Super (temporary title)

Act 1      Scene 1

SETTING:
Hospital room in an urban hospital

AT RISE:
Mae is lying on bed, eyes closed with a bandage wrapped around her forehead.  CLINT, 



JONAH, KATHY and PATRICK are watching her.

Patrick – Her body: a broken mass of pain and torment.  Her mind: forever scarred by the horrors only humanity could inflict.  Was she even human any more after all that technology could achieve in order to repair her to a fraction of her former self?  Was she perhaps more robot than woman now, cursed to live her remaining days as a cyborg, a robo-artist, a machine that could draw, but never feel, a machine that could design but would be forever doomed…

Clint – Patrick!  That’s enough!

Patrick – But I have to practice.

(Mae moans)

Kathy – Practice at home.

Mae – Is someone there?  Oh, my head.

(The group rushes to her bedside, except for Jonah who hangs back, watching from a distance)

Kathy – (grabbing her hand) Oh Mae, darling.  How are you feeling?

Mae  - Kathy?  What are you…where am I?

Clint – You’ve suffered an injury, Ms. Simms.

Mae – Clint?  Did it happen at work?

Clint – Thank the insurance gods, no.  You left for lunch…

Kathy – Don’t you remember, honey?  You said you were skipping lunch.  You had to go to…

Mae – …the bank.  But there was a robbery.  Men with guns.  It was horrible.

(Kathy reaches up to pat Mae’s head)

Kathy – Oh, you poor thing…

Mae – Ow!  Sorry, Kathy, it’s just my head.

Kathy – Oh, I’m a silly, old thing.  I should have realized.  You do have a bandage on my head.

Mae – I do?  (she reaches up to touch the bandage) Now I remember.  One of them hit me in the back of the head with his gun.  Knocked me to the floor.

Patrick – Why’d he do that, Mae?  Were you pulling a Batman?  Trying to stop the robbery?

Mae – No.  At least I don’t think so.  I can’t remember why he hit me.  I remember a lot of yelling and someone fired a gun.  Oh, and one of them hit the guard.  

(A nurse enters, sees the group and scowls)

Nurse – Well, someone Isn’t doing their job.  There’s no way they should have let more than one of you in here at a time.  You’ll overwhelm her.  Now, I’m afraid I’ll have to ask you all to leave for a moment.  

(Clint moves toward the door as the nurse begins checking vital signs)

Clint – Come along, people.  Poor Ms. Simms needs her rest and you have to get back to work.  Remember, I only authorized 30 minutes for this little adventure.

Patrick – Clint, grow a heart, will ya?  

Kathy – Yes, grow a heart.  I think I for one am going to stay up here a while longer.  Make sure our poor Mae doesn’t get lonely.

Mae – Oh, that’s fine, Kathy.  I’ll be fine.  I think I’ll just get some sleep.

Nurse – Well, in a moment you can sleep.  There’s a detective waiting outside to question you.

Kathy – Well, if you’ll be okay.  I have a few thousand calls to get caught up on anyway.

Clint – Yes, you do.

Kathy – Clint, I swear that I will retire right this minute if you push me.

Patrick – Why, he wouldn’t think of it, my dear.  He wouldn’t think of pushing you any farther than you could fall.

(They exit, except for Jonah, who is still to the side looking concerned at Mae and the nurse, who has continued checking her vitals)

Nurse – So, how is that head?  Need any more medicine?

(Nurse spies Jonah still in the room)

Nurse – Oh, no, no, no.  Everyone has to leave for a moment.

Jonah – I’m sorry.  I was just making sure….

Mae – Jonah, the intern.  You didn’t have to come up here…

Jonah – I had to make sure you were all right, Ms. Simms.  I was just…

Clint – (offstage) Intern!

Jonah – Oh, I’m sorry.  I have to go.  Please get better soon, Ms. Simms.

Mae – Thanks for coming, Jonah.

