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Cast of Characters

KYLE-Homeless man late 30’s/early 40’s withdrawn, timid and shell-shocked prone to sudden fits of anger.
NATASHA-A woman. Any ethnicity. She should be facile with languages.
NEWSPAPER DOLL-This character may show up as any combination of the following: A stick figure made of rolled up newspapers and/or a full size figure of a child dressed in a newspaper costume looking like a larger version of the stick figure and/or lastly as only a small section (leg) of a giant doll. Voice should be young and easily recognizable. Could also be played by a puppet. I envision an age of about 8. (Referred to as ‘he’ and ‘his’ in script but could be a female.)
NAPOLEON BONAPARTE-Male or female (Referred as ‘he’ and ‘his’ in script) is OZ. Dressed in traditional Napoleon garb.
RADIO VOICES-Can be done by off-stage actors.

The languages are not yet translated so you will read them in English. Having the audience understanding these languages is unimportant. The songs will be traditional folk songs from the appropriate countries and have not yet been chosen. When Napoleon speaks he does so in Pantoum* style of poetry.
This is an indication of a cityscape in the lower sides. It is a bit dark, heavy and as if there is a perpetual smog. Objects lose their edges in this world. Things brighten as the play goes on but it never gets quite vivid. Some will think that this play takes place exclusively in Kyle’s mind. Others will think it moves back and forth from lucid reality to the not so grounded nightmare. Others will just see a scathing treatise on our system that handedly brushes off the souls of the disenfranchised. I think it may be all of these but we should never get very far away from the internal cranium gears of our protagonist.

There is also a question of who exists and who is fabricated in this play. And who’s illusion (delusion) is it... Kyle’s, Napoleon’s, mine? I see Kyle on stage the whole time. He may move off to the periphery but would still have some presence. Others may come and go but should stay as much as possible.


Newspaper Doll Story

Kyle is a Gulf War veteran who has been homeless since 1992 shortly after his “honorable discharge” from the Army. He was married to Elaine before being sent to the Gulf. His discharge was due to his actions after the Battle of 73 Easting where he saw his friend (Jimmy?) killed in action. Kyle snapped and was charged with shooting an unarmed Arab woman (Kuwaiti?). Rather than try him for that offense, the military swept it under the rug and discharged him. When he returned he found his wife (and his child?) gone. He had always been a bit difficult for Elaine to handle because of his volatile behavior due to his undiagnosed bipolar personality.

Kyle has been wandering the streets for 5 years. Today is February 26th, the anniversary of his friend’s (Jimmy) death, his son’s (Jimmy) birthday and the date of the Battle of 73 Easting. It is also the day Napoleon Bonaparte mustered up an army and escaped from Elba to retaking his place in France. Hence, Napoleon is sent back as a guide with Natasha in tow to move Kyle into reclaiming his connection with humanity. To this end, Napoleon fashions an additional assistant out of newspaper he procures from Kyle’s meager possessions.

Newspaper Doll takes on more life from a silent stick figure to Kyle’s smart-mouthed ward. It seems that Natasha has her own demons to slay. Brought to this place, she finds Newspaper Doll a relentless guide bringing her face to face with her own unfinished business. She is haunted by an abortion she had while a teen and by the images of what that child would be like now. Is that child Jimmy or Newspaper Doll or none of the above? At any rate, Newspaper Doll takes on that role to facilitate that healing.

As the story progresses, Kyle moves from talking to an imaginary buddy, to buddying up with Newspaper Doll to reaching out to comfort Natasha. Natasha moves from a pawn in the game of Kyle’s reconciliation to realizing that her own life is left unfinished by the ghosts of her past. Newspaper Doll, frustrated with the whole deal bounces back and forth unwittingly provided the needed catalyst.

SCENE

UNCLE SAM
(Lights come up and we find KYLE standing alone. He is dressed in very worn out army fatigues and he begins speaking to an imaginary friend.)

KYLE

I told you... you gotta be careful. You can’t be sure what might drop out of the sky. No tellin’... I’ve seen it. I’ve been there. Right now it’s you and me. Pay attention... I’ll show you the ropes or you’ll get sick... then I ain’t takin’ care of you no more. You get sick... you on your own. No Uncle Sam.

