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“Welcome! I¥s happening . .. A few years back, concerned that a national frend
encouraging new plays with small casts and unit sets meant that playwrights we love might
never quite feel free enough fo pursue their most ambitious impulses, we gave 4 writers (Kara
Lee Corthron, Lynn Rosen, Kathryn Walat, and Anna Ziegler) and their collaborating
directors (Kara-Lynn Vaeni, Shana Gold, Portia Krieger, Beatrice Terry) an unusual
commission: to make plays of “scope and adventure,” BIG plays, crazy imaginative plays; to
challenge us as producers.

We called this initiative The Germ Project because it included a promise to fully produce 20
minutes of each nascent play, the “germ” of an eventual full-length play — as a bit of a
practice, to test out their “produce-ability,” since “unproduce-ability” was what we asked for.
We did that, in June 201 1. And now this particular germ has come to full flower!”
~Susan Bernfield, producing artistic director New Georges
Theatre Company on the world premiere of AliceGraceAnon

Playwright’s note:

When | was a kid, maybe because | was a surprise baby and everyone in my family was
much older, | was really into classic rock—specifically the psychedelic 60s. | also read the
book Go Ask Alice sometime in my early teens and it riveted and terrified me. It was fear
of that book and my obsession with psychedelia that led me to read the Lewis Carroll
books. | was fascinated by the weird thread that connected these three phenomena: Go
Ask Alice is taken from a lyric from Jefferson Airplane’s seminal acid-laced anthem “White
Rabbit”, which was inspired by both Alice’s Adventures in Wonderland and Through the
Looking Glass. For many years, these three things have been intimately intertwined in my
mind. | always had the feeling that I'd create something inspired by Alice, Grace Slick
(lead singer of Jefferson Airplane), and the Anonymous protagonist of Go Ask Alice. But |
never seriously explored what that something might be. When Susan came to me back in
2010 with the commission and stressed the idea that this should be my “dream play,” |
figured if | was ever going to explore this wacky concept, this was the opportunity.

AliceGraceAnon is meant to be a theatrical, communal experience that above all else is
fun for its audiences. The script is a blueprint for a show that can only be realized once
imaginative collaborators join the process to make it happen. Thus, when | wrote this play
| put on paper everything | saw in my mind in order to clarify the importance of magic in
this world. This does not mean that my stage directions should always be taken literally.
To give an example, there is a direction in the script that says: “a large, gloved, male
hand reaches down from the sky and caresses Alice’s cheek.” | don’t expect that a theatre
wishing to produce this play will necessarily have fly space and/or a budget sizable
enough to make this stage picture a reality; it's a metaphorical suggestion. What is
necessary is that through magic—and magic can be dirt-cheap—the audience gets a
sense of Alice’s fear of being watched without her permission.

Regarding cast size, there are five principal roles and several small, ensemble roles. A
flexible chorus of two actors or a dozen (or more) would serve the play and be
completely effective in different ways. Stage magic that might be achieved via video or
other technology may also be done with the use of bodies on stage (e.g. to form the
caterpillar’s body). At its best, AliceGraceAnonis a director’s playground. | encourage
wild and joyful exploration.



CHARACTERS:

ANONYMOUS —a teen girl with oodles of longing

CHRIS — her friend, another teen girl

BOY —a boy

HIP CHICK — a hip chick

MEAN GIRL — a mean girl

BEATRICE SPARKS —a woman in her 50s or 60s of questionable morality

GRACE SLICK — circa 1967, but with preternatural knowledge of her future
PAUL KANTNER — the father of Jefferson Airplane
JERRY GARCIA - represented by a teddy bear

ALICE —youthful but certainly not a child, over-the-top British accent
CATERPILLAR —sexy and generally unhelpful, male

CHESSIRE CAT — creepy trickster (probably also sexy), male

MR. DODGSON —aka Lewis A. Carroll; a grown man in his 30s with boundary issues

SETTING:
The play begins in three spheres —
1) ANONYMOUS’s world of a good girl-gone-drugs in 1967 (heroine of Go Ask Alice)
2) GRACE SLICK’s world, which is a Jefferson Airplane concert gone wrong (alsoin
1967).
3) ALICE’s world in Wonderland, circa 1864.
Then the worlds collide and become something else.

NOTES:

1. Every effort should be made to create a diverse company, i.e. this should not be
an all-white cast.

2. Beatrice Sparks and Paul can be played by the same actor, which would mean
Beatrice would be played by a man.

3. There should be a fully-operating band on stage that will represent Jefferson
Airplane.

4. This play can be done with said band and only 5 actors if necessary.

5. Ideallyin production, there will be three “rooms:” the Alice Room, the Grace
Room, and the Anonymous Room. The audience will be able to experience and
interact with these rooms at the top of the show to learn about the three stories.
Some of this interaction can used laterin the show.



Show begins with the three heroines in a spot light before they begin their separate adventures.

(ANONYMOUS enters a party
with HIP CHICK.)

Band is hanging outonstage.

ANONYMOUS
Nobody knows who | am.

HIP CHICK
Does anybody really know
who anybodyis? Ruminate
on that.

ANONYMOUS
What if they laugh at me?

(HIP CHICK stares at
ANONYMOUS.)

HIP CHICK
Sherior Sally? OrJamie? Or
Jenny?

(She waits for ANONYMOUS
to correct her, but
ANONYMOUS is more
confusedthansheis. She
gives up on her.)

HIP CHICK
Whateveryourname is?
Why don’tyou stay here?
And/’ll follow the wind. You
dig?

(And with a snap of the
fingers, HIP CHICK is gone.
ANONYMOUS awkwardly
tries to join a group of kids at
the party. Shestarts sucking
down Cokes and shoving
cookies in her mouth
nervously.)

(ALICE enters.)

ALICE
Dinah! Here kitty kitty kitty.




Dinah?
(Nosign of Dinah.)
Stupid kitty!

(Shesees a giant daisy and picks it.)

ALICE
Hmm.
He loves me.
(Shepulls off a petal.)

He loves me not.

(Shepulls off a petal.)

He loves me.

(Another petal.)

He loves me not.

(Another petal.)

He loves me.

(Shepulls off the last petal. She
stares at the naked flower bulb. Then

she eatst!)

(Mouth full:) He loves me not! Ha hal

(ALICE has a moment of really
chewing the flower.)

Curious! | like that rather betterthan
cabbage.

Band gives up on waiting for
Grace to arrive and they begin
to play “Somebody to Love”
with Paulsinging.

Grace arrives in time for the
chorus, which she sings. They

sing a good portion of the song.
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Grace
WELCOME!

(PAULwhispersin her ear. Itis
intense. Her facereflects it; she
is quite upset by what he’s
said.)

GRACE
(Into the mic:) I'msorry! I'm
not being passive aggressive.
Paul I—

(PAULsharply covers the mic
and continues whispering in her
ear. Then he introduces her.)

PAUL
Ladiesand gentlemen. The one
and only. Grace Slick.

(When the audience cheers—
hopefully—GRACE becomes the
animated, awesome GRACE
they came to see.)

GRACE
(To the audience:)
WELCOME, my friends!
You are infor areal treat. You
all know whata happeningis,
right?

(ANONYMOUS chugs a Coke
froman oversized old-
fashioned Coke bottle.)

(She waits for the audience to
answer.)

Good! ‘Cuzthisshitis
happening. Sosmile! Getto
know your neighbors. Allow
your mindtobend. Andifyou
have any questions alongthe
way? Embrace them! Love
yourselfforcaringenoughto
ask.

(A white light whizzes past: the
rabbit! ALICE pops up, suddenly




attentive.)
ALICE
Really? Arabbitina waistcoat?

ANONYMOUS
(Giggles and writes
something down.)
| know | shouldn’t be writing
inyou now because I’'mat a
social event, but Diary, |
cannot believe how much of
a sugar addictl am!

GRACE
You're about to find out how
addictive lifecan be.

Two Coca-colas, eight Oreos,
a half an Almond Joy, and six
cherry cordials! SIX!

(When MEAN GIRL appears,
ANON quickly hides the
diary.)

MEAN GIRL
| can't believe YOOOOU'RE
here. Didthey cancel the Girl
Scout meeting?

ANONYMOUS
Of course not! It got
postponed.

MEAN GIRL
Have another Coke.
Goon. | dare ya.

(MEAN GIRL hands
ANONYMOUS a bottle of
Coke—laced with LSD!—and
ANONYMOUS drinks it.)

ANONYMOUS
Mmmmmm. | love Coca-cola.
Ifl could, I'd go steady with
Coca-cola. But seriously:I'd
wash my disheswithit. I'd
brush my teeth withit. I'd




take long fizzy baths. I'd
jumpina Coca-colapuddle
rightnow if | could

But I'd rather not get my new
dress all dirty so—

ALICE

Hmm. I don’tparticularly like the
looks of thishole. AndI’d rather not
getmy newdressall dirty so—

(The flooropens up in
ANONYMOUS's mind and she
is falling, falling, slowly; her
dressis a parachute.)

ANONYMOUS
OhgodohgodohgodohgodOH
GODOHGODOHGOD whatis
happeningtome? | can feel
cell regeneration happening
inmy anus andit doesn'tfeel
good. The beautiful burning
brown liquid Coke stings my
crying esophagusinstead of
kissingit. My grandmother
wearing hersunhatsitting on
the porch of my stomach.
Thisis when|learn most
internal organs have porches
because the spiesinsideare
always watchingyou. They
know when you stay outtoo
late.

And THEN President Kennedy
runs toward me with hisarms
openand hishead wound
crawling with maggots. |
scream! Andlcry likea
stupid baby! Andthen...
He touchesmy hand andI’'m
suddenly backinthe room, at
the party, butl don’tfeel
safe. | can smell him. He
smellslike awetsheep. Ilike
it.

(The band plays a loud, endless
drumroll.)

(A mysterious force pushes ALICE and
she’stumbling down, down, down
the rabbit hole!)

ALICE
OhgodohgodohgodohgodOHGODOH
GODOHGOD




BOY
Don’tbe afraid. I've gotyou.
I’ve gotyou.

ANONYMOUS
| believe Him. Igive him
what’s left of my virginityasa
thankyou.

(BOY smiles. BOY leaves.)

He doesn’tsay, “You're
welcome.”

I'm safe now. | hope. ButI've
beentunedin, Diary. My
love for Coca-colawill never
be the same.

(Drumming stops.)

(ALICE lands with a plop.)

ALICE
| knew that hole was a bad idea.

GRACE
(To the audience:) In case |
don’tremembertotell you
later: | appreciate you.

PAUL
Oh really? Whocalledthema
buncha “tunelesswannabes”
last—

(GRACE covers PAUL’s mouth.)

GRACE
| appreciate youforbeinghere

and takinganothertrip with us.

| know I’'m not always the best
tour guide. Butl promise you.
| PROMISE YOU: I'll keep my

handswhere you can see them.

At all times. Andlwon’tdip
intothe cider.

(Grace winks seductively. Or
cartoonishly, whatever works.
The band plays “She Has Funny
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Cars.”)

(ALICE looks through a tiny doorand
sees a beautifulgarden.)

ALICE
Wellthatwould be lovely. If Iwere
the size of a chipmunk.

(Phonerings. ANONYMOUS
picks up without saying
anything.)

BOY
Hey, girl whose name | never
remember. Party at what-
her-butt's tonight. You
comin'?

ANONYMOUS
For sure!

(As the musicplays,
ANONYMOUS goes through a
large succession of parties,
getting higher and higher.
BOY parties with her and then
a girl joins, CHRIS. Maybe
BOY parties with CHRIS fora
while before getting bored
with both of them. This
should be fastand
cartoonish.)

(*As the music plays, ALICE:

1. finds the bottle, drinks it, shrinks
2. Cannotgetthru thetiny door, it is
locked.

3. sees the KEY but is too little to
reach it

4. Finds the “eat me” food, eatsit,
gets big.

5. now s big, gets the key.

6. puts key on the table, drinks to
shrink to fit thru door.

7 now can fit thru doorbut it’s still
locked.

8. eats to get big enough to get the
key

9. rapidly eats and drinks, cycling
through size changes, butcan’t getto
be the exactsize to get through the
door. Finally....)

ALICE
Thisis BOLLOCKS! I justwant to get
throughthe goddamndoor! Is that
too muchto ask?? Who is making
these stupid rules? Whatis—
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ANONYMOUS GRACE ALICE

Oh my GOD! Oh my god Oh mygod
| justrealized something. | justrealized something. | justrealized something.
I’m cool.

(Shelooks at herselfin a
handheld mirror.)

Thisisn’tgoingto last.

But...forhowlong? When
the buzz goes away, does
Cool leave too?