(He rushes out the door)

Nurse, Well, that’s better.  You need rest and a whole lot less distractions right now.  Which is why I’m going to get that detective right now, if that’s okay with you.

Mae – Yes.  I’d like to get that over with.  And yes, I definitely need something for this pain. 

Nurse – On a scale of one to ten?

Mae – My head’s an eleven for sure.  

Nurse – I’ll be right back with that.  

(She exits.  The curtain by the windows billows outward and Super Guy steps out from behind the curtain.)

Mae – oh, it’s you.  Thank you for saving my life.

(Super Guy smiles)

Super Guy – I just wanted to make sure you were all right.  That was a pretty nasty blow you took back at the bank.

Mae – Well, my head feels like it was run over by a train.  What happened?

Super Guy – Well, I didn’t get there until after you’d been hit.  But I don’t think you were moving fast enough for the robber’s tastes.  Sometimes they can get a little upset when you don’t act fast enough and when the adrenaline kicks in, all sorts of violent things happen.

Mae – Well, thank goodness you got there when you did.  I do remember seeing you arrive. Although I have to admit that everything was dim and blurry.  

Super Guy – Well, I’ll fill in some of the gaps then, shall I?  I was flying by the building on my normal patrol when I heard a gunshot.  I flew in for a closer look and saw you just as you were crumpling to the floor.  He must have just hit you with his pistol.

Mae – The back of my head.  Feels like.

Super Guy – That’s right.  Well, as soon as they approached the tellers and I knew their attention was diverted, I busted in through a window, made quick work of the bad guys and took off again right when the police arrived.  Unfortunately, I’m on a strict routine. If I don’t get back to my normal patrol quickly enough, anything could happen.

Mae – Of course.

(Super Guy smiles at her again)

Super Guy – So, you look like you’ll be fine, which is great.  The guard took a nasty blow as well, but he’s still down in ICU.  Unfortunately, he wasn’t as lucky as you.  They hit him in the temple.

Mae – Oh no.  Well, thank you.  For coming when you did and saving me…all of us.  Who knows what would have happened if you hadn’t gotten there when you did.

Super Guy – Oh, they would have probably taken the money and made a run for it.   But now the only exercise they’ll get is in the prison yard.  Well, I’m glad you’re all right, Ms…

Mae – Simms.  Mae Simms.  And thank you, Mr. um…

Super Guy – I’m still working on that part.  A bit new to the game.

Mae – So, Mr. Super…Guy for now.

Super Guy – That’ll work.  (Super Guy approaches the window) I’m just glad to see you’re all right.  Now, you stay safe and get better.

(He disappears behind the curtain, which suddenly billows outward.  The nurse, followed quickly by Detective Foster enter)

Nurse – I brought your medicine.  And I’ve given Detective Foster strict orders to keep this short and sweet.  

Foster – I’ll be quick, I swear.  It’s strictly routine.  Just a few questions and I’ll get your full statement later at your convenience.  Gotta fill out my paperwork or the boss gets really “yelly”.

Mae – Of course.  

(The nurse helps Mae sit up straighter as the detective gets out his notepad, checking a few things.)

Foster – Oh, okay.  And your full name is Mae Lynn Simms?

Mae – That’s correct.

Foster – And you live at 315B N. Clemment Ave.  That’s right up by Papa gestalt’s Pizza, right?

Mae – That’s right at the corner.

Foster – Man, they make some good stuffed crust.

Nurse – Detective!

Foster – Sorry.  Short and sweet.  I got it.  So, you walked into First National around 12:40 and were the perps, sorry, were the bank robbers already there when you got there.  

Mae – I don’t…

Foster – Sorry, they were wearing ski masks.  Did you notice then before or after they started yelling?

Mae – After.  I’m sorry.  They could have been there when I arrived.  I was a little distracted.   

Foster – Of course.  And all that yelling probably only exacerbated your confusion.

Mae – Exacer...?

Foster – Oh, I’m sorry.  Been trying to keep up on a new word a day.  Gotta keep improving, you know?  Anyway, they started yelling and do you know why they hit you in the back of the head?  

