicalt

Blue: I didn't know you could talk like that, Jack. You sound like
Joan.

Jack: Talk? Talk like Joan?

Tony: Good old Jack.

Delaware: (notices Sandra) How about a tall blond?
Tony: (follows Delaware’'s look) How about it?
Joan: You want to sit down with us, Sandra?

Blue: Do you already know her, Joan?

Joan: Let’s just say that | have started the process with her. We met
last week.
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Sandra follows Joan's words into the group and sits, also facing the
audience. Everyone l0oks her over silently.

Joan: You want to introduce yourselif?

Sandra: You were doing a good job.

Joan: OK. Sandra came into town after a pretty harrowing
experience with her second husband. He was a left-wing, political
radical who was always getting involved in causes. One day he went
to an anti-giobalization demonstration and never came back. The
next thing she heard from him, he was in Sao Paulo, Brazil, helping to
organize efforts to stop rain forest destruction. He also had a
girlfriend.

Blue: Did they have any kids?

Jack: Her husband and the girlfriend?

Tony: How would Joan know that?

Jack: Maybe she told her?

Tony: Who told her? The girlfriend told Joan?

Jack: Ask the question! Ask the question!

Tony: Joan?

Joan: | haven't heard anything more from Sandra about the
husband and the girifriend. Sandra and her husband had two
children, but Sandra was never comfortable as a mother.

Blue: After two kids? That's a long time to be uncomfortable.
Dorothy: Some of us go on all our lives.

Joan: Some of us don’'t even know we're uncomfortable. We always
project it on those around us.

Tony: Is that what you do, Delly, when you tell me that | make your
life so difficult?
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Delaware: Maybe, Tony, it's what you do to make my life so difficult.
Tony: But then who knows how or when the discomfort starts?
Delaware: | feel it and it starts.

Jack: Are we going to start?

Joan: There's more about Sandra.

Jack: Can't she tellit? Can't she tellit?

Joan: No problem.

Sandra: | put the kids up for auction, sold everything we owned but
some clothes and sundries, and hit the road. I've been on my own
ever since.

Dorothy: You put your own kids up for auction?

Sandra: Auction—did I say “auction"?

Jack: Who didn’t hear her say “auction"? Who didn't?

Everyone looks around and no one raises a hand or gestures.
Sandra: | meant to say—*"adoption"”.

Joa: What you meant and what you said were not the same thing.

Sandra: Is that a surprise here?

Joan: No...not surprising. Does it surprise you that you said one
thing and meant another?

Sandra: No, not at all.
Joan: Welcome.
Dorothy: Back.

Jack: How long ago was that?
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Sandra: Was...what?

Jack: That you hit the road.

sandra: |kinda lost track of the exact time....
Blue: Did you stay in touch with your kids?

Sandra: No, they were too angry at me. | didn't want their nastiness
following me around by mail.

Blue: SO why have kids in the first place if you didn't want them
around?

Sandra: | wanted him. He wanted kids. They were part of the
package.

Jack: Fine print or bold?

Sandra: | would say—neither. It was more like Times New Roman,
twelve point, underline and no bold.

Tony: Hey, that's cool. We describe aill of our language with

word processing options. Like what | just said was fourteen
point—let's see—Antique Olive and—no underline, bold or italics.

Delaware: And what I'm going to say is zero point, pain in the ass,
butt face, underline and no italics.

Tony: | like the way you didn't use italics.

Jack: 1 prefer Albertus extra bold, fourteen point, with
occasional italics. This way, you can’t miss my speech, get it?
Get it?

Joan: When I speak, I want you all to think Aleycat ICG, fourieen poin, with no
bold, Halics or underline.

Dorothy: | have no particular preference when | speak, but | hear
everyone in Arial Rounded MT bold. It's clear and to the point—twelve
point, that is.
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Delaware: (makes odd, loud and unintelligible sounds to represent
the wingdings) | hear and speak in the same font—windings:
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And they come in three options that include Wingdings 2 and
wingdings 3
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Tony: Yaahh, that's pretty hard to follow, Delly. How about if you
talk to your mother like that the next time she calls?

Delaware: How about if | talk to you like that the next time you want
to borrow money?

Tony: How do you say, “I need ten dollars,” in Wingdings 3?

Blue: But think of all the speech that never had those options. Like
millions of years of human beings trying to tell their kids not to pick
their noses, and no options but human noise.

Tony: Nowhere to save it, either.

Blue: It all just went up in smoke.

Jack: Smoke or air?

Sandra: Mostly air, aithough we've spent a lot of time around camp
fires, both in caves and out.

Blue: All those words...all those real human emotions charged into
noises, tripped off tongues and through lips, and then—and then...

Joan: Doesn't it all just feather off up into the sky? Doesn't all
purpose just twirl around its own importance until it runs out of
energy...then dissipate like clouds?

Dorothy: That relieves a lot of pressure.

Tony: How about your husband, Sandra? Have you heard from him
again?

R0



Sandra: | heard that he was killed in a gunfight with miners out in
the Amazon bush, but | never saw the body and | could never get
any kind of official confirmation.

Blue: How long ago was that?

Sandra: Like I said...or—maybe, a couple of years...

Delaware: You like it here?

Sandra: Where?

Delaware: (gestures around the room) This town—this place we live
in. ‘

Sandra: It's OK. 1 didn't plan to end up here....

Jack: So how did you get to Kansas?

Sandra: By tornado.

Jack: First class or coach?

Sandra: Actually...

Delaware: Where were you going, if not to come here?
Sandra: Somewhere different...away from things | didn't like.
Delaware: Have you found anything here you like?

Sandra: So far...it's not bad.

Tony: Joan, when was the last time you had a meeting?
Joan: Maybe a few days ago. | had a long talk with Sandborn.

Dorothy: That was a meeting? It sounded like an ordinary
conversation to me.

Joan: It depends on how you look at it, doesn't it?
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Sandra: |saw an auto accident yesterday.
Tony: That one over at Fourth and Main?

Sandra: Yeah—well, | think that was it. I'm not too sure about the
streets here yet, but it was sort of downtown.

Tony: It was two cars and a pickup truck, right?

Sandra: Well, sort of—like, two pickup trucks and a car—maybe.
Blue: Was anyone hurt?

Tony: I heard three people died.

Sandra: There was an ambulance...but no one seemed to be in a big
hurry.

Delaware: Maybe they were already dead.

Tony: Who?

Delaware: Whoever wasn't already in a big hurry.

Tony: Like the person riding the bicycle?

Blue: What bicycle?

Tony: | heard some kid on a bicycle rode out into traffic and set off
the accident in the first place. They said he was doing his paper
route and he forgot to give papers to some new customers, but he
also had to be home to go to a dentist's appointment, so he was
racing back to deliver the papers so he could get home on time.
Delaware: Where did you hear all that?

Tony: | don't remember, Del. You know how people talk.

Delaware: | know how you talk.

Sandra: | didn't see a bicycle but it could have been...the cars—or
trucks—were kind of all over the road.

R2.



Delaware: Why don't you think what Joan did with Sandborn the
other day was a meeting, Dot?

Dorothy: | don't think it ever got started.

Joan: Well, maybe not—but we were close. You know how
Sandborn is.

Jack: Sandborn? Sandborn? Is he looking for someone?

Joan: Not anymore. He had just stopped by to tell us that the case
was closed...or, closed as far as they could close it.

Blue: Which means...?

Joan: Sometimes they know what they've got and sometimes they
don't.

Tony: Are we going to tape the meeting today?

Joan: (picks up the remote controller from the floor next to her
chair and waves it toward Tony) As soon as we start.

Blue: Sandra, are your eyes really that green?

Sandra: Contacts.

Jack: Hair? Blond hair?

Sandra: A wig.

Jack: Contacts? A wig? Does anyone hear lies?

Delaware: | hear choices to be different.

Blue: | like choice.

Tony: Yeah, difference is good and it's good to have someone new
and different in our group. But, say, whatever happened to that guy

who came in awhile back—what was his name—?

Joan: The one that bought six months membership in advance?
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Jack: He did that?

Joan: Yeanh.

Jack: So—?

Dorothy: John.

Joan: John Westin.

Sandra: John Westin was in here? How long ago?

Dorothy: Past.

Sandra: When?

Ddrothy: Past.

Delaware: When Dot says past, she means, like....

Tony: Yeah...like—you know—history....

Joan: You know him?

Sandra: Oh...I wouldn't go that far. I'd say I met him a time or two
and we hung out a time or two more. He wasn't the type of guy you
just got to know right off.

Tony: Really? Why not?

Sandra: He always had other things going on...like the everyday
world just wasn't big enough for all the things he wanted to do...and
the people he wanted to be.

Tony: How did you meet him?

Sandra: He was working some kind of humbers game at a bar where
I used to hang out.

Tony: Did you work there, too?

Sandra: You could say that.
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Tony: Well, I didn't get to know John at all but he seemed to fit right
in here.

Jack: His money? How about his money, Joan?
Joan: It's all part of L.A. now, Jack.

Dorothy: So, Sandra, did you ever get a chance to really sit down,
and, I mean, talk with John Westin?

Sandra: Oh, yeah, several times. Bars are pretty dead places most of
the time. Most customers come in to drown whatever noise is
driving them to drink. The last thing they want is taik. John scored
with maybe one out of twenty of the people who came in the door.
Jack: How about you? What was your score?

Sandra: My average was about the same. We had a lot of time on
our hands. Neither one of us was big into drinking. We had a few
beers and we'd just ramble on about whatever. Now and then we'd
share something out of our pasts.

Tony: You're so—I mean, like—dressed up, Sandra. DO you always go
out looking so—good?

Sandra: Only when I'm stressed.

Jack: Stress? Who's got stress?

Sandra: Business hasn't been too good.
Tony: You and John in the same business?

Sandra: | don't think so. | was never really too clear about what
exactly he did for a living.

Joan: You said something about a numbers game.
Sandra: Yeah, but he could have been an accountant, or a bookie or
even an insurance salesman. | mean, | would see him sitting down

with some guy or some couple, looking like they were having this
really serious conversation. When John was getting into it, he would
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kind of hunch forward like this (gestures with her upper body) and
use his hands a lot. When I saw him doing that, | just stayed away. So
I never really did hear what he talked about to anyone.

Dorothy: He seemed pretty relaxed when he came in here. He
didn't try to sell us anything.

Tony: Maybe he was on vacation.

Delaware: Maybe he just nheeded a break from maybe.

