Setting: A deserted street in Elysian, a small town which has long been declining due to lack of
industry. The time period may be interpreted however. Any pronouns can be changed to fit the
needs and interpretations of the actors. We open in maybe the only restaurant in town. The stage
is empty except for a table and chair center stage at the beginning to represent the restaurant.
Otherwise the stage should be visualized as a stretch of road, the fourth wall is one side of the

street, the back of the stage is more buildings.

Characters:

Abloy-» The Waiter- a cryptic messenger, an unstable character, who exists as a sort of prophetic figure.
Their motivations are unclear but probably devious.

Golorg>The Stranger- a passing visitor to Elysian, exists with no identity but tries to hide that from
themself. Speaks quickly as if to convince themselves of their identity

Maeje-> The Townsperson- A romantic, passionate, figure, their character could have too many
interpretations. They seem alternatively manipulative and predatory and also pathetic and lonely.

Mehn€>» The Historian- The town historian of Elysian, a gossip who helps erode the sense of identity the
stranger gathers. Maybe the only character with clear motivations and identity. May need a

strong character actor who can exude energy of a small-minded gossip @ g %
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Waiter: Would you want any dessert? Wﬁ? g,z p‘ ;gg

. B e
Stranger: No thank you. Not very crowded here, is it? herg f G‘i ﬁ?ﬁﬁ
Waiter: No it isn't. Nobody is staying in this town, you know. Seems like it’s worse than death,,

.to stay in all these little mountain towns. Like being buried alive or something. I feel it ; < vpese mements are
;sometimes, like the mountains crashing down on you., (Abruptly) Will that be all? Z“"fz‘;ﬁ,j}‘qf’i}“""m’“
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Stranger: Yes.

Waiter: You can put the check up at the register, then.
Stranger: (As if struck by something): Oh, excuse me?
Waiter: Yes?

Stranger: What is this town called?

== Do you kaow whe they are, or & 2a

St » 9 Actustly corfused
Waiter: What? You mean to say you don’t know? <« g cvtside Force influencing tyou,

Stranger: No, well, I was only driving in when I passed this place, I didn’t stop to look at the
signs.
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Waiter: But how could you not know?
Stranger: Excuse me?

Waiter: No idea at all? You of all people? Look at you. How innocent. Like butter wouldn't melt
in your hands?

Stranger: What? You’re a real character. Funny.
ot T

Waiter: It’s funny that you have no idea what’s coming to you{ié ave a nice day, then.

A (Stranger exits. Historians enters.) T l
ST
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W\Q? . Waiter: Morning. How is the family? el 22l §
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Hlstorlan Fine, most of them. Well, I spoke to my niece, and she hasn’t been very cheerful I’
‘D,\ﬁ;‘ﬂ afraid, since the marriage, you remember.

Waiter: That’s terrible, isn’t it?

Historian: Yes, well she had to leave the town away from her family. Married that man from the
city who we all knew was no good. You know, what have you got if you haven’t got your home?
She left the town like it was dirt beneath her feet.

Waiter: Aren’t many jobs in this town.

Historian: I know that’s what they all say. Well I say, how can there be jobs if everyone leaves?.
When I was young there were families all around here. Well, you can’t swim upstream when
everybody else is going down, I’'m afraid. Say, I didn’t recognize the one who was leaving as I
came in. Did they say if they were from here?

Waiter: I never saw them before. Didn’t like the feeling they gave me, I’ll say.

Historian: I saw that person from the railroad tracks out in the street today. Muttering to
themself. It’s hard to stay optimistic about these fine old towns. You know this place wouldn’t
have a property for sale hundred of years ago, everybody wanted to live here. And now you have
the crazies strolling up and down the street, if you please.

o



Waiter: There are many goings-on these days. I tell you, when these towns die every person in it
seems to die with them.

rm— ——. et PSS everesstree — e e ———

the waiter exits, and Historian exits. The Sﬁmggr enters, walking down the streets. - T
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Exits 3 "swé-\a Townsperson: You—you’re here. How could you?@ire have you been, where have you been?
g s g i
‘fﬁxwmi\ You absolute— Giening dessy op in his face