(Sky begins to shift to red.)

No Uncle. Sam is DOA. Take it from me. I haven’t seen him in years. Ain’t coming round to help you, no how. It’s those other bastards you got to watch... all colorful with their chemical gifts. Send you in there with you not knowing which way is out... feed you confusing crap. And they kill your friends and try to kill you. And when you get back, you don’t get no thanks. Bastards got you submittin’ to some nonsense, some crazy shit head shrinkers. No idea. They got their heads up their asses. Not the sharpest pencils on the desk and they’re trying to turn me inside out... with them colors.

(A plane is heard in the distance. KYLE looks up.)

Shhhh. Quiet now. Uncle’s playing Santa Claus. Don’t tell them a thing. Don’t believe them, Jimmy... they lie. I’ll be back to fight for you.

(Kyle is stopped. During the following objects come onto stage as if they are alive and are building the Kyle’s interior life. The sky changes color as Kyle’s sensitivity changes. There are very loud city noises from off. A street trash can rolls in from off stage. A park bench glides in. A shopping cart full of belongings rolls on. On top of it is a cardboard sign that reads “Anything will help, even a smile God Bless”. Kyle doesn’t seem to notice the grand master altering his environment. But he hears a flock of pigeons and watches the sky as shadows pass over his face. The flock lands in front of him and we hear their cooing. KYLE runs to his shopping cart and pulls out a piece of bread of an old cookie wrapped in newspaper. He crumbles it while weaving about the stage following the pigeons trying to entice them to accept his crumbs. The city noises transition to the loud roar of a Blackhawk Helicopter and a bald eagle lands on the edge of the trash can. KYLE ducks for cover and watches the spooked pigeons fly away. KYLE cowers and then slowly regains his composure as the helicopter sound recedes. He notices something in the newspaper and finds a pencil.)
Scene

Crossword

Kyle

“A French island of detention.” Twenty four down. Four letters. Home. H-O... Here. H-E...
(Reads.)

“Battle of Gulf War.” Seventy three across. Eight letters. W-A-T-E-R-L-O-O. “Highway of...” I know this one. D-E-A-T-H. Battle of Gulf War. Eight letters. W-A-T-

napoleon
(From off.)

W

Kyle

W-A-

(Pause.)

W-

(Pause.)

Twenty four down. Detention.

(To NEWSPAPER DOLL.)

I could us some help here. Twenty four down. An island.

(Counting on his fingers.)

D-E-A-T-H. D-E-A-T-. Highway of... on the island. In the Battle of seventy-three... seventy-three... seventy-three. Highway. The island. Twenty-four across. No down. Twenty-four, the highway. W-A-T-E-R-R-R-R-R. God damn it, I’m thinking here. Can you just let me think. Think. Think hard.

Napoleon

E-L...

kyle
Battle of Elba. E-A-S-T-I-N-G-S. Death. Death and more death. They wanted us to be okay. Shit, more than okay. A lot more. Like really okay. Where death had no escape. Like we didn’t care. I cared, God damn it. Jimmy T.

(Looking up.)

Quiet. They’re coming again. Shhhh.

(Pause.)

Hell. Sixteen down. Sixteen down, damn it. “Nickname La... La... La...

Napoleon

Petit

Kyle

Down, down, down. Fifty-four. “Breakout”. E-E-E-E-

Napoleon

E-L-B-A

kyle

Shhhhhh. Forty-six down.

(KYLE in frustration crumples the newspaper and throws it down. A magical moment as NAPOLEON, dressed in his uniform, comes out of the shadows. He holds up an old tattered suitcase and lets it drop to the ground.)
kyle

I told you.

Scene

escorted angel

(NAPOLEON stands the trash can up. He holds up his hand and a number of items drop from the sky into the trash can. He gestures to off-stage and NATASHA enters. She too is a homeless person dressed in plain colored dirty clothes. NAPOLEON pulls a young girl’s party dress from the trash can. He holds it up against Natasha, considers it a moment and then returns it to the trash can. He picks up the crumpled newspaper that KYLE had discarded. NATASHA moves to the trash can.)

napoleon

Discard boudoir

Party dress

Doesn’t fit

Is there more

 (NATASHA pulls out a hospital gown.)

