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Characters

The Playwright
an aptly named character, author of “THE WORK IN PROGRESS”

Disquieting Muses: 


Witold Gombrowicz 
Polish playwright


Luigi Pirandello
Italian playwright

LynleyShimat Lys
a theorist & contemporary of THE PLAYWRIGHT 

Actors In Training
 
conservatory students, function as a group, chatty

Playwright’s Friends
friends of THE PLAYWRIGHT, function as a group, unresponsive

Playwright’s Father

nervous, eager to please, slightly near-sighted

Playwright’s Mother

distracted, indecisive, a psychoanalyst

Annoying Couple
friends of Mother and Father, absorbed in each other 

Director
pays close attention to technical and performance details

Except for Disquieting Muses, all characters can be of any gender.

GOMBROWICZ speaks Polish and occasionally French and Latin.

PIRANDELLO speaks Italian.

The audience, with the exception of those who happen to speak these languages, is not intended to understand these characters. Their presence and tone is more important than their actual words.

The size of the cast can be modified by adding to or reducing the number of FRIENDs and / or ACTORs.

The play takes place over the course of an evening. It begins in the audience seating section of a small theater, where the characters have come to see a staged reading of The Playwright’s new work, “THE WORK IN PROGRESS.”

Act I


At Rise:

(Rows of chairs at an incline. Resembles the actual audience seating of the theater. The characters begin to enter from right, a few at a time.)


Annoying Couple:

(Enter from down right, holding hands. Couple speaks inaudibly, murmuring simultaneously, punctuated by clear words from one or the other followed by laughter of agreement. Couple walks directly to seats upstage right and sits down.)


Annoying Couple: 

Playwright … 


(laughter, murmuring) 

bar stools … 


(laughter, murmuring) 

scripts yet … 


(laughter, murmuring) 

clever writing … 


(laughter, murmuring) 

groceries … 



(laughter, murmuring).


Witold Gombrowicz: 


(Enters from up left or other odd angle)

Co to jest? Ślub? 

[What is this? The Marriage?]


(Looks annoyed, sits - up left).


Luigi Pirandello

(Enters opposite from Gombrowicz, up right, immediately afterward. Sits - up right.)

Cos’e? Sei personnagi? 

[What is this? Six Characters?]


Annoying Couple: 


(Glances briefly at Gombrowicz and 
Pirandello.)


ANNOYING COUPLE: 

Gombrowicz … hmm 


(laughter, murmuring). 

Pirandello? 


(laughter, murmuring). 

Disquieting muses …


(trail off)

 (Gombrowicz and Pirandello nod at each other.)


Gombrowicz

To nie ma sensu.

[This doesn’t make any sense.]


Pirandello

Va bene.

[Good.]


LynleyShimat Lys:

(Enters from down right. Sits in same row as Annoying Couple, in exact center of row.)


LYNLEY, CONT’D: 

Best seat in the house! Will you notice? Where are you, anyway, playwright?


Actors In Training

(Enter in a group from down right. Find seats just down from LYNLEY while talking.)


Actor 1: 

Have you heard anything about this playwright before?


Actor 2: 

I’m just here to watch the director.


Actor 3: 

Yeah, me too. I want to study with the director in the Spring.


Actor 2: 

Who is this playwright anyway?


Actor 3: 

Isn’t there a bio somewhere?


Playwright’s Friends

(Enter together from down right. Find seats in front row, down far right).


Friend 1: 

Fifteen years. How about you?


Friend 2: 

We’ve known each other for seventeen years … is that right? 


Friend 3: 

Sixteen and a half.


Friend 2: 

Right, from school.

Playwright’s Mother & Playwright’s Father

(Enter together from down right. Quickly de-synchronize. Mother sees Annoying Couple and waves, Father sees Playwright’s Friends.)


Playwright’s Mother

(Walks up to Annoying Couple, pauses briefly)


Annoying Couple: 


(Murmuring)

 … Ah, playwright’s mother! 

(Pleasant laughter, then inaudible chat with Mother).


Playwright’s Father:

(Shakes hands of Playwright’s Friends in order, seriously.)

Yes … yes … yes, … mmm. Well, good to see you.


PLAYWRIGHT’S FATHER:

(Nods at each of the FRIENDS. Moves to sit down just left of them. Looks around for Playwright’s Mother, confused. 

PLAYWRIGHT’S FATHER, CONT’D

Sees Mother up with Annoying Couple, looks annoyed and perplexed, squints near-sightedly toward Mother.)


Playwright’s Mother:

(walks across row, causing LYNLEY to stand up and let Mother pass. Sits two seats to left of LYNLEY. Waves to Annoying Couple. Shouts over LYNLEY to Couple).


PLAYWRIGHT’S MOTHER:

Maybe I’ll just sit over here.


Annoying Couple: 

(Murmurs of dissent with Mother’s idea).

Really? 


(murmur)

… Over there? 



(murmur)


Playwright’s Mother


(waves arm vaguely)

I’ll be fine over here. 


Playwright’s Father

(Looks toward Mother with hand over eyes, as though blocking out sunlight over a distance. Gestures as he speaks, although no one pays any attention).

What? What are you doing up there? We’re down here.


Playwright’s Mother

Well, maybe I’ll go over there. 


(Makes LYNLEY stand up again) 

Hmm … No, not over here.


Playwright’s Mother

(Goes back, makes LYNLEY stand again. Walks back and forth in front of LYNLEY several times, forcing LYNLEY to sit and stand repeatedly.)


LynleyShimat Lys: 

(Thinking out loud. Mother does not seem to hear.)

What is wrong with you? Will you please make up your mind! Do you want my seat? Should I give up my seat for you? Is this seat yours or something? 


Playwright’s Mother 


(Vaguely, to LYNLEY)

Oh. Sorry. 

(Looks at confused Father in front row. Speaks to self)

I guess we could sit down there. 


(Gestures to Couple)

I guess we can all go sit down there.

Playwright’s Mother & Annoying Couple
(Walk in front of LYNLEY, making LYNLEY stand again, and join father in front row. Father waits until they reach the front row before sitting.)


LynleyShimat Lys:

Arrgh!! Your relatives are crazy!! They can’t sit still for two seconds without making me move!! The play hasn’t even started and there’s already all this drama!


LynleyShimat Lys:

(Mumbles to self irritatedly. Looks around. Sees Gombrowicz and Pirandello.)

Great. Now I’m seeing dead playwrights who didn’t even know each other. Just great. Fantastic. Azey yofi. Next I’ll be in the play. Or in an asylum. If the playwright doesn’t drive me there first.


Witold Gombrowicz:


(waves at LYNLEY)

Cześć. 

[Hello.]


LynleyShimat Lys:

Great. Now he’s talking to me in Polish. Of all the times to run into your favorite author – in the audience of a play by THE PLAYWRIGHT.


(to Gombrowicz)

Tout le monde est fou!

[The whole world is crazy!]


Witold Gombrowicz:


(Points to his watch)

Quelle heure est-il? Ou est la Polonia? … Patria?

[What time is it? Where is Poland? … the fatherland?]


Luigi Pirandello:

Ah, francesi. Ho capito. 

[Oh, French, I understand.]


LynleyShimat Lys:

Io non capisco! Maybe you understand – you and your Six Characters – but I don’t.

Gombrowicz and Pirandello:

(survey the rows in front of them, then move into the row directly behind LYNLEY, one on either side of LYNLEY. LYNLEY looks around nervously at them, then shrugs and relaxes.)

MOTHER, FATHER and ANNOYING COUPLE: 

(settle into the first row. ANNOYING COUPLE put their arms around each other and return to murmuring. MOTHER leans vaguely toward COUPLE, looking as if the other row was better. FATHER leans in the other direction, toward the FRIENDS, as though he wants to speak to them.)


LynleyShimat Lys: 


(Gesturing to front row).

What is going on down there? That couple is so disgusting… but at least they’re talking to each other. And why does that guy look like he wants to hang out with those kids instead of his wife? Not getting enough quality time with the Playwright or something? At least the wife looks like she’s given up on taking my seat. 


GOMBROWICZ: 


(Excitedly)

“Gdy pisze, nie jestem, powtarzam, ani Polak, ani Chinczyk. Ja jestem Gombrowicz.”

[When I write, I am not a Pole … I am Gombrowicz.]


LynleyShimat Lys: 


(To GOMBROWICZ)

Yes, I know you’re Gombrowicz, and you write in the form of Gombrowicz whether you write in Polish or any other language and – wait – 


(LYNLEY gets distracted by the front row) 


LYNLEY, CONT’D:

– my mom was in a babysitting co-op with that guy’s mom! Didn’t we go to preschool together or grow up on the same street or something? What’s up with that? I bet he totally doesn’t know who I am either…


Gombrowicz: 

Kosmos! 


Pirandello: 

"Io sono figlio del Caos e non allegoricamente, ma in giusta realtà."

[I am the son of Chaos, and not allegorically, but in reality.]


LynleyShimat Lys: 


(sardonically)

OK, so you’re literally the son of chaos, which is fantastic for you, but the rest of us are just allegorically the children of chaos. This play, for example, which hasn’t even started yet, is already in a state of chaos. Perhaps more than the rest of the universe, and yes, I did hear you before, Pan Gombrowicz, when you brought up the cosmos. Or was that a reference to your novel?

DIRECTOR:

(Enters from up left, holding a clipboard and pencil, goes directly to the back row of seats, down middle, and sits).


ACTOR 1: 

(Walks to front of “audience,” faces them, and clears throat loudly).

Hello, and welcome to the [fill in name] Playhouse. This is a staged performance of “The Work In Progress” by The Playwright, directed by The Director. We like to stage new works by exciting young playwrights. The Playwright is not only someone we consider to be one of the fresh voices of today’s theater, but someone we welcome back as a former intern in our dramatic reading department. For this performance, the staging will be minimalist. The actors have memorized their lines, but will be carrying scripts with them. 


ACTOR 1: 

(nodding towards GOMBROWICZ and PIRANDELLO)

I see we have some illustrious friends in the audience for this performance. Thank you all for coming and enjoy the show! 


(General applause from characters)


LynleyShimat Lys: 

Finally! 

(Turning to GOMBROWICZ and PIRANDELLO)

Wait – did you come to see “The Work In Progress,” or just to bother me?


GOMBROWICZ: 

Nie wiem.

[I don’t know.]


PIRANDELLO: 

No lo so.

[I don’t know.]


LYNLEYSHIMAT LYS: 

What do you mean you don’t know?

(Everyone is quiet as the “play” begins. Characters resume talking in stage whispers, or in their usual ways, as though to themselves).


COUPLE: 

(Making out & producing a low humming noise)


LYNLEY: 

(Watching the “stage.” Speaks as though to The Playwright.)


LYNLEY, CONT’D:


(gasp)

Hey, you said that to me! That’s exactly the way you used to talk to me! What is that doing in this play?!


FATHER: 

(leans back in his seat, clutches the arm rests)

Hmm . . . these characters are very clever . . . and not very nice. Are you misquoting me?


MOTHER: 


(fidgeting)

I really wanted that other seat. This is too close to the stage. I could see better from up there. I have this weird feeling that the person who took my seat has taken away my role in life as well. 


(looks over at FATHER)

What is he doing? Is he going to embarrass me in public again? 


(looks over at COUPLE)

At least we don’t look like them.