Stranger stops, says nothing, looking absolute stunned
- Baekify, Vp, exasper sted '
Townsperson: Oh my god, it’s like seeing a corpse walk the streets. How could you leave me

like this?
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Stranger: I’m sorry, I don’t know you. You’re mistaken (Walks on.)Cfownsperson returns around < Rint .?% w.v,;n
sheoiders (= SP
and follows them.) e 3 hich-
ewer foels mest
WA raburely
\es? ‘i%ﬁwsa Townsperson: No- I need to see you. Come here. It is you. Why did you leave?
kY ‘:‘f;
e e
i\\(ec*“’ Stranger: I’ve never seen you before. Leave me alone

Townsperson: It was a year ago you left in the night... Yesterday evening, Your mother put up
e | your picture in the square on the corner in the town square. You remember? Where would we all
® %e«“:: sit with our ice creams? Or did you forget? She put up your picture there and lit candles around

00 3 #* | it. The Greenbushes and the Johnsons and dozens of people saw it. Your mother couldn’t even
5 .
e speak, she was crying so hard.

As‘;ﬁ::;\‘;:\% Stranger: What? I’m telling you, I’ve never been to this town.
o ] ’
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(Stranger walks on townsperson calls after them)
ﬂ:ﬁf}“&eﬁ‘ o Freees i place, as i pardyzed by sorrecw

Townsperson: You can’t (rapidly assumes a calmer, more sullen air) all right then, I don’t know,

you, I suppose. I’'m mistaken. I always am. I dc?n’t know you. nother goed leoe @ rivn

(Stranger slows down. Townsperson walks beside them), . +raying s get 4

To think two people might look so alike. Your hair, your eyes, everything . I'm sorry. You know, I

O seemed to think I once found out what love was. When I saw the long, straight noses of the
\’D:%‘h’m movie stars at the theater, I thought they didn’t look right. They didn’t look like yours. Theirs.

g;f;\,‘\i:ﬁ But it wasn’t you. (they break into silent tears or distress)

Stranger: I’m sorry for whoever that was (They stop, as if won over.)



Townsperson: I suppose you don’t look so much alike as I thought. No, it’s only I was just not
thinking straight. It was a year ago today when it happened. It’s been so strange, not just sad, but
frightening and horrible. Like I never even knew anything at all. Like I just dreamed it all, all the
years. I’'m sorry, I’'m talking too much. Where are you from?

;—ﬂ‘fﬁ dorddy Stranger: What?: I don’t see how it’s any of your business.
gcare

Townsperson: It’s a simple question. Not many people come to this town. They only leave.
Stranger: I know, a waiter told me.

Townsperson: A waiter?

oant S
Stranger: From that cafe over there.

Townsperson: That’s a crappy place. I wouldn’t eat there if they poisoned all my other food.
Stranger: Anyway. I’m not coming here. I’'m passing through. I just stopped for a bite to eat.
Townsperson: Where are you going?

Stranger: Utica. The one I look like... Did they know you for a long time?

5 < Townsperson: All my life. They lived one street over. I lived in a little white house, and they
v;}f?ﬁ" « « lived in a big brown one. Our backyards touched. We used to talk without seeing each other
?\ ;é"‘ ¢ through a chink in the tall fence. When we were six we played all day. Everyday we would go by
;fo" s*the creek and the old baseball fields and play until sunset. We would walk to school everyday, '
é\‘:'gt  and would write down our secrets and put them in the chink in the old fence. Sorry, I’m talking
‘w too much, again. I'm holding you up. I'm sorry. There I go again. saying sorry. My mother told
me that was insincere, apologizing so much. Meant I was a liar. I’m not.

Stranger: Well, I don’t have to be in Utica until... Well, I don’t have to leave here for a while.
Has your family lived in this place a long time?

Townsperson: My family? I guess. This place was founded a hundred years ago, I think my
mother said. I would ask, but she won’t talk to me much. I live in one of the apartments by the
old railroad. I should leave here., like my brother has and everyone from school, but I can't.
Couldn't Not until you—they —come back.
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Stranger (looks around): They left . . . and you don’t know why? cﬁ&w '()““’ 8%

Townspersoh: No. I’ll never know why. That night,’ We had a lovely dinner at home. Their
home, I mean. Their mother hugged me before we left.