Party dress

Hospital gown

Is there more

Memories before

(NATASHA pulls out a Vietnamese peasant farmer hat.)

Hospital gown

Trash can

Memories before

Doesn’t fit

(NATASHA continues to route through the trash spilling much of the contents including many sections of newspaper onto the ground. She holds up a royal dress fit for a queen... Josephine’s dress. NAPOLEON gets up and takes it from NATASHA. NAPOLEON speaks to the dress.)

napoleon

Just remember, my dear

I’m returning home

You can look for me

On the fiery path from Elba seen
I’m returning home

To your arms and scent

On the fiery path sweetheart seen
From your boudoir window

To your arms and scent

You are aroused
From your boudoir window

Skip your bath this week

(Natasha spies the shopping cart and goes to it and pulls out a large peace of red fabric holds it up for approval.)

I am aroused

Just remember, my dear

Please don’t bathe
And look for me.

(Natasha opens the tatter suitcase and puts the red fabric in and closes it. Lights fade out. Not sure if Natasha does this now or puts the burka in her suitcase for later or puts it back in the trash can to retrieve it later after agreeing to take on the assigned task from Napoleon.)

Scene

Cigarette compassion

(Quite a while goes by before in the darkness a match is struck and we can make out KYLE lighting a cigarette. Match out. Another match is struck and we see NATASHA lighting a cigarette. Match out. Lights come up slowly but quite dim and we see KYLE sitting on the steps of a clean government or office building one of his hands is covering his mouth with the cigarette poking out between his first and second fingers. NATASHA is mirroring how KYLE is smoking his cigarette. They both draw on the cigarettes and exhale the smoke. We hear the sounds of honking horns, jack hammers, church bells that transition to the roar of a large plane flying overhead. The sky changes colors and then the chatter of Arabic in the background.)

Voices (off stage)
(In Arabic.)

It is fifty cents. Be careful. The planes will be coming back. Quiet. The soldiers are here. Maybe we should just stay in our homes till they leave. It is not safe anywhere. We must be careful. We must eat. We need to eat and live. We need to live.

(The lights fade out on NATASHA. She draws on her cigarette one more time before black out.)
SCENE

creating newspaper doll
(Lights up, a car alarm is heard and then Arabic singing. KYLE ducks for cover. The alarm turns off and KYLE comes out from hiding talking to his imaginary friend again.)

KYLE
You stay away... don’t you come near me... you keep your ass over there. I beat your mutherfuckin’ ass. Mister Hollywood. You turn that off...
(The song gets a little louder.)

Turn that thing off. You’re botherin’ people... people. Turn it off. They don’t allow no disturbances here. This is Philadelphia. Home of the brave. No disturbances... in Philadelphia... don’t want to hear it... peace and quiet... peace and quiet. We make peace and quiet.
(The beeping of a truck backing up and Kyle ducks.)

Damn, that noise. Damn, that noise. Turn it off. I’ll come over there and beat your fucking ass.

(KYLE starts picking up the newspapers. He picks up a spent cigarette butt and puts it in his mouth.)

Look at the mess you make. What a mess, I can’t live like this no longer. Messin’ up my place. Damn, you smoking in here? Look at this mess. No respect.

(To NAPOLEON humbly and subordinate. NAPOLEON ignores KYLE. The singing from off gets louder.)

Hey, mister you think you could spare some change?  God bless you. I got my rights, you know. I can exercise my rights. I vote, you know. I vote. I vote. I live here. You know who I am? You listening to me? I’m Thomas Jefferson... Benjamin Franklin... I got more important things to do. I got important... you can go to hell.

(The singing gets louder again.)

Stay over there and turn that off. Go ahead. You listen to me. Your mother tell you to act that way?
NAPOLEON
Can you hand me the sports section?
(Pause)
Sports.

(Hesitantly, KYLE hands NAPOLEON the section he has in his hand.)

Napoleon

Classifieds...

(NAPOLEON begins forming something from the newspaper. He points again to the newspaper section KYLE is holding.)