(leans back toward COUPLE).


LYNLEY: 


(watching the “play,” confused)

Is that guy supposed to be you? And the other one is supposed to be your famous friend? Did he really say that? Did you really do that? This is so confusing. Should I be here? Should you be writing this sort of thing? It seems so personal.


(leans back suddenly)

You said that to me too! So how does the other character respond to that? 


(pause) 


LYNLEY, CONT’D:

Is that how I was supposed to respond? Is that what you wanted me to say? Why do you have to be so incomprehensible? It’s as though having such an extensive vocabulary makes you precisely less understandable. 


FRIEND 1: 


(to FRIEND 2)

I don’t get it – is this about the Playwright’s life? Did that actually happen?


FRIEND 2: 

It sounds familiar. I haven’t really been paying attention.


FRIEND 3: 

To the play or the life?


FRIEND 2: 


(to FRIEND 3)

Either, really. It’s all so melodramatic, I get lost even when I try to keep up with it all.


FRIEND 4: 


(to FRIEND 1)

It always sounds so full of angst too – I can’t tell when something’s actually going wrong because everything is so tragically phrased.


FRIEND 3: 

You get used to it after a while.


FRIEND 4: 

Really? I don’t. I have no idea what that last line was about either. Who is that supposed to be? 


FRIEND 3: 

You mean the person they keep talking about that we never see?


FRIEND 4: 

No, the person we didn’t see that invited them to the party.


FRIEND 1: 

Sounds made up to me.


LYNLEY: 


(To THE PLAYWRIGHT)


(nostalgic)

This is such amazing writing. I love this dialogue – there’s almost no one else who can write like this – 


GOMBROWICZ: 


(pokes LYNLEY, looking offended).


LYNLEY: 


(to GOMBROWICZ)

I said almost no one!  I go to your plays too, you know. You’re one of my major influences in writing. What more do you want?!


LYNLEY: 


(back to the “play”)

How fantastic is that – a monologue about the history of the film “treatment,” and its decline in the post-modern age. 


(to THE PLAYWRIGHT)

How do you write these things into your plays so effortlessly, as though they have every right to a place in a typical dialogue between two twenty-somethings? Totally, totally brilliant. Of course, if I told you that, you would probably disagree with me and tell me I shouldn’t be watching this anyway.


LYNLEY: 


(looking around nervously)

I probably shouldn’t be here. If your Father recognized me, it could be complicated. He doesn’t know that we know each other. He looks pretty busy with other things, though. 


(pause). 


LYNLEY, CONT’D

I don’t know what’s going on with your parents, PLAYWRIGHT. 


(looks at couple). 

I suppose it could be worse. . . 


FATHER: 


(looking behind him, squinting)

Those people in the back look really familiar. I know I’ve met that one playwright type before. And that person just in front of them too. I really need to get new glasses. I can’t see anything with these. 


(Cleans glasses with shirt sleeve). 

No, that didn’t help. I can barely see the people on the stage. 

(MOTHER accidentally brushes him with her elbow). 

Oh no, am I embarrassing everyone in public again? 


(pause) 

Oh, great, now I missed that whole dialogue. Why is that character looking upset? That character has looked upset the whole time. 


(to the PLAYWRIGHT) 

Is that supposed to be you? Why are you upset? Is it me? Did I do something? 


(pause) 

That actor looks really familiar. 


FATHER, CONT’D 

Maybe everyone starts to look familiar when you need new glasses. 


LYNLEY: 


(panicking)

What if your Father saw me? What if he recognized me? What if he knows that you know me or that I know you? It’s all so confusing. It’s more dramatic than your play, and that character who’s been looking upset the whole time. Is that supposed to be you? Why are you upset? Did I upset you?


MOTHER: 

I really think that was a better seat up near the back. I don’t know why we all had to move up here anyway. 


(looking at FATHER) 

I told you that you needed new glasses, but did you listen? No, you thought it was fine. And now I’ll bet you can’t even see what’s on stage. 


(looks back at the seat she wants). 

Those people up there look really familiar. That one looks a lot like Pirandello. I’m not sure about the other one. The one in my seat seems to be with them. Why aren’t they sitting in one row together like normal people? 


(Nervously) 

What if that one in my seat is here with The Playwright? No one told me this would happen. 


(To THE PLAYWRIGHT) 

Who is that? Why don’t you introduce me? Why is there someone in my seat? 


(looking at “The Play”) 

Who are all these people? Why don’t we see any of them except for the two main characters? Why does that one character always look upset? Is that supposed to be you? Did your father embarrass you in public again? It’s the weak glasses, isn’t it? 


(pause) 


MOTHER, CONT’D

That actor looks really sad. Maybe he’s embarrassed by your father. Maybe he’s having problems with his girlfriend. Or his boyfriend. Maybe his girlfriend doesn’t like his boyfriend. 


(looks at COUPLE) 

Maybe he’s disgusted by them.


FATHER:


(looking at MOTHER)

Is she analyzing that actor? Is she analyzing me? 


(looks at COUPLE). 

Did I invite them? Do those actors behind us know the playwright? 


(pause) 

Do the playwright’s friends know what’s going on in this scene? 


(pause) 

Did that really happen? Didn’t you used to have a stuffed animal like that? What is that guy doing to it?


MOTHER:


(to PLAYWRIGHT)

How do you feel about that? Are you trying to tell us something? Who is that in my seat?


ACTOR 1:

That guy onstage has been looking upset the whole time.


ACTOR 2:

Is something wrong with that actor or is it just the character?


ACTOR 3:

It’s fantastic! I can really see the director’s style influencing the performance.


ACTOR 2:

I wonder if that actor was difficult to direct. 


(pause)

Maybe it’s just an embodiment of the character.


LYNLEY:

That stuffed animal is taking on its own role. What was that guy doing to it? 


MOTHER:

The stuffed animal is a representation of the character’s anima. 


(To PLAYWRIGHT) 

What are you trying to express? Is your father embarrassing it? 


(turning to look at LYNLEY) 

Is the animal a symbol of that person in my seat? What does it symbolize to you?


COUPLE:


(in unison)

Is this going somewhere? We have important things to do. 


DIRECTOR:

The stuffed animal is upstaging the actors. 


(pause). 

Maybe it should be bigger. 


(pause). 


DIRECTOR, CONT’D

Why does the Playwright’s Mother keep looking back at that one part of the audience? Did she want that seat? Is that person next to Gombrowicz and Pirandello more interesting than the play? 


(pause) 

Maybe that person should be added to the rest of the invisible cast. 


(writes on clipboard). 

I like the staging of the play with just two actors, but if that person is going to upstage them, I can see adding another invisible character. 


(pause) 

Maybe that person is related to the stuffed animal. It really should be bigger. It is a character, in its way. It needs better lighting right here too. I’ll have to mention that to the lighting director. 


(writes on clipboard).


GOMBROWICZ:


(knowingly)

Opętani. To jest Opętani.
[Possessed. It’s Possessed.]


PIRANDELLO:


(confused)

O – PEN- TANI? Cos’è? C’è importante? Questo è caos!

[O-pyen-tani? What’s that? Is it important? This is chaos!]


LYNLEY: 


(perplexed)

Yes, Pan Gombrowicz, what exactly do you mean by Opętani? Is that a reference to your gothic horror novel? Are you calling this play crazy? Do you mean that the audience is somehow possessed? 


(looks shocked). 


LYNLEY, CONT’D:

Do you mean that the playwright and I are each other’s doubles? 


PIRANDELLO:


(conspiratorially)

“Sei personaggi.”

[Six characters.]


LYNLEY:


(annoyed)

I can’t possibly have six doubles. You keep quiet. 


(To GOMBROWICZ) 

Is that stuffed animal my double? Is the Playwright’s Mother who keeps looking back at me my double? Is this some sort of Dostoevsky short story? 


(worried) 

In Slavic folklore, if you see your double it means something bad is going to happen. 


(aside) 

I guess they’re not big on having twins in Russia and Poland. 


(To GOMBROWICZ) 

I’ve always thought that Poland was your double. It formed you and you couldn’t escape it, despite writing always as yourself, as Gombrowicz. 


GOMBROWICZ:


(inscrutable)

PAMIĘTNIK Z OKRESU DOJRZEWANIA!!! 

[Notes from a Time of Immaturity!]


DIRECTOR:


(directorial)

Pan Gombrowicz, you’re upstaging the actors and the rest of the cast. 


DIRECTOR, CONT’D



(writes on clipboard). 

Gombrowicz needs better lighting. 


(To Gombrowicz)

If you continue with your discourse on formlessness and immaturity, we’ll have no choice but to add you to the cast of invisible characters. 


(To Cast “AUDIENCE”) 


DIRECTOR, CONT’D

Does anyone here speak Polish?


FATHER: 


(helpfully)

German, I recognize some German. Not Polish.


MOTHER: 


(thoughtfully)

I understand a few Slavic languages. 


(Pointing at LYNLEY) 

I’ll bet that person in my seat speaks some Slavic languages. 


(To LYNLEY) 

You look Russian. Are you the Playwright’s double? Why are you in my seat? Is it because of the stuffed animal?


FATHER:


(confused)

Wait, do I know you? Or is it just this weak prescription? Why are we interrupting the play? 


(To COUPLE) 


FATHER, CONT’D

Will you stop making out already?! It’s obscene!


ACTOR 3:


(excited)

I love this directing style!


FRIEND 3: 

Is this part of the play? I don’t remember this happening at all.


FRIEND 4:

I thought you said you get used to it after a while.


FRIEND 3:

I meant the Playwright, you get used to the Playwright. 


(pause) 

I always get thrown off by Gombrowicz. Even the second or third time he says something, it throws me off. Even in English translation, which by the way, doesn’t seem to be happening here.


DIRECTOR:


(writing furiously)

Gombrowicz will be added as a dramatic figure, who speaks in untranslated Polish. Various characters will seem to understand him in any case, but no one volunteers to translate him properly into English.


PIRANDELLO:


(standing up)

Io voglio traduirlo.

[I want to translate.]


(pausa) 


[pause]


PIRANDELLO, CONT’D:

Ma parlo Italiano. 

[But I speak Italian.]


DIRECTOR:


(like an auctioneer)

I believe Pirandello has volunteered to translate Gombrowicz. 


PIRANDELLO:


(enthusiastically)

SI, SI, SI! Va bene.

[Yes, yes, yes! Great!]


(sits down)


DIRECTOR:

We have a volunteer. Any other bids? Going once, going twice, sold to Signore Pirandello.


ACTOR 3:


(bouncing up and down)

And he doesn’t even speak to us in English! What directing style!


DIRECTOR:


(To ACTOR 3)

You’re not upstage! Stop upstaging the audience members up here!


ACTOR 3:


(settling down)

Right! Sorry. That light shouldn’t be focused so much on me either.


DIRECTOR:


(scribbling)


DIRECTOR, CONT’D:

Excellent point.


LYNLEY:


(To no one in particular)

I love the playwright!


MOTHER:


(shocked)

I knew something was going on here. Even before Gombrowicz started talking.


FATHER:


(squinting)

If I could see you, I’m sure I would recognize you and be very angry about that outburst.


COUPLE:


(in unison)

Hey, are you upstaging us?


FRIEND 3:

OK, now I’m completely lost. What’s going on here? 