Even before anyone knew who
| was, designers stopped me on
the street to ask me to model
for them. OKnot Cardin, but
real, bonafide designers.

CHRIS
No way. That’s justthe
paranoia. Try this.

(CHRIS gives ANONYMOUS a
pill. ANONYMOUS's eyes pop
wide open.

(GRACE looks at the audience.)

ANONYMOUS

(FAST:)
ljustmadeanewfriendandshe
wasniceenoughtogivemesom
eAngelDustwhichl'venevertri
edbeforebutltotallyrecomme
ndifyoueverfeellikestayingaw
akeforaboutthirtysevendaysst
raightIT'STOTALLYFUCKINGA
MAZINGIt'slikebeingarocketa
bouttolaunchatthatplaceinFlo

rida...
.WHATHEFUCKISITCALLED???
211
Would you honestly be here if
wasn’t Grace the face?
CHRIS
HEY!

GRACE
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ANSWER ME!

(ANONYMOUS stops talking
butit's clear the words are
still going at top speed in her
mind.)

ALICE
OF COURSE!
Thisis all very much like the story Mr.
Dodgson [pronounced Dodsen] told
me on our boat ride. I’'minthe story.
Oh no. I'm INthe story!!

CHRIS
My name’s Chrisand don’t
worry. It'll wearoffinthe
morning.

PAUL
Don’tbe paranoid, Grace.

GRACE
Labeling. That’s mature.

PAUL
Reeeeeelaaaaax.

(PAULdrops a pill in GRACE’s
mouth. The band relaxes.)

(A wind howls and blows
through ANONYMOUS's
room. She collapses on the
floor, but seems to be
peacefully asleep.)

(A wind howls and blows through the
tiny door. It expands and ALICE can
nowfit. She cautiously walks through
it.)

ALICE
Is anyone here?

(Noanswer.)
| can’t be the onlyliving creaturein

this. .. forest? Garden? What IS this
place?

WHISPERING VOICE
Why don’tyouwrite hima letter?

ALICE
| begyour pardon?

(CHESSIRE CAT appears. . . sortof.)

CHESSIRE CAT
Write your good friend Mr. Dodgson
a letter. Tellhimhowyoufeel.

12




ALICE
Areyou a cat?

CHESSIRE CAT
(Dry:) ’'m obviously a cat.

ALICE
No | wouldn’tsayit’s obvious. You’re
the queerestcatl’ve everseen.

CHESSIRE CAT
You’re no prize yourself!

ALICE
Well I think I’'m rathergood looking.

CHESSIRE
So doesyourfriend.

(CHESSIRE CATdrops a sheet of paper
anda pen.)

Write hima letter. I'll see that he
getsit.

ALICE
Why thankyou! | thinkthatmay bea
goodidea.

What is your—
(CHESSIRECAT s gone.)

How are you goingto deliver my
letterifl can’t find you?

(Noanswer. ALICEsighs butbegins
writing anyway.)

Goodness. Thatwas the ugliest cat
I’ve everseeninmy entire life. Even
if Dinahwereinheat...nevermind.
That’s a very naughty thought.

(ALICE finds a comfortable seat. Itis
a mushroom.)
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ANONYMOUS
Dear Diary

GRACE
Dear Paul

ALICE
Dear Mr. Dodgson

| am not enjoying this predicament
you've putme in. | don't understand
whyyou feel the need to make things
so difficult forme. Especially
because you like me somuch. Or
claimto.

GRACE
You are my beautiful wildflower
of the hedges, my dark blue
rain drenched flower

PAUL
What???
GRACE
My sweet naughty little

fuckbird! Flog, flog, flog me
viciously on my naked quivering
flesh!

PAUL
What are you, fuckin’ Hugh
Hefner?

GRACE
James Joyce wrote those
words, thank you very much.

PAUL
So he was afilthy perv.

GRACE
| was tryingto express
affection. That’s all. Why is it
perversionforawomanto
asserther sexuality?

PAUL
Why don’tyou assert your
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musicality sowe can playa
fuckin’ song?

ALICE
Therefore, unless you take away at
least some of these ridiculous
obstacles I refuse to participate in
your story any further.

(Shethinks.)

In fact, I'll neverspeak toyou again.
How would youlike that?

(CATERPILLAR appears.)

CATERPILLAR
Who are you? You haven’tbeen
invited.

ALICE
I'm Alice. Perhapsyou've heard of
me. I'm Mr. Dodgson's friend. And
as such, | don't believel need an
invitation.

CATERPILLAR
Oh. You're her. He describedyou

differently. I neverimaginedyou
blonde.

ALICE
| begyour pardon. I've beena
brunette my entire life!

ANONYMOUS
Chrisisamazing. She’sso. ..

CHRIS
Far out. Write that down.

ANONYMOUS
She getsit. My otherfriends
don’t. Eitheryou’ve had your
mind blown or—

15




CHRIS
Oryou’readrag. Noin
between.

(CATERPILLAR holds up a mirrorto
ALICE so she can see her blonde hair.
She screams.)

ALICE
What has he done to me?

CATERPILLAR
Ask himin yourletter. Also,domea
favor. Tell him| don’tappreciate his
decisionto cruelly and conveniently
remove my libido. I’'macaterpillar,
for chrissake. If that’snota phallic
symbol, thenldon’t—

ALICE
With all due respect, thisis my letter
and | have a lot of ground to coverin
it. You write yourown.

CATERPILLAR
You’re a bitch, Alice.

ANONYMOUS
Lately Mom and Dad have
beenwatching me like
they’re afraid I’'m gonna
spontaneously combustor
something.

CHRIS
That only happensin France,
man.

ANONYMOUS
We have to get outta here.
We’re running away.

To San Francisco!

ALICE
I am no more a bitch thanyou are a
gentleman.

(CATERPILLAR smokes.)

CATERPILLAR
You have an inflated opinion of
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yourself. Thatwill doyounogood
here.

(ALICE says nothing. CATERPILLAR
hands her the pipe. Sheinhales.)

(GRACE picks up a giant, bright
teddy bear wearing sunglasses.
This is JERRY GARCIA.)

GRACE
What do you think of divorce,
Jerry Bear?

JERRY
Trouble ahead, Lady inred,
Take my advice you’d be
better off dead.

GRACE
| could move into your
compound. You know?

(Sheshootsaglance at PAUL.)

If things don’t go accordingto
plan. Except!l’d feel abitself-
conscious nextto all your
naked, bony blondes runnin’
around. Thinkyou couldfinda
place for me anyway?

JERRY
Oh no! I’'ve beenthere before,
And | ain’t gonna come around
here any more.

GRACE
Bastard.
(Maybe she smacks JERRY.
Deep sigh.)
ANONYMOUS GRACE ALICE
I’'m scared. I’'mscared. I’'m scared.
CATERPILLAR

You should be. Eventhough this
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whole game he'ssetup foryou is
fixed.

ALICE
Is thisanotherof hisgames? | don’t
particularly like his games. I never
seemtowin.

CATERPILLAR
Unstop yourears, girl. | say: this
gameis. .. fixed.

ALICE
How?

CATERPILLAR
(Smiles:) I'm not supposed to say.

ALICE
Ifyoutellme...I'lldoa dance.

CATERPILLAR
What kind?

ALICE
Polka?

CATERPILLAR
What kind?

(ALICE thinks hard.)

ALICE
Romanian?

CATERPILLAR
Yes! That's a wonderfulidea. You
dance the Romanian polka. While
singing the national anthem. The
French national anthem. InFrench.

ANONYMOUS

I'm scared of speedfreaks.

Butisn'teveryone?

SPEEDFREAK
We're more scared of you
than you are of us!
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GRACE
I'm scared of being forgotten.

ALICE
But my Frenchis atrocious!

JERRY
See here how everything
Lead up to this day
And it’s justlike any other day

GRACE
| know, Jerry. | know.

ANONYMOUS
I'm scared of my own
thoughts. They're soweird.
It's almost like they've been
dumpedinto my head by
someone else. Youeverhave
adream thatisn't yourown?
Imagine thatfeeling 24 hours
a day.

CATERPILLAR
Your loss.

ALICE
That’s not fair!

CATERPILLAR
| am Mr. Dodgson's creation afterall.
Lestyou forget.

ALICE
I’m so fucked!

ANONYMOUS
All day Chrisand | looked for
jobs. It's tough. It's hardest
for me. | geta job application
and my mind goes blank.
Can’tevenremembermy
own name halfthe time!

(ALICE suddenly takes a chomp out of
CATERPILLAR's mushroom.)

CATERPILLAR
How dare you?!
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(ALICE chews and swallows. She
grows taller.)

ALICE
Goddammit!

(ANONYMOUS and CHRIS
startswaying to the music.)

(GRACE and the band play
"Today.")

(TALLALICE begins to dance the
Romanian polka. She contours
"Today" by singing the French
nationalanthem.)

ANONYMOUS
Didyou geta job?

CHRIS
Fuck no. You?

ANONYMOUS
Please!

(They continue dancing, high
happy.)

CHRIS
We're gonna die. We’'re
gonnadisappear.

ANONYMOUS
Yeah.

CATERPILLAR
Hmm. Well. To be honest, itlooked
betterin my head.

TALLALICE
WHAT?!

CATERPILLAR
Andyour syntax was all overthe
place.

(TALL ALICE gets taller!)

TALLALICE
Tell me what he's doingtome or I'll
eat you ANDyour mushroom!
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CATERPILLAR
WAKE UP!

CHRIS
Wake up, dummy! Didyou
hearwhat | said?

(TALL ALICE shrinks slowly.)

ALICE
Wake up?

CATERPILLAR
Thisis all a dream.

ALICE
All this frustration. All this nonsense.
It's nothing more thana dreamhe's
concocted?

CATERPILLAR
Yep. Isn’tthatfunny? Evenyour
dreamsaren’tyour own.

(ALICE stares at the CATERPILLAR for
a moment. Shesays nothing.)

(lightsout on ALICE)

ANONYMOUS
Chris? How didyou get your
name?

CHRIS
| killedthe old me. The old
me had straight, white teeth
and tried out for
cheerleading. She was
disgusting.

ANONYMOUS
You killed her?

CHRIS
She was suffocating the real
me, man! In thislife, youdo
whatyou have to. You gotta
take what's yours, you dig?

(lights out on ANONYMOUS)
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GRACE
(To the audience:) Are you
havingfun?

(She waits for an answer before
continuing. During the
following monologue, GRACE
has free reign of the stage and
may wander into the audience
and speak to individuals there if
she wishes.)

You betterbe. Let's playa
game. Aftereverythinglask,
you say the firstanswerthat
comesto mind. Anddon't look
around to see whatyour
boyfriend oryour mother's
gonnasay. You give your
answerand fuck everybody
else. OK? Great. Here we go.
Have you evergone wind
surfing?

(She waits for them to answer.)

Have you everspit off the
Great Wall of China?

(She waits for them to answer.)

Have you ever defecated on
your neighbor'slawn?

(She waits for them to answer.)

Have you everstuck youfinger
up some guy's nose while you
were drunk off yourass during
ashowin Germany?

(She waits for them to answer.)

GRACE
Whenyouwere a gueston the
Smothers Brothers'show, did
you performin black face?
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(She waits for them to answer.)

Can you describe yourlife
philosophyinthe formofa
haiku?

(Shewaits.)

If you could be any poetfrom
the Romanticera, which one
would you be?

(Shewaits.)

(She makes a buzzersound,
then) The correctanswer was
Keats.

Have you everhada
strawberry fuck?

(She waits.)

You may have guessed that|
have a ready answerto each
of these questions and more.
You don't know what that
answeris, butl have one. I'll
tell youwhatshould've beena
secret, but was way too good
to be. | have had a strawberry
fuck.

It's possible thatyou're
wondering whatthe fucka
strawberry fuckis. Thisisonly
logical because linvented the
term.

Onetime whenlwas feeling
saucy, | knocked on the hotel
door of a musician | admired. |
wentinside I noticed a bowl of
frozen strawberries he lefton
hisradiatorto thaw. | stuck
my handin the bowl and
squishedsome. Thenl
crushed some in the carpet.
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Then he didtoo. We laughed
and squished semi-frozen
strawberries all over this
hotel's ugly carpetlike two
idiotchildren.

(God, the poor housekeeper.
We were assholes, man.)
Anyways, we started squishing
the strawberrieson each other
and thenwe - you know -
fucked. Anditwas a good fuck.
An intense fuck. You mightnot
know this, butl've had my
share of fucks and thisone
rates WAY at the top. Hewas a
fucking good fuck. Oh did|
mention hisname? It'sJim
Morrison. So letme rephrase
the question now and please
answer honestly: Have you
everhada strawberry fuck with
Jim Morrison?

(She waits for them to answer.)

That's right. You wish youwere
Grace!