NAPOLEON

...World News.
(KYLE hands the section to NAPOLEON. NAPOLEON continues to fashion a doll out of the newspaper.)

KYLE

It hardly seems fair.
napoleon

Metro.

(KYLE hands him what is in his hand.)

kyle

It seems that you’ve taken most of what I have.

It hardly seems fair.

NAPOLEON
Seems square to me.

It was thrown away.
To me it seems that I’ve taken what you don’t have.
Kyle

Well, hell, it’s mine.

It wasn’t thrown away.

napoleon

We’re talking trash.

Well, hell...

(NAPOLEON holds up NEWSPAPER DOLL.)

Kyle


...it’s mine.
What’s that? Not trash?
NAPOLEON
Talking rubbish.

(KYLE lunges for NEWSPAPER DOLL but NAPOLEON pulls it away.)

napoleon

But you never cared before.

(Pointing at NEWSPAPER DOLL.)

What’s this?

Kyle
(Holding his ears.)

God damn you. Turn that thing off.

NAPOLEON
But you never cared before.

Kyle

Give it to me.

(NAPOLEON holds up Newspaper doll, laughs teasing Kyle. Kyle retreats to the edge of the stage. Natasha enters carrying her suitcase. She is dressed again in her homeless clothes.)
scene
Who is Natasha
Napoleon
It makes going forward laughable.

Laughable, laughable.

Natasha


...Oh, please.

Napoleon

There is a good reason to revisit it.

My sweet regretter.

Laugh, laugh you’re able.

No one better than a regretter denied.

My sweet rememberer.

Natasha

Don’t know why I got to be the one
Napoleon

No one better than a regetter denied.

No other. No one. You’re the one.

Natasha

But why I got to be the one?

Would be plenty to do this... and better.
Napoleon

No other. You’re better. You’re the one.

This makes going forward possible.

Natasha

Should be many to do this and faster.

Napoleon

The point is...

(Napoleon throws newspaper doll on the ground toward Natasha.)

Natasha


...yes, what’s the point?

Napoleon

It makes going forward laughable.

(napoleon kicks newspaper doll in her direction.)

Natasha

Will you stop that.

The point is...

Napoleon


... exactly the point.

(napoleon kicks newspaper doll in her direction again.)

Natasha

For God’s sake.

Please stop that.

Napoleon

What were you going to name him?

Natasha


...him?

Jesus, Mary and Joseph.

I’m over it.

Napoleon

What were you going to name it?

Kevin, Tyler, James... was it James?

Natasha

I’m telling you I’m over it. Over it. Over it.

James?

Napoleon

Was it James?

Sure.

Natasha

James?

Napoleon

James.

Natasha

Sure.

A boy?

Napoleon

James.

Natasha

A boy.

(Natasha begins to rummage through her suitcase then looks toward KYLE who quickly turns away. Napoleon laughs.)

napoleon

A toy.

Natasha

Okay, this once.

Napoleon

...Go on.

Natasha

James?

(The sound of Blackhawk Helicopters in the distance.)
Napoleon

Good. Go for it.

Natasha

Okay this one...

(Napoleon exits with Newspaper doll. NATASHA goes into her suitcase, produces the red burka and puts it on. She then speaks in Arabic)

Natasha

(In Arabic.)

Allah protect us. They are coming. Allah protect us.

(KYLE clears his throat loudly and quickly turns away. NATASHA pays him no mind. The sounds of the helicopters gets louder.)

NATASHA

(In Arabic.)

The rape and murder of our people. Our men are not safe. Our sons are not safe.

(KYLE finds a hub cap in his cart and drops it on the ground. Startled, NATASHA turns toward KYLE, who is trying to take cover under his cart, and she begins screaming in broken English.)

NATASHA

Get down. Stay down. Fuck for you soldier. Fuck you, soldier. Buy me food. Can’t you just leave us alone.

(The helicopter sounds get louder and we hear city church bells. KYLE covers his ears and starts humming to himself. NATASHA calms down and the sounds fade. KYLE eases his hands off his ears making sure the coast is clear.)
NATASHA

(Singing in Arabic.)

TBW

SCENE

NEWSPAPER DOLL IS INTRODUCED

(NEWSPAPER DOLL falls out of the sky next to Kyle. KYLE moves closer to examine him.)

kyle

Hey...