Tony: Maybe...

Blue: | feel like he's here.

Joan: Who?

Blue: John Westin.

Dorothy: Where?

Blue: (raises one hand and points slowly around the circle, at each
character in turn, lingers on Sandra, then points toward the
audience at the empty space in front of the characters) In this space
we just created. It's like we've got pieces of his history and his
gestures...like he's here with us.

Tony: So, that's cool, right? He can join the meeting.

Delaware: If he's not here?

Tony: Blue said he is here.

Delaware: Like—where, Tony?

Tony: Where did you say he was, Blue?

Blue: Could we do that, Joan? Could we have a meeting with
someone we make out of our own memories and words?

Joan: You mean one of us would play John Westin and alternate
between him and their own self?
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Blue: No, | had an idea more like one of those old kaleidoscopes.
You remember those things? | saw one at a bazaar the other day.
You hold it up to the light, ook in one end, turn it and see lots of
pieces of colored glass go in and out of different formations. They
look like stars and snowflakes and pieces of colored geometry from a
school book.

Joan: Yeah, | remember them. They're still around. Only they use all
kinds of different materials in them now.

Tony: Yeah, | saw one that was all white crystals.
Delaware: And I saw one that was all oil droplets.

Tony: We could make a John Westin kaleidoscope. We hoid it up to
the light and turn it and John Westin just keeps changing.

Delaware: That's so cool. Sometimes John Westin comes out of your
mouth and sometimes he comes out of my mouth. Neat idea, Blue!

sandra: Is that lying?

Tony: It can't be, Sandra, because we're doing it to him. Lying is
something you do to yourself.

Delaware: And to other people.

Tony: Then is it lying? Are we lying to John Westin?

Blue: No—maybe we're lying with John Westin.

Tony: That's better. |like that. We're lying with John Westin.

Joan: So one of us would be John Westin in one formation and then
another one of us would be John Westin in another formation. We
would change formations as we went and no one would know which
formation was coming next or who would take it.

Jack: sounds like silly putty.

Tony: Sounds like an acid trip.
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Jack: Sounds like more trouble than it's worth. Who is this John
Westin, anyway, and why should we bother being him?

Blue: It was just an idea...like how Sandra knows a little about him
and Joan and Dorothy know a little about him....

Joan: | don't see why not. | don't remember anything in the rules
about disembodied beings not having meetings. '

Jack: Rules? Are there rules?

Joan: All groups have rules.

Jack: Are they in writing?

Joan: Not vet.

Jack: Are they going to be in writing?
Joan: Only if someone asks for it.

Blue: I want a rule that disembodied ex-members be allowed to
participate in meetings. 1 don’t need it in writing.

Joan: Rule granted.
Jack: Is it that easy?

Joan: We're the group. We're LA, We decide. Does anybody
disagree?

She looks around and no one disagrees.

Joan: Then a new rule is that disembodied ex-members can have
meetings.

Jack: Ex-member? Is John Westin an ex-member?

Joan: Actually, he may not be an ex. Amendment: disembodied
members or disembodied ex-members can have meetings.

Jack: Is that amendment legal?
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Joan: I'll be sure to ask Sandborn the next time he stops by.

Dorothy: John is not quite disembodied.

Blue: More like reembodied.

Tony: That's too cool. Like John Westin would reincarnate right here
among us. He could be dead or in another country or even on
another planet—we don't know. But we would have him right here.
Jack: Is this a meeting or the beginning of a hew religion?

Sandra: Are there really rules for the meetings, Joan?

Joan: Well...yes and no. | mean, there are things we like to do and
things we don't like to do. Except for people on the phone now and
then, | don't think we’'ve ever tried to include someone in one of our
meetings who wasn't here in the flesh.

Dorothy: We all do that in a way, don't we? We're always pulling
people out of our pasts and maybe our futures and making them do
and say the things we want them to do and say, aren't we?

Jack: Memories or fantasies?

Dorothy: It depends.

Sandra: When did Liars Anonymous start?

Jack: When did people start talking to each other?

Sandra: Who told the first lie?

Joan: Depends on who you talk to, doesn't it?

Jack: God or Devil? Male or female?

Sandra: But if there's no beginning, then there’'s no answer.

Joan: And if there's no end?

Sandra: Then there's no question.
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Blue: But there is an end and a beginning, isn't there?

Jack: In a circle? Look at the circle, Blue. (gestures around himselif)
Look at the circle. No end, no beginning.

Tony: John Westin goes in a circle. He goes round and round in the
kaleidoscope. Every image is him and every image is not him.

Joan: He's a three hundred and sixty degree lie.
Dorothy: What about the spirals, Joan?

Jack: Spirals? Spirals?

Blue: What spirals?

Dorothy: Joan had an amazing vision of spirals.

Blue: Not circles? Is this going to become confusing?

Joan: I don't think so. A circle is a spiral that hasn't let go yet. When
a circle lets go of itself it becomes a spiral.

Tony: We don't want to let go of John Westin so he's not a spiral yet.
Jack: Not aspiral! Not aspiral! You're not a spiral yet, John.

Sandra: He could be if we let him go.

Tony: But then we couldn't lie with him.

Blue: And we couldn't make a kaleidoscope with him.

Sandra: Then John Westin is a circle of lies.

Tony: John Westin is a circle of lies. Wow, that's heavy.

Blue: It's too much for me. | have to think about it.

Everyone is silent.

Tony: | have a question.
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Everyone but Blue looks at him.

Tony: Did anyone else hear about the new group opening up in
town?

Jack: Male or female?

Tony: Both—anyone is welcome.
Delaware: Where is it?

Tony: Over by the mail.

Sandra: What mall?

Tony: BuyAway Mall. You been there yet?
Sandra: No, | haven't. Where is it?

Joan: It's easy to miss. It's over by the old railroad station in the oid
roundhouse.

Delaware: Roundhouse? What's that? | thought it was Just an oid
warehouse.

Joan: No, the roundhouse is where they used to turn the train
engines around so they could go in the other direction.

Delaware: | thought you could drive a train engine from either end.

Joan: The new ones you can, but the old ones could only drive in
one direction. There were these big buildings with tracks on a
revolving, circular floor. They'd run the engine in one way, park it
on the floor, turn the floor around one hundred and eighty degrees,
then run it out the other way. BuyAway Mall is in the old
roundhouse.

Delaware: You go in one direction, spend your money, then turn
around and go out the other direction.

Joan: That's about how it works.
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Dorothy: That's as far as it goes.

Tony: The world goes round and round. The money goes up and
down. John goes round and round. The lies go up and down.

Blue: (shakes her head) I'm still thinking about it.
Sandra: I've been over that way, but | never saw it. Is there a sign?

Delaware: There's a little one fastened to the wall near one of the
doors. Otherwise, the building looks like it's never used.

Sandra: So—what is the new group?

Tony: GWON.

Jack: G-U-O-N or G-U-A-N?

Tony: Neither—G-W-0O-N. Like Gwen, but GWON.

Jack: GWON? GWON—what? What is it, Tony?

Tony: Greed Without Need.

Sandra: Greed without need?

Tony: Yes, it's for people who don’'t want to think about what they
buy and consume. That's one of the reasons they have their center
next to the BuyAway Mall. They want to be available where the
action is.

Sandra: Action? Buying—is action?

Joan: The BuyAway Mall has a very special concept. If you don't
need it, you can find it at BuyAway Mall. They have no grocery
stores, no drugstores, no building supplies and no shoes or ordinary
clothes. They have nothing that meets any need. They don't want
to deal with necessities. It's all about desire.

Dorothy: All of the shops specialize. Most of them import things

made in other countries. But there are also arts and crafts shops,
like for paintings, sculptures and exotic pottery.
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Jack: Exotic or erotic?

Delaware: Exotic. | went there last weekend and found this
toothbrush made of clay. It's pink and green with orange bristles
and it even has this candy-striped little mound of ceramic
toothpaste on top of the bristles.

Tony: |didn't see that. Why didn’t 1 see that?

Delaware: | keep it in my bathroom. You don't go into my
bathroom, do you?

Tony: Only when I'm looking for you.

Delaware: And that's only at night when the lights are out.

Sandra: So—why did you buy that, Delaware?

Delaware: | don't really know. Maybe because | didn't need it.

Tony: Hey, that's good, Delaware. You know why it's good?
Delaware: |1 don't know. Why is it good, Tony?

Tony: Because there’s a sister group to GWON called CWOG.

Delaware: Which stands for?

Tony: Consumers Without Guilt.

Joan: So, do these groups have a lot of members?

Tony: More and more. But there are requirements to get into both
groups. Like, you have to be at least forty pounds over or under
your happy, healthy weight and you have to have a credit card debt
of at least one thousand dollars. If you fall under forty pounds over
or under or fall below one thousand dollars, then you go on
probation until you change your weight and debt again.

Dorothy: Is there a membership fee?
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Tony: No fee. It's sponsored by the National Association of Product
Manufacturers. They pay the group expenses.

Joan: What do they do at their meetings?

Tony: They wouldn't say, but | saw some people coming out and |
overheard them talking. The only thing they talked about was
dessert.

Sandra: Dessert?

Tony: Maybe they just eat.

Jack: Are we oraren't we?

Everyone looks at Jack.

Jack: Are we or aren't we?

Tony: (to Jack) Are we or aren't we going to start?

Jack: Isn't that my question?

Tony: Yes.

Everyone but Sandra shifts and moves to sit more comfortably.
Sandra: (looking around) This is how we...

Dorothy: Start.

Sandra shifts and settles herself more comfortably in her chair.
Everyone goes in and out of small movements, as though they can

not quite find their most comfortable position.

Joan: Are we ready to start? (she looks around the group then picks
up the remote, aims it at the audience, clicks it and puts it down)

Everyone, including Sandra, now moves one last time then settles.
Everyone is still. NO one speaks.

Lights slowly down, curtain down, end of Act IV, Scene 1.
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Act IV, Scene 2. Opens with Dorothy behind the desk and Joan
sitting in one of the chairs, eyes closed.

Dorothy: Could be a meeting today.

Joan: Did anyone call?

Dorothy: Not by phone.

Joan: You feel it?

Dorothy: | feel something...coming.

Sandra enters, walks toward the two women, picks a chair and sits.
Joan: (without opening her eyes) So...what's new?

Sandra: Oh...work was so slow...l got a part-time job.

Dorothy: PGI?

Sandra: Yeah...how did you know?