PAUL
Whore.

(ANONYMOUS’s diary opens
up by itself and phantom
scribbling seems to be coming
fromthe diary. She watches
in horror. This can be donein
a large, theatrical way.)

(Theband jumpsinto “3/5 of a
Mile in 10 Seconds.”)

GRACE
What?

ALICE
(To CHESSIRE CAT:) You.

CHESSIRE CAT
Quite.

ANONYMOUS
I don’tknow if I’'m writing
you, or if you’re writing me.
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PAUL
Nobody cares about the many,
many, many notchesinyour
belt.

ALICE
What if | can’t wake up? Doesthe
“dream” become real?

CHESSHIRE CAT
It'salreadyreal. ALL dreams are real.

ALICE
No they’re not! Are you mad?

CHESSHIRE CAT
Of course I’'m mad. Everyone’s mad
here. Or couldn’tyoutell?

The new guy I'mseeingdigs
heroin. Itdoesn’tfeel like 'm
in charge of mylife anymore.

ALICE
Whoisin charge here?

But someoneis. Andthat
someone guides my hand to
pickup a needleand—

(ANONYMOUS injects herself
with a big syringe. Weird,
slooooow sound/lighting
effects give us a sense what’s
going oninside her.)

CHESSIRE CAT
Why yourdear Mr. Dodgson of
course. ltis hisstory. And by the by:
he’sthe maddest one of all.

GRACE
May | ask what exactly makes
me a “whore,” Paul?

PAUL
Simmerdown, Grace.

ANONYMOUS
Thisis me now.
THIS isme.

ALICE
Sendword. Immediately. Lethim
know I think hisstoryis . .. rubbish!
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(GRACE stops the song.)

(ALICE gives the CHESSIRE CAT her
letter of complaint.)

| do notwishto be frightened or
powerlessanylonger. I simply won’t

allowit.

I quit.

GRACE
NO! I wannaknowwhy/’'ma
whore andyou’re not a whore.
Isitjust because | screw
around OR because I’'m not
ashamed of it?

Like you?

BAND
SHUT UP, GRACE!

CHESSIRE CAT
You can’t. .. quit.

(GRACE is stunned. And pretty
freakin’ hurt, too.)

PAUL
We’re notthe same and | think
you know that.

ALICE
| justdid.
Stop the story.

ANONYMOUS
| can stop the story.

CHESSIRE CAT
Are you sure you want that?

PAUL
(Rathergently:) Justsing. And
play. And please: shut the fuck
up, Grace.

(GRACE s quiet. The band
starts to play the first few bars
of "White Rabbit." This is a
peace offering to GRACE from
PAUL.)
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ANONYMOUS
So Il do!
| am one of the freaks now.
A hophead.
Ajunkie.

Be ... ware.

(GRACEtakes a piece of
electrical tape and places it
over her mouth. Shegrabs
JERRY, bows dramatically, and
leaves the stage)

(The band continues vamping
"White Rabbit" awkwardly,
unsure of whatto do. Finally,
PAULgivesup.)

PAUL
Fuck this.

(PAULexits. The band follows.)

(ALICE sits and crosses her armsin a
stubborn position: she is NOT moving.
The CHESSHIRE CATnuzzles her and
attemptsto crawlin her lap, trying to
change her mind).

(ANONYMOUS, looking pretty
haggard, collapses.)

(GRACE appears in the
audience with JERRY.)

ALICE
(Firm:) | command youto stop the
story. NOW!

Sparks fly—literally—orsomething else CRAZY and BIG happens that should be rather shocking and
scary. Something on thelevel of an actualexplosion leaving destruction in its wake. The three heroines
disappear! From somewhere we hear their voices....

ANONYMOUS
WHAT

ALICE
THE

GRACE
FGUGFK! [that’s “Fuck” with
tapestill on her mouth]

Suddenly all the lights go out and everything on stage stops. Thereis a deep silence. Then out of the

darkness:

ALICE

(Frightened and small:) Oh dear.

END OF PARTONE....

Lights come up again slowly, just moments after the blackout.

PAUL
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Uh? Sorry about the confusion, everyone. Looks like Grace has gone AWOL. But don’tworry!
The show must go on, right? So getsome more drinks, stretchyourlegs. OH! Hey! Maybe
there’s somebody outthere who'd like to come up and join us?

(While the stage is beingreset, aguest may join the band for a brief song or the
band may want to play somethingoriginal. Afterthe setupisfinished, the band
ishidden, the lights come up and GRACE, ALICE, and ANONYMOUS see each
otherfor the firsttime. A moment. GRACErips the tape from her mouth.)

GRACE
What the Hell was that?
ANONYMOUS
No idea.
ALICE
| didit. | stoppedthe story.
GRACE
Story?
ANONYMOUS

It was quiet. Then...

(She makes an explosion sound with her mouth.)

ALICE
(Callingintothe darkness:)Hello?

(Silence.)
Nothing. There’sjust nothingnessand.. . you two.

(They all look each otheroverfor a few minutes.)

GRACE
Where did you guys come from?
ANONYMOUS
Suburbia. Originally.
ALICE

The CaterpillarsaidI’m dreaming. Forall | know I might be at home in my bed right now.

ANONYMOUS
You talk to caterpillars, too?

ALICE
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Not normally of course.

(GRACE picks through the rubble and finds her Jerry Garcia bear. She cradles
him for comfort.)

GRACE
Soit’squietand dark. Anddank. Maybe we all ended upin some old basement? Somehow?

ANONYMOUS
Nuh-uh. My basement has a carpetand a plaid couch and Stratego. This just looks like an
empty hole.

ALICE
The hole! Yes! | fell downthe white rabbit’s hole and I’m sure | was awake then.
(Regret:) Ineverfoundhim.

GRACE
| like white rabbits.

ANONYMOUS
Not me. You can’t trust a fucking rabbit. | saw an army of a hundred rabbits stack themselves on
top of each otherand morphinto a giant, evil rabbit with fangs.

GRACE
That’s a myth. Andit’sa myth aboutrats, not rabbits.

ANONYMOUS
Rabbits are rats.

GRACE / ALICE
Rabbits are herbivores

ANONYMOUS

(Disappointed:) Oh. You guys are scientific.
GRACE
What is goingon???
(Terror:) Oh Christ. What if thisisthe Cuban Missile Crisis all overagain? Warin South East

(ALICEand ANONYMOUS scream. A moment.)

Orit could be nothingat all. Or we could be in some kind of experiment. Like a Dr. Moreau-
type experiment. Dowe have monkey legs?

(GRACE looks at theirlegs.)

No. Nomonkeylegs. Notyet...
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ALICE
Please stop talking! Everythingyou sayisabsolutely horrifying!

(Grace suddenlylooks around expectantly.)

GRACE
Wait a minute! Isthisanothersurprise Happening? Iwentto onein’66 in my leopard bikini,
ready for the happeningtolead usto a Jacuzzi or Hawaii. Instead some naked guy jumped out
of aclosetand threw raw fishon me!

ALICE
Ba? Ki—ni?
ANONYMOUS
What kind of fish?
GRACE

Sturgeon. Notthe point.

(ALICE opens hereyes and mouth REALLY wide and holds them there. She does this
afewtimes.)

ANONYMOUS
What are you doing?

ALICE
Drat! Sometimeswhen|’'mhavinganightmare if | do that, | can wake myself up. But? Perhaps
thisisn’t a dream.

GRACE
(To ANONYMOUS:) Do you know what’s goingon here?

ANONYMOUS
Me? No. I don’tknow. | passed out.
| peedand then| passed out.
ALICE
Vulgar.
ANONYMOUS

Yeah itwas areally good pee.

When | was outit was just- black. There was nothing. Like beingdead|bet.
Andthenl hearda sound—

Didyou hearit?

(They all think.)
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It was like

ALICE
A hummingsound

GRACE
Yes

ANONYMOUS

Almostlike abumble bee but

ALICE
Sweeter.

ANONYMOUS/GRACE/ALICE

(Allhumthe tune for “The Ballad of Barbara Allen.” They may look at each other and frown as
they continue hummingin unison.)

GRACE
My mom used to humthat to me when| had a nightmare

ANONYMOUS
My grandmotherwhistles thatinthe kitchen when she makes cookies

ALICE
My sistersand | singthatsong every single Christmas Eve!

ANONYMOUS/GRACE/ALICE
But then everything changed and it wasn’t so sweetanymore.

(Beat.)

How are we all speakinginunison?

ANONYMOUS/GRACE/ALICE
| don’tknow.

ANONYMOUS/GRACE/ALICE
You don’t?

ANONYMOUS/GRACE/ALICE
Do I?

ANONYMOUS/GRACE/ALICE
Do it again.

ANONYMOUS/GRACE/ALICE
And again.
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ANONYMOUS/GRACE/ALICE

And again.
ANONYMOUS
Shit!
GRACE
Yeah!
ALICE
Delightful!
(Beat.)
ANONYMOUS
(To ALICE:) You’re nota Cali girl, huh?
GRACE

(To ANONYMOUS:) Get some culture, man! She’s obviously English.

ALICE
We're ALL English. Butwe have oh so many accents. Clearly. Imean, neitherof yousoundlike
you’re from Oxford oranywhere nearby.

GRACE
That’s because we’re not. You're inthe States now, sweetie pie.

ALICE
Nonsense! Iwas playinginourgardenin Christ Church thisvery morningwhen|chasedthe
rabbitdown the hole and began thisludicrous ordeal. | have notbeennearan ocean. How
could | possibly be inthe United States of America?

ANONYMOUS

Maybe you can fly.
ALICE

No | cannotfly.

ANONYMOUS
(Really looking a GRACE:) Oh shit!

ALICE/GRACE
What?

ANONYMOUS
| know you.
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GRACE
No youdon’t.

ALICE
I’ve neverseen eitherof you in mylife. Butl must say: you don’tfrighten me. Andyouseem
mostly human.

(GRACE looks at ALICE quizzically.)

ANONYMOUS
Oh shit!
| LOVE you, man. | meanwoman. | mean, oh my GOD!

GRACE
You metme ten minutesago. Youcan’t love a relative stranger.

ANONYMOUS
You’re not a strangerto me.

(GRACE does a rude gesture forcing ANONYMOUS to shut up.)
GRACE

(To ALICE:) Soare you an impersonatororsomething? ‘Cuzlam impressed! Youlook exactly
like herandyou are like really committed to her narrative! That takes balls.

ALICE
Like whom?
ANONYMOUS
You look like Alice in Wonderland.
GRACE

Actually the title is Alice’s Adventures in Wonderland.

ANONYMOUS
Nuh-uh! I'saw it at the movies with my—

GRACE
I’'M NOT TALKINGABOUT THE FUCKING DISNEY CARTOON!

ANONYMOUS
Jesus. Why don’tyou take some sleepies and relax?

GRACE
(Back to ALICE:) | love those books, too. | think Lewis Carrollisan unsung genius. His language
and story structure were like way advanced. Most people still don’t get what he was tryingto
do.
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(ALICE stares at her, confused. Then she understands)

ALICE
Oh! You mean Mr. Dodgson. That name isjusta puzzle he made. It’s Carolus Lodovicus
actually.

GRACE
Wait. What?

ALICE
He translated his real name into Latin, then Anglicized itand reversed it. That’s how he came up
with Lewis Carroll. He likesto do cleverthings.

GRACE
Clearlyyou’re afan.
ALICE
A what?
ANONYMOUS

(Mumbling:) I like the Disney cartoon. It’s short.

ALICE
What is that word? Cartoon? That’s a silly word.

(GRACEand ANONYMOUS stare at ALICE.)

ANONYMOUS
How old are you?
ALICE
Nearly 13.
GRACE
What year were you born?
ALICE

(Impatient:) Well goodness, if ’'m nearly 13, then | was obviously borninthe yearof our Lord
1852. It’selementaryarithmetic.

(Beat.)

ANONYMOUS
Whoa.

GRACE
Right. The last time | dropped acid was roughly 2:30 Pacifictime. Could this be a flashback?
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ANONYMOUS
No way. I’'mstone cold soberand | justheard the same thingyou did.

ALICE
Honestly | probably would have been much better off had | just stayed inside today. Butthe sun
shining through my window this morning was too beautifultoignore.

GRACE
(To ALICE:) I can’t believe it. Thisisactually happening. You’re really her,aren’tyou?

ANONYMOUS
(To GRACE:) You’re really you, too. Can | please be excited aboutthat now?

(GRACEtouches ALICE’s hair and her dress and herfeet.)

ALICE
Please stop that.

GRACE
In corporeal form.
Maybe you’re like - amessenger.

ANONYMOUS

You mean like Jesus?