Mae – I may have been moving too slowly.  Like I said, I was distracted, of course.

Foster – Of course.  Of course.  Do you remember anything after that, or did you black out as soon as they hit you?

Mae – Well, I remember when he showed up and started tossing around the bad guys like they were sacks of flour.  My eyes were starting to go dark but I definitely remember seeing him.

Foster – Seeing who, Mrs. Foster?

Mae – No.  It’s Ms. Foster.  The super…guy.  I…don’t know his name.

(Foster sneaks a quick look over at the nurse, who shrugs)

Foster – Okay, we’ll talk about that later.  Is there anything else you can add?  Anything else you remember?

Mae – No, I’m afraid not.  It all happened rather quickly and I’m just glad it’s over.

Foster – I’m sure you are.  Well, thank you Ms. Simms.  You’ve been more than helpful.  You get better now, okay?

Mae – Okay.  Thank you, detective.

(Nurse move to the window, closing it)

Nurse – Now, I wonder which one of your visitors decided to leave this open?

(She moves to the door)

Nurse – Well, sweetie, it’s time to get some rest.  Those pills I gave you will help you sleep for a while.

Mae – Thank you.  

(Blackout)

Act 1      Scene 2

SETTING:
Office space with two architectural/drawing desks back to back

AT RISE:
Patrick is seated at one of the desks, playing with several of the toys littered around the



Desk, which are all sea creatures.  Clint enters, frowning as he pauses to watch Patrick



Playing.

Clint – Mr. Hudson, do I pay you to play with toys all day long?

Patrick – Well, you’re just a manager, so you don’t pay me anything.  Technically, I believe that’s HR.

Clint – I can fire you if I want.  It’s in my job description.

Patrick – Is being a jerk in your job description?

Clint – Look, why don’t you just do your job and draw some magic 3D stuff up and then we won’t have to have this conversation?

Patrick – See, this is why you’re in management, Clint.  You don’t understand the artistry process.  I can’t just walk into the office and throw up my artistic talent all over the place.  It has to be coaxed out, like a long overdue movement of the bowels.  See, that’s it.  Think of my creative artistry like a cerebral bowel movement.  You don’t want artistic diarrhea.  You really want a long, thick chunk, like a huge brain turd.  

Clint – This is why I should have went into customer service.  Irate customers just want to yell at you, not describe…things!

(Clint exits.  Patrick picks up a few toys and then pauses)

Patrick – Intern!  

Jonah (off stage) – Coming!

(Jonah runs in, carrying a few binders.  He hurries up next to Patrick’s desk)

Jonah – Yeah, Patrick, what can….

Patrick – Mr. Hudson.

Jonah – Seriously?  Okay.  So, what can I do for you, Mr. Hudson?  Tom wants me to run these binders…

Patrick – Shhhhh.  Only listen to me and my demands.  

Jonah – Okay.

Patrick – My brain is constipated.  It needs liquid stimulation.  

Jonah – Well, I’m running up to the copy store….

Patrick – Shhhh.  Me.   Go get me coffee.  (Patrick pulls a bill out of his pocket and sticks it into Jonah’s shirt pocket.)  Get something nice for yourself.

(Jonah places the binders on the table and pulls out the bill)

Jonah – This is a dollar.

Patrick – Don’t spend it all in one place.  

(Mae enters, carrying a few books and a lunch container)

Mae – Hey guys.

(Jonah rushes over to help her carry things)

Jonah – Mae, you’re back so soon.  Here.  Let me get those.

Mae – I’ve got it, Jonah.  It’s okay.  Yeah, it’s surprising that they wouldn’t let me stay home for a month.  But I insisted.  (She reaches her desk and flops the books and lunchbox down)   So, how’s it going, Patrick?  Finish the book on sea monsters yet?

Patrick – My muse has gone on vacation, Mae.  Or she’s constipated and staying in the bathroom until all of this blows over.  I’ve been waiting to ride your coattails.