ACTOR 1:


(excitedly)

That person in front of those playwrights just announced that she loves the playwright.


FRIEND 2:

She loves Gombrowicz?


FRIEND 1:

No, she loves Pirandello.


ACTOR 2:

No, it seemed like she meant that she loves The Playwright.


FRIEND 4:

I thought she was the playwright.


ACTOR 2:

No, not the playwright of this play. It’s a reference to another play, and another playwright.


DIRECTOR:


(scribbling)

So that’s why the “Playwright” and the “Work in Progress” are never seen! Because they refer to another play. 


(pause) 


DIRECTOR, CONT’D

Does that mean that I refer to another director?


LYNLEY:

Maybe we all have a double.


PIRANDELLO:


(Pokes LYNLEY, clearing his throat.)


LYNLEY:

Sorry! Maybe we all have six doubles. 

(GOMBROWICZ and PIRANDELLO shake hands, conspiratorially).


LYNLEY:

Except the playwright, who doesn’t have any doubles. Because there is only one.

(GOMBROWICZ and PIRANDELLO both look at her with annoyance).


LYNLEY:


(nervously)

Only one of this particular playwright, I mean. Which is why the playwright never appears.


MOTHER:


(annoyed)

Or maybe the playwright is your double. 


(pause) 

Who are you, and why are you in my seat?


LYNLEY:


(annoyed)

I’m Lynley, and this is where I sat down when I got here. I was already here when you arrived! How can this be your seat?


MOTHER:

I meant, who are you in relation to the Playwright? I’m the Playwright’s Mother. I need to know these things. I also need to know who’s in my seat. Because that seat is existentially mine – it belongs to me whether there is anyone seated in it or not, and whether I arrive before or after you do. It’s the best place to analyze the “Work In Progress.” It must belong to me.


FATHER:

But I’m the Playwright’s Father! Why don’t I get the best seat? Why didn’t anyone tell me there was a best seat? 


(To MOTHER) 

You know I can’t see very well with these glasses! Why didn’t you tell me the best seat was up there? 


(To LYNLEY) 

And who are you in relation to me? How do we know each other? Are you my double?


DIRECTOR:

Another double. 


(writing) 

Should we have better lighting on Lynley? Maybe she should be another unseen character.


LYNLEY:


(forlorn)

I want my pet rabbits.


DIRECTOR:

We can’t have rabbits on stage. They just want to leap around and chew on the floorboards.


FATHER:


(To LYNLEY)

Was that stuffed animal a reference to your rabbits?


LYNLEY:


(To FATHER)

Um, no – that was clearly not a rabbit. 


FATHER:


(To LYNLEY)

It was fluffy.


LYNLEY:


(To FATHER)

I think maybe you do need a stronger prescription.


FATHER:


(To MOTHER)


FATHER, CONT’D:

Did you tell her that?


MOTHER:


(To FATHER)

I don’t even know who she is! And she’s in my seat. Why would I tell her that?


FATHER:


(upset)

Am I embarrassing everyone again? Maybe it’s just the presence of the Playwright that makes me nearsighted. There is only one of the Playwright, in a world of doubles. And I’m the Playwright’s Father. 


(standing up. To everyone.)

I’m the Playwright’s Father!


ACTOR 3:


(To DIRECTOR)

What emotion! 


(pause) 

But which playwright’s father? There are at least four playwrights here, not to mention their six doubles.


DIRECTOR:

I think he meant the unseen Playwright – the one that’s only mentioned.


FRIEND 2:


(mathematically)

So he’s not Lynley’s father, or Pirandello’s father, or Gombrowicz’s father. 


FRIEND 1:


FRIEND 1 CONT’D:

If he doesn’t speak Polish or Italian, how is he going to be Gombrowicz’s or Pirandello’s father?


ACTOR 2:

He never said he didn’t speak Italian, but I still don’t think he’s Pirandello’s father.


LYNLEY:


(randomly)

And my father is a physicist, so if he didn’t say anything about physics so far, he can’t be my father. Also I think Gombrowicz would have gotten to be great friends with my father by now – they have a similar sense of the absurd.


FRIEND 1:

Wait, is GOMBROWICZ your father?


ACTOR 3:

How is that character supposed to express that line? Who accuses someone of being the daughter of GOMBROWICZ? And Gombrowicz isn’t a physicist in any case.


ACTOR 2:

Is Gombrowicz the real identity of the Playwright?


GOMBROWICZ:

OPERETKA!

[Operetta!]

LYNLEY:


(To GOMBROWICZ)

Are you starting a revolution? Am I heir to the revolution of GOMBROWICZ?


DIRECTOR:


(Reading from the back of the playbill)


DIRECTOR, CONT’D:

"We have long ago forgotten in our literature such shocking events ... as Witold Gombrowicz's novel FERDYDURKE. What we have here is an unusual manifestation of a writing talent, a new and revolutionary form and method of novel and finally a fundamental discovery, an annexation of a new field of spiritual phenomena, a masterless and no man's field, where only an irresponsible joke, a pun and a nonsense play around", wrote Bruno Schulz in his review of the book.


(BLACKOUT)
Act II & III


At Rise:

(A generic backdrop, or preferably, a backdrop from a recently staged play. No props on stage, except for a giant bunny that sits downstage left, facing the audience. The characters begin to enter from right, a few at a time.)


Annoying Couple:

(Enter from right, holding hands. Couple speaks inaudibly, murmuring simultaneously, punctuated by clear words from one or the other followed by laughter of agreement. Couple walks directly upstage right and sits down.)


Annoying Couple: 

No seats here … 


(laughter, murmuring) 

on stage … 


(laughter, murmuring) 

upstage right … 


(laughter, murmuring) 

what’s going on … 


(laughter, murmuring) 

important things … 



(laughter, murmuring).


Witold Gombrowicz: 


(Enters from up left or other odd angle)


GOMBROWICZ, CONT’D:


To jest Ślub? 

[Is this the Marriage?]


(Looks annoyed, stands - up left).


Luigi Pirandello:

(Enters opposite from Gombrowicz, up right, immediately afterward. Stands - up right.)

È Shlub? Sei personnagi? 

[Is this “shlup?” Six characters?]


Annoying Couple: 


(Glances briefly at Gombrowicz and 
Pirandello.)


ANNOYING COUPLE: 

Gombrowicz … hmm 


(laughter, murmuring). 

Pirandello? 


(laughter, murmuring). 

Six characters? …


(trail off)

(Gombrowicz and Pirandello nod at each other.)


Gombrowicz

Gdzie jest Bruno Schulz? 

[Where is Bruno Schulz?]


Pirandello:


PIRANDELLO, CONT’D:

Dov’è Bruno Schulz? Chi è Bruno Schulz?
[Where’s Bruno Schulz? Who’s Bruno Schulz?]


LynleyShimat Lys:

(Enters from down right. Stands near Annoying Couple, upstage center.)


LYNLEY: 

Where did all the seats go? Are we on stage? What happened to the play? Where are you, Playwright?


Actors In Training

(Enter in a group from down right. Sit on the stage just down from LYNLEY while talking.)


Actor 1: 

Why are we sitting on the ground?


Actor 2: 

I’m just here to watch the director.


Actor 3: 

Yeah, me too. I want to study with the director in the Spring.


Actor 2: 

Where is the director anyway?


Actor 3: 

Are we in this play?


Playwright’s Friends

(Enter together from down right. Stand around, down far right).


Friend 1: 

Twenty-five years, apparently. How long have you known Lynley?


Friend 2: 

I don’t know her – you’re the one she said went to preschool with her! 


Friend 3: 

I thought that was you – and didn’t she say it was a babysitting co-op?


Friend 2: 

Are you sure? What’s a babysitting co-op? Is it like a co-op grocery store or something? Did she say my mother knows her mother?
Playwright’s Mother & Playwright’s Father

(Enter together from down right. Quickly de-synchronize. Mother sees Annoying Couple and waves, Father sees Playwright’s Friends.)


Playwright’s Mother

(Walks up to Annoying Couple, pauses briefly, standing)


Annoying Couple: 


(Murmuring)

 … Sit down already! 

(Pleasant laughter, then inaudible chat with Mother).


Playwright’s Father

(Shakes hands of Playwright’s Friends in order, seriously.)


PLAYWRIGHT’S FATHER, CONT’D:

Are we supposed to be standing up? I feel as though we’re on stage. Alas, our seats have disappeared. Is this the intermission? Did the Playwright’s Mother wander off again? 

(Nods at each of the FRIENDS. Moves to stand just left of Playwright’s Friends. Looks around for Playwright’s Mother, confused. Sees Mother up with Annoying Couple, looks annoyed and perplexed, squints near-sightedly toward Mother.)

What on earth are you doing? I was really hoping that annoying couple would leave, but no, you’re still chatting with those imbeciles.


Playwright’s Mother:

(walks across where row between chairs was, causing LYNLEY to back up and let Mother pass. Stands to left of LYNLEY. Waves to Annoying Couple. Shouts over LYNLEY to Couple).


PLAYWRIGHT’S MOTHER:

Maybe I’ll just stand over here until Lynley gets a hint and moves. 


(To LYNLEY). 

Get out of my spot!


Annoying Couple: 

(Murmurs of dissent with Mother’s idea).

Didn’t you hear The Playwright’s Father? He called us imbeciles! 


(murmur)

… Why don’t you go stand next to him for a change . . . 


(murmur)


Playwright’s Mother:


PLAYWRIGHT’S MOTHER, CONT’D:


(waves arm vaguely)

I’ll be fine over here. As soon as Lynley moves.


Playwright’s Father:

(Looks toward Mother with hand over eyes, as though blocking out sunlight over a distance. Gestures as he speaks, although no one pays any attention).

What? What are you doing up there? Only the mothers of immature playwrights stand over there. We’re down here.


Playwright’s Mother:

Only the fathers of immature playwrights refer to themselves as “we.” You’re standing by yourself! 


(Walks in circles around LYNLEY) 

Hmm … No, not over here.


Playwright’s Mother:

(Walks back and forth in front of LYNLEY several times, finally gives LYNLEY a shove.)


LynleyShimat Lys: 


(indignant.)

Hey! Are you my pet rabbit or something? What do you mean by shoving me?

Playwright’s Mother 

(to LYNLEY, gesturing at rabbit downstage)

Is that your pet rabbit? Why don’t you go talk to it and get out of my spot! 

(Looks at confused Father in front row. Grumbles to self about FATHER.)


PLAYWRIGHT’S MOTHER, CONT’D:

Why the hell can’t you come over here like a normal person and stop causing trouble! 


(Gestures to Couple)

They’re your friends, anyway! Maybe that rabbit is one of your friends too, who knows?

Playwright’s Mother & Annoying Couple:

(Walk in front of LYNLEY, making LYNLEY step forward, and join father downstage.)


PLAYWRIGHT’S FATHER

(waits until MOTHER & COUPLE reach the front row, then sits down, pouting.)

Oh, now you decide to join me. Well, I’m just going to sit down here and ignore you. Or maybe I’ll just go over there and hang out with Lynley. And that rabbit.


LynleyShimat Lys:

Is that my rabbit? Its not one of my pet rabbits, but it could be Fluffy. Except she has giant fangs. I think maybe the Playwright’s Father likes me.

(Looks around. Sees Gombrowicz and Pirandello.)