GRACE

No! Like a goddess. Like Athena! She was so groovy. She wasa counselor. Maybe you’re here
to guide uslike that? Her virginity keptherheadclearintimes of stress. Man that is so cool. |
wannabe avirgin.

(ALICEcries.)
Oh no honey! What’swrong?

ALICE
| don’tknow whatyou’re talking about! | remember Athenafrom my lessons, butl’'m notlike
herand I’'m really tired and I really, REALLY just wantto go home.

ANONYMOUS
(To GRACE:) Can | braid your hair?

GRACE
Eck! Gross!

(Back to Alice:) Justknow that | respectyou deeplyand | am in awe of your presence.

ALICE
Thank you.
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GRACE
You’re kind of a legend.

ALICE
(Alittle puffed up:) Really? A “legend” yousay?

GRACE
In my humble opinion, you are the best female protagonist. Ever. Written.

ALICE
He wrote about me?

GRACE
Two fuckingamazing books. Whata cool way to be immortalized.

ALICE
I’'msorry. BookS? Plural?

GRACE
In the first one, you play croquet with a psychoticqueen who makes everyone use flamingoes as
mallets and a hedgehogasthe ball! Animal cruelty is fucked up.

ANONYMOUS
Andyou meetthese twofatguysthat are twins and they make faces like this.

(ANON makes Tweedle Dee and Tweedle Dum faces)

GRACE
That doesn’t happentil Through the Looking Glass. If you refertothat cartoon one more fucking
time, | swearto God--!

(ALICE screamsin anger)
ALICE
He told me these things. In confidence. But you know. Thisis obscene. He takes too many
liberties!

ANONYMOUS
People dothat. Theysteal yoursoul. Theyuse you. Theydon’tcare.

(Silence.)
Do you guys have any coke?

ALICE
You all have such interestingwords. They sound like the murmurs of adim-witted baby.

GRACE
I’m Grace, by the way.
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(ANONYMOUS squeals. GRACE gives herawarninglookand she turns her attention
to Alice.)

ANONYMOUS
You’ve come from the past. Welcome tothe future! Do you have wisdom forus? Or! Maybe
you’re here to take some of our modern technology or medicines back to yourownkind?

GRACE
She’s notfrom anotherplanet!

ALICE
The future. Surelyyou’re joking.

GRACE

Oh jeez. I hate to alarm you, but you’re in the 20" Century right now.

(ALICE triesto processthisinformation. Thenshe tremblesinacombination
of terrorand fury.)

ALICE
Wellisn’tthatjust bloody terrific!!

(ALICE stomps offinone direction.)

ANONYMOUS
Maybe we should’ve lied to her.

GRACE
She’dfigure itoutsometime.

(ALICE stomps back and then stomps off in anotherdirection.)

ANONYMOUS
What is she doing?

GRACE
I’'m gonna guess that thisis some kind of 19" Century tantrum.

(ALICE stomps back and then stomps up stage, slapping the wall orjust
gropingabout. She returns, still angry.)

ALICE
There are noexits. Thisisa room withno end or beginning. We are positively trapped!
Prisoners!

GRACE
That makesno sense.

37



ALICE
Look foryourself!

(GRACE sits.)

GRACE
Naa.

ALICE
What is this
(Imitating GRACE’s Americanflat “a:”) Naa?! Look!

ANONYMOUS
I'lldoit.

(ANONYMOUS wanders around the space. Her way of lookingisalot less
methodical than ALICE’s search and she may go the same way several times
without noticing.)

ALICE
Thisis what| mean by “liberties!” Thistime he has gone too far!

GRACE
Who? Carroll?

ALICE
You wouldn’tunderstand.

GRACE
| might.

ALICE

Thisis anotherpuzzle. Some kind of test. He likestoplay.. . strange games.

GRACE
What if he has nothing to do with this? Isn’tthat possible?

(ANONYMOUS returns.)

ANONYMOUS
Was | looking foran exit?

ALICE / GRACE
Yes.

ANONYMOUS

Oh good. Thenshe’sright. Not a door or a window anywhere.
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ALICE
| once read a frightening story about afamily who can’tleave their house no matter what they
do and itturns out that the whole family died inaboating accident and their house has become
a kind of purgatory. What if that’s what’s happenedtous? What if thisisour purgatory?

ANONYMOUS
(Laughingit off:) Freaky.
ALICE
Don’tyou care?
ANONYMOUS

(Ina strange voice, asif being manipulated:) | don’tknow. Everytime I’'mfree, | justfall backin
with the wrong crowd. Peer pressure hasreally destroyed my ability to make level-headed
choices.

(She stops suddenly, shaking herheadin confusion. GRACE and ALICE stare at her.)
That was weird. |wasn’tplanningtosay any of that. That’s not even how I talk.

GRACE
Maybe we should be cool fora while. Why don’twe all just take a little rest? It'sbeenaloopy
day.

ANONYMOUS
| know, right? At leastit’s quiet.

(Sheepish:) Andif anybody feels like practicing any new tunes, the acoustics in here are pretty
boss.

GRACE
We'll see.

(ANONYMOUS squeals.)

ANONYMOUS
Dear...dear...

(She looks around and a mild panicsetsin.)
It'sgone. | can’t believellostit.

ALICE
What did you lose?

ANONYMOUS
| usedto write in my diary all the time. Butlately...| kindalose track of things.
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ALICE
Perhapsyou’ve just mislaid it. Did you write your name and address in the front cover? What is
your name anyway?

(ANONYMOUS doesn’trespond.)

GRACE
You afraidto say? Isitembarrassing? Like Hazel orBertha? Oris itdisgusting? Like Nixon or
Liddy?

ALICE
Why should she be embarrassed about hername? She didn’tchoose it.

ANONYMOUS
| don’tthinkit’s disgusting.
ALICE
What isit?
(ANONYMOUS thinks.)
ANONYMOUS
| can’t remember.
GRACE
You needtoget yourass clean.
ANONYMOUS
Callme?
GRACE / ALICE
What?
ANONYMOUS

Call me by a name. Call me by several names. Justtosee if any of them sound familiar.

GRACE
That’s areally weird idea.

ALICE
I'll doit! Thisis how we named Dinah!
Let me see.
Guinevere?

(ANONYMOUS just looks at her.)

Isabella?
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(Nothing.)

Prudence?
GRACE
Where are you getting these names?
ALICE
They’re positively beautifulnames!
GRACE
Sue?
(Nothing.)
Tracy?
(Nothing.)
Bertha?
ANONYMOUS
My name is definitelynot Bertha.
GRACE

Man. You can’tevengetadriver’slicense withoutaname.

ANONYMOUS
| must have one though, right? You’re probably notallowed to go to school withoutaname.

GRACE
Why don’tyou just name yourself? Peopledoitall the time.

ALICE
Oohcan | doit?! Can we call you Guinevere? Orlsabella? OrPrudence?

ANONYMOUS
No. I don’tfeellikel’many of those ladies. Butl mustbe somebody. | wouldn’t exist otherwise,
right?

(Gentlyalarge, gloved, male hand reaches down from the sky and caresses
ALICE’s cheek.)

ALICE

He’s near.

GRACE/ANONYMOUS
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Who?

ALICE
Do you everfeel like someone else is controlling your movements? Like you are not fully your
own?

ANONYMOUS
All the time.
GRACE
(Uncertain:) No.
ALICE/ANONYMOUS

You're lucky. Some days | feel like one of those hideous marionettes with the rosy cheeks and
pointy noses and / dead black eyes like ashark.

GRACE
(Mumbling, overlapping at the slash above:) dead black eyes like ashark.

(GRACE shakes that off.)
You have to resist that.

ALICE/ANONYMOUS
How?

(Beat.)

GRACE
Close youreyes and breathe until you're the captain of yourship again.
Andwhenthat doesn’twork? Have a cocktail.

ANONYMOUS
(Meditating:) Ommmmm. Cocktaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaiiiiiiiiiill I,

ALICE
You don’tunderstand! We’re notsafe here. There are creatures lurking. They’re neverfar
away.

GRACE
Alll seeisus.

ANONYMOUS
It feels likeasanctuary.
(Eyes pop wide:) But whatif I’'m wrong? What if thisis actually a mortuary?! Maybe we’re all
fuckin’ dead, man?!

ALICE
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OH NO! ’'M NOT READY TO BE DEAD!!! | NEVER GOT TO WEAR MY HAIR IN A CHIGNON LIKE A
PROPER LADY!

GRACE
Shhhhhhh. Alice.
(To ANONYMOUS:) You. Maintain. Stay inthe ommmm. It’s all gonna be OK.
Deathis a complex matter.

(Out of nowhere the intro musicto “The Ballad of You & Me & Pooneil”rises.
GRACE produces a mic and mysteriously ALICEand ANONYMOUS stand and
begintodance very muchlike go-gogirlsina cage.)

GRACE
(Sings:)
If you were a bird and you lived very high,
You'd lean on the wind when the breeze came by,

(The musiccuts out and they all singa capellafora few moments.)

ALL
(Sing:)
You'd say to the wind as it took you away,
That's where | wanted to go today
And | do know that| need to have you around

(They should fall out of the song at different timesand ANONYMOUS is the last
oneto figureitout.)

GRACE
Oh no. N-n-n-n-n-n-no. Youdon’tjust cut off someone’s songlike that.
(Callingintothe void:) Hello? Um? | was clearly tryingto make a point. Withsong. Yawanna
gimme my musicback please?

(Thereissuddensharp, deafening feedback from speakers and they all
scream and covertheirears.)

ALICE
(Calling out:) Please stop! Thisisn’tfair!

(The sound decreases, butdoesn’t completely goaway. Insteaditpulses
for afew moments; like awaiting beast.)

GRACE
It's fucking with us!

ALICE
It's like—this very room. Is alive. Listening.
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ANONYMOUS
| wish | neverdrank that Coca-cola.

GRACE
| wishl wasin my bed listening to The Who Sell Out.

ALICE
| wish | weren’talways so curious.

(Silence. The pulsingfadesaway. Afteramoment:)

GRACE

Are you guys hungry?
ALICE/ANONYMOUS

Alittle.

GRACE
Me too.

(She has a thought.)
How hungry are we?
(Beat.)
ALICE/ANONYMOUS/GRACE

So hungry | could eat one of these girls ’'m with right now if | get desperate.

(Theyall gaspin horror. Atthat moment, more of “The Ballad of You & Me &
Pooneil” startsto play again with no vocal. They are all alarmed at first, but then
whentheydecide it’s OK, GRACE opens her mouth to singand as she does,

the musicceases again.)

GRACE
Motherfuck!

(GRACE takes JERRY andlooks out into the void.)
Do youthinkitisa good presence ora bad presence?

ALICE
You think—?Soyou don’tthink. .. he’s controlling everything?

ANONYMOUS
Maybe it’san angel.

GRACE
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An angel? I can digthat.

ANONYMOUS
Or not. Maybe we’re justtrappedina... abrain tangle. We're all tied upin each other’s
neurons and shit.

(GRACE stares outintothe void.)

GRACE
(Callingintothe void:) Are you—the universe?

(Noresponse.)
Are you God?

(Noresponse.)
Canwe. .. pray toyou?

(The odd pulsingreturns, butitno longersounds scary. It gradually subsides.)
Please? Iwantto be fulfilled!

(Noresponse.)

ALICE
I’'m not sure what itis you’re doing, but | wonder? What doesitmeanto be fulfilled?

GRACE
| literally have noidea.
(To the void) | want to feel more joy and less shame!

(Anelegantguitarriff comes fromthe distance and more light shineson
them. GRACE is so happy she could cry.)

You guys? Anything can happen.
Ask for whatyou want.

ALICE
| wantto go home!

(Theywait. Nothinghappens.)

GRACE
Are you sure that’s what you want?

ALICE
Of course I’'m bloody sure that’s what | want!
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ANONYMOUS
| wantto know my name.

(Lightshifts. Thereisthe mysterious, loud sound of typing. The space suddenly
becomesfreezing!)

ALICE
What is happening?
ANONYMOUS
| don’tknow.
GRACE
Thisis crazy. Thisisn’tnormal cold.
ALICE/GRACE/ANONYMOUS
This cold feels like death.
(Beat.)
ANONYMOUS

Nevermind! Don’ttell me myname. I'lljustfigureitout. | guess.
(The typing goes away, the light shifts, and the temperature returns to normal.)
ALICE
Perhapsyouwere justtoo— demanding. Tryitlike this:
(Using a docile, doll baby voice:) Iwouldlike tovisit Tangier please.

(CATERPILLAR appearsin a puff of smoke.)

CATERPILLAR
What would a child like you know about Tangier?

ALICE
You’re here?!
GRACE
(Amazed:) Son of a bitch!
ANONYMOUS

| rememberyou, man!
(CATERPILLAR glances at ANONYOQOUS. Then laughs.)