Stranger: Yes. Well.

Townsperson: And I saw pictures they drew of me. Of the fence. The next morning their
mother called and asked if I knew where they were. If they were at my place. They said they
hadn’t come home in the morning. And the bed was empty, and no car was taken. No trace left.
As if they disappeared. We asked everyone. Their boss. Our friends, anyone in the county, any
relation to the bus stations. No one answered. No one... I never stopped looking. But I ran out of

places to look. W&Mﬁw
\w‘*‘;ivy s
¢ {
Stanger: I’m sorry. %E\obe-&;{:“a%;ﬁ ‘ﬁ:‘c
£ W
‘?
Townsperson: I am, too]lWhy are you going to Utica? L cenill siteps Laek,

e e 800 anele
Stranger (looks stunned, almost about to collapse) < Lﬁaﬂ% sur )

Townsperson: You look queasy now. What is it?

Stranger: It’s only, I- I really don’t know why I need to go to Utica (looks around as if for an
answer.) I’'m thinking. . AllT know is I have to drive until I reach Utica. I-
tc‘,an will D3 ef (Maay here ¢o ag\-, her ovk of Hour fiee

Townsperson: Where are you from?
Taking 3 step fowards him

Stranger: I- don’t- know- (utterly terrified)

Ty ‘?

Letthesedtrue colors shard 4o gsheow

r-“.—”«ﬁ"—_ﬁ
Toewnsperson(as if catching prey): You don’t know.
L Aether step ‘
Stranger: It’s like- I’ve been driving for hours and hours and days and maybe months, but
before that, I never stopped to think.

JGU becomes even Move INYKOVS
Townsperson (moves closer): What’s your name?//You don’t know.

Slecllyy, moving closer and closes
Stranger (backs away fearfully.): What am I? Did I ever have a name? I can’t remember

anything but roads and Utica and highways. Damn hlghways

5
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Townsperson: I suppose you don’t look so much alike as I thought. No, it’s only I was just not
thinking straight. It was a year ago today when it happened. It’s been so strange, not just sad, but
frightening and horrible. Like I never even knew anything at all. Like I just dreamed it all, all the
years. I’m sorry, I’'m talking too much. Where are you from?

Tiken iy Stranger: What?: I don’t see how it’s any of your business.

g
&5 care

dJ

Townsperson: It’s a simple question. Not many people come to this town. They only leave.
Stranger: I know, a waiter told me.
Townsperson: A waiter?

’Pdlﬂt L
Stranger: From that cafe over there.
Townsperson: That’s a crappy place. I wouldn’t eat there if they poisoned all my other food.
Stranger: Anyway. I’m not coming here. I’'m passing through. I just stopped for a bite to eat.

Townsperson: Where are you going?

Stranger: Utica. The one I look like... Did they know you for a long time?

\r"'o < Townsperson: All my life. They lived one street over. I lived in a little white house, and they

« lived in a big brown one. Our backyards touched. We used to talk without seeing each other

(’ ;é‘w‘ through a chink in the tall fence. When we were six we played all day. Everyday we would go by

%m"
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Y»the creek and the old baseball fields and play until sunset. We would walk to school everyday,

,y%"st ¢ and would write down our secrets and put them in the chink in the old fence. Sorry, I'm talking

’o“"

too much, again. I'm holding you up. I'm sorry. There I go again. saying sorry. My mother told
me that was insincere, apologizing so much. Meant I was a liar. I’'m not.

Stranger: Well, I don’t have to be in Utica until... Well, I don’t have to leave here for a while.
Has your family lived in this place a long time?