Mae – Really?  Come on.  Didn’t you come up with anything while I was gone?

Patrick (grabbing a picture and holding it high for her to see) – See this clever picture of the snails dancing with the halibut and the octopus around the skulls of their enemies?

Mae – Skulls of their enemies?

Patrick – It’s a Viking thing.  And when you cross your eyes and look just so…

(Mae crosses her eyes and moves the paper closer and farther away from her face until the 3D image comes into a focus)

Mae – An older, fatter snail in a wife-beater watching tv?

Patrick – Yeah.  I call it “Ode to a Wasted Youth.”

Mae – Yeah.  I get it.  I really do.

Jonah – Oh Mae, I was just gonna run and get some copies…

Patrick – And…

Jonah – …and get Patrick…

Patrick – Mr. Hudson.

Jonah - …Mr. Hudson, sorry, some coffee for his constipated brain.

Patrick – Twelve sugars please.  And a gravy-boat of cream.

Jonah – Uh huh.  Can I get you anything?

Mae – I’m good, Jonah.  Thanks.  

Jonah – Oh, okay.  (He gathers up his binders) Okay, then.  I’ll be right back.

Patrick – Don’t let us keep you. 

(Jonah exits)  

Patrick – It has seriously been a creative desert since you’ve been gone.  I’ve had no one to bounce creative ideas off of except Clint.  And the Intern.  

Mae – And thus, the constipated brain.

Patrick – You get me.  

Mae – A little too much some times.  So, out of the thirty drawings for the sea monsters book, where are we sitting?

Patrick – (picking up a sheaf of papers) Okay.  There’s the Kraken that 3D’s into a pirate ship.

Mae – That was mine.

Patrick – Yeah, yeah.  Then there’s the sirens that 3D into the scary looking mermaid.

Mae – Also mine.

Patrick – I’m saving the real artistry till last.  Then there’s the eel things…

Mae – Sea serpents.

Patrick – The cow thing…

Mae – Sea dragon.

Patrick – This thing that looks like a lobster mated with a squirrel…

Mae – Monster lobster.

Patrick – Monster lobster?

Mae – It could be a thing.

Patrick – And this bunch of floating trash that turns into a dinosaur.

Mae – That’s Nessie.

Patrick – Bless you.

Mae – So, mine, mine, mine, and finally mine.  And what do you have?

Patrick – Have you seen the one I call “Ode to a Wasted Youth?”

Mae – What have you been doing?

Patrick – This is tougher than it looks.

Mae – No, it’s not.  Look, you pull out your trusty laptop (pulls out laptop onto table) and you search for sea monsters…and get a no connection available.

Patrick – That’s exactly what my brain does.  No connection available.  

Mae – Okay.  Well, today, we’ll scour the Internet and get a butt load of ideas.  As soon as I get this connected.  Hey, can you send an email to Bailey asking her to come down here and fix my Internet.

Patrick – (pulling out his laptop to fire off an email) Okay, but it’ll cost you.  Three ideas.

Mae – I’ll give you ten.  We’ve got two weeks left to finish this book.  The half week I was out set us back.  But we’ll get caught up.

Patrick – And sent.    (He closes his laptop) So, you doing okay?

Mae – Yeah.

Patrick – Seriously?  If some guy pistol whipped me in the back of the head, I’d probably be a mess.

Mae – Well, okay.  I did get the superintendent to install a few extra locks on my door.  Which is odd since it didn’t happen at my apartment.  I just don’t feel very safe anymore.  

Patrick – Well, something like that, being in the middle of a robbery and one where something directly happens to you, something like that can take away your security.  Make you feel helpless, like the world betrayed you or something.  

Mae – Yeah.  Something like that.  You’re right.  I do feel…I don’t know…betrayed maybe.  I feel like I had a pet dog and it turned on me all of a sudden.  Just came out and bit me when I least expected it.  

Patrick – Yeah.