CATERPILLAR
Ahyes. That wasan interestingevening.
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ANONYMOUS
It was a FREAKOUT!

CATERPILLAR
Potato, potahto.
ALICE
Areyou here totake me home?
CATERPILLAR

Oh mydear girl.
(CATERPILLAR reachesfor ALICE’sface. His handis now wearinga white glove.)
Why did you run away when things were just starting?

(ALICE backs away.)

GRACE
What’sin that pipe?
CATERPILLAR
I’m not supposed to say.
GRACE/ANONYMOUS
Ifyou tellme, I'll doa dance.
ALICE
Oh god.
CATERPILLAR
What kind?
GRACE/ANONYMOUS
Polka.
CATERPILLAR
What kind?
GRACE/ANONYMOUS
Romanian?
CATERPILLAR

YES! That’s a wonderful idea. You dance the Romanian Polka—

ALICE
STOP!!!
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(Theyalllookat her.)

| already did thisforyou once before.

ANONYMOUS
I think | did too.

CATERPILLAR
(To ALICE:)
No matter.

You think things change. Things don’tchange.
Everythingyou doyou’ve done before

Orif not

Someone has.

What difference doesit make?

ALICE
We have to dosomethingdifferent.
Orelse...|fearwe’ll have tostay here forever.

(Ominous pause. Then musicstarts. GRACE takes the CATERPILLAR’s hands and
they dance the Romanian Polkatogetherwhile she sings “Rejoyce.”)

(ANONYMOUS dances by herself.)
ANONYMOUS
Isn’ther music dreamy? If | couldjustlive inthese songs, all alone, | betl wouldn’t need the

junkanymore.

ALICE
Junk?

ANONYMOUS
Shit. Smack. Shot. You know?

(ALICEshakes herhead.)
Crank. Horse. Fairydust. You know?
(ALICEshakes herhead.)
Poppy. La Buena. Tigre de blanco. Heroin. You know?

ALICE
Ohhhh. Is that anythinglike opium?

CATERPILLAR
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What do you know about that?

ALICE
| know about things.

(CATERPILLAR lights his pipe. Dreamily, GRACE partakes, then ALICE partakes,
but ANONYMOUS refuses, though she really wants some.)

CATERPILLAR
Cherishyouryouth, Alice.
You have plenty of time tolearn
Aboutthefollies
Of the old
Andthe fucked.

(Astheygeta bithigh, the CATERPILLAR may make out a little with GRACE.
They have a moment of being happy and loopy and a little touchy-feely. Then
with a sudden sharpness, everything stops.)

CATERPILLAR
(Distressed:) I'msorry. Life’s highsneverlastaslongas youthink they will.

(ANONYMOUS grabs the pipe andinhales deeply. CATERPILLAR tries to pull it
away from her, but she doesitagainand again like agreedy childin a pool of

cookies. Andthen... ANONYMOUSis HIGH He vanishes. An awkward
moment passes.)

ALICE
Want to play Blind Man’s Buff?
ANONYMOUS
(Fast:) Fuck that | wanna play I-spy.
GRACE
You got the crazy eyes, man.
ALICE
How doyou pl—?
ANONYMOUS

(Fast:) I say “I spy with my little eye something blank” and you have to guess whatit is.

ALICE
What’'s the objective?

ANONYMOUS
(Fast:) Tofuckingguess whatitis!!!
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ALICE
I’'msorry. Don’tbe angry. I'll play.

ANONYMOUS
| spy with my little eye something something somethingsomething.. . blonde. | meanyellow. |
mean FUCK!

GRACE
I-spy shouldn’t cause this much stress.

ANONYMOUS
Mulligan! Ispy withmy little eye... a door!

ALICE
You gave it away!

ANONYMOUS
No look!

(Theyall turnaround and see a door!)

ANONYMOUS / ALICE / GRACE
Wow. Where doyou thinkthatcame from?

ANONYMOUS
God dropped it.

GRACE
Brilliant! Maybe next he’ll drop awindow so we can stare out of itand pretend we see food!

ANONYMOUS
Shutup and go throughiit!
GRACE
You go throughit.
ANONYMOUS
You.
GRACE
Youl!
ALICE

Perhapswe should ALLgo throughiit.

(GRACEand ANONYMOUS glance at each other.)
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GRACE / ANONYMOUS
(To ALICE:) You go throughiit.

(Nervous, but defiant, ALICE touchesthe door. Itburns herhand.)

ALICE
OHHH son of a tosser!

GRACE
What? Did itshock you?

ALICE
Hot. Really, really hot.

ANONYMOUS

Like hot tub hot or blue fire hot?

ALICE

Really, really hot.
(GRACEinspects ALICE’s hand.)

GRACE
You don’thave a burn or anything.

ALICE
Wellithurt!

(ANONYMOUS slowly places herhad nearthe door.)

ANONYMOUS
It doesn’tfeel hotatall.

(She barelytouchesitandit fliesopenforherandsheis on the otherside. She
becomesroboticand speaksina strange voice as if being manipulated.)

Dear Diary,
I don’t know whatorwhen or where or whoiit is! | only know that! am now a Priestess of Satan
trying to maintain after a freak-out to test how free everybody was and to take ourvows.

(A school marmish woman appears. Sheischain smoking and typingon her
typewriter. Clickety clack, clickety clack. ANONYMOUS now moves as though
she’sbeing puppeteered. She roboticallyfinds asheet of paperand looks
aroundfor a pen. Like a zombie, she searches ALICE and finds herfeather pen.
ALICE yelps. She starts scribbling on the paper.)

ANONYMOUS
(While writing:)
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Diary,

It’sa thousand light years later, lunar time.

Everybody’s been storytelling except me. | don’t have any stories worth telling.
All | candois draw pictures of monsters and internalorgans and hate.

GRACE
Hey man. What’s happeningtoyou?

(Note: BEATRICESPARKS is the squariest of square old ladies with a gruff voice
and an attitude.)

BEATRICE SPARKS
Anotherday, another blow job

ANONYMOUS
Anotherday, another blow job.

BEATRICE SPARKS
The fuzz has clamped down / till the town is motherdry.

ANONYMOUS
(Overlappingatthe slash:) The fuzz has clamped down till the town is motherdry.

ANONYMOUS / BEATRICE SPARKS
Ifl don’tgive. ..

(BEATRICE thinks. ANONYMOUS waits.)
Ifl don’tgive. ..
(BEATRICE thinks. ANONYMOUS waits.)

BEATRICE SPARKS
Stink Butt?

GRACE
Stink Butt?!

BEATRICE SPARKS
Jive Turkey?

ALICE
I don’tunderstand any of this.

BEATRICE SPARKS
(Eureeka!) Big Ass!

ANONYMOUS / BEATRICE SPARKS
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IfI don’t give Big Ass a blow, he’ll cut off my supply.
(BEATRICE extinguishes one cigarette and lights another.)

BEATRICE SPARKS
Well Bea, you’ve done itagain!

GRACE
| have an idea. It’san old movie trick.
(To ANONYMOUS, while doing abad James Cagneyimpression:) Get a holdayahself, toots!

(GRACEslaps her.)

ANONYMOUS
Ow.

GRACE
Didyou getit? That was Cagney! Couldyoutell?

ANONYMOUS
No.
(ANONYMOUS sees the piece of paper. Shereadsit.)

| don’tthink I’'ve ever metanyone named Big Ass before.

ALICE
Talk to the old lady. Maybe you and sheare sharinga brain.

(ANONYMOUS sees BEATRICE SPARKS.)

ANONYMOUS
Do you think she knows my name?
ALICE
She knew Big Ass’s name.
GRACE

Don’tlet herintimidateyou, man. We’ll back you up.

(ANONYMOUS s suddenly frightened.)

ANONYMOUS
| don’t want to.
GRACE
What if she knows whoyou are?
ANONYMOUS
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She does. Doesn’tshe?
She knows. . . she knows all of it.
(Scared:) She can help me then. Right?

ALICE
Be brave! Shejustlookslike anold granny.

(ANONYMOUS walks up BEATRICE’s desk. Without noticing her, BEATRICE
continues typing.)

ANONYMOUS
What are youworkingon?

BEATRICE SPARKS
You the newintern? | like my coffee black with a half a teaspoon of cream. Say it to me.

ANONYMOUS
I’'mnot the—

BEATRICE SPARKS
Say itto me! How much cream do | want?

ANONYMOUS
A half a teaspoon.

BEATRICE SPARKS
Gold star foryou.

ANONYMOUS
I’'m NOT theintern.

(BEATRICE SPARKS eyes hersuspiciously. ANONYMOUS leans overthe
typewriterandreads something.)

What do you know about it? Have you eversleptina dumpster? Have you ever wrestled arat
fora Twinkie? Have youeverbeentoa FREAK WHARF???!!!

(BEATRICE s terrified.)

BEATRICE SPARKS
No. | haven’t.
| just want to be helpful.
I’d hate to see nice young people —like you—get mixed upin the dope. There reallyisnohope
inthe dope.

ANONYMOUS
Why me?
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BEATRICE SPARKS
Pardon?

ANONYMOUS
Don’tyou recognize me? I'mher. I'm. ..

(ANONYMOUS gets an idea. She reaches through BEATRICE SPARKS pages,
searching forsomething. She findsit.)

Thisis-?
(Reading:) Arealdiaryby...Anonymous.
(Arealization:) I’'m Anonymous.

(BEATRICE SPARKS tries to laugh this off, but the more she looks at
ANONYMOUS, the more frightened she becomes.)

BEATRICE SPARKS
Oh my God.

ANONYMOUS
What’s my name? | must have one.

BEATRICE SPARKS
For you, havinga name is meaningless. Because you’re notaperson. You’'re noteven muchof a
character. But youare indeed useful and thanks toyou, thousands of young girls will obey their
parentsand whenthe time isrightthey’ll marry and have lots of good, clean babies. I’'msorry
you had to find out this way.

ANONYMOUS
You know whol am and youdon’tcare.

BEATRICE SPARKS
It'sreally not personal. Anditisn’tyourfault. | created youto fail. | created youto do those
things that frighten the decent. Butthey’ll learn from your misery. Think of how beautiful the
world will be once people like you are nolongerinit. Can’t you just pictureit? That'sthe
Americal wantto livein.

(ANONYMOUS picks up the typewriter and dropsiton the ground. CRASH!
(GRACE and ALICE reappear.)

ANONYMOUS
My name. Is fucking. Bitch Rose!

BEATRICE SPARKS
Characters used to know theirplace. | blame that Gloria Steinem broad.
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(They play “Wild Tyme” and celebrate ANONYMOUS’s defiant act. It’sa dance
breakand whenit’s done, some time has passed. Then ANON gathers
BEATRICE’S scattered manuscript.)

ANONYMOUS
| don’twant that hag writing my life everagain. | have to stop it!

(ANONYMOUS looks frantically around the space.)

GRACE
What are youlooking for?
ANONYMOUS
Something dry and flammable—
ALICE
Flammable?
ANONYMOUS
It's the only way.
ALICE
Why don’twe just tear itto bits?
ANONYMOUS

What are you afraid of? Burning this. .. this. .. whateverdown? Wouldthatreally be worse?

ALICE
(To GRACE:) She’s being absurd. Whatdo we do?

GRACE
| hate this. Why do | have to be the boss?
ALICE
You’re the eldest!
GRACE
That isn’t fucking fair!
ANONYMOUS

God! There’s nothing here! Empty, empty, empty.

(ALICE pretendstolookforkindling as GRACE casually tries to hide her
lighters. While thisisgoingon, there isacrashingsoundinthe distance.
They all freeze.)

ANONYMOUS
She’sback already!
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(Calling:) Dol have to break yourhands, too?!

(ANONYMOUS quickly tried toignite atwig with a match. ALICE blowsitout.
GRACE follows the path of the sound.)

GRACE
Shhl

(Silence. Suddenly the loud sound of feedback from aspeaker can be heard.
They covertheirears and ANONYMOUS finally lights the diary, butinstead of
going up inflames, sparks fly from the diary and there is another explosion.
Darkness andsilence.)

ALICE
What did we do?
GRACE
Areyou allright?
ALICE/ANONYMOUS
Who are you talkingto?
GRACE
Both of you!
ALICE/ANONYMOUS
We're all right. Areyou all right?
GRACE

Fine.

(Thereisaloudthud. Theyall gasp. Thena flashlight comes onand shinesineach
of theirfaces.)

GRACE
What is that?
ALICE
It's so bright!
ANONYMOUS

Who’s there?
(The flashlight goes off. Silence.)

GRACE
(Scared:) Issomeone else - here?
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(Noresponse.)
Caterpillar?

(Noresponse.)
Chain-smoking writer woman?