Townsperson: My family? I guess. This place was founded a hundred years ago, I think my
mother said. I would ask, but she won’t talk to me much. I live in one of the apartments by the
old railroad. I should leave here., like my brother has and everyone from school, but I can't.
Couldn't Not until you—they —come back.
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Townsperson: Try to remember... try... A white house with columns. A skinny little kid in a .
v
white sweater who would play with you in a baseball field. s
| 3@ /a (Stranger leaves leaving townsperson, at the edge of the stage, biding their tlmg‘\ They come
? ' across the waiter in the street, downstage right.) aLsar:svz'H‘ef watkdung
‘ RN, | a
Stranger: You said it was funny. What was coming for me. [ T MM ae;;ggfc"“f};
M w%‘?‘? &éb“!
iy saed
e (,lca«gf‘% Waiter: What? Don’t know what you’re talking about, not at all. T e e “%5’
e gf@‘g,f:%@ e,
\W awﬂ;}& & Stranger Yes, you do. I was in that dirty cafe, You wouldn’t tell me what this town is called. ﬂ“":;‘,’fﬁg
?:@ ® 2" And you laughed at me, said it was funny I didn’t know what was coming W
28

Waiter: I don’t remember customers. I get so many. Pardon me.
Stranger: Odd, since there was no one else there.

Waiter: Guess I’m losing my mind, then. I’m old enough. You can be in a place like this/Say,
you don’t look well. Not well at all.

Stranger: I was only just in the cafe. I doubt there was a single other person in there. Awful dirty
place in there.

Waiter: It isn’t my job to clean the establishment. I only work there, you know, to keep myself
alive. A miracle they can still pay me in this town}{ I suppose I saw you there., but I can’t be
certain. You’re not very memorable. Some faces are like sheets of paper, and you forget them
just as quickly. I only remember you looked strange- in your expression.

Stranger: How?
Waiter: Sick.

Stranger: What did you mean when you said you wouldn’t tell me the name of the place? That I
should know it?

Waiter: Don't remember that. The town is called Elysian, if you need to know.

Stranger: Elysian?



/ Waiter: Elysian. They said it was some old Greek thing. Named all of these dirty little towns
Greek things. Like that would make them worth living in (moves away) « cress US of Go

Toen -7 Stranger: Look, you said some odd things to me there. And odd things are happening. I don’t

%;ig"e know who I am. I don’t know my name. Where I came from. All I know is I need to drive to
Utica- I barely know what Utica is. Only that I have been driving there. For how long I hardly
know. Days, weeks, months, years.

'r;red Mﬁ*-*!Walter I’m not a doctor. You are sick. you should leave this place, anyhow. You know how to
P e\o""“" dr1ve that’s enough- drive away. This part of the world wouldn’t do any sick person good.

[Especially the kind you are. There's always been something wrong in this part of the world, in s\ Another ¢ plee
the mountains you know. You walk alone at night and you hear strange whisperings in the dark\SM‘Q Y ﬂtrf i :é%
ob
o __ Stranger: Wait- wait. Don t- < Chising after Nef » @
(Stranger breaks down sits on théﬁbbmorﬂ;gﬁhéhly stage upstate left)ﬁ Townsperson re-enters like T
a triumphant angel and pulls out a drawing),I must be a ghost. , et e ““wifjt
(Townsperson taps their shoulder and shows them) EQs\.mﬂﬁng in /M @ %
o \/@ > Townsperson; Look at this- look. You made it. It’s us in the field , ;‘. . ’“Er
r@"’ Shoving the pictore inko hic hands : ok

Stranger: (stares intently at the picture) I think I do remember-
Townsperson: You do?

Stranger nods

= simply help him stand up here
(The Townsperson and the stranger m1ght embrace)

Stranger: Long ago, there was a child who I would play with. There were so many sunny days
where we played together and a white cat.

Es thig troe, or afe il

Just geing dlong withe storyl .
Townsperson:' Yes- she was mine! Her name was Dough. We would tease her together. I never
told you- you must be them.

LooWing @@ concerned

Stranger:But I can’t remember anything else. All I can remember is having driven for hours, for

months, for so long, never thinking, not letting myself think.

| (;nsq o meownsperson It’s all right. Everything is right again. I’ll do anything. Come home with me. [

ﬁ%%bﬂ o ﬁ:;‘f“ftnow about us. You will remember. Will you come back home?
\/\C«

S°°

Stranger: [ will.



n in from the position
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(Townsperson embraces the strangeb fou

Townsperson: Oh no, I have to go into the pharmacy. Damn it. That’s what I came here for, I
guess. Before I saw you. You probably shouldn’t come in. I don’t want anyone in town to see
you so suddenly. Not before your mother does. You won’t leave me again, will you?