Dorothy: Half the town works for them.

Sandra: Are they really as good as they say?

Joan: How good did they say they were?

Sandra: International standard...global contracts...CIA, FBI, KGB,
Interpol, Mossad, major police departments in every state...and on

and on.

Joan: Yeah, I've heard all of that. They've been making their
machines here for over thirty years. | guess that says something.

Dorothy: But I've never seen one of their top executives hooked up
to one of their own machines.

Joan: That would be a first. So—what's your job?

Sandra: They put me in quality control.
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Joan: Really. Did you apply for that job?

Sandra: Not exactly. | responded to an ad for entry level personnel.
It said, “various duties required.”

Joan: They placed you in quality control? How did they decide that?
sandra: It was tricky. | told them | was born and raised here. They
had some kind of data bank that they could access by computer
while | was sitting there.

Joan: (opens her eyes) They found out you were lying?

sandra: It wasn't too hard. But they were impressed by my
boldness.

Dorothy: | would be, too. You lied on a job interview in a factory
that makes lie detectors.

Joan: Weren't you embarrassed?
Sandra: Why would | be? What did | have to lose?
Dorothy: You might not have gotten the job.

Sandra: Then | would have had to go find a different job. But it
wasn't that serious.

Dorothy: Why not?

Sandra: After they found out | lied, they told me they were
screening all the applicants to see where we would fit best into their
company.

Joan: They were screening.

Sandra: That's right. They needed more quality controllers so they
could turn out finished machines more quickly.

Dorothy: They were looking for liars.
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Sandra: In a way. | mean, they want you to be honest everywhere
else, but being able to lie is definitely a plus for my job.

Joan: Do you test the machines?

Sandra: Sort of...like, they use me to de-bug the machines.

Dorothy: Every one?

sandra: Yes, they put every machine they make through the same
quality control process. That's why they turn out only a few dozen a
month. If they pulled machines at random for quality control, they
could sell their machines much faster, but they wouldn't have as
much control over their quality. But i don’t do every one. There are
a lot of quality controllers.

Joan: What do you do?

Sandra: They hook me up to the machine. Then they put a
microphone-earphone headset on me. | look at images on a
computer screen and tell them what | see.

Dorothy: What kind of images?

sandra: It depends. Sometimes colors, sometimes geometric
figures, sometimes just random designs. But sometimes there are
faces or words or just scenes.

Joan: Can you control what appears on the screen?

Sandra: No way. There are no knobs or buttons on the monitor.
Joan: Can you control the microphone or earphones?

Sandra: Only by taking them off. But if | do that, 'm not doing my
job.

Dorothy: So what do you say?

Sandra: Pretty much whatever | feel like saying. Like, | asked them—
do you want me tell you exactly what | see? They said that it doesn't
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matter. | can say exactly what | see or -something else. It still tests
the machine.

Joan: Is it hooked up to your arm?

Sandra: They put electrodes on both arms, on my scalp, on my neck
and even under my arms. Even if | could control one part of my
body, they're tapped in to so many parts....

Joan: Did you try to fool the electrodes?

Sandra: Of course! | tried. | imagined different situations, |
pretended different feelings....

Joan: What happened?

Sandra: Nothing. They just kept showing me more images until they
were satisfied with the quality of the machine. Then they changed
machines and | started all over again.

Dorothy: So...how's the pay?

Sandra: Beats making nothing.

Joan: Hours and benefits?

Sandra: The usual...good medical...nice working
environment...everyone is real nice there. It's like they've got
something that everyone wants and they know it. It's low pressure.
They talk a lot about quality.

Dorothy: Let me see if | get the picture. You sit in a room, hooked
to one of their lie detectors. You Iook at a screen with images on it,
and you say what you see.

Sandra: Not exactly. |say whatever | want to say.

Dorothy: What if you say something that has nothing tO‘dO with the
image on the screen?

Sandra: | tried that.
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Dorothy: What did you say?

Sandra: | recited a shopping list of things | needed to buy after
work.

Dorothy: What happened?

Sandra: Nothing. Another time | said the opposite of the colors |
saw on the screen. If it was light red 1 said dark blue. If it was black, |
said white.

Dorothy: And?

Sandra: Nothing.

Joan: So how long do you stay hooked up to one machine?

Sandra: That depends. There is no set time. Sometimes it takes a
couple of hours to clear one machine.

Dorothy: And all that time you just say whatever you want to say?
Sandra: Yes.

Dorothy: They pay you to lie.

Sandra: Yes, | am paid to lie.

Joan: You are free to lie.

Sandra: | am free to lie.

Sandborn enters. Stands between Dorothy and Joan, ignhoring
Ssandra.

Joan: (closes her eyes) Lieutenant Sandborn.
Sandborn: Yes, Joan?
Joan: I'm testing my extra-sensory perception.

Sandborn: Are your eyes closed?
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Joan: Yes.

Sandborn reaches into a shirt pocket and pulls out several small
pieces of paper.

Sandborn: Am | holding something in my hand?

Joan: Yes.

Sandborn: What is it made of?

Joan: Paper.

Sandborn: Am | holding more than one?

Joan: Yes.

Sandborn: What color are they?

Joan: White.

Sandborn: Is there anything on them?

Joan: Some scribbled notes.

Sandborn: Not bad, not bad. You got them all right.

Joan: (opens her eyes and looks toward Sandborn) Show me.
Sandborn: (holds the papers out towards her) Here they are.
Dorothy: She practices on me with playing cards.

Sandborn: How does she do?

Dorothy: About three out of five.

Sandborn: Not bad, not bad. (He stands looking at the notes.)

Joan: So what brings you here, Lieutenant?
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Ssandborn: (looks at his notes a little longer) Nothing much. What's
new?

Joan: Have you met Sandra?
Sandborn: (looks at Sandra) Can't say that | have.

Joan: Sandra, this is Lieutenant Sandborn, detective in the local
police office.

Sandra: Hi.

sandborn: Sandra—, Sandra—i didn't catch the last name.
Sandra: Armstrong. Sandra Armstrong. Are you a member?
Sandborn: Of L.A.? No. |

Joan: He's a regular drop-in. Likes to come around but doesn’'t want
to join.

Sandborn: (looks at his notes again) Armstrong—Armstrong? That
name is familiar. Hey, are you related to Lance Armstrong? He just
won his sixth Tour de France. Incredible athlete.

Sandra: I've heard of him...but no, can't say that | am. | once met
another Armstrong at a garage sale. Oh, yeah, | did one of those
genealogies, too. There were so many names | stopped trying to
follow it.

Sandborn: Yeah, and who knows if they're really related to you.
Anybody can pull names out of records and put them together. Hey,
what about Neil Armstrong? Remember him? First man to stand on
the moon. Was he in your genealogy?

Sandra: | don't remember. It was quite awhile ago.

Dorothy: So why did you do it in the first place?

Sandra: The genealogy? | got curious. | heard that there were some

pretty rich people named Armstrong. | wondered if | was related to
any of them.
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sandborn: So what happened?

sandra: At first | was pretty excited about it. But when | got the
information, there wasn't enough there for me to tell who they
really were. | would've had to do a whole lot more work. | gave up
on it.

Sandborn: Did you pay for it?

Sandra: Not much.

Sandborn: Where did you say you were from—Sandra?

sandra: | didn't.

Sandborn: OK.

Sandra: Minneapoilis.

sandborn: Minneapolis, City of Lakes. Was it the big city, or St. Paul,
or...?

sandra: Actually—St. Louis Park.

Sandborn: St. Louis Park—now that's—I've heard of it—south of
Minneapolis?

Sandra: Actually, more west than south.

Sandborn: Yeah, | heard of it but | never got over there. What were
you doing there?

sandra: What were you doing there?

Sandborn: After | graduated from the police academy, Minneapolis
was the first place | worked. | was there seven years before | came
here.

Sandra: Yeah...my husband was from South Park...dairy farmers, like
almost everybody else in that place.

Sandborn: South Park? | thought it was St. Louis Park.
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Sandra: Oh, yeah. It was. But we all called it South Park. | don’t
know why. It was just a nickname that never made it onto the maps.

Sandborn: Dairy farmers. What kind of cows? Let me see—those
would be—jersey or guernsey?

Sandra: | couldn't ever keep them straight. Some were brown and
white and some were black and white. And their names were so
similar | gave up trying to tell them apart. Jersey—Guernsey—don't
they sound the same?

Sandborn: Yeah, more or less. | take it you weren‘t too thrilled with
6 am milkings?

Sandra: You could say that.

Joan: So...what's new in your world, Lieutenant?

Sandborn: (pulls up a chair, turns it around and sits with its back to
his chest) Break in and burglary at the BuyAway Mall. Did you hear
about it yet?

Joan: Not yet.

Dorothy: When did it happen?

Sandborn: Two nights ago.

Joan: What happened?

Sandborn: Somebody went in through the headquarters of that
new group, GCWON—Greed Without Need. Their building is
connected to the Mall building. They got into the mall in the middie
of the night and took money from almost every store.

Sandra: They got my money.

Sandborn: You own a store t'here?

Sandra: No, but | went shopping there two days ago...during the
day.
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Sandborn: Your money had probably already been deposited, or
else it was in one of their safes.

Joan: Did the burglar get into the safes?
sandborn: Tried but didn't.
Dorothy: Wasn't there any kind of security system there?

sandborn: Not yet. They figured the safes and the small amount of
cash in their tills would discourage burglars.

Dorothy: Wrong again.

Sandborn: Yeah, but they didn't lose much.

Joan: Any leads yet?

sandborn: No—no prints and so far no clues. Whoever did it was
very careful. You see, Joan, how many ways there are to lie?
Ssomeone was in there, right? They robbed the place, right? But
they left no marks. That's a lie. They want us to believe that they
weren't in there.

Dorothy: It's like sidewalks.

Ssandborn: Sidewalks?

Dorothy: Yeah. You walk on them and leave no tracks. It's not like
walking at the beach. You leave tracks at the beach.

Sandborn: You think we're all liars?

Dorothy: We all walk on sidewalks and leave no tracks.

Sandra: It's like a bar, too. People come in and sit on stools and
drink out of glasses. They leave no marks on the stools and the
bartender wipes all the marks off the glasses.

Sandborn: Are we all trying to lie about something?
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Sandra: Maybe nobody really wants to be here. The fewer marks we
leave the more we can pretend that we weren't ever here.

Sandborn: Where's here?