(Nothing.)
Uh? We come inpeace.

(She flashes apeace sign.)
So? Please keepthatin mind.

ANONYMOUS
(Callingintothe void:) Shit. Iwon’tlightany more fires. Happy?

(Thelight from before comesback and there isa new door.)
It looks different.

(She triestoopenit, but when she does, it moves away from her so she can never
touch it. The doorseemstobe lightas a feather.)

| can’t doit.

ALICE
Well I’'m nottrying any more doors. It’'ll just have to stay closed.

(The door then gently movestoward GRACE and nudges her. She sighs.)

GRACE
(To the door:) Subtle.

(She startsto touch it, but before she doesitflies openforher. Onthe othersideis
PAUL. Holdinga flashlight. He has a piece of electrical tape over his mouth. ALICE
and ANONYMOUS scream.)

Jesus Christ.

(GRACE rips the tape off his mouth hard.)

PAUL
Ow! Fuck! It was a joke!
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ANONYMOUS
Do you know this guy?

(PAULIooks around.)

PAUL
(Excited:) Isthisan opiumden?

(He sniffsthe airand is quickly disappointed.)

GRACE
How the hell d’you find me?

ALICE/ANONYMOUS
Yes! If you found a wayin, there must be a way out!

PAUL
Well? | passed out. Woke up and heard you singin’ somewhereand | just followed yourvoice.
Thenthere was some weird-ass doorshitgoin’on. ..

ALICE
Donkey bollocks! This place consistently gives decentlogicthe old two fingersalute!

(PAULIooks at ALICE in confusion.)

PAUL
What kinda party is this?
GRACE
What the fuck are you doing here?
PAUL
Lookingforyou, genius.
GRACE
Man, | can take care of myself.
PAUL
That why you look like a refugee right now?
ANONYMOUS
Areyou inthe band?
PAUL
(Annoyed:)Yes. Infact, | started “the band.”
GRACE

Technically Marty did.
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PAUL
He started a social club. / started a band.

ANONYMOUS
Oh. You adrummer? You looklike adrummer?

PAUL
(Ignoring her, to GRACE:) Come on, Grace.
GRACE
No.
ALICE/ANONYMOUS
No?!
GRACE
Notwith him.
PAUL
Don’tbe a diva.
ALICE

Thenjustleave. Forgetabouthim. What if thisis youronly chance?

(GRACE walks through the door. On the otherside of the door is psychedelic
music, pink clouds, and puppies. Onthe otherside of the dooris a giant, comfy bed
and a really cute naked guy. Maybe. Onthe otherside of the door is contentment.
Tranquility. Onthe otherside of the dooris givingintothe will of one man, then
another, and then anotheruntil sheisalone. Thisisthe future through this door.
Sheisnow old, alone, and hidingat home. Watching daytime television and cross-
stitchinginspirational quotes onto throw pillows. The otherside of the dooris like
givingup. It feelsnice atfirst. It's a little like slowly freezingto death.)

GRACE
NO!

(GRACE s zapped back to this side of the door. It slamsshut.)
That wasn’tthe way. That can’t be the only way.

ALICE
What did you see?

(GRACElooks at PAUL.)

GRACE
| don’teverwannalearn how to cross-stitch.
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PAUL
You justhad a flashback, babe. It's scary, but the feeling will pass.

(GRACE squeezes herJerry Garcia bear for comfort.)

ANONYMOUS
Uh? We couldtry anothersong. See how thatone goes.

ALICE
This might be a delicate subject to broach, but should we be thinkingabout.. . food?

PAUL
Oh are you guys hungry?

(He reachesin his pocketand pulls out some packets of Raisinets, Starbursts,
and M&Ms. ALICE and ANONYMOUS attack the candy like dogs.)

GRACE
No thanks.

(PAULSstares at GRACE.)

ALICE
These confections are marvelous! Thank Heavenyou arrived!

ANONYMOUS
Yeah, man. Thisis like the bestdinnerever!

PAUL
Gracie? You know you want some.
GRACE
Eat my asshole.
PAUL
Hey! There are ladies present.
GRACE
You’re not always my boss.
PAUL
| begto differ.
(ANONYMOUS laughs.)
ANONYMOUS

You sound all proper.
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PAUL
Yeah | know! That’s how Mick says it.
(Impersonating Mick Jagger:) | beg to differ.

(ANONYMOUS laughs.)

ANONYMOUS
You’'re funny!
GRACE
Stop flirting with him.
ANONYMOUS

Don’ttell me whatto do!

(ANONYMOUS hits GRACE inthe face. GRACE isstunned.)

ALICE
What is wrong with you?
ANONYMOUS
| - 1 don’tknow--
PAUL

Notcool. Ifyou were a dude, | would have tokill you.

(GRACEtouches her mouth.)

GRACE
I’'mbleeding.
ANONYMOUS
I’'msorry!
GRACE

Justbecause you’re the subject of a tragic PSA doesn’t give you the right to take your shit out on
me!

ANONYMOUS
Tragic?
You mean? | die?

GRACE
Well duh.

(Suddenlythereare brightflashes coming fromall overthe place. Itisa
blinding disorienting affect. The flashes cease and they all stumbleabout, trying to regain
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theirbearings. Astrange looking dooris now in the space. It is either oddly shaped ora
normal door, but on its side the words “OPEN ME” are writteninlarge letters. Theywalk
towards it when a youngmanin a Victorian-erasuit bursts through it holdingacamera.)

MR. DODGSON
Hello, Alice.
GRACE
Oh my God it’sreally you!
(ALICE says nothing.)
MR. DODGSON

(He takes a deep breath.)
Who are yourfriends?

ALICE
Well, that one has justdecided she’snow ...?

ANONYMOUS
Forgetit. Bitch Roseisn’tright, either. I’'mjust nobody.

ALICE
Allright. Andthat’s Grace—

GRACE
Slick. Singer. Musician.

(MR. DODGSON is unimpressed by her.)

(Suddenly shy:) I’'m pretty popularamong a certain set.

ALICE
Arevyou allright?

GRACE
I'mfine.

ANONYMOUS

I’'msorry.

GRACE
Shut up.

(To DODGSON:) Sir, | love Imean | really LOVEyour Alice books. You kinda helped shape my
oftenlonely childhood. So? Thanks forthat.
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MR. DODGSON
Thatis k —k — kind of you to say.

ANONYMOUS
You stutter?
GRACE
Moron.
MR. DODGSON
Stammer. Onlys—s—sometimes.
Andyou, sir?
(PAULlooks up.)
PAUL
Don’tmind me. I’'mjust passin’ through.
MR. DODGSON
P — p—p—passingthrough.. . what?
PAUL
Whateverthe fuck thisholeis.
ANONYMOUS

Sorry | neverread Alice in Wonderland. But The Lion, the Witch, and the Wardrobe is amazing!
Soooosad.

GRACE
That’s C.S. Lewis.
ANONYMOUS
Fuck.
MR. DODGSON

(To PAUL:) It’sjust yous—s—s—s—see?
(He takesa deep, deep breath and then speaksvery clearly.)

In the little bubblel’ve created forAlice, there isn’t room for more gentlemen -thanone. | hope
you don’ttake offence.

PAUL
No man. I’'m not offended. But thanks though.

(PAULcrowds Dodgson. Grace intervenes.)
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GRACE
Justignore him. That’sall you can do.
Can | please ask you some questions?

ALICE
| hate to be rude, but!’d like to speak with Mr. Dodgson alone. Ifthat’sall right.

GRACE
Oh. I getit.

ANONYMOUS
We'll be cool.

(GRACEand ANONYMOUS start to walk away. ANONYMOUS may try to touch
GRACE to seeif she’s OK, but GRACE won’t allow this. MR. DODGSON pulls
ALICE’s letter from his jacket pocket.)

MR. DODGSON
You’re unhappy.

ALICE
(Referringto herblonde hair:) What is the meaning of this?

(MR. DODGSON pullsthe wigfrom her head. Sheis now a brunette.)

MR. DODGSON
I’'msorry, darling. Blame Tenniel.
ALICE
| blame you.
MR. DODGSON

| can’t draw! He’sthe one. He drew you withoutever meetingyou.

ALICE
You could’ve shown him a photograph. You certainly have enough.

MR. DODGSON
Those are private.
(Beat.)
You don’tlike the story.
ALICE
It’snot that |—
MR. DODGSON
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Thenwhat?

ALICE
It’snot justa story! Theytoldme! You wrote a book! You wrote two!

MR. DODGSON
You mean? You're not pleased?

ALICE
Pleased?!
You neverasked me and you know why you neverasked me? Because | would have said no! |
would have turned down your stupid ideaand told you that a grown man should not enterinto
such assilly enterprise when he is already makinga decentliving as a mathematics tutor!

MR. DODGSON
It w—w—was agift. Foryou.
ALICE
| neveraskedforit.
MR. DODGSON
That’s what makesitan effective gift.
ALICE

You said youinventedthose stories just for me. My sisters, too, but mostly ME! Why didyou
have to share them with the world?

MR. DODGSON
| thoughtthe w —w—w —w — world deserved to know you.

ALICE
God! | feel like you’ve peeled my skin off!Is nothing sacred?

(MR. DODGSON starts to speak.)

Don’tanswer me, youdolt! It’s rhetorical!
Do youfeelanyremorse?Atall?

MR. DODGSON
| do now.
ALICE
Good!
MR. DODGSON

| swearto you, | thought—Ith—th—thought the books would make you happy. They’re
monuments to you.
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ALICE
You could’ve made upa name! A lovely name like Guinevere orlsabellaorPrudence? Orevena
normal name like Ashley, Annie, Judith or Matilda?!

MR. DODGSON
Matilda’s Adventuresin Wonderland? Thatsoundsdreadful.

ALICE
You didn’tevenuse YOURname, “Lewis!”
MR. DODGSON
B-B-B—-B-
ALICE
WHAT?!
(He takes a breath.)
MR. DODGSON

(Ashamed:) It's because Charlesis so common. And Alice isthe mostbeautiful name the English
language has everproduced. Nothingcomesclose toit.

ALICE
Sometimes Mr. Dodgson, you make me want to vomit.

(GRACEreappears.)
GRACE

Excuse me for interrupting, butl just have one question and this may be my only chance.
Why IS a raven like awriting desk?

ALICE
NO! Don’ttalk to him!
GRACE
It'll only take a sec!
MR. DODGSON
Why do you think?
GRACE

| have no fuckin’ idea! I've tried to figure this out whileunderthe influence of ashitload of
hallucinogens and I’'mstill drawingablank. Please tell me.

(Amoment.)

MR. DODGSON
The notes for which they are both noted are not noted for being musical notes.
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GRACE
(Disappointed:) Oh. Thanks.
Carry on.

(She goes away again. MR. DODGSON smiles at ALICE.)

MR. DODGSON
That’s notthe answer.
ALICE
(Aslightgiggle:) I know.
MR. DODGSON

You’ve matured so much. Perhapsit’s time we create a new story.
(MR. DODGSON pulls outa cartoonishly large ring.)

ALICE
Oh fuck.

(MR. DODGSON getsdown on one knee.)

MR. DODGSON
Alice, mydearfriend? Will yoube myw —w —w —wife? Please?

(GRACE comes back.)

GRACE
OKyes. | have heardthe rumors, but are you kiddingme?? She’salittle kid! She doesn’thave
herboobiesyet!

MR. DODGSON
(To ALICE:) C—c — c— can you make her stop?

(ANONYMOUS runson.)

ANONYMOUS
What'd | miss?

MR. DODGSON
(To ALICE:) Y-y —y — you haven’tanswered me.

ALICE
Can yousend me home?! NO MORE GAMES!

MR. DODGSON
Thisis nota game.
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ALICE
Canyou? Or not?

(Silence.)
MR. DODGSON
Silly child. You assume because | move about thisworld freely that | control it? | can’t control
anything.

If you really wanttoleave, you’ll figure itout. You’re a wise one. Miss Liddell.

(MR. DODGSON exits. As heleavesthereisanotherflash of the camera, which
blinds ANONYMOUS fora moment.)

ANONYMOUS
Hey! Nobody photographs me.
For free!

MR. DODGSON
(From Off:) Don’tf —f — flatter yourself.

ANONYMOUS
What a dick.

PAUL

Grace? Thisisbummin’ meout. I'mleavin’.

GRACE
Bye.
PAUL
Seriously.
GRACE
OK
(VERY serious:) Bye.
PAUL
I’m not comin’ back foryou.
ALICE/ANONYMOUS
Maybe you should go.
GRACE

Why? Nothing’schanged. I’'msickayou beingyouandyou won’tbe anybody else so why
shouldlgo?

PAUL
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Fine.
(To ANONYMOUS:) You wannacome?