Gombrowicz, all I want is a nice Jewish Wedding!!!


Witold Gombrowicz


(waves at LYNLEY)

Ślub!!. 

[Marriage!]


LynleyShimat Lys:

Yes, Ślub!! Żydowski ślub! A Jewish Wedding!

[Yes, a wedding! A Jewish wedding!]


(to PIRANDELLO)


LYNLEY, CONT’D:

Voglio una nozze ebree!

[I want a Jewish wedding!]


Witold Gombrowicz


(Points to Pirandello)

On nie mówi jidysz.

[He doesn’t speak Yiddish.]


Luigi Pirandello

Non parlo ebreo. 

[I don’t speak Hebrew.]


LynleyShimat Lys:

How do you understand each other without speaking the same language? And what do you mean Pirandello doesn’t speak Yiddish, and then he says he doesn’t speak Hebrew? I said it to him in Italian, not Yiddish or Hebrew! 


(pause) 

Nu, 


(slight pause) 

I’ve heard Yiddish speakers try to say in English that they speak Jewish – does he mean he doesn’t speak Jewish, whatever that means?

(Gombrowicz and Pirandello move closer and stand next to LYNLEY, one on either side of LYNLEY. LYNLEY looks around nervously at them, then shrugs and relaxes.)
(MOTHER, and ANNOYING COUPLE sit down next to FATHER. ANNOYING COUPLE put their arms around each other and return to murmuring. MOTHER leans vaguely toward COUPLE, looking back at LYNLEY. FATHER leans in the other direction, toward the FRIENDS, as though he wants to speak to them.)

LynleyShimat Lys: 


(Gesturing to front row).

Ich red Yiddish, un ich vill a gutte yiddishe khasene, mit a hupe! Ich vill khasene tsu hobn mit dem dramaturgn! I want to marry The Playwright!! I want a nice Jewish wedding with a chuppah! 

[I speak Yiddish, and I want a nice Jewish wedding, with a canopy! I want to marry the Playwright!]


GOMBROWICZ: 


(Excitedly)

Dra-ma-turg!! Żydowski ślub! “Ja jestem Gombrowicz.” Jestem dramaturg! 

[Playwright! Jewish wedding! I am Gombrowicz. I am a playwright!]


LynleyShimat Lys: 


(To GOMBROWICZ)

Yes, I know you’re Gombrowicz, and you’re a playwright – wait – 


(LYNLEY gets distracted by the front row) 

– wait, what are all those people doing? Are they here for the wedding?! Didn’t we all just go to a performance of “The Work In Progress” together or grow up on the same street or something? What’s up with that? What happened to the performance anyway? Are we on stage? Are we supposed to be performing something? … Does this backdrop look right to you?


Gombrowicz: 

Dramaturg! 

[Playwright!]


Pirandello: 

Dramaturg! E sei personaggi!

[Playwright! And six characters!]


LynleyShimat Lys: 


(sardonically)


LYNLEY, CONT’D:

OK, so six characters and a dramaturg walk onto an empty stage. Except there are more than six people here, even if we don’t include that rabbit. What would a great Yiddish 

playwright like Sholem Asch do? What would Mendele Mocher Sforim and Sholem Aleichem write? Or I.J. Singer? Or S. Ansky, who wrote The Dybbuk? Pirandello, you’re 

literally the son of chaos, which is fantastic for you, but I speak Jewish. And I want a Jewish wedding!

DIRECTOR:

(Enters from up left, holding four poles and a tallit [prayer shawl], goes directly upstage center, and sits).


ACTOR 1: 

(Walks to downstage center faces the actual audience, and clears throat loudly).

Hello, and welcome to [actual name of theater], where you are watching “The Jewish Wedding In Progress” by Various Authors, directed by The Director. For this performance, the staging will be minimalist. The actors have memorized their lines, but will be carrying scripts, and in some cases the poles of the wedding canopy with them. For your convenience, the rabbit is currently located in the corner.  


(nodding towards the rabbit)

Hello Fluffy. Thank you for coming and enjoy the show! 


(general applause from cast members)


LynleyShimat Lys: 

Finally! 

(Turning to GOMBROWICZ and PIRANDELLO)

Wait – are you my Rabbis? Is that rabbit supposed to be my Rabbi? Is it supposed to be Fluffy? Fluffy with fangs?


GOMBROWICZ: 

Nie wiem. To jest królik.
[I don’t know. It’s a rabbit.]


PIRANDELLO: 


PIRANDELLO, CONT’D

Penso di no. 

[I don’t think so.]


LYNLEYSHIMAT LYS: 

What do you mean you don’t think so? You don’t think you’re the Rabbi, or you don’t think that’s Fluffy, or you don’t think it’s the Rabbi? I just want to marry the Playwright.

(Everyone is quiet as the “wedding” begins. Characters resume talking in stage whispers, or in their usual ways, as though to themselves).


COUPLE: 

(Making out & producing a low humming noise)


LYNLEY: 

(walks to director and picks up the tallit and poles. Addresses the entire cast.)

Who wants to hold one of these? Can someone help me put up the canopy? 


FATHER: 


(Bounces over to LYNLEY)

I want to help! Can I help? What a lovely tallit! The knots in the fringes are symbolic of textual references in the liturgy, a reference to references in verse!


FATHER: 


(Begins tying tallit to the poles).

I’m tying the tallit to the poles! Not to the Pole! 


(Winks at GOMBROWICZ).


GOMBROWICZ: 


(Looks at FATHER with concern.)


MOTHER: 


(fidgeting)

Hmm... Lynley’s not in my spot anymore. Maybe I should help too.


(looks over at FATHER)

What is he doing? Is he actually helping or just chattering? 


(looks over at COUPLE)

They don’t seem to be doing much of anything.


(Moves further away from COUPLE).


LYNLEY: 

(watching the Playwright’s FRIENDS, confused)

Is one of those guys supposed to be you? And the other one is supposed to be your famous friend? Did your mother really say that? Did your father really do that? This is so confusing. Should I be here? Should we be doing this sort of thing? It seems so personal.


(leans back suddenly)

Where are you? All these other people are here. They must have come for our wedding. Do they know where you are?


(pause) 

How am I supposed to have a wedding if you’re somewhere else? Is that what you wanted me to say? Why do you have to be so incomprehensible? It’s as though having such an extensive vocabulary makes you precisely less understandable. Or maybe it makes you invisible.


FRIEND 1: 


(to FRIEND 2)

I don’t get it – is this about the Playwright’s life? Did this wedding actually happen?


FRIEND 2: 

It sounds familiar. I haven’t really been paying attention.


FRIEND 3: 

To the play or the life?


FRIEND 2: 


(to FRIEND 3)

Either, really. It’s all so melodramatic, I get lost even when I try to keep up with it all.


FRIEND 4: 


(to FRIEND 1)

I really think the playwright should get married – I’m always up for a nice Jewish wedding.


FRIEND 3: 

You get used to them after a while.


FRIEND 4: 

Really? I don’t. I have no idea what your last line was about either. What is that supposed to mean? Are you tired of Jewish weddings in general or just nice Jewish weddings? And who is that supposed to be over there?


(Gestures vaguely toward Rabbit)


FRIEND 3: 

You mean the person they keep talking about that we never see?


FRIEND 4: 

No, the rabbit. 


(pause) 

Did the Playwright invite us to this wedding?


FRIEND 1: 

I thought we came here to see “The Work In Progress.” Or was it “The Jewish Wedding In Progress?”


LYNLEY: 


(wistful)

I’m feeling ambivalent about this writing. I love the Playwright’s monologues – there’s almost no one else who can write like that – 


GOMBROWICZ: 


(pokes LYNLEY, looking offended).

Dra-ma-turg!! Żydowski ślub!

[Playwright! Jewish wedding!]


LYNLEY: 


(to GOMBROWICZ)

Dra-ma-turg!! Żydowski ślub! Ya! 

[Playwright! Jewish wedding! Yes!]


(pause) 

But where do I find the dramaturg for the wedding? 


(pause)


(still to GOMBROWICZ)

I go to your plays too, you know. You’re one of my major influences in writing. 


LYNLEY: 


(To THE PLAYWRIGHT)

What more do you want?! How fantastic is that – a character doubles and splits in half and converges into a pair of friends at the end. How do you write these things into your plays so effortlessly, as though they belong in a typical dialogue between two twenty-year old fledglings? Brillig! Of course, if I told you that, you would disagree with me and tell me you’re not very interesting.


LYNLEY, CONT’D:


(looking around nervously)

I probably should wait here. If your Father gets any closer, it could be complicated. Do you know that your father and I know each other? He looks pretty busy with other things, though. 


(pause). 

I don’t know what’s going on with your parents, Playwright. 


(looks at COUPLE). 

I suppose it could be worse. . . 


FATHER: 


(drops a pole accidentally)

Ouch! That hurt! 


(looks forlorn)

Oh, great, now I missed that whole dialogue. Why is Lynley looking upset? Lynley has looked upset the whole time. 


(To THE PLAYWRIGHT) 

Is it supposed to be because of you? Why are you upsetting her? Is it me? Did I do something? 


(pause) 

That rabbit looks really familiar. 


(pause) 

I wonder if rabbits ever need new glasses. 


LYNLEY: 


(panicking, to Father)

Did you injure yourself? Can I help you with that? Is everything ok? 


LYNLEY, CONT’D:


(To PLAYWRIGHT)

What if you saw me with your Father? What if you know that he knows me or that I know him? It’s all so confusing. It’s more dramatic than your play, and I’m sure I’ve been looking upset the whole time. 


(looks at rabbit) 

Is that supposed to be you? Why are you a rabbit? Did I upset you?


MOTHER: 

I really think that was a better place to stand up near the back. I don’t know why we all had to move up here anyway. 


(looking at FATHER) 

I told you Lynley was in my space, but did you listen? No, you thought it was fine. And now I’ll bet you can’t even see what’s happening on stage. 


(looks at the rabbit). 

That person up there looks really familiar. It looks a lot like the playwright.


(pause) 

Now I’m not sure, maybe it looks like Pirandello. Or Gombrowicz. 


MOTHER, CONT’D:


(Nervously) 

What if Lynley marries The Playwright? No one told me this would happen. 


(To THE PLAYWRIGHT) 

Who is that rabbit? Why don’t you introduce me? Why is your father so anxious to talk to Lynley? 

(Looking at the ACTORS and FRIENDS) 


MOTHER, CONT’D:

Who are all these people? Why don’t I know any of them except for the two main characters? Why does Lynley always look upset? Is that supposed to be because of you? Is your Father embarrassing you in public again? 


(pause) 

Lynley looks really confused. Maybe she’s embarrassed by your father. Maybe she’s having problems with you. Or your father. Maybe you don’t like her talking to your father. 


(looks at COUPLE) 

Maybe she’s disgusted by them.


FATHER:


(To LYNLEY, looking at MOTHER)

Is she analyzing that actor? Is she analyzing me?

 
(looks at COUPLE). 

Did I invite them? Do those actors behind us know the Playwright?


(pause) 

Do the Playwright’s Friends know what’s going on in this scene? 


(pause) 

Is this really happening? Don’t you have a stuffed animal like that? What is that person doing to it?


MOTHER:


(to PLAYWRIGHT)

Are you attacking Lynley’s stuffed animal? Are you an invisible character? How do you feel about that? Are you trying to tell us something? Who is Lynley and what is she doing with your father?