(Bailey the IT girl enters, smiling at Mae)

Bailey – Well, hey Mae.  Glad to see you back.

Mae – Bailey, my favorite IT gal.  How’s it going?

Bailey – Oh, you know…(frowns at Patrick) Patrick.

Patrick – (frowning back) Bailey.

(Mae glances at both frowning faces)

Mae – Okay, what happened while I was gone?  Patrick?

Patrick – Why don’t you ask the ice queen?

Bailey – Oh, that is it…

(Bailey moves toward Patrick, like she’s going to punch him.  Mae moves in between them.)

Mae – Hold on.

Bailey – I told you right from the start that it wouldn’t be like that.  I told you that I was a Christian and saving myself for marriage.  

Mae – Okay, well maybe you guys should talk about this later.  

Patrick – No, let’s talk about it now.

Bailey – Yeah, let’s.  

Patrick – Well, when we first started dating, you never told me you were Amish.

Bailey – I’m not Amish, you idiot.

Patrick – Well, you could have fooled me.

Bailey – Do I wear a bonnet or sell quilts or furniture or fudge?

Patrick – Maybe you do in your spare time.

Mae – Okay.  Hold on.  What’s going on here.

Bailey – Well, handsy here wouldn’t stop when I told him to.

Patrick – So you poured a glass of water on me.

Bailey – You stopped.

Patrick – And I was all wet.

Bailey – Well, who’s fault was that?

Patrick -  You.  You poured water on me.

(Clint enters, frowning)

Clint – What’s going on in here?  I heard shouting.  

Patrick – It was the tv.  

Clint – What tv?  

(Bailey quickly moves over to Mae’s desk and opens the laptop)

Bailey – Oh, see, that’s what I thought.  We had a server upgrade and the latest verification software wasn’t put on your laptop.

Clint – Who was yelling?

(Patrick shrugs, then gets back to drawing)

Patrick – Maybe it was next door.  We have thin walls.

Bailey – It’ll take just about a minute to download.

Clint – We don’t have thin walls.  And it was coming from this room.

(Jonah enters with a coffee and several additional binders, aimed toward Patrick’s desk)

Jonah – Here’s your coffee, Mr. Hudson.

Clint – Where’s my coffee?

Jonah – You never asked for one.

Mae – So after it’s downloaded, I can just pull up a new browser?

Clint – I asked for one an hour and a half ago.

Jonah – And that was right before Tom asked me to make those copies.

Bailey – Yes, you can do everything you did before.

Clint – But I asked first!

Patrick – Clint, can you please quit yelling?  I’m trying to get some work done here.  Thank you.

(Clint, frustrated, exits)

Bailey – Okay, you should be all set, Mae.  (looking at Patrick) Just make sure you don’t let anyone else get their hands all over your technology and you should be okay.

Patrick – Seriously?  We’re dating.

Bailey – Dating doesn’t mean that the equipment belongs to you: that you can upload or download anything you want.  

Patrick – Clint left.  You can drop the secret agent lingo.  

Bailey – Why?  Did you not understand it?

Patrick – Yes.  No.  Secret agent Amish!

Bailey – Look Patrick, it’s very simple.  Dating is like downloading a demo only.  You don’t get the full product until you purchase the full product.

Patrick – Ah ha!  But what if I download a pirated version.

Bailey – Then you get an inferior product.  Bye Mae, let me know if you need anything else.

(Bailey exits)

Mae – Okay.  Thanks Bailey.  

Jonah – Okay.  That was weird.  But I’ll just…

Clint (offstage) – Intern!

Jonah – Gotta go.

(Jonah exits)

Patrick – (after a long pause) Well, that was fun.

Mae – (shaking her head) You know, Patrick, you deserve everything you get.  

Patrick –Seriously, I did not know she was an Amish secret agent when we first started dating.   If I did, I never would have dated her.

Mae – Yeah you would.

Patrick – Maybe.