(ANONYMOUS giggles nervously, but then collects herself.)

ANONYMOUS
Thanks for the candy an all, but?
No.

PAUL
Sayonara, dummies.

(He wanders around lookingfora door. Aftera bit, he findsone and disappears
throughit. A break;a small musicalinterlude happens here toindicate aslight
passage of time. The song may be “A Small Package of Value Will Come toyou
Shortly.”)

ALICE
We can figure thisout. I’'msure we can.

GRACE
| don’tknow, Alice. We haven’tdone thatwellsofar.

ALICE
But we can do it. We just have tothinkreally hard and help each other.

ANONYMOUS
OKI'lldoit. Aslongas | don’thave to do any math. If there is math involved, you willnot want
my help.

ALICE
Well. Now thatyou mentionit, perhapsit would be bestif youdidn’thelp me. It mightrequire
—howdo | putthiskindly? — a certainintellectual prowess.

ANONYMOUS
Huh?
ALICE
Precisely.
GRACE
Damn, Alice.
ALICE

| believehonestyto be an importantvirtue.

ANONYMOUS
Wait. You guysthink I’'mdumb?
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(Amoment.)

ALICE / GRACE
Of course not. Don’t take it so personally. Everyone has gifts. We just haven’tseen much
evidence of yoursyet.

(ANONYMOUS s stunned.)

ANONYMOUS
Door!

(Herdoor reappears and she glides throughit. BEATRICESPARKS is waitingon
the otherside.)

BEATRICE SPARKS
Welcome tothe DMV.
Nameplease?

(BEATRICESPARKS giggles.)

ANONYMOUS
Thisisn’tthe DMV. Who am I?

(BEATRICESPARKS lights acigarette.)

BEATRICE SPARKS
CustomerServiceisline F.

ANONYMOUS
You know who | am. Why won’tyou tell me?

(SPARKS laughs.)

BEATRICE SPARKS
You think that will make any difference now?

ANONYMOUS
Yes! | thinkitwill change me. If | knew my name, | could change. | could. .. grow up.

BEATRICE SPARKS
Honey? You can’t change. Your destinyis beingwritten. By me. You’'re not real. You're an
idea.

ANONYMOUS

| amreal. | have a motherand a fatherand a sisterand a brother. My fatherisa professor. My
motheristreasurerofthe P.T.A.
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BEATRICE SPARKS
You have no memories.

ANONYMOUS
Fuck youl do so! | wasin love with Roger Whitacre since kindergarten untilhe stood me up last
year!

BEATRICE SPARKS
What was yourkindergartenteacher’s name?

(ANONYMOUS thinks.)
You don’tknow because | never gave hera name.
I admire your pluck, though. | don’tthink I’'ve everexperienced so lifelike a character before.

ANONYMOUS
I’'mnot justa character. | am a whole, worthy personwithabrainjustas good as yours!

BEATRICE SPARKS
Itisas good as mine. It’s my brain.

ANONYMOUS
What happenstome,lady? Am | evergonnagetbetter?

(BEATRICE SPARKS looks at her with pity. Thislookanswers ANONYMOUS's
question.)

BEATRICE SPARKS
I’'msorry, my dear. Happyendingsdon’tsave lives.

ANONYMOUS
I’'monly 16.

BEATRICE SPARKS
Poorthing. That’'s what makes your story all the more heartbreaking.

(BEATRICE SPARKS offers ANONYMOUS her cigarette. ANONYMOUS takes a
drag.)

ANONYMOUS
Wouldn’tthey make a more interesting story than me?

ALICE
Somethingfeelswrong.

BEATRICE SPARKS
Plenty has been written about them already.
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ANONYMOUS
But | know themforreal. | could getyou accessto theirstories.. . if you change mine.

(BEATRICE considers this.)

BEATRICE SPARKS
Is this some kind of scheme?

ANONYMOUS
| wantto be areal girl. Areal person. | don’tknow how to scheme. | only know what | want.

(ALICE and GRACE double overin pain.)

ALICE
My stomach hurts!

GRACE
Oh mygod. | thinkwe’re onthe same cycle now!

ALICE
Oh no! Notthe ladies’ time! I haven’tany hygienictowels!

(GRACEtriesto picture a hygienictowel.)

GRACE
Dear god.

BEATRICE SPARKS
You let me talk to both of them and I’ll think about. . . whatis ityou wantme to do?

ANONYMOUS
Give me my name back. | know | usedto have one. Returnit to me. Write me healthy. Write
me happy. Oh and make me beautiful like Raquel Welch.

BEATRICE SPARKS
Thatisn’ta book that will sell.

(ANONYMOUS thinks.)

ANONYMOUS
Make ita kid’s book! Make me a bigol fuck up—

BEATRICE SPARKS
| already did that.

ANONYMOUS
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But give me a chance to learn my lesson. Let me redeem myself! It'lIbe abestseller and an ABC
movie of the week!

BEATRICE SPARKS
Okey-doke kiddo. Let’s try it your way.

ANONYMOUS
They’re myfriends, though. Soyouhave tobe nice.

BEATRICE SPARKS
Sweetheart, | write books to save children all overthe world. Whatisn’t nice about that?

(ANONYMOUS and BEATRICE shake hands, makinga deal. ANONYMOUS
appearsthrough the door. GRACE and ALICEfeel worse.)

ANONYMOUS
Hello Alice and Grace. How are you?

GRACE/ALICE
What did you do?

ANONYMOUS

Nothing.
But — uh—my friend might be coming by totalk to you. Is that OK?

GRACE/ALICE
What friend? Whatare youup to?

ANONYMOUS
Only good things, | swear! She mightbe able to help us getout of here. Then---hopefully---we
can get home. Ifthat’s what you want.
(Noresponse.)
She’s groovierthan I thought. She gets it. She’sa woman.
(Thereisaknockat ANONYMOUS's door.)
Comein.

(The door opens and BEATRICE SPARKS stands there.)

BEATRICE SPARKS
Good afternoon, ladies.

ALICE
It’s still afternoon?

74



GRACE
| feel really dizzy.

BEATRICE SPARKS
Won'tthis be lovely! Afriendly chatwiththe girls.

ANONYMOUS
Like a sleepover!

BEATRICE SPARKS
Yes! Justlike asleepover!

(BEATRICE SPARKS lights another cigarette.)

ALICE
| feel like | might be sick.

BEATRICE SPARKS
Poorbaby! Wouldyou like a cold compress? Gingerale? Ipecac?

(BEATRICE SPARKS may or may not magically produce these things.)

No? I'll startwithyou, Grace. Was ityour intention to hypnotize the youth of Americawith
drugs, cheap sex, and psychedelic music? Orwasthat justa bonus?

ALICE
Oh no! STARBURSTS!

(ALICEvomitsall the colors of the rainbow.)

BEATRICE SPARKS
Well that was unfortunate.

(GRACEand ANONYMOUS help clean up ALICE.)

ANONYMOUS
Grace didn’tdo that! Ask herabouther career.

BEATRICE SPARKS
Allright. Your career. Do you honestly consider runningaround on afilthy stage in your bare
feetandsleeping with any man that compliments you acareer?

GRACE
| don’tdo that!

ALICE
Make herleave. She’s awful!
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ANONYMOUS
Thisisn’tsupposedtogo like this.

BEATRICE SPARKS
Alice? Feelingbetter?

ALICE
No.

BEATRICE SPARKS
So inallthose photos where youseemto be very comfortably giving your photographer
bedroom eyes, were you being posed against your will?

ALICE
You’re horrible!

BEATRICE SPARKS
I’'m goingto guessthat’sa “no.”

ANONYMOUS
Thisisn’twhat| wanted.

BEATRICE SPARKS
You told me you wanted to be a real girl. Pinocchiowitha pinkpurse.
(Whispers:) Avagina.
How badly do you wantit?

(ANONYMOUS looks at BEATRICE SPARKS, then atthe othertwo.)

Anotherforyou, Alice. How wise doyou think your parents were to leave you and yoursisters
for hours, sometimes days all alone with a man more than twice yourage? Do you everwonder
iftheywere. .. complicit?

(ALICE beginstocry.)

GRACE
M&Ms. Shit.

(GRACE vomits M&M:s.)
BEATRICE SPARKS
(To ANONYMOUS:) | must say: these are the most ungrateful subjects I’ve evertried to

interview. Canyoudo something?

ANONYMOUS
You saidyou’d be nice. You shook my hand!
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BEATRICE SPARKS
Here’san easy one forya, Alice: tell the truth to Aunty Bea. Was there some part a you, just a
small part, that liked gettingall that attention?

ALICE
(Ashamed:) Yes.

(Suddenly some part of ANONYMOUS’s doorappears. Maybe just a glowing
outline. Itfeels different than before.)

BEATRICE SPARKS
See? Afew more questionsand I betyou’ll be onyour way.

(ANONYMOUS touches the door.)
Grace! Alldone upchucking?

ANONYMOUS
Stopit.

BEATRICE SPARKS
Let’s discuss the institution of marriage.

ANONYMOUS
(Ferocious:) I said shut the fuck up.

(The door startsto fade.)

BEATRICE SPARKS
| thoughtyouwanted a name. | thoughtyou wantedtolive!

(ANONYMOUS snatches BEATRICE’S notes and eatsthem!)

ALICE
(To ANONYMOUS:) What if—what if she isyour only way out? Perhaps you have to make peace
with her.

BEATRICE SPARKS
Listentothe child! She’s smarterthanyou. A trainedseal would be smarterthanyou!

ALICE/GRACE
Don’tinsult heryou bitch!

(They snatch off her wigand play keep-away and ANONYMOUS throws it
through the fading door. BEATRICE screams and runs after it. The door
disappears.)

ALICE
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Thank you.

GRACE
Yeah. Thanks. Man.

(ANONYMOUS says nothing.)

You didn’t have todo that.

ANONYMOUS
I’'mno Judas, man.

(ANONYMOUS is bummed out)

GRACE
Wanna helpme? | beenworkingonabrand new tune.

(GRACEfinds a slip of paper written by an audience member earlierin the
GRACE ROOM. She makesup the tune.)

(Sings:) If my life were asong<insert audience lyric here>. Whaddayathink?

(ANONYMOUS says nothing. GRACEsitsin frontof ANON, shakes out her hair
and offers herhead.)
Go on.

(ANON smiles and braids GRACE’S hair. ALICE likes thisso she offersherheadto
GRACE and GRACE braids her hair. Or perhapsshe braids ANON’s hair. They
share a few moments of hair-braidingbonding. Suddenly PAULfliesintothe
room. He looksterrified.)

PAUL
Oh my fucking God!
GRACE
Thoughtyou weren’t coming back.
PAUL

Wrong door. Bad room. Very, very, very, very, very, very baaaaaaad room!

ALICE
What didyou see?
PAUL
| losteverything. Ilivedinadingbatin Costa Mesa, gained 300 pounds, and | — I —it’s so awful!
ALICE/ANONYMOUS/GRACE

Tell us!
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PAUL
| was a sideman for Lawrence Welk.

GRACE
Oh my GOD!

(GRACEembraceshim.)
PAUL

And| was all alone. Every night. Just me and Johnny Carson.
Gracie we gotta getthe fuck outtahere! This place is bad news!

GRACE
| can’t.
PAUL
Yes you CAN.
(GRACElooks at PAUL and the othersand she panics.)
GRACE
| can’t go back withyou. | —1—oh god! | need avacation. NOW!

(GRACE’sdoorgently returns. GRACE stepsthroughit. She takesa deep breath
and suddenly, she isin Hawaii —the Hawaii of her mind. PAULfollows her.)

PAUL
(Lookingaround:) What the Hell?

(Atsome point, the fantasy image will fade supplanted by the reality of PAUL.)

GRACE
Why did you follow me here? Whydidn’tyou justletme go?

PAUL
| didn’twantyouto get hurt.
GRACE
You always follow me.
PAUL
| didn’tfollow you to Morrison’s bed, did I?
GRACE
You’ve beenwith otherchicks, Paul.
PAUL
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That’s different.

GRACE
How?

PAUL
Because? | can count my extra-curricular pussy on my hands. You couldn’tdothat. Ya know?
With dicks.

GRACE
You have the swivel head of an owl. Watching, judging, watching, judging. | HATE it!

PAUL
Stop acting like you’re all oppressed. You run everyroomyou’rein.
You’ve neverbeen underanybody's thumb.

GRACE
Aslongas it’'sfunny—
PAUL
FUCK!
GRACE

—aslongas you can say “Oh man! Grace iscrazy” thenit’sfine. Butnotwhen| challenge you.
There has to be some psychological term for such bullshit.

PAUL
Zipit. We can fightlater
GRACE
No | wannafight now!
PAUL
Goddammit!
GRACE

| wantout. | can go solo. I'll justbe Grace. Withoutthe Slick. Or! Or— I could be Slick Grace.
That sounds so bitchin!