ACTOR 1:

That rabbit has been looking upset the whole time.


ACTOR 2:

Is something wrong with the Playwright or is it just the character?


ACTOR 3:

It’s fantastic! I can really see the director’s style influencing the rabbit’s performance.


ACTOR 2:

I wonder if that rabbit was difficult to direct. 


(pause). 

Maybe it is just an embodiment of the Playwright.


LYNLEY:

That stuffed animal is taking on its own role. What was that person doing to it? 


MOTHER:

The stuffed animal is a representation of the Playwright’s anima. 


(To PLAYWRIGHT) 

What are you trying to express? Is it embarrassed by your father and Lynley? 


(Turning to look at LYNLEY) 

Is the animal a symbol of Fluffy? What does it symbolize to you?


COUPLE:


(in unison)

You call us the imbeciles? You and your obscene talk of the Playwright’s anima. 


DIRECTOR:

The annoying couple is upstaging the stuffed animal that may or may not be either Fluffy or the Playwright. 


(pause). 


DIRECTOR, CONT’D:

Maybe that couple should be helping with the canopy. 


(pause). 

Why does the Playwright’s Mother keep looking at that rabbit? What’s going on with the Playwright’s Father? Is Lynley more interesting than the rest of these people? 


(pause) 

Maybe the relationship between Lynley and the Playwright’s Father should be added to the rest of the invisible cast, or symbolized by the rabbit. Or the annoying couple 


(writes on clipboard). 

I like the staging of the play with the Playwright as a rabbit, but if that couple is going to upstage it, I can see adding another invisible character. 


(pause) 

Maybe Lynley is related to the stuffed animal. It really should be bigger. It is a character, in its way. It needs a different type of lighting right here too. I’ll have to mention that to the lighting director. 


(writes on clipboard). 

This backdrop doesn’t seem like it belongs here either – 


GOMBROWICZ:


(knowingly)

Dra-ma-turg!! Żydowski ślub! Gombrowicza.
[Playwright! Jewish wedding! Gombrowicz’s.]


PIRANDELLO:


(confused)

Gom-bro-vich? Chi è? Hai scritto qualcosa? Sei dramaturg?

[Gom-bro-vich? Who’s that? Have you written something? Are you a playwright?]


LYNLEY: 


(perplexed)

Gombrowicz, what exactly do you mean by Gombrowicz’s Jewish Wedding? Is that a reference to your play The Marriage? Are you writing this play? I thought this was a performance collective! 


(looks shocked). 

Or a collective performance. Do you mean that my wedding to the Playwright isn’t a spontaneous happening? 


PIRANDELLO:

(conspiratorially, to FATHER in a loud whisper)

Cercano autore qui.

[They’re in search of an author here.]


LYNLEY:


(annoyed)

Yes, Pirandello, we’re all characters in search of an author. Are you telling the Playwright’s Father that he should take responsibility, or are you planning to be the author? 


(To GOMBROWICZ) 

Is that stuffed animal Fluffy? Is it a metaphor for the Playwright? Is it my double? Is this some sort of Monty Python sketch about killer rabbits? 


(worried) 

In Monty Python, if you see a rabbit it means something bad is going to happen. 


(aside) 

I think maybe they knew some rabbits like the ones I live with. Those teeth and all. 


(To GOMBROWICZ) 

I’ve always thought that the Playwright was your double. Although the Playwright does have sharp teeth, metaphorically speaking, like that rabbit. 


GOMBROWICZ:


(inscrutable)
CAVEAT cuniculus!!! 

[Beware rabbit!!!]


DIRECTOR:


(Looking at the rabbit in alarm.)

Beware of rabbit?? What? Why are you speaking in Latin? You can’t warn people in a dead language! 


(writes on clipboard). 

Gombrowicz should speak Spanish here and not Latin. He only learned Latin because he was forced to by the Polish education system. He needs a different backdrop too. 


(To PLAYWRIGHT’S FATHER) 

If you continue with your discourse on formlessness and immaturity, we’ll have no choice but to ask everyone to help you with that canopy. 


(To EVERYONE ONSTAGE) 

Can anyone here come and help with this chuppah?


FATHER: 


(helpfully)

Maybe we should bring the rabbit over here. Not that person who was harassing it, though. 


(cheerfully) 

The word “harass” literally means to chase after a rabbit!!


MOTHER: 


(thoughtfully)

I understand. 


MOTHER, CONT’D:


(Pointing at LYNLEY) 

I’ll bet Lynley speaks rabbit. 


(To LYNLEY) 

You look like someone who could get that rabbit to come and help with the wedding. Are you the Playwright’s kaleh, the bride-to-be? Why don’t I see the Playwright? Is it because of the stuffed animal?


FATHER:


(Confused, to LYNLEY)

Wait, are you marrying the Playwright? I thought this was my wedding. Aren’t we getting married? Why is this taking so long? When does this wedding start? 


(To COUPLE) 

Why don’t you get a room! Will you stop making out already?! Even if this was your wedding, your public displays are obscene!


ACTOR 3:


(excited)

I was hoping someone would say that! I feel like someone said that before.


FRIEND 3: 

Is this part of the wedding? I don’t remember this ceremony at all.


FRIEND 4:

I thought you said you get used to it after a while.


FRIEND 3:

I’m totally confused. I have no idea what you’re talking about. 


(pause) 


FRIEND 3, CONT’D:

I always get thrown off by Gombrowicz at Jewish weddings. Even the second or third time he says something, it throws me off. Even in English translation, which by the way, still doesn’t seem to be happening here.


Gombrowicz: 


(pointing at rabbit)

Królik. Dra-ma-turg!! Żydowski ślub!

[Rabbit. Playwright!! Jewish wedding!]


PLAYWRIGHT’S FATHER:


(To LYNLEY)

I think he means the rabbit is a dramaturg. Maybe you could convince it to join the wedding party. I don’t know about rabbits. 


(sadly) 

Sometimes I don’t know about the Playwright either. I hope rabbits don’t hate us for this play – or wedding – I don’t know what that invisible person was doing to that rabbit over there. 


LYNLEY:


(in a stage whisper)

Maybe it’s a Dybbuk! Maybe a rabbit has possessed the Playwright – or the Playwright has possessed the rabbit! Maybe the Playwright was the invisible person, and you saw the rabbit becoming possessed!


ACTOR 1:


(pointing at the rabbit)

Look! It pricked up one ear! I think it’s listening to us!


LYNLEY:

(Walks slowly over to the rabbit, making soft clicking noises.)

Hello little bunny. What a pretty bunny. Has little bunny been possessed by a dramaturg? 


PLAYWRIGHT’s FATHER:


(in a stage whisper)

Be careful! It has giant fangs! 


(pause) 


FATHER, CONT’D:

Just like the Playwright! 


GOMBROWICZ:


(clears throat and pokes FATHER)

Ojciec!

[Father!]


PLAYWRIGHT’S FATHER:


(To GOMBROWICZ)

I know I’m the Playwright’s Father. I meant that metaphorically. 


LYNLEY:


(standing next to rabbit)

Are you an allegory for the Playwright, little bunny? Such a sweet little bunny you are, with such nice fangs. Are you an emblematic dramaturg? Shall we pick you up and kiss you?

(leaning over cautiously, pats the rabbit’s head.)

What a good bunny, keeping your teeth to yourself. Good bunny. I’m just going to pick you up and bring you over to the wedding now. It’s time to get married, little dramaturg bunny.

(leans over and picks up rabbit under its front paws and behind the tail, as though it is a real rabbit.) 

There we go! Hello little bunny. Oh! Are you making a happy teeth-grinding noise?


PLAYWRIGHT’S MOTHER:


(puzzled)

What is a “happy teeth grinding noise?”


PLAYWRIGHT’S FATHER:


(enraptured)

The Playwright makes a happy teeth-grinding noise! Maybe it is the Playwright after all! How bizarre – why would the Playwright possess a rabbit? Maybe the Playwright is a rabbit! Who knew!


LYNLEY:


(Brings the rabbit over to where FATHER stands with poles.) 

Such a good bunny. Shall we have a wedding now? 


(Looks at PLAYWRIGHT’S FATHER)

Here, you need to hold the bunny for the wedding. 


PLAYWRIGHT’S FATHER:


(scared)

That’s no bunny – that’s a dramaturg with fangs.


LYNLEY:

But you’re the Playwright’s Father! Aren’t you used to dramaturges with fangs?


PLAYWRIGHT’S FATHER:


(shaking head)

You never get used to dramaturges with fangs!


FRIEND 4:


(To other FRIENDS)


FRIEND 4, CONT’D:

I told you so! Even the Playwright’s Father never gets used to it! 


LYNLEY:


(To FATHER)

Are you saying I should call off the wedding?


ENTIRE CAST:


(simultaneously)

NO!!!!


PLAYWRIGHT’S FATHER:


(listening to rabbit)

Oh, listen – it said the show – or wedding –  must go on! What a sweet little fluffy dramaturg you are!


(To LYNLEY)

Here, let me hold it.


LYNLEY:

Are you sure? I think it’s starting to nibble on my clothing.


PLAYWRIGHT’S FATHER:


(astonished)

The Playwright does that too!

(gently takes the rabbit from LYNLEY, as though handling a live rabbit).


LYNLEY:

I know the Playwright does that! The Playwright always used to walk over to me and nip me, metaphorically speaking. Such sharp teeth! Or phrases, I forget.


ACTOR 1:


(Walks over to LYNLEY)

I want to hold one of the canopy poles.


FRIEND 1:


(walks over to LYNLEY)

I want to hold one of them too.


FRIENDS AND ACTORS:


(walking over)

Me too! Me too!


DIRECTOR:


(writing furiously)

OK, let’s have one actor and one friend at each pole. The tallit is not huge, so you’ll have to stand on the outside of the poles.


(ACTORS and FRIENDS comply)

Lynley, and Playwright’s Father with Rabbit, you get under the canopy. Playwright’s Mother, you stand next to Gombrowicz under the canopy.


(THEY COMPLY)


PIRANDELLO:


(stepping forward)

Ed Io? 

[And me?]


DIRECTOR:


(like an auctioneer)

I believe Pirandello has volunteered to speak Jewish. 


PIRANDELLO:


(enthusiastically)

Voglio vedere la nozze!

[I want to see the wedding!]


(gets under the canopy)


DIRECTOR:

Or at least he wants to see the wedding.


ACTOR 3:


(bouncing up and down)

But what about the annoying couple!


DIRECTOR:


(To ACTOR 3)

Let’s get rid of them! They just keep upstaging everyone!


ANNOYING COUPLE:


(chastised)

But we want to be in the wedding too! How come we’re never invited to nice Jewish Weddings?


ACTOR 3:


(settling down)

Right! Sorry. Why don’t we just put you under the canopy too.


DIRECTOR:


(scribbling)

Excellent point.


LYNLEY:


(to no one in particular)

I love the Playwright!


MOTHER:


(shocked)

Wait – where’s the Rabbi? 


MOTHER, CONT’D:


(sarcastically) 

I only got married in Israel, but I thought there were supposed to be a couple of Jewish witnesses too, and maybe a ketubah, or a marriage certificate or something.


FATHER:


(squinting at the DIRECTOR)

If I could see you, I’m sure I would recognize you as the Rabbi from a synagogue I went to once for a Bar or Bat Mitzvah.