(Pause)

Hey...

(Pause)

You okay

(He kicks NEWSPAPER DOLL gently with the toe of his shoe.)

You alright?

(KYLE moves away as if to leave.)

You know you ought not just lay there like that. Something might happen. Bad things happen around here, you know. Can’t be too careful... street cleaner come by. Not a good idea. You small and all. You just small. Not like tiny but small enough so that the big truck... You know?

(Pause.)

Peace and quiet.

(Then he digs some change out of his pocket.)

Hey, you hungry. I got me enough for a hot dog. Almost.
(KYLE props NEWSPAPER DOLL up.)

It looks like you may need some help there. I got a dollar and sixteen cents. We could share a hot dog if we go down to the doggie cart at Seventh... the guy there will do us a hot dog for that. Bet we could panhandle enough for a soda too. Share a soda too.
(KYLE carefully places NEWSPAPER DOLL into his cart. A bunch of stuff falls out and KYLE picks all the stuff up. He stops to look at a tattered picture.)
Shhh. You don’t make any noise and you can stay in my cart, you know... till I get us a place. 

(Quietly)

I got this here. Here. See this? Looks just like me. Wouldn’t you say? Spittin’ image. Jimmy. Spittin’ image. You can’t be too careful. Well, he don’t look like this, I’m sure. I mean now. Been... a while. Been... a while.
Ten, Thirteen years. Miss Jimmy bad sometimes. Mother weren’t worth shit. Hell. Thirteen years. He was five... five. Makes him older... eighteen maybe. Eighteen. Jimmy. Something, uh? But you can’t be too careful. You gotta watch out for yourself and what’s yours. See that?

(Indicating a ripped off corner.)

Took his eye right out one day. Wounded in battle. It was all nice in a frame on my dresser and the next thing it be like this. The bastards do anything to upset me but here... I got ‘em fooled. I slip it in here and they never find it. I can outfox the fox.

(As KYLE starts to push the cart off, he pulls from it a dirty old shirt.)

This shirt. Wow. I’ve got to tell you... I got this shirt from my mother... before Kuwait. I love this shirt. That’s why I keep it clean... as best I can.
(KYLE starts to exit and NEWSPAPER DOLL flips out of the cart into the air and onto the street.)

KYLE

I told you... you gotta be careful. Right now it’s you and me. Pay attention... I’ll show you the ropes but don’t get sick. Sorry kid, you get sick you on your own. No Uncle Sam. Take it from me. He ain’t coming round to help you. It’s those other bastards you got to watch. They kill your friends and try to kill you. And there ain’t no thanks. Bastards. 

(Church bells are heard.)

Shhhh. Quiet now. God is spying on us.
(NATASHA moves toward KYLE. Kyle tries to retrieve NEWSPAPER DOLL but NATASHA is too close so he retreats.)

kyle

Don’t tell them a thing. Don’t believe her, Jimmy... she lies. I’ll be back to fight for you.

(Kyle watches.)

SCENE

NEWSPAPER DOLL GETS A VOICE

(NATASHA stands newspaper doll up and sits with him. She sheds the burka and dresses in an American style casual dress.)

Natasha

(In a mix of Arabic, English and something unidentifiable.)
My baby. My baby. What have they done with my baby.

Newspaper doll
I know you.

(Pause)

Nattie girl. You the bastard? I’ve been warned about the bastards. Cat got your tongue. You the bastards?
Natasha

James?

newspaper doll

What’d you come back for, anyway?

Natasha

You’re not James. 
Newspaper doll

Want me to throw myself in front of a street cleaner.

(NATASHA frantically sings a song in Arabic louder and louder.)

newspaper doll

You the bastards. Stop it. I’ll go away.

natasha


(NATASHA wails in Arabic.)

All powerful, Allah. Stop this pain. Hold me. Grant me passage.
NEWSPAPER DOLL

Stop that. Stop it.

(NATASHA rummages through her suitcase and finds a shopping bag. She begins to put some of her stuff in the bag. The wind is blowing.)
newspaper doll
I’m like a dream drifting around out here.
kyle

(softly)

Yeah.