Sandra: 1 don't know—anywhere, | guess. Like...just being alive.
Joan: Or just being in this town. Sometimes 1 wish | were
somewhere else. Sometimes | wish nobody knew me here and | had
no ties and | could just leave.

Sandborn: So what keeps you here?

Joan: L.A.

Sandborn: Can't be. You can't live on what you bring in here. Try
another one.

Joan: How about the company | keep?
Sandborn: That's even less convincing.

Sandra: Is there going to be a meeting soon?
Dorothy: Depends on who shows.

Sandra: There are four of us already.

sandborn: I'm not in yet.

Sandra: Maybe they should give you an honorary membership.
Joan: I never thought of that.

Dorothy: How much would it cost him?

Sandra: Honorary memberships are usually free.
Dorothy: So—what's the point?

Sandra: He can have a meeting.
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Joan: He can have a meeting anytime he wants. He just doesn't
want one.

Sandra: So why does he come around so often?

Sandborn: (to Sandra) Why do you come around so often?
Sandra: | don't.

Sandborn: You don't?

Sandra: This is maybe my third time.

Joan: She’s new in town. You've been here many more times than
she has.

sandborn: OK, Joan, do some esp on my mind and tell me why | keep
coming around.

Joan: (closes her eyes) Lying fascinates and frustrates you. You deal
with liars almost every day but you still feel like you don't
understand why they lie so much. (opens her eyes)

sandborn: Not bad. Why do you do esp in the first place? How did
you get interested in it?

Joan: I'm interested in truth. It's like the other side of L.A. How
does truth work? When and why does it happen? How does anyone
know what is or isn't? If you can answer questions like those, then
maybe you can get a handle on lying.

Sandborn: Made any progress?

Joan: I'm not sure. | keep working at it. | keep seeing how wrong
everyone can be.

Sandborn: Is that why you meditate?

Joan: No. | meditate because | get so bored with everything else.
Meditation takes me out. |1 go to other places and spaces.

Sandborn: Then meditating is an escape.
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Joan: You could say that.

Sandborn: And when you escape you pretend you don't have to be
where you are.

Joan: I'm following. Keep going.

Sandborn: And pretending is a kind of lying.

Joan: Goon.

Ssandborn: Then meditating is like a deliberate lie.

Joan: How do you mean?

Sandborn: | mean, you're still here in this place but you experience
other places as though you weren't here. It's like you're lying to

yourself about who and where you are.

Joan: Yeah...you could say that. | live a different lie every time |
meditate.

Ssandborn: If you know it's a lie, why bother meditating?

Joan: It relieves my boredom, like | said. But look at you, lieutenant.
You know movies are not real, but you still watch them, right?

Sandborn: Right.

Joan: So why bother? One thing we've learned here is that all of us
spend time every day lying to ourselves about one thing or another.

Sandra: Like what?

Dorothy: Like how beautiful we are, how smart we are, how fat or
thin we are, how hooked or not hooked we are on alcohol or drugs,
how rich or poor we are, how important we are....

Joan: And especially about how honest we are. Lying and denial are
in the same family.
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sandborn: That's a coincidence. I've been thinking about the name
of this organization. How about giving it a new name?

Dorothy: Try us.
Sandborn: Deniers Anonymous.

Dorothy: Yeah, it fits and it's related, but why bother changing it?
Deniers are liars.

Sandborn: That's my point. But maybe there are more deniers than
there are liars.

Dorothy: You think we could get more members?
Sandborn: It's possible.

Joan: But if we change our name we're going to have to spend more
money changing all of our advertising.

Sandborn: What is that? A few posters, an ad in the Yellow Pages
and the sign over your desk?

Joan: Yeah, you're right. It's not much...but | don’'t think | want to
change.

Sandra: Why not?

Joan: I've thought about denial before. As |see it, you have to lie to
yourself in order to go into denial. Lying is first; denial comes after.
But many people who tell lies are not in denial. They lie and they
know they lie. '
Dorothy: So you think there are more liars than there are deniers.
Joan: That's what | think.

Sandborn: Just a suggestion.

Sandra: How did you come up with that name, lieutenant?
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Sandborn: Last weekend we busted a local bar. It's a hangout for
prostitutes and gamblers. | know—what's the point? They'll be back
in business the next weekend. But the mayor put our city up for a
Model City Award. The directive came down from the DA's office to
clean out the scum.

Joan: What happened?

Sandborn: We nabbed some hookers. They refused to id themselves
as hookers or prostitutes. They said they were first-line providers in
the erotic service industry. Get that? First-line providers in the
erotic service industry. They even had little id cards with their
pictures on them. They said they're going to organize and get
themselves a union and then we won't be able to touch them. Is
that denial, or what?

Sandra: What were they denying?

Joan: They tried to make it sound like they were legitimate
businesspeople who were doing nothing illegal.

sandborn: Right. We were supposed to back off and let them go
just because they had titles, id cards and big dreams.

Sandra: What did you do?

Sandborn: We booked them, printed them and put them in the
slammer. Some of them are still there. This particular bar is known
for attracting out of town whores. Men go there who don't want to
have sex with someone who's known around town.

Dorothy: Was it really denial? Did they say they weren't taking
money for sex?

Sandborn: Yeah, yeah. They said they charged a service fee for
providing personal release events for their customers. Personal
release events—I really liked that one. | thought | was talking to a
bunch of college graduates. Whores usually spit, smoke, swear and
utter one-syllable words. These broads sounded like lawyers and
professors.

Dorothy: Maybe they were.
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Sandborn: | don't know. Downtown hasn't finished running their
background checks. But that wasn't the best one. | mean—you
should have been there with a tape-recorder, Joan. You could have
picked up lots of good material for your meetings.

Joan: For our meetings? How do you know what kind of material
we use in our meetings?

Sandborn: 1 don't, obviously, because I've never had one of your
meetings. I'm just saying that the lying was going on there on more
levels than { could keep track of. And | thought | had heard it all.

Sandra: What else was there?

Sandborn: OK, so, there was one guy we picked up with cash and
sheets of odds on boxing matches, football games and horse races.
He also had several cell phones and at least two different phone
books. He said his name was John Westin.

Joan: John Westin? -

Sandborn: Yeah, you know him?

Joan: It seems to me I've heard the name...but, go on.

Sandborn: We printed him and found out he wasn't John Westin.
sandra: Who was he?

Sandborn: Tony Alessio. They ran him out of New York several years
ago for gambling and pimping. He turned up here. After we nailed
him with his real name he told us that John Westin was some other
guy who used to work the same bar. Then he clammed up. He
wouldn’'t tell us squat about John Westin. SO we questioned the
hookers.

Joan: You mean the first-line providers in the erotic service
industry?

sandborn: The same. They told us there was a John Westin who

used to do something at the bar. None of them could give us a clear
picture of what he did. They knew it involved talk and money and
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some exchange of documents, but we got no farther than that. The
bartenders all agreed that he had been there, but they disagreed
about his physical description and they didn't know what he did.
They also hadn't seen him for weeks, maybe months.

Dorothy: Listening to you is like checking the oil in my car.
Sandborn: How so?

Dorothy: You're like a sample of whatever is going on in our city. |
pull out the dipstick and | never know what's going to be on it.

Sandborn: It's always oil and it's usually dirty.

Dorothy: Yeah, it's always oil. But with you, it's always people who
are screwing around on both sides of the law. Like the hookers.
They go into a bar. No problem. They order and pay for a drink. No
problem. They try to sell sex. Problem. They sell sex. Bigger
problem. So they're working both sides of the law.

Sandra: | getit. It's like that burglar at BuyAway Mall. He walked to
the building. No problem. He had as much a right to be there as
anyone else. He went into the GWON office. No problem—maybe he
was even a member of GWON. Then he broke into the mail.
Problem. Then he stole money. Bigger problem. Is that what you
mean?

Dorothy: Exactly. They're legal and they're not legal.

Sandborn: Yeah, 1 see. They're lying and not lying at the same time.
Here's another one. One of the hookers turned out to be a cross-
dresser. After we booked them, she refused to go into the women's
room. We couldn’t get it out of her for a long time. She finally
puilled up her shirt and showed us a shaved chest with no boobs.
Not even her buddies knew she was a cross-over.

Dorothy: Remember Nadine, Joan?

Joan: | was just thinking about her. That was four—five years ago,
right?

Dorothy: Maybe.



Joan: She would come in dressed as a woman and leave dressed as a
man. Then she had a sex change operation. After that, she would
come in dressed as a man and leave dressed as a woman. Denial?
Lying? What is it?

Sandra: Maybe it's freedom.

Joan: Yeah, maybe. You said you were free to lie, didn't you,
Sandra?

Sandra: Yeah, on my job.

Sandborn: What job is that?

sandra: Quality control for PGI.

Sandborn: Polygraph International—our town’s version of big
business. Actually, | had a nephew who did that job. He said it was
easy work and good money.

Joan: A nephew? 1didn't know you had relatives in this town.

Sandborn: Yeah, small world, isn't it? We think we're taking such big
steps and then we end up in our own backyards again.

Dorothy: Sounds like one of your spirals, Joan.

Sandborn: Spiral? How so.

Joan: It's like a long path that keeps turning around itself. it goes on
but it always comes back to some place similar to where it was
before.

Sandborn: | see—I think. | move half way across the country and end
up living in a city with one of my own relatives...even though | didn't
intend it.

Sandra: We're you trying not to live with your relatives?

Sandborn: | wouldn't say that. | would say | was trying to have my

own life. My old man was a minister and he tried to guide me into
the cloth. But | was always more interested in crime.
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Joan: Did your interest incilude committing crimes?

Sandborn: | was over the line a few times when | was young—petty
stuff, like shoplifting, stealing bicycles, minor vandalism—just to see
if | could get away with it.

Dorothy: Did you?

Ssandborn: Actually, | did. | was amazed at how easy some crimes
were to commit. It was like people were walking around with
blinders on and someone else could just come up and take whatever
they wanted.

Joan: Why didn't you become a criminal?

sandborn: | couldn't stand the idea of being in jail. The idea of
being locked up behind bars with a bunch of other losers always
stopped me.

Sandra: You had to be stopped?

sandborn: | had to stop myself.

Sandra: From doing what?

Sandborn: Fantasies, Sandra, only fantasies.

Sandra: A fantasy is a kind of lie, isn't it?

Joan: And a kind of denial.

Sandborn: But I'm not anonymous. (to Sandra) So, how do you like
working at PGI?