COUPLE:


(in unison)

Hey, is the Director a Rabbi?


FRIEND 3:

OK, now I’m completely lost. What is going on here? Aren’t we supposed to do some Jewish Wedding dances or something?


ACTOR 1:


(excitedly)

Lynley just announced that she loves the Playwright. It must be time for some wedding dances!


FRIEND 2:

She loves the Rabbit?


FRIEND 1:

No, she loves The Playwright, but the Playwright is possessing the Rabbit.


ACTOR 2:

No, it seemed like she meant that she loves The Playwright, without reference to the Rabbit.


FRIEND 4:

I thought she loved rabbits.


ACTOR 2:

Well, yes, but I think just then she meant the Playwright, or the rabbit of this play. It’s a reference to another play, and another playwright.


DIRECTOR:


(scribbling)

Conveniently, I do also happen to be a Rabbi. Not a Rabbit. 


LYNLEY:

Maybe we can have a wedding!


PIRANDELLO:


(pokes LYNLEY, clearing his throat)


LYNLEY:

Pirandello, quit poking me. 


PIRANDELLO 

(Walks over to Playwright’s FATHER and pats the rabbit).

Buon coniglio. Che denti hai! 

[Good bunny (m). What teeth you have!]


PLAYWRIGHT’S FATHER:


(To PIRANDELLO)

Pirandello? Che cosa fai qui?

[Pirandello? What are you doing here?]


LYNLEY:


(To PLAYWRIGHT’S FATHER) 

Look, Pirandello is just here. Don’t ask why right now. 


(looks around)

We need a badkhan! Every Yiddish Wedding needs a macabre wedding singer to tell the bride how horrible her married life will be.

(GOMBROWICZ and PIRANDELLO both look at her with annoyance).


LYNLEY:


(nervously)

You can both be the badkhanim!  Don’t look at me like that. I invited you to the wedding, didn’t I?


MOTHER:


(annoyed)

Israeli weddings don’t have a badkhan! 


(pause)


(To LYNLEY) 

Who are you, and why are you marrying my Playwright? Who says you can do that here?


LYNLEY:


(annoyed)


LYNLEY, CONT’D:

I already told you I’m Lynley, and I love the Playwright. Even as a Dybbuk who’s possessing a rabbit. The Playwright’s Father and the Actors and Friends and I have already arranged everything! What do you want now???


MOTHER:

I meant, who are you in relation to Pirandello? I’m the Playwright’s Mother. These things affect me too, you know. I also need to know who’s in that rabbit. Because that rabbit is existentially mine – it belongs to me whether the Playwright is possessing it or not, and whether I arrive before or after you do. It’s the best place to analyze the “Jewish Wedding In Progress.” It must belong to me.


FATHER:

What are you talking about? I’m the Playwright’s Father! 


(Listens to the rabbit as though it’s talking.) 

Why didn’t anyone tell me there was a best seat? 


(To RABBIT) 

You know I can’t see very well with these glasses! 


(To GOMBROWICZ and PIRANDELLO)

Let’s get started. You start telling Lynley about the misery of married life, and the rest of us can start doing a dance of death.


DIRECTOR:

What? Is that Rabbit the director now that I’m the Rabbi? 


(writing) 

Should we have gloomier lighting on Lynley? Maybe she should be another unseen character.


LYNLEY:


(forlorn)

It’s bad enough that the Playwright is unseen! I don’t want to be unseen! Not in this wedding, anyway.

(Four ACTORS remain holding the poles. The rest of the CAST dances in a circle around LYNLEY. FATHER holds rabbit toward LYNLEY and dances with her so that it looks like she’s dancing with the rabbit.)

(After several cycles, CAST return to their places around and under the canopy. GOMBROWICZ and PIRANDELLO approach LYNLEY and the rabbit, offering dire predictions and making scary faces.) 


PIRANDELLO: 


(EERIE)

Non sera la dolce vita! Sera la dolce vita di fellini. Tutto sera male. Questo coniglio sera dramaturg.

[It won’t be the sweet life. It will be Fellini’s La Dolce Vita. Everything will turn out badly. This rabbit will be the playwright.]


GOMBROWICZ: 


(EERIE)

Wszystko nie bedze dobrze. Bedze ślub jak Ślub Gombrowicza!

[Everything will not be ok. It will be a marriage like Gombrowicz’s the Marriage!]


LYNLEY:


(perplexed)

It’s going to be like your play, where there’s no wedding and no Poland and everything is Henryk’s weird dream?? OK, I think we’ve gotten rid of all the evil eye and evil spirits just by predicting that!

DIRECTOR:

Keyne hore, phoo phoo phoo. No evil eye, fooh!

[No evil eye, (spitting)].


FATHER:


(To LYNLEY)


FATHER, CONT’D:

Is the Rabbi supposed to say that?


LYNLEY:


(TO FATHER)

Someone had to. Let’s get on with the wedding.


DIRECTOR:


(pulls out a playbill)

Here’s the ketubah. Who are the witnesses? Do we have a couple of Jews to be witnesses and sign this?


PIRANDELLO:


(shrugs)

Non sono ebreo. 

[I’m not Jewish.]


FATHER:


(To PIRANDELLO)

Yes, Pirandello, we know you’re not Jewish. 


(pause) 

I would sign, but I think I’m getting married or part of the wedding party or something.


LYNLEY:


(TO FATHER)

Am I marrying you and the Rabbit-dramaturge? 


FATHER:


(To MOTHER)

I have to hold the Rabbit-dramaturge. Can you be a witness?


MOTHER:


(To FATHER)

But I’m the Playwright’s mother! I think the Actors and Friends should be witnesses! They’re already holding up the poles, and they’re not getting married, as far as I know. Are they?


FATHER:


(upset)

Why would they be getting married? 


(to RABBIT) 

Yes, of course. Yes, we’re just figuring out who the witnesses are. I know you want to get married to Lynley. I’m not trying to make trouble.


(pats RABBIT)

 I’m the Playwright’s Father. Good bunny. Nice happy teeth grinding. 


FATHER:


(To EVERYONE)

The Actors and Friends will be the witnesses!


ACTOR 3:


(To DIRECTOR)

How exciting! 


(pause) 

Why don’t you go around in a circle and get our signatures? There are at least eight of us here, not to mention our six doubles.


DIRECTOR:

(Walking around the canopy in a circle, collects signatures on the playbill / ketubah) 

Sign here, sign here. English name, Hebrew name, Yiddish name if you have one.


FRIEND 2:


(mathematically)

So if I don’t have a Hebrew name, can I just put my English and Yiddish names down here? My Yiddish name is Max Shimen. 


FRIEND 1:

What kind of Yiddish name is Max?


ACTOR 2:

Haven’t you ever heard of Max Bozyk, the character actor? My Yiddish name is Bruno Schulz.


LYNLEY:


(randomly)

Gombrowicz was friends with the author Bruno Schulz. They had a similar sense of the absurd. Gombrowicz had many Jewish literary friends in Poland before he left and Poland disappeared. 


FRIEND 1:

Wait, where are the bride’s parents? Is GOMBROWICZ your father? Or Bruno Schulz? Are we in Poland?


ACTOR 3:

If the Playwright’s mother was married in Israel, we can’t be in pre-war Poland, because the State of Israel didn’t exist then. Maybe we’re Lynley’s parents. She was raised with a babysitting co-op. Maybe she has many parents. Or a few parents who each have several doubles. 


ACTOR 2:

I think we’re Actors and Friends, not Lynley’s parents. Maybe they’re watching in the audience. 


GOMBROWICZ:

Ślub krolikow!

[Rabbit wedding!]


LYNLEY:


(To GOMBROWICZ)

Right! On with the wedding! Has everyone signed? What’s next?


DIRECTOR:

Lynley should walk around the Rabbit seven times. Since there’s no room under the canopy to walk, you’ll just have to walk around the entire canopy. 


LYNLEY: 

Wait, isn’t there something about fasting and not seeing the groom the day before the wedding?


FATHER: 

Did you see the Playwright yesterday? I didn’t see the Playwright yesterday. Am I supposed to be fasting too? 


MOTHER: 

I think it might be easier to see a Dybbuk if you’re fasting all day. It’s easier to hallucinate if you’re not eating anything. Fasting isn’t very good for your mental health – 


(ACTOR 2 interrupts)


ACTOR 2: 

Max Bozyk wouldn’t have interrupted a wedding to say something like that. He would have just told the bride, who happened to be his granddaughter, that she was going to get old and ugly soon and then die.


LYNLEY: 

Keinehore! No evil eye. My enemies should – wait, what am I saying?


(looks confused) 


LYNLEY, CONT’D:

I want the Playwright!!! Why can’t the Playwright be a visible character and not a Dybbuk possessing a rabbit?


FATHER: 

I thought you liked rabbits. Why don’t you marry me instead? I’m a visible character.


MOTHER: 

Hey!


FATHER: 

I am a visible character, even if I have a weak prescription and I embarrass you in public! 


(To LYNLEY)

I think this is a great wedding! There should be more weddings just like it! We can have our own Yiddish wedding, without that couple, or the Playwright’s Mother, or those Friends who don’t seem to know anything about the Playwright no matter how many times I ask them – 

(Breaks off in mid-sentence, looking at the rabbit.)

Ouch! You just bit me! 


LYNLEY:


(looks surprised)

I don’t bite! I’ve never bitten anyone!


FRIEND 3: 

This just gets weirder and weirder. I really hope I drove my car here and I don’t have to wait for a ride to get home. Or at least the subway is running.


DIRECTOR:


(To LYNLEY)


DIRECTOR, CONT’D:

Did you just bite the groom? Or the groom’s father? If you’re trying to divorce your late husband’s brother, you’re supposed to spit, and say he doesn’t want to continue his brother’s name and throw your sandal at him. There’s no ritual about biting the groom!

MOTHER: 


(annoyed)

She didn’t bite anyone. The Playwright’s Father thinks the rabbit, or the Playwright, or something bit him. She wasn’t anywhere near him.


FATHER:

But maybe she said something that made the Playwright bite me. I’m sure this rabbit has been possessed by the Playwright. I know that bite.


LYNLEY:

What could I have possibly said to the Playwright? You were the only one talking when it bit you!


COUPLE:

Sure, blame us for everything.


DIRECTOR:

Let’s just get back to the wedding. Can the Playwright please keep it’s teeth to itself just for the ceremony?


FATHER:

It should bite me afterward? Is that what you’re saying?


DIRECTOR:

OK, so no one bites anyone from now on, even the rabbit, or the Playwright. 


ACTOR 3:

It’s not really very nice to possess someone either, though, is it?


DIRECTOR:

Let’s deal with that later. I can’t handle a wedding, a play and a possession at the same time. It’s too complicated. And involves Max Bozyk.


GOMBROWICZ:

Bruno Schulz.


DIRECTOR:

Him too. 


(To LYNLEY) 

You need to walk seven times around the groom. For now, let’s say the rabbit is the groom. 


LYNLEY:


(Nods and takes a deep breath.)

Right.

(FATHER and RABBIT stand under the tallit canopy)


(LYNLEY walks around seven times.)

(Other CHARACTERS count up to seven in stage whispers).


LYNLEY: 

I’m getting dizzy. I don’t have a very strong sense of balance. 