(Blackout)

Act 1        Scene 3

SETTING – Work cafeteria with several tables scattered about

AT RISE:  Bailey and Jess enter with lunches and head to a table as they talk

Jess – And believing in God is really no different than believing in a flying spaghetti monster is all I’m saying.

Bailey – So why don’t you believe in the flying spaghetti monster and let me believe in whatever I want to believe in?

Jess – Because it’s sad.

Bailey – Seriously, Jess.  Why do we always have to have this conversation?  

Jess – Bailey, I’ve known you since when?  Elementary school?  I just hate watching you slip down into the dark abyss of delusion.  I promised your mom I’d look after you.

Bailey – Yeah, you’re a real saint.

Jess – A delusional saint? 

Bailey – Look, there are actual real reasons why I choose to believe in God.  

Jess – Reasons like you don’t want to go to hell, also fictitious, and believing reduces anxiety, which has never been proven?   

Bailey – No.  Reasons like, according to the Big Bang, the universe had a very real starting point and if it came to be out of nothing, if it was created, then it had to have a creator.

Jess – Not necessarily.  It could have created itself.

Bailey – And what other thing that you know of can create itself?

Jess – Dreams.

Bailey – Created by humans.

Jess – Scientists say that particles pop into existence all the time.

Bailey – Prove it.

Jess – Prove it yourself.  Go get informed.  Read an article, you ignorant savage.

Bailey – I’ve read plenty.  In fact, I read about something called the First Law of Thermodynamics that says energy cannot be created or destroyed.

Jess – And a particle is not energy.

Bailey – Einstein said that mass and energy are the same.  So, yeah, a particle is energy.

Jess – Okay.  But the First Law of Thermodynamics is really only for closed systems and, see, our universe is an open system, so it can draw energy or mass or whatever from other systems.  Outside systems.  Strange, powerful, other universes.  

Bailey – And what other systems or universes does our universe have access to, where it can pull all of this magical and mysterious energy?

Jess – It’s the multiverse, Bailey.  Maybe one day I’ll explain it to you.

Bailey – Oh, the multiverse.  Now I get it.

Jess – It’s about time.

Bailey – Yes.  So, the leading theory, that there are a million potential universes…

Jess – Better go with billions…

Bailey – So the leading theory that there are billions of other universes out there and we just happen to live in the one that can support life?  That multiverse theory?

Jess – Is there any other?

Bailey – And where, exactly, is the proof that any universe but this one even exists?

Jess – It’s science.  You wouldn’t understand it.

Bailey – Try me.

(Mae and Kathy enter with their lunches and approach the table with Bailey and Jess)

Kathy – Hey ladies, how’s it going?

Bailey – Hey Kathy.  Mae.  Either of you know anything about the multiverse theory?

Kathy – No.  And I don’t want to. 

Mae – Yeah.  Don’t get any of that on me.  

(Kathy and Mae sit at another table)

Bailey – See, my theory is that scientists can’t acknowledge that God created the universe, so they have to create other theories to explain how the universe came to be and the best they could do is that there are a ton of other universes and our energy and mass and whatever must have come from some other one?

Jess – Or it created itself.  Don’t forget that one.

Bailey – Oh, I won’t.

Kathy – So, Mae, how you feeling?

Mae – It’s good to get back to work.  

Kathy – I bet.  A little regularity can work wonders.  You just need to distance yourself as far away from that horrible little incident as possible.

Mae – Oh, I don’t know.  I met somebody.

Kathy – You did?  Where?  At the hospital?

Mae – No.  It was more at the…He came after, asking questions.

Kathy – Ooh, a policeman?  How exciting?

Mae – Sort of.

Kathy – And did he ask you out?

Mae – No, not yet.  But I’m hoping he will.

Kathy – I bet.  Well, don’t be shy.  This is the age of feminine equality.  You should ask him out.

Mae – If I ever see him again.

Kathy – If he’s interested in you, he’ll be back around.  And, if not, he’s not worth your time.

Mae – I just worry that I saw something that wasn’t really there.