Sandra: It's not bad.
Sandborn: (to Sandra) You a full-time member here?
Sandra: Yes, | am. That reminds me. (opens her purse and takes out

cash, hands it to Dorothy) Here're my dues for this month and next
month.
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Dorothy: (holds the bills up to the light and turns them over) Looks
real. (holds them out towards Sandborn) What do you think?

Sandborn: (waves her off) I'm not a counterfeit expert. They look
real to me. Why, you been having troubie with bad bilis?

Dorothy: No, just something to do.

Sandborn: (looks at his watch) Gotta go. Got a hearing downtown.
See you around. (exits)

Dorothy: How did you like BuyAway Mall, Sandra?

Sandra: | liked it a lot. | especially liked the used bookstore. | found
an old atlas in there.

Dorothy: Atlas? You mean a book full of maps?

sandra: Yes, | love atlases. This one was of the US. I've got a stack of
atlases this high (gestures) at home.

Joan: What do you do with them?

Sandra: I study them. | like the way maps look. | like knowing the
names of other places.

Joan: How do you mean—you actually study the maps?

Sandra: [I've been studying the states of the US for a couple of
months now. | take a different state each week. I'm up to the M's.

Dorothy: Which state are you on now?
Sandra: Minnesota.

Dorothy: Minnesota.

Sandra: Yeah...lake country.

Joan: (nods slowly) Atlases...they're like those emergency exits on
buses.
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Sandra: How so?

Joan: You never know when you're going to have to be somewhere
you're not.

Dorothy: That relieves a lot of pressure.

Sandra and Joan ook at Dorothy then start to laugh. Dorothy laughs
with them.

Lights down. Curtain down. End of Scene 2, end of Act IV.
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Act V. Scene 1. Lights up, curtain up. Everyone but Sandborn is
seated in the chairs facing the audience. Everyone looks normally
relaxed. Everyone is silent.

Joan: (picks up the remote from the floor next to her chair and aims
it at the audience; clicks it) Meeting’s over.

Joan and Dorothy rise and walk to the desk where Dorothy sits in the
chair behind it. Joan sits on the edge of the desk and they look at
and talk about some papers that are on the desk. Jack and Blue talk
to each other as do Tony and Delaware. Sandra opens her purse,
takes out makeup and starts applying it siowly.

Lights come up on the phone booth. Sandborn enters from
stageleft and goes into the phone booth. He picks up the receiver
and pushes in numbers. The phone rings on the desk.

Joan: (answers phone) Hello?

Sandborn: Deniers Anonymous?

Joan: No, you got the wrong number.

Sandborn: Liars Unanimous?

Joan: Close, but no prize.

Sandborn: Liars and deniers?

Joan: You're closer.

Sandborn: Did | miss anything?

Joan: You always miss meetings.

Sandborn: How did it go?

Joan: It went exactly where it was supposed to go.

Sandborn: Which was...?

Joan: You'll never know till you try it.
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Sandborn: Do you ever have telephone meetings?

Joan: That depends. Some people call and can't stop talking. Once
in awhile | put them on speakerphone and Dorothy and | meet with
them.

Sandborn: So a person doesn't have to be physically present there
to have a meeting.

Joan: | wouldn't say that. Meeting over the phone is pretty unusual
and ultimately unsatisfactory. Everyone who has tried to have a
meeting over the phone has ended up coming in here.

sandborn: So which is it, Joan? Is it you and Dorothy or is it
something about that place?

Joan: Which is what?
sandborn: Which is it that makes those meetings so special?
Joan: Who said they were special?

sandborn: Why would anyone pay for them and come for them if
they weren't special?

Joan: | guess it depends on what you mean by “special".
Sandborn: | guess it does. What do you mean by it?

Joan: | didn't introduce the word into this conversation. You did.
Why don't you tell me what you meant by it?

Sandborn: | don’t know...just fishing, | guess.

Joan: Didn’'t you see the sign?

Sandborn: What sign?

Joan: The one that says, “Fishing hole open to members only”.

Sandborn: Can't say that I noticed it. No exceptions, en?
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Joan: None.
sandborn: Is that new woman—Sandra—there?
Joan: Why do you ask?

Sandborn: | don't know. I just found her..what shall |
say...interesting.

Joan: Is that a compliment?

Sandborn: I'm not sure. Any new faces?
Joan: Besides Sandra?

Sandborn: Besides Sandra.

Joan: Maybe.

Sandborn: Are any of them criminals?
Joan: 1 don't know. They all lie to me.

Sandborn: How do you know they lie? Do you do background
checks?

Joan: No background checks. I've got a sixth sense for liars.
Sandborn: Then you're in the right business.

Joan: Maybe.

Ssandborn: Any new names?

Joan: Maybe. Which one are you looking for?

Sandborn: Percy Killings.

Joan: Percy Killings?

Sandborn: Yeah. | can't tell you anymore about it, but that’s the
name.
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Joan: Hang on. (Joan puts the receiver aside, speaks loudly in the
direction of the group) Hello! Does the name Percy Killings mean
anything to anyone here?

Jack and Blue look at each other and shake their heads then go on
talking. Tony and Delaware point at each other then laugh and shake
their heads. Sandra stops in the middle of her makeup, stares briefly
then shakes her head. Joan looks at Dorothy who shrugs and shakes
her head.

Joan: So far no meaning. Is this one male or female?

sandborn: Black male about 40, shaved head, and usually wears a
big, gold earring in one ear.

Joan: That would stand out. We've had very few black members.
Sandborn: How do you explain that?

Joan: | don't. | just wait for people to come in the door. | don't
have to construct theories about why they do or don't come in here.

Sandborn: Yeah, that's what | thought about criminology classes at
the Police Academy. What's the point in trying to explain why
people commit crimes or don't commit them? Why don’'t we just
wait for them to cross the line, then we nail them?

Joan: Maybe someone wanted to prevent crime.

Sandborn: Prevent crime? That's like—preventing sex. Crime is as
old as—as lying.

Joan: So what'’s prison for?

Ssandborn: It just siows people down. Puts them out of business for
awhile.

Joan: It doesn’'t rehabilitate?
Sandborn: Once in awhile, but usually it's just crime school at the

taxpayer's expense. My approach is simple, Joan. If you're honest,
I'm not interested. If you're a criminal, you got my attention.
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Joan: So what's your interest in L.A.?

Ssandborn: Liars are like criminals without laws to break. They like
crossing the line, they don't want to get caught, but they don't want
to lose their freedom.

Joan: Lying is freedom?

Sandborn: In a twisted kind of way, yes. Someone who decides they
are going to lie is free to say whatever they want to say. They make
the rules and they break the rules. You get what | mean?

Joan: Yes. They are free to lie.

Sandborn: Right. OK, gotta go. Talk to you later. (hangs up and
exits stageleft; lights go down on the phone booth)

Lights go down on everyone except Blue and Jack.

Blue: | even thought of becoming a nun. You know—close quarters,
simple food, someone aiways telling you what to do? | just couldn't
get into the habit. Then | tried being an alcoholic. | couldn't drink. |
couldn't even get used to it. I'd take one drink and want to throw
up. | was allergic or something to alcohol. You understand, Jack, |
wanted to be dependent. | tried to be dependent. But | needed to
run. 1 run almost ten miles every day just to work off the tension.

Jack: Tension? What tension? You always look to me like you're
floating in the middle of a cream puff.

Blue: A cream puff? Now are you going to tell me you want to eat
me?

Jack: Eat you? Why eat you? 1| hate cream puffs. They always |00k
like clouds that have been drowned in milk.

Blue: Drowned in milk? So you think I'm infantile? Are you trying to
tell me I'm immature, Jack?

Jack: Immature? Who's immature? | just don't get why you need to
run off tension. What tension?
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Blue: It's like this, Jack. My name isn't Blue but that's the name | use.
When | think about having that name, I think | should be sad. People
should live up to their names, right? Like some guv named Victor
should not be a loser, right?

Jack: Yeah, and some girl named Candy shouldn't be a sourpuss.
Blue: So true! But | don't feel blue. So then | get to feeling guilty
about having the name Blue, even though it's not my real name, and
then | start feeling tension. So then I figure that if | run hard enough
and far enough I'll forget about my name and about not living up to
my name.

Jack: So what's your real name?

Blue: Pinky.

Jack: Pinky? How the hell would anyone live up to that name?

Blue: (holds up one little finger and crooks it) Does this mean
anything?

Jack: It means nothing to me.
Blue: That's my point, Jack! | wanted a name that means something.
Jack: Couldn’t Pinky mean that you're always in good health?

Blue: It could and I tried that. But then when I got sick—I get colds
easily—I would have the guilt on top of the cold.

Jack: Is that why you took the name Blue? Because you get sick so
often?

Blue: | didn't take the name. Someone gave it to me. They just kept
using it so | started using it. Pretty soon | was Blue.

Jack: What happened to Pinky?

Blue raises one hand in a fist with only the little finger extended and
wiggles the little finger.
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Jack: So—that's it? You feel tense because you don't live up to your
name?

Blue: That's only part of it. It's tension...like that | want to depend
on something but | can't. | want to belong to something but | can't.
I want to be in some place where someone tells me what to do. Butl
can't.

Jack: L.A,, Blue, LA.!

Blue: | don't quite get it. You think you belong here? Aren't we all
lying to each other? | mean, who doesn't lie? Why should we be the
ones who belong to Liars Anonymous?

Jack: Wait a minute. wait a minute. It's not like we should belong to
Liars Anonymous. It's like we choose to come here. You choose. |
choose. We come here.

Blue: Do we really choose, or is that another lie? | mean, could you
stop coming to meetings?

Jack: 1 don't know. I've been coming so long now | don't know if |
could.

Blue: You see! You're dependent on L.A. You're addicted to these
meetings. You don't choose. You just do what you have to do.

Jack: OK. So | do what | have to do. So what? So what, Blue?

Blue: |1 don't know. Maybe we like being dependent. Maybe we like
lying about our choices.

Jack: What else would you do? You do your job, you run and you
come to meetings. It's just like AA only our drug is truth.

Blue: | thought our drug was lies. Our drug is truth? Is that it?
Maybe you're right, but | can't quite get it. If our drug is truth, then
why do we lie?

Jack: How many miles do you run each day?

Blue: Run? Idon't run. | hate exercise.
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Jack: |1 need asmoke. Let's go out for a smoke.

They both stand and start for the backstage exit. Lights follow them.
Blue: You never smell like smoke, Jack. I didn't know you smoked.
Jack: (over his shoulden | don't.