(ACTORS and FRIENDS who are not holding up poles help her stay upright).


FATHER: 

Isn’t there supposed to be wine and a blessing? I don’t see any wine here. Shouldn’t we sing something too? Isn’t there more liturgy that refers to other liturgy that refers to something in Aramaic?


ANNOYING COUPLE:

Wait – we’ll go get the wine!

(COUPLE exits stage right, reappears with kosher wine and a large silver wine goblet, hands both to DIRECTOR).


PLAYWRIGHT’S MOTHER:


(surprised). 

That was actually useful. Who knew that would happen?


DIRECTOR:


(looking around) 

Where are Lynley’s parents? I only see the Playwright’s parents. 


LYNLEY:

They’re standing next to Gombrowicz and Pirandello.


GOMBROWICZ:

(looks surprised, turns to look over his shoulder)

Cześć.

[Hello.]


DIRECTOR:


(pours wine into goblet). 

More invisible characters?


PLAYWRIGHT’S MOTHER:

Can we just say the blessings over the wine already?


DIRECTOR:

Right. Now we will say the blessing over wine and the blessing over marriage. 


DIRECTOR, CONT’D:


(loudly and with pathos)

Boyruch, asah …

[Giver of blessing are you…]


(drops voice to a murmur)


ACTOR 3:


(in a stage whisper)

What pronunciation! This really is a Yiddish wedding!


(DIRECTOR pauses)


ENTIRE CAST: 

Oymen! Oymen!

[Amen! Amen!]

DIRECTOR:

(gives wine to LYNLEY and the RABBIT, then refills the cup)

(Beginning another blessing, again loudly and with pathos)

Boyruch, asah …

[Giver of blessing are you…]


(drops voice to a murmur)


LYNLEY:

(Pats RABBIT on its head. Speaks in a whisper)

Good bunny. Es is a guter krulik, ya.

                     [This is a good bunny, yes.]



DIRECTOR:


(pauses again)


ALL:

Oymen, oymen!

[Amen, amen!]

(LYNLEY takes the goblet and drinks a sip of wine).

(The lights go down to semi-darkness. EVERYONE freezes.)


(A light shines toward stage right.) 

The PLAYWRIGHT:

(enters, from stage right, in the spot of light.)


THE Playwright: 


(stretching)


THE PLAYWRIGHT, CONT’D:

What a surreal dream! 


(looks at rest of cast in semi-darkness.) 

I thought it was just a dream. 


(walks over to stage left of  FATHER)

Didn’t all these people come to see my play? Where is my play? And what is that background doing here? Why is everyone under a chuppah?


(looks at LYNLEY)

Lynley, are you writing a play? Or getting married? 

(takes a sip of wine, then finishes off the contents of the goblet)


(the lights come back on)


THE PLAYWRIGHT:


(to Father) 

Why are you holding that rabbit? 


PLAYWRIGHT’S FATHER:


(nervously) 

Pirandello doesn’t speak Hebrew.


THE PLAYWRIGHT:

Give me the rabbit. 

(Moves under the chuppah, between LYNLEY and PLAYWRIGHT’S FATHER, takes the rabbit and hands it to Lynley) 


LYNLEY:

(holds the RABBIT, looks at PLAYWRIGHT expectantly)


THE PLAYWRIGHT:


(To LYNLEY)

at mekudeshet li b’arnavat zu, k’dat moshe v’israel.

With this rabbit, you are sanctified to me by the laws of Moses and Israel.

(GOMBROWICZ and PIRANDELLO applaud, then shake hands conspiratorially)

GOMBROWICZ:

Dra-ma-turg! Dra-ma-turg!

[Playwright! Playwright!]


PIRANDELLO:

Dra-ma-turg! In cerca d’autore?

[Playwright! In search of an author?]


LYNLEY:

Pirandello! Do you have to keep saying that?


PLAYWRIGHT’S MOTHER:

Why didn’t anyone give me a rabbit? I didn’t know I was supposed to be given a rabbit at my wedding! They don’t do that in Israel!


PLAYWRIGHT’S FATHER:


(crying)

What a beautiful wedding! I think I got the best seat this time.


ANNOYING COUPLE:

Someone finally invited us to a nice Yiddish wedding! 

(GOMBROWICZ laughs at something the invisible person behind him has said.)


LYNLEY:


(To PLAYWRIGHT)

I told you Gombrowicz and my father would get along.


THE PLAYWRIGHT:

But what about my literary influences? Where’s Brecht? And Walter Benjamin? Isn’t John Ruskin supposed to be here too? Didn’t anyone invite them?


LYNLEY:

I had to make them invisible characters. They’re over there – 


(Points toward stage left)

– next to El Lissitzky, the Russian Jewish Futurist. 


FRIEND 2: 

It’s time to say sheva brochos! Seven blessings! Max Bozyk would get to say one of the seven blessings.


THE PLAYWRIGHT:

It’s ok, Max Shimen, you can say one of the blessings.


(To LYNLEY)

Are you sure this isn’t a dream? Or maybe a Yiddish film? I don’t remember having friends named Max Shimen.


LYNLEY:

He said he knew you. He came with the rest of your friends. He had a nice Yiddish name, so I let him in.


DIRECTOR:

(Clears throat. Refills cup, Begins first blessing.)

Boyruch, asah…

[Giver of blessing are you…]

(The cup is passed briefly to LYNLEY’S PARENTS, then to The Playwright’s FATHER and MOTHER, FRIEND 2, AND FRIEND 1. Each visible character says a blessing in the same manner as the DIRECTOR, followed by “Oymen”s all around.)

(The cup is passed to LYNLEY and THE PLAYWRIGHT, who each take a sip.)


FRIEND 2:

We remember the destruction of the temple in Jerusalem - I’ll get the glass!

(Exits stage right and returns with a glass in a bag. Hands the glass to THE PLAYWRIGHT).


THE PLAYWRIGHT:

(Puts the glass on the ground, stamps on it and breaks it.).

(Applause all around. Singing of “Mazal tov and siman tov” and circle dancing).

(The ENTIRE CAST, some still holding the poles of the chuppah, circle around LYNLEY and THE PLAYWRIGHT seven times while dancing, then exit through the audience, if possible, or stage right)


LYNLEY:

It seems as though we’re alone. Except for this rabbit.


THE PLAYWRIGHT:

I have the oddest feeling that I once possessed a rabbit.


LYNLEY:

As in, you had a pet rabbit once?


THE PLAYWRIGHT:


(laughs nervously)

Not quite.


(pause)

As though I was one, almost.


LYNLEY:

As though you were a Dybbuk?


THE PLAYWRIGHT:

It must have been a dream. 


LYNLEY:

I thought it was just part of a nice Yiddish wedding, kind of like the badkhan.


THE PLAYWRIGHT:

It was so surreal. You were there, and the actors that came to my play, and my mother and father, and some colleagues of theirs, and some of my friends, and the director. 


PLAYWRIGHT, CONT’D:

Then, suddenly, all of you started talking, first to yourselves, then to each other, and there was another audience watching you – 


LYNLEY:


(interrupting)

What do you mean, another audience? What other audience? Do you mean people came to watch my play and my Yiddish wedding? What people were they? Were my friends there? Were my parents there? Were you there in the audience?


THE PLAYWRIGHT:

There was someone named Dorothy, and a little dog, and a lion, and someone who liked to hang out in rabbit burrows – 


LYNLEY:


(interrupting)

Wait, that’s “The Wizard Of Oz!” Or at least until you got to the rabbit burrows. That could be me. I make rabbit burrows for my little guys. They need to dig, you know. 


THE PLAYWRIGHT:


(twitching nose involuntarily):

Oh, believe me, I know. I could really go for some dandelion greens and kale right now.


LYNLEY:

Are you sure you’re ok? You don’t have the stomach for timothy hay, just so you know.


THE PLAYWRIGHT:

But I really wanted some! 


LYNLEY:


(RAISES HER EYEBROWS)


THE PLAYWRIGHT:

What am I saying? Are you turning me into a rabbit?


LYNLEY:

Maybe you were always a rabbit and just didn’t realize it.


THE PLAYWRIGHT:

This is getting entirely too silly. I knew this would happen if we had a nice Yiddish wedding.


LYNLEY:

Was that a comment on Yiddish weddings?


THE PLAYWRIGHT:

Actually it was a comment on us. We reduce each other to absurdity and ludicrous dialogue.


LYNLEY:

Nah, I think we derive inspiration from each other and a form of deranged brilliance ensues. 


THE PLAYWRIGHT:

Deranged brilliance? Really? I guess that could work.


(pause)

Dandelion greens aside, I really am hungry. Aren’t they supposed to feed us now? 


LYNLEY:

I’m starving. 


(pause)

So…why were you grinding your teeth in a happy way before?


THE PLAYWRIGHT


THE PLAYWRIGHT:

Well… you picked me up and patted my head…


LYNLEY


(nods encouragingly)

Yes…


THE PLAYWRIGHT

And you said I was a good bunny.


LYNLEY

You are a good bunny.


THE PLAYWRIGHT

I just felt like it was the right thing to do, grinding my teeth happily.


(Pause)

It sounds so crazy now…


LYNLEY

(walks closer to THE PLAYWRIGHT and pats THE PLAYWRIGHT on the head)

Good playwright.


THE PLAYWRIGHT


(softly)

I like when you do that.


LYNLEY

I know.


(continues patting)

Good playwright.


PLAYWRIGHT’S FATHER

(Enters from stage right with a tray of carrots and heads of romaine lettuce)

Who wants some carrots? I brought some nice fresh lettuce too –


THE PLAYWRIGHT

(Runs over to the tray, grabs a piece of romaine with its teeth, and runs behind LYNLEY eating the lettuce.)


LYNLEY


(To PLAYWRIGHT’S FATHER)

Thank you! We were starving. I haven’t eaten all day.


(Takes some carrots and munches on them).


PLAYWRIGHT’S FATHER


(Puts down the tray near them. Hesitates)

Well then. Glad you like it. I guess I’ll just go back outside.


(Stops where he is)

Unless…


THE PLAYWRIGHT


(Thumps one foot loudly on the ground)


THE PLAYWRIGHT’S FATHER


(Backing away)

Yes, sorry, I’m going. Enjoy your meal.


(Exits stage right).


LYNLEY

(Looks at THE PLAYWRIGHT, raising one eyebrow)

Hello little Playwright. Did you just thump at your father? 


THE PLAYWRIGHT


(Still munching on lettuce)

Yes. 


LYNLEY

And you bit him earlier.


PLAYWRIGHT


(Cleaning face with both hands like a rabbit)

Yes.


LYNLEY

Were you feeling nibbley, little bunny?


PLAYWRIGHT


(Cleaning one hand with tongue)

He was flirting with you. It made me want to bite him and thump my foot. 


LYNLEY

You were jealous of your father? Over me?


PLAYWRIGHT

I wanted to thump my foot.


LYNLEY

You thump really loudly. 


(Moves closer)


LYNLEY, CONT’D:

And you have such nice sharp teeth.


(Pats PLAYWRIGHT on head)

Such a good playwright, keeping your nice sharp teeth to yourself.


(PAUSE)

Are you making a happy teeth-grinding noise?


PLAYWRIGHT

Yes.


LYNLEY

Good playwright. 