Kathy – Oh you know men.  You’re young, pretty…he’ll be interested.

Jess – And you know why scientists don’t allow for the existence of God?  It’s because there’s no proof for him.  If God can’t be proven, then he doesn’t exist.

Bailey – And yet, we have the multiverse theory.

Jess – At least the multiverse theory is something scientists can grasp a hold of.  Someday they might discover a portal to an alternate universe, but when will we ever discover anything that proves God?

Bailey – I just gave you a proof.  A created universe needs a creator.  

Jess – And a universe that is the product of other universes doesn’t need a creator.

Bailey – Then you’re only pushing the argument back a step.  Who or what created all those other universes?

Jess – They’ve been there forever.

Bailey – But this one hasn’t.  It has a definite starting point.  And if this one, the only one we can see, feel or do any experiments on, had a definite starting point, then what leads you to believe that all or some of the other universes are eternal?

Jess – Because something outside this universe had to create this one.  If it wasn’t another universe, then what was it?

Bailey – God.

Jess – But there’s no proof for him.

Kathy – So maybe you could casually stop by the police station.  Tell that certain officer that you remembered additional details or something.  Tell him you’re following up.

Mae – Oh, I don’t think he’d be at the police station.  He’s a…detective.  He’s probably out a lot.  Patrolling…or whatever detectives do.  

Kathy – Well, it couldn’t hurt to try.  That’s all I’m saying.

Mae – Maybe he’ll come to me.  

Kathy – Maybe.  But I wouldn’t count on it.  

Jess (looking at her phone) – Well, another thirty minutes come and gone.  

Bailey – Dang.  Well, as always, hold that thought and well pick up next time.

Jess – Y’know, Bailey, for a Bible thumper, you’re all right.

Bailey – Thanks, Jess.  (walking out with Jess)  And, for a pagan, you’re not too bad yourself.

Kathy – We’ve got to get back too.  So, is that your decision?  You’re just gonna wait for him to make the first move.

Mae – You know how it is, Kathy.  A girl likes to feel like she’s wanted.  

Kathy – This is the new millennium.  A girl goes out and get what she wants.

Mae – Maybe I’m old fashioned.  Or an old soul.

Kathy – Maybe…

(They both exit.  Blackout)

 ACT 1 SCENE 4

SETTING – Mae’s apartment – sparse, obviously a cat person

AT RISE: The room is shrouded in darkness until Mae’s key fumbles at the lock.  She enters and switches on the light.

(Mae enters the apartment, places a grocery sack on a nearby table, pours over the mail, etc, until there is a knock.)

Mae – Hold on a moment.

(She rushes to the door, peeks through the hole, then opens the door to find no one there.  Slowly, she closes the door.  As she moves away, there is another knock.  She turns to face the window.)

Mae – I’m eight stories up with no fire escape.  So, whoever it is, I didn’t order it.

Super Guy – Sorry for the unorthodox entry.  I was patrolling and noticed the light on.  I wanted to check on you, but if this is a bad time…

Mae – What?  No.  Not at all.  I wasn’t doing much at all and it’s awful sweet of you to check on me.  You know, I was just talking to my friend Kathy about…

Super Guy – Do you think we could maybe have this conversation inside?  

Mae – Oh sure.  I’m pretty sure it’s not locked.

(The curtain blows outward, and Super Guy strides out from behind the curtain.)

Super Guy – Thank you.  It was a little noisy out there.  All the cars and sounds.

Mae – Oh.  I’m sure it’s much quieter in here.  

(Awkward silence)

Super Guy – So, I see you’re up and around.  Feeling better?

Mae – Yes, thank you.  

Super Guy – I’m just gonna come right out and say something, Ms. Simms…

Mae – Mae.

Super Guy – Mae.  I wanted to tell you at the hospital, but…

Mae – Oh, it’s all right.  I think I understand.

Super Guy – Probably not, but you’re welcome to guess.