Jack and Blue exit.

Lights go down on Blue and Jack and come up on Tony and
Delaware.

Delaware: You can move out any time you want, Tony. Don't feel
bad. | understand. You want more space—you can go and get it.

Tony: But where? | walk out on the street and immediately | feel
alone. | feel like everyone is inside their skins and I'm outside of
mine, but no one can see me or feel me.

Delaware: Maybe you need a new wardrobe. How about Reynolds
Wrap?

Tony: Ha-ha, yeah, you remember the time | wore those transparent,
plastic clothes? | got arrested but | sure had fun. People really
noticed me! | felt like | beionged to everyone’s brains right through
their prying, peeping eyes!

Delaware: Whose going to take care of the cats?

Tony: | could put them on leashes and walk them around with me
while | look for a new place. Do you think that would discourage
people from accepting me?

Delaware: Do you want to be accepted?

Tony: Not for who | am. 1 don't even know who | am. How could |
want someone to accept someone | don't even know?

Delaware: Well...what else is new? You want to move out and you
don't know who you are. How's work going?
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Tony: | came up with the coolest idea for my new account. Wwe're
going to pitch it to the client next week. The client is a new bank in
town. We're going to faunch the campaign just before Christmas so
we're going to have the three wise men come into a strange town
looking for a bank. They need full service—savings, checking, safety
deposit boxes, investment portfolios—the whole shmear. Then once
they're inside the bank, they turn out to be outlaws and they try to
rob the bank. But the bank security system is too smart for them
and they are caught without anybody getting hurt. The slogan is,
Not even wisemen can threaten your security in our bank. What do
you think?

Delaware:  don't. |just react. If I saw that on television, I'd think the
wisemen were pretty stupid to try to knock off a bank when they
hadn't even checked out its security system. Then I'd wonder what
would happen to the bank if some real professional robbers decided
to do a job on it. Then | might decide to put my money someplace
else.

Tony: Whaaat?

Delaware: You asked.

Tony: Did | ask for critical, scathing feedback?

Delaware: You didn't ask for anything. | just reacted, like 1 said. |
don't think, | just react.

Tony: Then where am | going to live?

Delaware: We could put in a separate entrance for you so you don't
have to go through my part of the apartment.

Tony: But ! like your part, Del! Why would | want to miss it? You're
always rearranging and redecorating. It's like walking through a
different place every other week.

Delaware: Then why move?

Tony: I don’'t know. | haven't thought about it much. It just seemed
like something to talk about. | mean—what if it was a good idea?
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What if we talked about me moving and it was such a good idea you
decided to move, too?

Delaware: That would be something. OK, so, where could | go? I've
lived in the same place for—how many vyears? | don't remember.
Maybe a change would be good for me. Maybe we could both move.
Tony: We could get a house instead of an apartment, Del.
Remember that time we went looking for a house and then | got
sick?

Delaware: Yeah, we couldn't do it that time. You were too sick to
get out of bed. Then it turned out you were just exhausted. Feeling
sick was the only way you could get a rest. You fooled us all with
that one.

Tony: But you were so good to me, Del. Don't ever regret doing all
the things you did for me. | couldn't have made it without you.
Even though | was—well—lying a little.

Delaware: A week was more than a little.

Tony: Ohhh, Del. But—what about it?

Delaware: What about what?

Tony: Whatever we were talking about.

Delaware: (pauses) You moving...both of us moving...a house...?
Why not? We could have multiple entrances and different phone
numbers in different parts of the house—

Tony: Or we could rent a duplex so we would each have our own
address.

Delaware: Then we could have long sleepovers and leave messages
for each other on answering machines about how we want to get
together soon.

Tony: That sounds cool. Let's go get a paper and start looking today.

Delaware: | can't today.
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Tony: Why not?!

Delaware: Someone is coming to fit new curtains on the living room
windows.

Tony: | thought you just had new curtains put up.

Delaware: No—those were old curtains that | had in storage. | took
down the new ones that had the ocean pattern and put up the old
ones that have the forest pattern.

Tony: Then why put up nhew ones if you just put up old ones?
Delaware: Because I'm tired of the old ones and | don't want the
hew ones. The ocean curtains remind me of all the dolphins that are
killed every day in fishnets.

Tony: You don't want to think about that?

Delaware: | don't think about it. | just don’'t want to remember it.
Tony: |saw a program about sharks on the Discovery Channel. They
said that 70 million sharks are killed every year. They said sharks may
become extinct.

Delaware: Sharks? Do sharks eat dolphins?

Tony: Sharks eat anything.

Delaware: Sharks are totally honest.

Tony: Yes. They totally, honestly eat anything.

Delaware: Do sharks ever lie?

Tony: They can't even talk!

Delaware: Is a lie like a shark?

Tony: Oris ashark like a lie?

Delaware: Sharks don't lie.
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Tony: They don't? How do you know they don’t?
Delaware: | think they don't. But maybe a lie is like a shark.
Tony: How so0?

Delaware: They swim around you and watch you...and then
sometimes they rush in and take a bite out of you.

Tony: Pretty...but how is it like a lie?

Delaware: 1feel like I'm swimming in lies sometimes. | feel like they
are going to eat my life and my mind.

Tony: Isn't that why you want new curtains?

Delaware: New curtains will help protect me from a circling swarm
of hungry lies?

Tony: New curtains will get your mind off your fantasies.

Delaware: That's what | like about lies. They're so easy to change. So
sharks aren't like lies, but lies are like sharks.

Tony: OK. So what kind are you going to put up?

Delaware: I'm going to put up goldenrod. It's a pattern full of great
big stalks of dark yellow goldenrod.

Tony: Del, you know I'm very allergic to goldenrod.

Delaware: Just close your eyes when you walk through. Or, tell
yourself they're wild mustard plants and not goldenrod at all.

Tony: | don't think that will work because | know, in my mind, that
they are goldenrod.

Delaware: Then your allergy is in your mind.
Tony: Of course it's in my mind. | only have attacks when I'm upset

about something. If I'm walking through your part of the apartment
thinking about how you want me to move out so you can have more
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space, and | see even a tiny bit of goidenrod, | know I'll have a
humongous attack and be on a respirator for a week.

Delaware: You said before that you wanted to move out because
you wanted more space.

Tony: Didn’'t you say that?

Delaware: | might have...last year. | don't remember saying it this
year.

Tony: | think I'm regressing and accessing last year's issues. It's like
replaying the six o'clock news and getting upset all over again
because Richard Nixon won the election for president.

Delaware: That would be upsetting...if anyone could remember that
far back.

Tony: | can't because | wasn't even alive then but | thought it was a
cool comparison.

Delaware: SO when are you going to move out?

Tony: 1 don't know. Do I have to?

Delaware: No. | got over that issue last year.

Tony: Del, 'm hungry.

Delaware: I'm not.

Tony: Actually, 'm not either. | could sit here all day—or all night.
Delaware: | couldn't, This chair is too uncomfortable.

Tony: (rises) I'm up.

Delaware: OK.

Lights down on Tony and Delaware as Delaware rises and they exit
backstage.
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Lights come up on Sandra who is still siowly fixing her makeup.

Sandra: (to herself) | could be who | want to be today. | know who |
want to be...it's anybody other than who | am. 1| could open a
newspaper, put my finger on a name and take that person’s life. |
could invent it and reinvent it. | could make it into something not
even their mother would recognize. But then who would | be? And
why would | want to go to so much trouble? It's a matter of degree.
| could turn another life seventeen degrees or thirty-seven degrees.
At seventeen degrees, it would be like turning slightly sideways in a
mirror. At thirty-seven degrees it would be half of a full profile. At
ninety degrees | could be one person in the reflection and another
person on the side that no one sees. | could be the dark side of the
moon. Who knows? Maybe the dark side of the moon is just the
frame of another movie prop. Maybe whoever owns the theatre
keeps one face to us so we won't see the trick. | could be like the
one who owns the theatre. (stops talking and does detail work on
her make-up) A few more strokes and | could make my eyes 100k
oriental. Then | could dye my hair black and go on the streets only
after midnight. | could call myself Cathy Chan. My dad is a rich
gambler who lives in Macao. He gave me ten million dollars and told
me to disappear into any life | wanted. Every life | wanted | could
never have. So, | make my life out of taking lives and making them
into...into...what do | make them into? What do | make myself into?
(she looks very closely and slowly at herself in her smail make-up
mirrorn) | make myself... (she does some more make-up)...!| make
myself.... (she does more make-up; lights go down on her and come
up on Dorothy and Joan)

Joan: You know what this means?

Dorothy: | don't know anymore after the meeting than | knew
before it.

Joan: What did you know before it?
Dorothy: Maybe more and maybe less than after.
Joan: That's no help.

Dorothy: I'm not trying to help.
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Joan: What are you trying to do?

Dorothy: That's an interesting question.

Joan: I've asked it before.

Dorothy: I've answered it before.

Joan: Your answers change like the weather.

Dorothy: | think like the weather.

Joan: Where's your weather vane?

Dorothy: It blew away in a big storm.

Joan: Then you have no guidance.

Dorothy: 1 follow my feelings.

Joan: What if they are contradictory?

Dorothy: Then one of them is lying.

Joan: You mean the truth can have only one value?
Dorothy: | mean 1 can walk on only one path at a time.
Joan: What if it's a lie?

Dorothy: Do my feet notice which direction I'm walking?
Joan: Does your heart have feet?

Dorothy: My heart has many holes.

Joan: What goes through them?

Dorothy: Light, water and blood.

Joan: How did you like the meeting tonight?
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Dorothy: Was there one?

Joan: My feeling exactly.

Dorothy: | waited all night.

Joan: So did I.

Dorothy: Every one was here.

Joan: The video was on.

Dorothy: So what happened?

Joan: | don't know. Some meetings are like that.
Dorothy: I thought there was no meeting.

Joan: That's what | mean. Some meetings are like there was no
meeting.

Dorothy: Did anyone pay tonight?

Joan: Maybe.

Dorothy: Can you pay the bills with maybes?
Joan: I can try.

Dorothy: You can try.

Lights go down on Joan and Dorothy and come up on Sandra who is
still working on tiny details of her make-up.