Newspaper doll

I feel so small. All the time I feel small, alone and scared.

kyle

(softly)

Yeah.
(NATASHA takes out a children’s book and reads in Arabic.)

Natasha

(In Arabic.)

Newspaper baby

It’s said is read

Open in sudden

Disbelief

By bastards present

In shame; in pain

Thumping and bumping

In grief
newspaper doll

It’s those bastards you gotta watch out for.
Kyle

(softly)

That’s right the bastards.

Newspaper doll

They’re in your dream. A very scary and harried dream like dream. Seems with very, very dreamy like dreams. Who are trying to watch out for what kills you. Danger.

(NATASHA lulls Newspaper doll to sleep.)

Natasha

Rest my darling.

(Yelling to off stage.)

I don’t like this.
(Natasha puts the book into the shopping bag. Taking the suitcase she exits.)

KYLE

Danger.

(Helicopter sounds rise up.)

NEWSPAPER DOLL

The birds up and in their groves all had the hargroves and mangroves and tropical salad.
KYLE

Danger.
NEWSPAPER DOLL

I see them and feel them. All winged warnings are...
KYLE AND NEWSPAPER DOLL

Shadows in the sky. 

KYLE

They warned me over and over. They warn me because they want to control me... I’m too smart for that... yes sir, I’m too damn smart... way too smart. They enchant you with their words, their fancy speaking. Don’t trust them founding fathers. They’re operating on a different wave length... different. You gotta keep running. I’m running and running and running. But the bastards never give up.

(To off stage.)

God damn you, leave me alone.

(KYLE sniffs the air.)

My wife’s not here.


(KYLE sniffs the air again.)

I haven’t smelled my wife for such a long time. Jimmy is gone... gone, gone because I no longer know where to look. My real son, the one I was responsible for before I went off. I went off... went off. The fires burn around me. These are not the places to go. Avoid them. I choose not going there.

(Pause)
I’m finished here. All done.

(Loud club music comes up. Then to Newspaper Doll.)

kyle
Shhhhh.

Scene

devil’s club
(A sign flickers on in the background that says “LIVE NUDE GIRLS ON STAGE”. Kyle points at the sign. KYLE sees a passerby.)

kyle

(Timidly.)
Hey, miss could you spare some change so I can get me something to eat, please...

(Then in a normal voice.)

God bless you.


(He moves away but calls after the passer-by.)

The bastards will get you. You and your sorry bare titties. Just stay away from me. That’s all. You never did me no good anyhow.
(To NEWSPAPER DOLL.)

Now Shhhh. Stop your damn yelling.
(Responding to someone upstage.)
I AIN’T BOTHERING NOBODY. I HAVE A RIGHT TO BE HERE.

(To NEWSPAPER DOLL.)

It’s the Devil.


(Then upstage.)

KISS MY ASS.
(To NEWSPAPER DOLL.)
I’ll take care of you. You go up against the devil. I’ll protect you.


(Lecturing)

Back when Columbus landed he was working for the devil. The damn settlers wandered the streets preying on little boy and girls, killing the innocents. But I know this. They might have fooled this country but they don’t fool me. So, they’re after me. Chase me all over Market Street. They got their banks. Got the police helping them. I play like I‘m sleeping down the alleys. I teach you, Jimmy. Give me your hand so you don’t turn out like some tribe I can’t tell you about.
(Puts his hand out for Newspaper Doll and points toward the sign.)

I can protect you. You know who’s in there? Columbus. Danger. I know. I’ve been in there. I’ve been. You can come with me. We can face him eye to eye if you’re brave. I’ll show you. In there is where you find freedom and peace of mind.

(Pause)

That’s why we gotta sneak in.

(We hear a crowd of Arabs speaking then loud techno music. Strobe lights start and Kyle points out things to newspaper doll but we cannot hear him. There is a pole for pole dancing upstage. Natasha is standing nearby. NAPOLEON enters and whispers something to Natasha then he sits down to watch. Natasha does not move. The music continues. NAPOLEON gets up and whispers in Natasha‘s ear again then returns to his seat. Natasha removes her clothes and, left only in a G-string, uninspired dances at the pole. Suddenly the music stops and Natasha freezes.)