Stranger: How could 1?7 I have nowhere else to go...

Townsperson: I love you. (They exit. Historians enter. Historians try to project an air of

ratlonahty, and knowledge) ET sl behm\ @ &7,"“*
A@vi\\‘éz ‘-—-Hlstorlan Child, Are you all right? *édondering
c\ms«?jef ‘\\ arntlesslyy , jockiny
\:gv‘gw\o‘gé thry ¥} Q% EM
an Stranger: Yes, why wouldn’t I be? @drawing
Historian: You look startled, as if you’d seen something terrible, and I thought it might be
\,3;\\“;::%‘:\ because of that Lgreature jyou were talking to.
O\:b?\& 6:&*“@&
Bl \w\w&? Stranger: What do you mean?
gﬁr@'{\

Historian: I have lived in this town my whole life. I am a town historian. I know all about the
¢ ) people that come here. Those people from out in the country who creep into our towns, living in

\’°°V.&%*’\a§» some shack set up by some cheap landlord, selling god-knows what out the back door. And that
a&a‘w 5€ ,\ one is the worst of any of them, dragging this place down.
o 3“*
f @‘ﬂ & . o \oehind @oy
: @ Stranger: You mean they’re not from here? « Loty

Historian: I should hope that one isn’t. I don’t claim to know everyone in this town, but I know
. . . Wis
- most, and I think I would know if a person -such as that came ffom our own Elysian. I hear.d je gaz?:‘;’z’?“mn
.‘%&(@ some say her father was a drunk or something. But I was worried when I saw you two talking,
i you know they say that one is crazy. She’s been tellmg lies to the first oneﬁm& out on the

S e Sees
street.

Stranger: About what?

‘\&'\& Historian: Oh the worst, the most horrible things. That their mother died and they think you
ﬂﬁ;&: S know why, or that they know something about you. Something awful /What did they say to you?

L } \“‘———’—W—/
%cﬁ‘*’ Nesy but alse

concerned
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Stranger: Nothing. Nothmg[[Have you ever heard of someone who disappeared from here,
| maybe a year ago?

Historian: What no. Or— Yes, yes, I did, now that you mention it. Some young person. I don't
) know the young people of this town so well, what’s left of them. It was this time of year, last. I
_“if\i;&g remember visiting my sister for her birthday, a couple days from now, and she mentioned it. Yes.
§: ‘a\e"‘“a Why?, < Bk o obKing @ Go
Stranger: No reason. I only heard of it. If you didn't know them, how are you so sure of that

f Lcreature,being a liar?
'tgfank\g, 4o catl her that

Historian: I notice people like them. I’ve seen her before up and down these streets. Everyone e few ds
,,

has. We’ve all heard the stories- whatever you do, you must not speak to them. nMy child, you 5“’6%,,?”“

really don’t look well. What is it? I have heard of such things?

o i v, ey

) ¥ posh @
) i @ |¥posh &
(Townsperson leaves the shop, grasps the stranger by their hands) 1 *\ ﬁf; & I

| take e place
N ) Yrievt

Townsperson: I know.you’re not a dream now. You’re real. I’ll tell you all about yourself. Do

you remember anything else?
ONE *Wth she just gosheé ey
TWO: This perﬁnﬂ s ae,rous

Historian (mouth agape): Get away, you!
T'Movir\s towsards to force her away

Stranger: I almost think I remember something else. But I will.
Txr B gets to you, wave or brush her off

Townsperson: You’re twenty four years old. Your birthday is December 2nd. You’ve only cried
three times in your life. Come back with me. o First-twe o lef

e do spoten Welenie,”

/(/2 “”ﬂ@,ﬂ’&l&gf r»zéi) : L
Stranger leaves with Townsperson stage left leaving Historian shocked Theet back. ot (@( 2l Lihol

Maggie puts arm sround
Gu and leads him offstage.
Historian turas rapidly to watch
thent walk off. Lights down after
they leave wi @ still “frozen onstage.
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