Sandra: So | can make myself anyone | want to be. Why don’t I make
myself a man? Because | get bored being a man. It isn't as
interesting or as fun as being a woman. Women have more fun.
Men think they have more fun, but they don't. They're too worried
about who's watching and who isn't. Women are inside the fun, not
outside it. What do | mean by that? (she looks closely at her face
and does some more detail workl What do | mean by anything?
What did | mean at the meeting tonight? It was so intense. | mean—
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| had no idea this place was like that. These people—they're all—liars!
Ha-ha! Yes, they're all a bunch of fucking liars! (works hard on smali
parts of her face) We're—a bunch of—liars. That's why I'm here.
They're my kind of people. (smiles and puts all of her makeup things
into her purse)

Lights go down on Sandra and come up on Sandborn as he enters
from backstage. As soon as he is near the desk, the lights come up
on everyone. Sandra turns in her chair and watches.

Sandborn: Hey, the usual crew.

Joan: And the usual drop-in.

Dorothy: Isn't it late to be chasing criminals?

Sandborn: Crimes, like lies, are timeless.

Joan: Though many of them take no time at all.

Sandborn: And many of them last for years.

Dorothy: Who can time a lie?

Sandborn: But the time of the crime is all important. Not only when
it took place, but aiso when it started and when it stopped.

Joan: Lies are not so dependent on time. Their effects are often not
even known until long after they are told.

Sandborn: But are all lies told—spoken—put into words?

Joan: The lie of omission is never spoken. It is what is left out that
lies, not what is put in.

Sandborn: Are you leaving anything out?
Joan: 1 cannot tell a lie.
Sandborn: When's the next meeting?

Joan: It depends.
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Sandborn: On who shows up?
Joan: Maybe.

Sandborn: 1 see Sandra is still here and in one of those chairs. Was
there a meeting tonight?

Joan: I don't know.

Dorothy: There were people here for one.
Sandborn: How can you not know?

Joan: | don't know because I'm not sure.

sandborn: How can you not be sure? There were people here,
right?

Joan: Right. Dorothy just said so.
Sandborn: You all sat around in your chairs, right?
Joan: Right.

Sandborn: And you all did—whatever you do, at your meetings,
right?

Joan: I'm not sure.
Dorothy: 1 think we tried.

Sandborn: You mean you can try to have a meeting but not have
one? You can fail to have a meeting?

Joan: I mean, we can fail to meet.
sandborn: With the accent on "meet"?
Joan: The accent is where you hear it.

Sandborn: No, the accent is where you put it.
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Joan: Both.

Sandborn: Then...what happened?

Joan: People came. They sat. Then they left.
sandborn: No crime in that.

Joan: Maybe that's why you don't come to our meetings—because
we commit no crimes here.

Sandborn: | don't know that for sure.

Dorothy: Do you have any reason to suspect?

Sandborn: None so far. Of course, you are a bunch of liars.

Sandra: (laughs).

Joan: The interesting thing about liars, lieutenant, is that you never
know when they are going to lie. If they lied all the time, with
everything they said, then their lies would become another kind of
truth, wouldn't they?

Dorothy: If all they said was a lie...?

Sandborn: Because you could counton it...?

Sandra: Because it would be their reality. You would always know
that whatever they said was not the truth. That would be another
kind of truth.

Sandborn: Truth, truth, truth...we're back to your favorite subject,
right, Joan?

Joan: Sometimes.

Sandborn: Then...a meeting might or might not have happened
here tonight.

Joan: That's about it.
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Ssandborn: You say it did, Dorothy, and you say it didn’t, right, Joan?
Joan: We can start there.

Sandborn: Start there? That's good. OK, we'll start there. I've
nothing better to do right now. So that's where we'll start. How
about you, Sandra? Did a meeting happen here tonight or didn't it?
Sandra: Am | under interrogation?

Sandborn: More or less.

sandra: Is this a crime scene?

Sandborn: 1 don't know vyet.

Sandra: Are we suspects?

sandborn: You are all under suspicion of having or not having a
meeting here tonight.

Sandra: That doesn't sound too serious.

sandborn: Then what do you say? Was there or wasn't there a
meeting here tonight?

Sandra: | came for a meeting. There were other people here.
Whether or not there was a meeting...well, | think you would have to
interview everyone who was here.

sandborn: | could do that...if they were willing. But it doesn't
matter whether or not they are willing—they're not here. You're
here and I'm asking you.

Sandra: What was the question again?

sandborn: Did you or did you not witness a meeting here tonight?
sandra: (looks at Joan and at Dorothy; smiles) I'm not sure.

Sandborn: Not sure?
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Sandra: Well, a meeting is like a rainbow, isn't it? | mean, if you
stand In a certain place, you can see a rainbow. If someone else
stands there with you, they can see the rainbow, too. But if
someone stands way on the other side of the rain, all they see is rain.
Or if you and the person you're standing with looking at the rainbow
walk far enough away from that spot, you might see only rain and
no rainbow. So if you sat in one place and looked at things one way,
you might see a meeting, but if you sat in another place and looked
at things in another way, you might see no meeting.

Ssandborn: And this is all relevant to what?

Ssandra: To what | saw or didn't see.

sandborn: To what you withessed or didn't withess?

Sandra: Witnesses see crimes. There was no crime here, was there?
Sandborn: 0K, so what did you see...or didn't see?

Sandra: People sitting together.

Sandborn: isn't that a meeting?

Joan: Lieutenant, are you trying to get a freebee again?

Sandborn: Ami?

Dorothy: How much of a voyeur are you, Sandborn?

Sandborn: A voyeur?

Dorothy: On other people’s crimes...on other people’s lies...on other
people’s—meetings?

Sandborn: How can | be a voyeur if a meeting never happened?
Joan: No one said it never happened.
Sandborn: But no one said it did happen, either.

Dorothy: There were people here.
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Joan: They sat in those chairs.

Sandra: I'm the last one here, except for Joan and Dorothy.
Sandborn: So there was a meeting.

Joan: Maybe.

Sandra: Are people sitting together a meeting?

Sandborn: They're a group.

Dorothy: Read the sign, lieutenant: “Liars Anonymous.” We're a
group. When we sit down together, we're a group.

Sandborn: Isn't that a meeting?

Dorothy: Joan, | think you're right.

Joan: About what?

Dorothy: He wants a freebee again.

Joan: That was my suspicion.

Sandborn: I'm under suspicion now?

Sandra: Funny, huh?

Sandborn: Ridiculous.

Joan: You are under suspicion of lying by omission. You concealed
your desire to have a freebee L.A. meeting under the disguise of
finding out whether or not there was a meeting. That's the charge.
Ladies of the jury, state your verdict.

Dorothy and Sandra (together): Guilty as charged.

Sandborn looks at all three of them, shakes his head then starts to
laugh. The other three start laughing with him.

Curtain down. Lights down. End of Act V, Scene 1.
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Act V, Scene 2. Curtain opens with lights up only on the phone
booth.

Sandra and Sandborn approach the phone booth from different
directions—one from backstage center and one from stageleft.
They arrive at the phone booth at about the same time. They look at
each other, move to go into the booth then to let the other one go
in and so do a little deference dance until they both stop and stand
outside and downstage from the phone booth.

Sandborn: You can go first.

Sandra: (looks away) It doesn't matter. I'm in no rush.

Ssandborn: Me neither.

Sandra: (looks down, shakes her head) | can wait. Go ahead.
Sandborn: | was just going to...

Sandra: It's OK. GO ahead.

Sandborn: You don’'t look so good. Anything wrong?

Sandra: Is anything right?

Sandborn: That bad?

Sandra: Nothing you need to worry about.

Sandborn: I'm not worried. Just asking.

Sandra: Personal stuff...

Sandborn: Your ex--?

Sandra: My ex—?

Sandborn: And kids—?

Sandra: And kids? Yeah—my ex and kids. That stuff.
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Sandborn: In—South Park?
Sandra: South Park?
Sandborn: The nickname...?

Sandra: Nickname—oh, yeah, the nickname. Yeah, South Park—Sst.
Louis Park—yeah, the same.

Sandborn: Bad news?

Sandra: All the news is bad.

Sandborn: Really? Even from your kids?

Sandra: They hate me.

Sandborn: How can they hate their mother?

Ssandra: I'm not their real mother.

sandborn: You're their stepmother?

Sandra: Yeah, their real mother died in an auto accident. 1 was
answering the phones at a local hospital at the time. It was about
three in the morning. The place was real small. There was no one
else there to—you know, like—talk to her husband. He was a mess.

That's how we met.

Sandborn: Sounds tough...I mean, especially on the kids. First one
mother dies...then another one leaves. You left, right?

sandra: Yeah...| left. | couldn't take the life anymore. And—and |
had really bad hay fever. | had to go to the mountains for a couple
of months every spring. | mean—what's the point of living in a place
if you can't—you know what I mean—Ilive there?

Sandborn: Sounds tough all around...for you and them.

Sandra: Tough...yeah, like an old shoelace with an older knot in it.

sandborn: Ssometimes you just have to cut the lace.
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Sandra: Sometimes you just have to cut the cord.

Sandborn: Right.

Sandra: But then—who are you? And where do you come from?
Sandborn: Who--?

Sandra: | mean—where is anybody really from?

Sandborn: People...are from other people. People are from where
they were born...where they grew up.

Sandra: | don't mean that. Yeah—all of that...but after all of that is
done—after all the normal bulishit is done, where is anybody really
from?

Sandborn: Really? | guess people are from where they say they are
from.

\~7 Sandra: It's up to me, huhn?

sandborn: It's up to you...unless you want it to be up to somebody
else.

Sandra: 1am who I say | am.

sandborn: You are.

sandra: Sounds lonely.

Ssandborn: You can say you're the ninth kid in a family of fifteen
children and that you have grandparents, great grandparents and
lots of uncles, aunts, nieces and nephews.

Sandra: Sounds too crowded.

sandborn: You can say you are an orphan with no known relatives
anywhere on the planet and that you are the only person in history

with your family name so that it is not even clear that you have
ancestors.
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Sandra: How could | be here?

Sandborn: You are where you say you are.

Sandra: For a detective, you're a pretty free spirit.
Sandborn: 1 like freedom. Do you?

sandra: 1 like it.

sandborn: Then it's up to you who you are.
Sandra: Then | answer my own question.

Sandborn: About where you really come from—yeah, you answer it
yourself. .

Sandra: I never liked anyone else answering my questions for me.
Sandborn: But you still have questions.

Sandra: Every time | breathe it's a question.

Sandborn: Sounds exaggerated—but dramatic.

Sandra: Drama relieves boredom.