NAPOLEON
(Clapping)

Bravo. Bravo. Good work. Damn fine job, my dear.

kyle

(To Newspaper Doll. Holding his chest, Kyle begins to cry and wail.)

You see that? That, that’s what I’m talking about.

(To Natasha.)

GOD DAMN WHORE. YOU LEAVE ME ALONE.
(The music comes up again and NATASHA continues to dance.)

I CAN SEE THROUGH YOUR DIRTY PANTIES.
Napoleon

You see that...
Kyle


...that... that... that’s what I’m raving about.

You think I’m stupid? Some turnip in the street?

(Music and NATASHA freeze. kyle approaches Natasha. She doesn’t move.)

I can see through you? Nasty
NAPOLEON
(To Natasha.)

Well, I think you did a fine job.
Kyle

You think I’m stupid. I’m no turnip... no beet.
napoleon

It’s why you’re here, after all.

I think you did a damn fine...

Kyle

You think I don’t know what you’re up to? BULLSHIT. BULLSHIT.

Napoleon

It’s why you’re here.

I particularly liked that part where you jilted him.

Kyle

You think I...

Napoleon


...you don’t know

Kyle



... don’t know what you do.

...BULLSHIT. BULLSHIT.

Leave me high and dry, talking other languages.
Napoleon

Particularly liked that part where you stilted him.

(NAPOLEON gets down on his knees to read newspaper doll’s leg.)

kyle

(To newspaper doll.)

You thought I was kidding about this place.

Leaves you high and dry. They’re stalking other passages.
NAPOLEON
(Reading Newspaper doll’s leg.)

Divorced man seeks any woman...


(Eyeing KYLE.)


...Any woman?

(Then back to reading)



...for long-term relationship.

(Music begins again. Natasha unfreezes and dances toward kyle.)

kyle
I’m not kidding about this space.

Generally makes me...

Napoleon


...makes him feel alone in a crowd.
(Reading again.)

Any woman looking for divorced man looking for any woman.

Kyle

Generally makes me feel like a cloud.

On the street.

Do I like this feeling?

In a crowd.

Napoleon


...Cloud.

Kyle

On the street.

Napoleon

On the street

Kyle

In a cloud... crowd.

Like a beet.

NAPOLEON
More. More.

(NAPOLEON throws a handful of confetti into the air and exits. The music stops. Natasha puts on the red burka.)

SCENE

Cell Phone
(Confetti fills the air. KYLE looks into the shopping back that NATASHA left for NEWSPAPER DOLL. He finds a cell phone and holds it away from his face and speaks at it.)
KYLE

The bastards. They’re all bastards. Damn mess. What a mess. Stop the bastards. Hello.

NATASHA

Hello, soldier.
KYLE

You stay over there. You stay... turn that thing down.

NATASHA

You can’t stay like this.

KYLE

(He brandishes the cell phone.)

Stay over there. I know people. You better get back. I’m calling.

(NATASHA starts to hum the Arabic song.)

KYLE

Stay back. I got this... this...

NATASHA

Phone.


(NATASHA goes back to singing.)

KYLE

...phone. I’m dialing if you don’t be quiet.

NATASHA

It doesn’t do any good, honey. They don’t listen. You can’t stay here.

KYLE

What a mess. I’ll dial this... this...
Natasha

Phone.

(NATASHA steps into the shadows.)

KYLE


(Attempting to dial the phone.)

You don’t know who you’re messin’ with.

Natasha

No one.

Kyle

I’ll show you.

NATASHA

You tell em.

(NATASHA continues humming. KYLE makes like the phone is a pistol.)

KYLE

And turn that thing off. I’m giving you fair warning. Stay over there. You stay over there. I’ll use this thing.

(He puts the phone to his temple as if he is going to shoot himself.)

Don’t mess with me. Don’t come near.

(NATASHA continues to hum.)

I’m warning you.

Voice on the phone

If you’d like to make a call please hang up and try your call again.

KYLE

Who’s this? Who is it?

Voice on the phone

No one listening.