PLAYWRIGHT

Du bist mine kalleh, mine basherte, my bride, my fate.


LYNLEY

Es is unzere yiddishe hassene, our Yiddish wedding.


LYNLEY & PLAYWRIGHT


(In unison)

Unzere yiddishe hassene – our Yiddish wedding.


LYNLEY


(Dreamily, patting PLAYWRIGHT’S head)

In your play, I loved the nonlinear (anti-linear?) temporality - the idea of working backwards to the beginning of the friendship, and seeing events unfold after they have been referenced as past occurrences, as though the friendship reveals itself layer after layer. 


PLAYWRIGHT

(Nibbles on LYNLEY’S carrot, looking pleased)

LYNLEY


(Continues)

It worked beautifully as a vehicle for character development and as a way of displaying subtle shifts in the balance of the friendship, which I would never have thought of before seeing the play. 


PLAYWRIGHT

(Takes another of LYNLEY’S carrots, munches happily)


LYNLEY


(Continues)

There also seemed to be a sort of intertextuality with music happening as a result of the way time was structured - the fabulous fugue sequences where the two men respond to their audiences as well as to each other seemed to reinforce this idea.


(Pats PLAYWRIGHT’S head)
Good playwright.

(BLACKOUT)

Act IV


At Rise:

(A wedding banquet. Small circle tables surrounded by chairs. The characters begin to enter from right, a few at a time.)

Annoying Couple:

(Murmuring)

Dancing….


(murmuring)

Folkdance…


(murmuring)


GOMBROWICZ & PIRANDELLO

(Enter together from stage left in conversation)


GOMBROWICZ

Nie jestem żydow…

[I’m not Jewish…]


PIRANDELLO


(looks surprised)

È vero? Non sei ebreo? E Bruno Schulz? 

[Really? You’re not Jewish? And Bruno Schulz?]


GOMBROWICZ

Ah, Bruno Schulz jest żydow, tak. 

[Oh, Bruno Schulz is Jewish, yes.]


PIRANDELLO

“Tak” – è come “si,” no?

[“Tak” – it’s like “si,” right?]


PLAYWRIGHT’S FRIENDS


(Enter together from stage right)


FRIEND 2


(To PIRANDELLO)

Richtik! Correct! Yes, “tak” is almost the same as “si” except that it’s Polish!

[Correct!]


GOMBROWICZ


(Gives FRIEND 2 a quizzical look)


ACTORS


(Enter together from stage right)


ACTOR 3

I think the Director seems interested in working with us in the Spring! 


ACTOR 4
I had no idea the Director was also a Rabbi! I wonder how common that is, directors being Rabbis – or Rabbis being directors.


ACTOR 2


(To ACTOR 4)

I thought you were never going to say anything. That’s the first thing you’ve said to us this whole time!


PLAYWRIGHT’S MOTHER &


PLAYWRIGHT’S FATHER


(Enter from stage right)


FATHER

(Walks over to GOMBROWICZ & PIRANDELLO)

(to PIRANDELLO)

Ciao! Come stai? 

[Hello! How are you?]


(nods at GOMBROWICZ)


PIRANDELLO


(to FATHER & GOMBROWICZ)

Dov’è Lynley? E suo dramaturg?

[Where’s Lynley? And her playwright?]


PLAYWRIGHT’S MOTHER


(to PIRANDELLO)

Lynley and The Playwright should be here soon. We leave them alone for a few minutes and then they join us again and the wedding meal starts.


THE DIRECTOR


(Enters from stage right)


(To EVERYONE)

Why is it that every time I enter the room, I find all of you in the same places? I think the choreography in this part of the JEWISH WEDDING needs to address the static nature of your opening positions. You can’t just stand in the same places all the time.


PLAYWRIGHT’S MOTHER


(Analytically)

People tend to follow fixed patterns. Past behavior is a good indicator of future actions. Gombrowicz, for example, is likely to say something provocative in a moment.


GOMBROWICZ

Qu’est-ce que tu me penses?

[What do you think of me?]


PLAYWRIGHT’S MOTHER


(Startled)

I didn’t expect him to say it in French!


The PLAYWRIGHT & 


LynleyShimat Lys 

(Enter from stage right. LYNLEY is still holding the rabbit.)


THE PLAYWRIGHT


(Dramatically)

Nobody expects Gombrowicz to say things in French!


LynleyShimat Lys


(Happily, showing off)

The Playwright gave me a rabbit. Look everyone, isn’t it fantastic – full of sharp teeth and happy teeth-grinding, just like the Playwright!


GOMBROWICZ

Królik.

[Rabbit.(Polish)]


FRIEND 2

Kinigel.

[Rabbit (German Yiddish)]


PIRANDELLO

Coniglio.

[Rabbit (Italian)]


THE DIRECTOR

Arnav! Hebrew is underrepresented in this dialogue. Gombrowicz says “rabbit” in Polish, Max Shimen says it in Yiddish, and Pirandello says it in Italian, but who says it in Hebrew? No one. And for that matter, no one said it in Aramaic either. Arnava. 


LynleyShimat Lys

It rhymes with “had gadya,” the Passover song about the goat. I think there should be a rabbit in that song.


THE PLAYWRIGHT

You think every text should have rabbits in it.


LYNLEYSHIMAT LYS


(Pats PLAYWRIGHT on the head)

Good Playwright. Very clever.


THE PLAYWRIGHT

(Puts one arm around LYNLEY’S shoulders and starts nibbling at LYNLEY’S clothing)

LynleyShimat Lys 


(Pats PLAYWRIGHT’S head)

Why are we all standing around? Let’s sit down and start the wedding meal before the Playwright bites a hole in my clothes.


EVERYONE

(sits down at tables in groups – PIRANDELLO & GOMBROWICZ,

ANNOYING COUPLE, 

MOTHER & FATHER

ACTORS,

FRIENDS,

LYNLEY & THE PLAYWRIGHT)

THE DIRECTOR

(exits stage right and returns with wine. Begins passing out cups and wine to each table)


LYNLEY


(puts the rabbit on the chair next to her)

I don’t think the Rabbi usually distributes the food at a wedding.


PLAYWRIGHT’S MOTHER

If you make the waiters invisible, they can’t do their job, can they? Sometimes directors have to distribute the food. Who’s going to feed all of the guests if the Director doesn’t?


LYNLEY

Hmm… I see your point. Maybe I should write a group of waiters into all my plays from now on, just in case. My first play had a waiter who was also an actor.


ACTOR 4

Why do people always assume that waiters are actors who don’t earn a living from acting? 


ACTOR 2

Or that actors are all waiters in their day jobs. I’m a stock broker in my day job.


ACTOR 3

I thought you were a computer programmer!


ACTOR 2

That’s just a hobby.


FRIEND 3

I’m in the ballet as well as being a friend of the Playwright.


FRIEND 2

Really? I’m an Israeli Folkdance instructor. 


GOMBROWICZ

Jestem Gombrowicz.

[I’m Gombrowicz.]


PIRANDELLO

Io sono figlio del Caos e non allegoricamente, ma in giusta realtà.

[I’m the son of Chaos, and not allegorically, but in reality.]


THE PLAYWRIGHT

I heard you say that in my dream. Gombrowicz is always Gombrowicz, and Pirandello is literally the son of chaos – it’s a reference to a place name in the region he comes from in Italy. 


THE DIRECTOR

Now that everyone has wine, we can say the sheva brochot.


FRIEND 2


(Confused)

Brochot? You mean sheva brochos?


THE DIRECTOR

I’m tired of speaking with a Yiddish accent all the time. I want an Israeli wedding dinner!


THE PLAYWRIGHT


(Amused, with an Israeli accent)

Em, so you want us to talk really loudly to each other while people are giving their speeches? 


LYNLEYSHIMAT LYS

Vey iz mir, doesn’t that go against some fundamental dramatic convention that only one person should be talking at once?

[Woe is me]


THE PLAYWRIGHT


(in mock horror)

And I thought you were such a non-conformist!


THE DIRECTOR


(begins a blessing over wine)

Boruch atah – 

[Giver of blessing are you…]


ALL

(Speak loudly to the people at their tables and drown out the DIRECTOR’S words. Everyone drinks their wine and refills glasses).


THE PLAYWRIGHT’S MOTHER &


THE PLAYWRIGHT’S FATHER


(begin a blessing over wine)

Boruch atah – 


ALL

(Speak loudly to the people at their tables and drown out the blessing. Everyone drinks their wine and refills glasses).


ACTORS


(begin a blessing over wine)

Boruch atah – 


ALL

(Speak loudly to the people at their tables and drown out the blessing. Everyone drinks their wine and refills glasses).

FRIENDS


(begin a blessing over wine)

Boruch atah – 


ALL

(Speak loudly to the people at their tables and drown out the blessing. Everyone drinks their wine and refills glasses).


ANNOYING COUPLE


(begin a blessing over wine)

Boruch atah – 


ALL

(Speak loudly to the people at their tables and drown out the blessing. Everyone drinks their wine and refills glasses).

ALL

(Stop talking. ALL look to stage left)

LynleyShimat Lys

Who knew Walter Benjamin and Bruno Schulz were going to say blessings for us!


THE PLAYWRIGHT

So, Lynley, how exactly did you send them invitations?


LYNLEY

Don’t look at me – it must have been Fluffy who invited them.


(looks over at GOMBROWICZ)

Or maybe Gombrowicz. That would make more sense.


THE PLAYWRIGHT

Would it? 


THE PLAYWRIGHT, CONT’D:


(pause)

I want some more green leafy things to eat!


(looks confused)

I can’t believe I just said that.


THE PLAYWRIGHT’S FATHER


(Enthusiastically)

I’ll bring you some greens!

(Exits stage right & returns with large bags of kale, dandelion greens, romaine lettuce and baby carrots. Begins distributing them to each table.)


THE PLAYWRIGHT & LYNLEY

(Run over to FATHER, grab some kale with their teeth, and run back to their table).


PLAYWRIGHT’S FATHER


(Startled)

This place is full of rabbits!!


GOMBROWICZ







Krakòw!!!

(He grabs PIRANDELLO and drags him into a circle dance, stopping at each table to add FRIENDS, ACTORS, ANNOYING COUPLE, MOTHER & FATHER and finally THE PLAYWRIGHT & LynleyShimat Lys to the circle dance.)

ALL

(Dance in a circle, then following GOMBROWICZ, dance in a line around the tables and into the audience to exit).

Koniec
[END OF PLAY]

Dramatis Personae:

In Order Of Appearance

List of Acts & Scenes:

The play takes place over the course of an evening. It begins in the audience seating section of a small theater, where the characters have come to see a staged reading of The Playwright’s new work, “The Work In Progress.”

ACT I, 


The Play at Hand:


At Rise:

 (Rows of chairs at an incline. Resembles the actual audience seating of the theater. The characters begin to enter from right, a few at a time.)

ACT II 


& ACT III


The Rabbit & the Yiddish Wedding, 



The Playwright’s Entrance &Time Alone


At Rise:

 (A generic backdrop, or preferably, a backdrop from a recently staged play. No props on stage, except for a giant bunny that sits downstage left, facing the audience. The characters begin to enter from right, a few at a time.)

ACT IV


The Wedding Banquet & Dances



At Rise:

 (A wedding banquet. Small circle tables surrounded by chairs. The characters begin to enter from right, a few at a time.)