Sandborn: But does it answer your question?

Sandra: It makes the question more interesting.

Sandborn: And your past? Does it make it more endurable?
Sandra: How could being hated by children ever be endurable?
Sandborn: How old are they?

Sandra: Seven and eleven...the boy’s seven, the girl's eleven.

sandborn: They're young. They know little of life. They have few
resources to understand you.
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Sandra: Oh, no. I think they understand. They understand that | said
| would always be there and then | left. Children don't need
resources to understand that.

Sandborn: They need resources to stand in someone else’s shoes.
Sandra: Whoever's shoes they stand in, they'll still see me as a liar.
Sandborn: You may be right.

Sandra: 1gotta go.

sandborn: Don't you want to use the phone?

Sandra: | forgot who | was going to call.

Sandborn: I'm in no rush. You want to think about it?

Sandra: About who | was going to call?

Sandborn: About—whatever.

Sandra: You mean talk about it?

Sandborn: Whatever.

Sandra: You married?

Sandborn: Thoroughly.

Sandra: (looks at him) You don't wear a ring.

Sandborn: That's observant. 1 used to have a gold band, but |
developed a skin allergy to gold. (holds up both hands, fingers
spread, backs to Sandra) See? No gold.

Sandra: |see. Got kids?

Ssandborn: Three—two are already on their own and the third one is
teetering on the edge of the nest.

Sandra: Must be nice.
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Sandborn: Sometimes.

Sandra: Must be boring.

sandborn: Sometimes.

Sandra: Your wife? What does she do?

Sandborn: She’s an artist...a painter, actually.

Sandra: Mmm...my grandmother was a painter. She used to do
these landscapes...up close you couldn't really tell what they were,
but from back a ways, they always looked like landscapes.

Sandborn: Yeah, my wife does portraits.

Sandra: I've got no talent.

Sandborn: Everybody has some talent.

Sandra: Some of us don’'t have enough.

Sandborn looks at his watch.

Sandra: You gotta go? Don't let me keep you.

Sandborn: Yeah, I've gotta make a call. Excuse me. (goes inside the
phone booth, closes the door, takes out a piece of paper, removes
the receiver and puts in the numbers)

Sandra watches him briefly then exits backstage center.

Lights down on the phone booth; Sandborn exits stageleft; lights up
on the office where Dorothy sits at the desk playing cards and Joan

sits in a chair with her legs crossed and her eyes closed.

Dorothy: Have you ever thought about how many different ways
there are to win or lose at solitaire?

Joan: Mmm.
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Dorothy: | never tried to keep count but | feel that | never see the
same hand twice. Is that possible?

Joan: There are only fifty-two cards in the deck. So there must be a
finite number of possible hands.

Dorothy: But finite...how big a number could that be?
Joan: Enormous.

Dorothy: Yeah...that's what | thought, too. Like | might need several
lifetimes just to see half of the possible hands.

Joan: Sounds about right.
Dorothy: So why do | play?
Joan: You said it helps avoid arthritis in the hands.

Dorothy: That's what somebody told me. But I've never had
arithritis. No one in my family had arthritis.

Joan: Then why do you play?

Dorothy: That's what | ask myself every time | play.

Joan: And what do you answer?

Dorothy: Sometimes | don't bother. Sometimes I say one thing and
sometimes | say another. | don't see how | owe myself an
explanation.

Joan: Mmm. Maybe not.

Dorothy: On the other hand, I like to play untii | win. Sometimes |
can feel a winning hand in the deck. Sometimes | can play for an
hour and still not win. | don’'t understand the mathematics of it, but
I'll bet it's pretty boring.

Joan: Probably pretty simple. There are so many possible hands; the
odds are such-and-such for getting any one hand...and so on.
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Dorothy: Yeah, like | said, pretty boring.

Joan: So what was the last thing you told yourself about why you
like to play?

Dorothy: | told myself...let me see—I told myseif that | like patterns.
I like watching patterns change. That was it.

Joan: When was that?

Dorothy: | don't remember.

Joan: How do you know you even said it?
Dorothy: | don't.

Joan: Mmm.

Dorothy: {picks up all the cards, shuffles them a few times, stops and
holds the deck in one hand) Incoming.

Joan: How soon?

Dorothy: {lays out another solitaire hand) Soon.

Ssandra enters from the backstage door, walks to the desk, looks at
Dorothy’s solitaire hand, reaches down and moves some cards, then
walks to a chair near Joan and sits.

Sandra: (smiling) Good news!

Dorothy: You stopped lying.

Sandra: No! | got a promotion and a raise.

Joan: They like the way you lie.

Sandra: Yeah, they told me I'm the best they've seen. They did a
secret quality control check on the quality controllers. They had
different quality controllers like me work on the same machines.

They got finer tuning on machines with me than with any of their
other controllers.

145



Dorothy: That should be worth some kind of celebration.
Joan: So they promoted you...to what?

sandra: They want me to train other quality controllers.
Joan: They want you to teach other people how to lie?
Sandra: sounds strange, doesn't it?

Dorothy: Sounds like a reward for a job well done. My mother used
to say that everyone needed some kind of skill. You've got yours.

Sandra: | even get my own little office and | get to share a secretary
with someone else. | never had a secretary before.

Joan: They can't keep secrets.

Sandra: Who?

Joan: Secretaries.

Sandra: Who's going to tell them secrets?

Joan: Bosses always tell their secretaries secrets.

Dorothy: Some of our longest-term members have been secretaries.
Sandra: Well, I'm not a boss...and I've got nothing to tell her.
Dorothy: Probably better that way.

Sandra: Butl did get paid.

Dorothy: The good news doesn’t stop.

Sandra: It's been six months since | paid my dues here. | want to pay
for another six months.

Dorothy: Six months? You started here... (0pens a drawer, takes out

a ledger book, opens it, studies the entries)...two months ago. You
paid for two months.
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Joan opens her eyes and turns toward Sandra.

Sandra: (shakes her head, looks at Dorothy then at Joan) Two
months?

Joan: (firmly) Two months.

Sandra: Yeah...OK...two months.

Dorothy: For you, it's been only two months since you paid.

Sandra: Yes...well, this time | want to pay for six months. (she fishes
in her purse, pulls out cash, rises and crosses to the desk, hands it to
Dorothy and returns to her chair)

Dorothy takes the money, counts it, writes in the ledger book, takes
a bag out of a drawer and puts the money in it, then puts the ledger
book away and resumes her solitaire game.

Joan: Are you working full time now?

Sandra: Almost. They said, maybe a few more months and they'll
put me on full time.

Joan: Any thoughts about going home?

Sandra: 1am home. There's no place to go.

Joan: Home is not where the heart is?

Sandra: My heart grew legs many years ago.

Dorothy: A heart with legs, not roots.

Sandra: That's good. Yeah—a heart with legs, not roots.
Dorothy: Any news from your kids?

Sandra: My kids—-?

Dorothy: Minneapolis—South—St.—whatever it was?
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Sandra: Oh! St. Louis Park. That one. Yeah, that was fun.
Dorothy: It was?

Sandra: Yeah, but it got boring.

Dorothy: That's why you left?

Sandra: That's why | was never there.

Dorothy: So—no news.

Sandra: Nobody outside of this town has any way to contact me.
Dorothy: That sounds final.

Sandra: Sometimes I like it that way.

Dorothy: Sometimes it's the only way.

Joan: What state are you on now?

Sandra: State? How do you mean?

Joan: In your atlas?

Sandra: South Dakota. it's almost all wheat farming. | could never
live there. Hay fever would Kill me.

Joan: | bought an atlas last week. One of those big format atlases of
the US. It's interesting looking at all the different places.

Sandra: You planning on moving?

Joan: | have no plans to do anything but come here.
Sandra: So what's with the atlas?

Joan: It's something to do.

Sandra: I've been doing it for years.
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Joan: Yeah...I found St. Louis Park.
Sandra: It's there.

Joan: Sandborn said he'd heard of it but never been there...so |
thought I'd have a look.

Sandra: He doesn't know everything.
Joan: But he's pretty sharp.

sandra: Yeah, I'll give him that. Sounds like he's got a pretty good
life, too.

Dorothy: How do you mean?

Sandra: Stable family, artistic wife, Kids growing up and moving
on....

Joan and Dorothy look at each other. Sandra looks at both of them.

Joan: Are you talking about Lieutenant Sandborn? The guy who
comes here?

sandra: | was—or, at least, | thought | was.
Joan: | don't think so.
sandra: Why?

Joan: Because he's got no wife. Well—l mean, if you count being
divorced—he’'s got an ex.

Sandra: An ex?

Joan: They were divorced about three years ago. She got custody of
their son and left the state.

Sandra: What happened?
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Joan: The way she told it, she couldn’t stand his working hours. He
was out until all hours every day and night of the week. She said
they had no home life and that he neglected his son.

Sandra: Did you know her?

Dorothy: She was a regular here starting a few months before they
finalized the divorce.

Sandra: Really? His wife came here?

Joan: Yeah. She said she couldn’t figure out what was going on...she
needed people to talk to.

Dorothy: We heard a lot about Detective Sandborn.

Joan: Sounds like you heard some things about him, too.
Sandra: How do you mean?

Joan: You said he had an artist wife and three kids—right?
Sandra: Ssomething like that.

Joan: Did you make it up or did somebody say that to you?
Sandra: Does it matter?

Joan: Only if we want it to.

Sandra: It really doesn't matter to me.

Dorothy: So you don’'t want to know any more about him?
Sandra: | doubt that I really know anything about him now.
Dorothy: We heard a lot of stories from his wife.

Sandra: Like what?

Joan: You interested in him?
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Sandra: | wouldn’t say | am or I'm not. Why—he ever say anything
about me?

Joan:. He said he thought you were interesting.

Sandra: When he comes here, though, he acts like he's looking for
you, Joan, not for anybody else.

Joan: Maybe...it's kind of hard to tell what he's looking for.

Sandra: So...you don't have a—a thing with him?

Joan: |1 don't think so. Nothing's ever happened between us. We've
had coffee out a couple of times, but otherwise we always see each
other here. | don't think I'm his type.

Sandra: What's his type?

Dorothy: You want to know more about him?

Sandra: (looks around, shrugs) I'm off work for the day. What else
do I have to do?

Joan: OK. (she turns and settles on her chair; curtain starts to come
down and lights start to go down) When his ex first came here, she
told us that...

Curtain down, lights down. End of Act V, Scene 2. End of play.

End
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