Mae – You find me amazingly attractive, but your super powers have made you strangely impotent and so you want to tell me that you’d like to get to know me better, but you don’t know if I would return the affection once I knew your awful impotent secret.

Super Guy – Close.  But no.  I’m not impotent.

Mae – Thank goodness.  I mean, of course.  Can I try again?

Super Guy – If you feel you must.

Mae – Again.  You find me amazingly attractive…

Super Guy – You like that part, don’t you?

Mae – It’s the only part that makes the most sense.  Anyway, you find me amazingly attractive, and you’d like to get to know me better, but you’re afraid that once I found out that you have a third arm growing out of your back due to the radiation that caused you to have super powers that I’d find you a bit freakish.

(Super Guy turns around)

Super Guy – Look, no third arm.

Mae – That I can see.

Super Guy – Touche.  Look, I’m gonna be honest.  You’re pretty close.  I do find you amazingly attractive…

Mae – I knew it.

Super Guy – And I would like to get to know you better…

Mae – Maybe even take me out on a date…

Super Guy – Sure.  

Mae – But…

Super Guy – There’s no but.

Mae – But if the supervillains find out you have a girlfriend, they might threaten her to get to you.

Super Guy – There’s really not a lot of super villains around these days.  

Mae – The crime syndicate.

Super Guy – Not really.  Not in this town.  

Mae – Then…what?

Super Guy – There’s no what.  There’s no but.  I just wanted to ask you out on a date.

Mae – Oh.  Okay.  Wait, shouldn’t I know your name first?

Super Guy – Are you asking for my permission or my advice?

Mae – Your…name.

Super Guy – My birth name is Alonso Quijano.

Mae – Oh…how…Latin.

Super Guy – It should be?  My father was Mexican and my mother was, oh, a combination of a lot of things.

Mae – Was she an alien?  Is that how you got your powers?

Super Guy – Alien?  No, I think she was Dutch mostly, with some German and French thrown in.  

Mae – Oh.  Then where did you get your powers?

Super Guy – Better save that story for the date.  I don’t want to run out of material.  Oh, and by the way, the but is that I’m not a very smooth talker around women.

Mae – You seem to do pretty well for yourself.

Super Guy – Or maybe it’s you.  So, tomorrow night at about this time?

Mae – that sounds great.  

Super Guy – Okay then.

(He starts toward the curtain before Mae stops him)

Mae – Wait.  Did you ever resolve your super name problem?  I can’t really see someone stating that Alonso Quijano saved me from certain doom.  Or look!  In the sky!  It’s Alonso Quijano!

Super Guy – It’s…a mouthful.  Well…(He strikes a pose, placing his fists on his hips) How about…Baron Storm?

(Mae makes a face)

Mae – Sounds like a Nazi Super Villain.

Super Guy – Yeah, you’re probably right.  Then…The Fuse.

Mae – Anger problem.

Super Guy – Lord Vengeance.

Mae – Big anger problem.

Super Guy – The Blue Masher.

Mae – Rapist.

Super Guy – Maximo.

Mae – Maybe.  Let me try it out.  Well, Maximo, until tomorrow night.

Super Guy – Hey, that’s not too bad.  Definitely better than The Wang Doodler.

Mae – Anything’s better than The Wang Doodler.

Super Guy – True.  Well, Mae, until tomorrow night.

Mae – Until then.

(Super Guy moves behind the curtain.  The curtain blows outward and then is still)

(Mae smiles to herself, begins to dance around the room, then stops in front of a table with a stuffed tiger on it.  She picks up the tiger)

Mae – Well, Hobbes, what do you think?  Think there’s a chance?

(Cell phone rings.)

Mae – Hello?  What?  No, I feel fine.  No, I don’t think there’s a need to talk to a doctor.  I feel more than fine.  Yes.  Okay.  But I can tell you…Yes.  Okay.  Yes, I’ve got it.  Thank you.  Bye.

(Mae looks wistfully at her phone for a moment, puts it down and begins to dance with the stuffed tiger, until…)

 (blackout)
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