(PAULcracks up.)

PAUL
Solo?
Nobody would know who the fuck you are, if it hadn’t been forme. Thinkabout yourlife before
| found you. Your marriage, your modeling career, the Great Society with little Jerry Slick. All
flops. All completefailures.

(Reachingouta handto her, like atired father.)
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Come on now. Thisisn’treally Hawaii. Thisisn’treal life. We gottaget back to the world, babe.
(He kisses hergently. Sheresists, thengetsintoitalittle. Maybe.)

GRACE
The Great Society wasn’ta complete failure.

PAUL
It was an embarrassment.
Face facts: | created you. Thisyou. The one everyone wants. /did that. Withoutme...? You
could be turning tricks back on the Haight. Or worse.
(He makes a vanishing gesture.)

Poof. Nothing.

(GRACEremembers herself and pushes him away.)

GRACE
NO!
PAUL
Fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck!
GRACE

You can’t do that! Youdon’tget to fuck me and fatherme! | can’ttake it!l can’tlcan’t|can’tl
can’tlcan’tlcan’tlcan’tl can’t | CAN'T!

PAUL
You're actinglike you’re fouryearsold.

(Does GRACE cry? Doubtful, butthisreally upsets her.)

GRACE
You make me CRAZY! | can’t reason withyou. | can’t yell atyou. | can’t do anything! You
alwaysspinitso | look like the one who’s out of her fuckingmind and I’'m not. | am IN my mind.
I am.

PAUL
(Tryingto really comfort her:) Shhhh. It’s cool, babe! The most creative people inthe history of
the whole world have been ape-shit wacko.

(GRACE begins punching PAUL. He isshocked and he roughly defends
himself, trying to subdue herand this may getviolentthoughit mightalso be
ridiculous.)

GRACE
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| FUCKINGHATE YOU!

PAUL
CUT IT OUT!
GRACE
You want to destroy me.
PAUL

No I don’t!
(He pins herdown. She stops struggling fora moment.)

| don’twannado that at all.

GRACE
There’snotalkingtoyou.
(Silence. He kisses her.)
| don’twannado thatat all.
(He releasesher.)
PAUL
Do you not love me anymore?
GRACE

| can’t think.
(Silence. Gently, PAUL picks up the teddy bear.)

PAUL
(Asthe Teddy Bear:) Hello, Grace!
(Asthe Teddy Bear, he sings:)
Annie laid herhead down in the roses.
She had ribbons, ribbons, ribbons, in her long brown hair.
I don’t know, maybe it was the roses,
Alll know | could not leave herthere.

Do you know where | got this thing?

GRACE
You wonit at the shooting gallery onthe Santa Monica Pier. You only bragged about it forsix
fucking hours.

PAUL
That was alie. Ican’t shootfor shit. Thislittle guy wassittin’ina litwindowinabuildingon
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Carlyle. Feltlike he was callingme. lwentup, knocked onthe doorand said | want that bear.
The man in the apartmentthought | was nuts, askin’ for hislittle girl’s bear. I gave himall the
cash | had on me plusa brick of hash. Plusa banjo.

GRACE
You gave him Cora Lee?! You said she got stolen.

PAUL
It was worth it.
GRACE
Thank you, Paul.
PAUL
You’re welcome.
(PAULhands herthe bear.)
GRACE
I’'mexhausted. Youexhaustme.
PAUL
Ditto, babe.
(Amoment.)
GRACE

(Withthe bear, as JERRY:) Hey Mr. Kantner. Ask me a question. Any question, myfriend. Jerry
Bear knows all.

PAUL
Why can’t we be like this all the time?

(GRACElooks at PAUL for alongtime.)

GRACE
We can.

(With herhands, sheillustrates what she’s about to say.)

You are here. (Sheraises her hand in the air.)

And|am here. (Sheraises her other hand but leaves it at a different pointin the air.)
Andsometimes|’'mhere. (Nowthe hand is much lower.)

But we have to both be (She makes her hands starkly even; they must be on the same, equal
level.)

Yeah?
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PAUL
Yeah.

It is distinctly possible —ok probable — that no one would care much about JA. If itwasn’tfor
you. Cool?

GRACE
Cool.

(The right door slowly appears.)
Thisdoor shitis mind blowing. Can’twaittotell Learyabout it!
(GRACEtouchesthe door and a there isan elegant guitarriff. She reachesher
hand out to PAUL. He takesitand they walkthrough the door together. They
enterthe realm of the band. Theyget quiet whentheysee them.)
GRACE

Hey guys! Uh —sorry. Everhave one of those days whenlife grabsyou by the tits? | justhad
that.

(They start playing music. Thereisan unmistakable guitarriff. He’s here!)
OH MY GOD! Jerry?!

BAND MEMBER
We knew you’d be backif Jerry came!

(JERRY GARCIA blows GRACE a kiss and the band jams. The band will jamfora
bitand then gradually transitioninto “White Rabbit.”)

ALICE
She’slucky. lwonderif we’ll getout of here
alive.
ANONYMOUS
Prob’ly not
ALICE

Encouraging.

(Chris appears and they both gasp. She looks
the same, but something is off. She seems a
bit robotic. Abit manipulated.)

ANONYMOUS
Where have you been?!
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CHRIS
Nowhere. And everywhere.
It'll be easierforyouif you cooperate.

ALICE
You’re familiar.

CHRIS
Try this.

(CHRIS takes a pill out and slowly hands it to
ANONYMOUS when:)

ALICE
If1 have learned anythingatall during this
excursioninto lunacy, you do NOT put things
inyour mouth offered to you by cryptic
strangers.

CHRIS
You should be more trusting, dear Alice.

ALICE
How on earth do you know my—

(While ALICE is distracted, CHRIS gives
ANONYMOUS the pill.)

(The Band begins to play “White Rabbit.”) (Everything slows down.)

ANONYMOUS
(During this next section, her voice is sooo00
slow and distorted it may be unintelligible.)

Chrisissoooo amazing. She’ssooo0

CHRIS
(Real time, butsinister:) Far out. Write that
down.
ANONYMOUS

Diary she getsit. Eitheryooooooooouuv'e...

(ANONYMOUS suddenly begins convulsing.
Normaltime returns. Andso does BEATRICE
SPARKS, typing up a storm. ALICE panics,
having no concept what an overdose looks like.
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GRACE can feel something is wrong and races
back through herdoor.

GRACE sees ANONYMOUS in distress and runs back through herdoor. For a moment,
ANONYMOUS seems to disappear. Then she leaves her body. GRACE and ALICE still kneel over
the spotshe once occupied. BEATRICE SPARKS comes through the door and walks overto
ANONYMOUS.

BEATRICE SPARKS
Alldone. Thoughtyou mightlike the first copy.

(She hands hera copy of Go Ask Alice —a large, oversized version. ANONYMOUS stares atit.)

ANONYMOUS
Wow. You turned me intoa hundred and ninety-two page bummer.

BEATRICE SPARKS
You’re a mensch, my dear. You chose friendship overyourown life. There’s probably athrone
with rubies and sapphires just waiting foryouin Heaven.

ANONYMOUS
(Sadly hopeful:) You think?

BEATRICE SPARKS
So long, kid.

(Shevanishes.)

(A new dooropens with a special light glowing through it. ANONYMOUS leaves her diary for
ALICE and GRACE and exits through the door. It closes with a chilling finality. Real time returns.
ALICE and GRACE stare at the space where ANONYMOUS once was.)

ALICE
She’sgone. Isn’tshe?

(GRACEnods. There is a momentof mourning. Perhaps they use debris fromthe room and
make flowers and prop up the oversized diary as if it were a headstone.)

GRACE
Do you want to come withme? I’'m sure it’s nothing compared to Christchurch, but| have a
pretty nice pad.

ALICE
Thank you. But | mustgo home.
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(ALICE begins searching all over the space, opening doors, running through obstacles untilshe
finds the rightdoor. She opensit. There is a blinding flash and MR. DODGSON appears.)

MR. DODGSON
Alice! Have you considered my proposal?

ALICE
Yes. I’'ve considered it preposterous.
MR. DODGSON
(Hurt:) You don’t have to be cruel.
ALICE

Areyou real? Ifl touch you, will you disintegrate between my fingers?

MR. DODGSON
Of course not, my dear. I’'m always here foryou.

(ALICE reaches out her hand. DODGSON is confused about what she wants at first, but then
realizes she wants the camera.)

Thisis not for unlearned hands.

ALICE
Giveitto me.

(Reluctantly he does. ALICEtakes a photo of DODGSON. Shelooksatit. Andis shocked by what
she sees.)

What is wrong with you?

MR. DODGSON
Wr —wr—wrong—

ALICE
Your eyes. I've neverseen eyes like thesebefore. Youlooklike you hate yourself.

(Angrily, DODGSON pulls out photos taken early in the ALICE room. Or he could takes them of
the audienceright in this moment.)

DODGSON
Look here!lhave friends now, besides you! I’'mawhole person!

ALICE
They look positively petrified. You haven’t any friends, have you? I have friends. And|'ve lost
friends. Butyouwouldn’tunderstand that. Noone likesyou. I’'msosorry. | had no idea.

87



(ALICE takes a photo of herself and examines it. She shakes her head. Somehow she wipes off
the dolly makeup and removes the pinafore. She should be wearing something simple and more
appropriate fora young teenager from her period underneath. She should look nothing like she
did in the beginning of the play. ALICE hands the camera back to DODGSON who seems to be
shriveling before our eyes.)

ALICE
You may go now, Mr. Dodgson. | hope that one day you find a companion who will returnyour
earnestlove. Acompanion of yourgeneration.

MR. DODGSON
No one will love youlikel do.

ALICE

Perhapsthat’s forthe best.
Goodbye. Dear Mr. Dodgson.

(MR. DODGSON disappears and what s left of him is a rope ladder. A big one, in the colors of his
costume.)

(ALICE starts to leave. Then:)

GRACE
Virginia Woolf!

ALICE
Who’sshe?

GRACE

Justrememberthatname. | thinkyou’re gonnadigher.
But uh? Don’ttake her too literally.

(Then ALICE and GRACE flash peace signs at each other and ALICE throws her magical rope
ladder into the air, which attaches to a pool of light from above. Sheclimbs up and disappears
forgood. ANONYMOUS reappears, but now sheis the actress who played the role.)

ANONYMOUS ACTRESS
(To the audience:) Do you know what happens atthe end of Go Ask Alice? Yep. Shedies. And
that sucks!

Here’s a rewrite foryouto ponder.

Anonymous blows out her mood candles and wakes up the next day.

Andthe day afterthat. She remembers hernice normal name, finishes high school, attends a
decentliberal arts college, receives her B.S. in veterinary medicineand sometimein the late 80s,
she takes care of Grace Slick’s ailing black lab. Jabberwocky.

GRACE
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What a hip name fora dog!

ANONYMOUS ACTRESS
That’s herending now. |justchangedit. Fuck destiny.

(ANONYMOUS exits.)

GRACE
(To the audience:) Well? Thanks forcomin’ tonight. |so appreciateit. Youhaveseen... aLOT.
Tonight. But think of yourselves as special. Asthe privileged few who've experienced the Grace
Slick / Alice Liddell / Anonymous space-time-continuum. It will never happen again. So go
ahead and pinchyourselves. I'll wait.

(Lights begin avery slow fade on GRACE and the band. GRACE stares at the
audience fora longtime with utmost seriousness. The band gently plays “White
Rabbit” underherwords.)

You are goingto change.

Andsoam .

The nexttime we meet, me may not recognize each other.
We’'ll age. We'll gain weight. We'll suffersickness.

we'll die.

| need youto dome one last favor andthen| promise I'll neverask you foranything everagain.
Right now. Turn to your neighbor. You’ll have to work this out amongst yourselves, butturnto
someone and look that personinthe eye. Now. On the count of three | wantyou to say: “I
appreciate you.” Ready? One. Two. Three.

(Theydoit.)
Beautiful.
Now turn to yourotherneighbor. Look that personinthe eye and on the count of three.. . you
know whatto do. One. Two. Three.

(Theydoit.)
Now say itagain to anyone you want.

(Theydoit.)
Say itto me!

(Theydoit.)

Say itto the band!

(Theydoit.)
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Say itto the cast!
(Theydoit.)

Say itto all the people you love,who have passed away.
(Theydoit.)

Now keep sayingitand whenyouthinkyoucan’t say it anymore? Sayit again. I'll doit with
you.

| appreciate you.
| appreciate you.
| appreciate you.
| appreciate you.

| appreciateyou.
| appreciate you.
| appreciateyou.

(Lights fade.)
End of play
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