Kyle

Leave me alone.
(KYLE tosses the phone at NATASHSA and then hides behind his shopping cart with NEWSPAPER DOLL sitting together behind the shopping cart. Black out. Lights up. KYLE has a paper container of soup and sits with NEWSPAPER DOLL. NEWSPAPER DOLL blows up. KYLE doesn’t notice. Black out.)

(A flash of red light. Lights up. A fresh NEWSPAPER DOLL sits beside KYLE. KYLE sees a passer-by and in a timid voice...)

KYLE

Mister could you... God Bless.

(NEWSPAPER DOLL blows up. KYLE doesn’t notice. Black out.)

(A flash of orange light. Lights up. A fresh NEWSPAPER DOLL sits beside KYLE. We hear one bell toll followed by a loud explosion then a flash of yellow light and a puff of smoke. Black out.)

(Lights come up slowly on NEWSPAPER DOLL. KYLE has retreated. NEWSPAPER DOLL starts to bleed. The whole stage slowly turns red. KYLE and NATASHA watch from a distance. I wonder if NAPOLEON should come in now for an exchange. Might be an interesting Pantoum with KYLE’s solicitations.)

NEWSPAPER DOLL

Ahhhh. Not again. No fair.

KYLE


(Sees a passer-by and in a timid voice.)

Excuse me could you just... God bless.

(Then another.)

Excuse me ma’am I just need... thank you.

newspaper doll

That’s what I feel like. I’ve been back and forth so many times and my cup is still empty.


(Pause)

Not that anyone cares. Raise your hand if you care.

Kyle


(Sees another passer-by and in a timid voice.)

Excuse me... God bless.

(KYLE puts his head in his hands.)

Newspaper doll

That’s what I thought. It’s not your fault.

Kyle

(Speaking to a passer-by in normal voice.)

Excuse me... God bless.

Newspaper doll

It’s Karma.

Kyle

Excuse... Thank you.

Newspaper doll

Fate.

Kyle

Excuse... God.

Newspaper doll

That’s all.

Scene

SHOOT THE MOTHERFUCKERS
(A drop of blood hits the stage and gazelles rise from the spot and dance about the stage. NATASHA grabs at the gazelles as they go by. KYLE jumps up.)

KYLE

GODDAMN IT, MAN. SHOOT THE MOTHERFUCKERS.

(Pause)

SHOOT THE MOTHERS.
(KYLE and NATASHA let out an earth shattering scream. NEWSPAPER DOLL blows up. KYLE rummages through the trash can.)

KYLE

Your time. It’s your time. Not my time. Your time. Hold it there, mister homeless-good-for-nothing rat man. Get out of that trash can, you towel-head killing bastard.

(A church bell sounds and KYLE ducks.)

KYLE

Please don’t do that to me... asshole. You soup-kitchen leech. You helpless life sucker.

(KYLE falls prostrate onto the stage. NEWSPAPER DOLL descends from the heavens as if Christ on a cross. The Hallelujah Chorus rises in the background. NATASHA enters wearing her burka and assumes a Virgin Mary pose. She looks at NEWSPAPER DOLL and lets out a blood curdling scream. KYLE screams. Blood pours out of NEWSPAPER DOLL’s side. The Hallelujah Chorus speeds up. Police flashing lights appear. KYLE grabs NEWSPAPER DOLL. NATASHA screams.)

NATASHA

NO... NO.
KYLE

Shut up.

(KYLE pulls out a quarter from his pocket and tosses it at NATASHA.)

NATASHA

NO, PLEASE.
(NEWSPAPER DOLL jumps from KYLE’s arms and approaches Natasha.)

NEWSPAPER DOLL

It’s okay, Nattie.

Natasha

(Crying.)

No, please.

NEWSPAPER DOLL

Listen to me. It’s what you wanted.

Natasha

(Crying.)

Don’t take my baby.

NEWSPAPER DOLL

There are no more lessons. We have learned them all.

Natasha

But my dreams.

(A puff of smoke. Natasha abruptly stops crying.)

NEWSPAPER DOLL

Everything is gone. I forgive you, mommy.

(NEWSPAPER DOLL hugs Natasha and kisses her then exits. Kyle unfreezes.)

KYLE

SHUT UP.
(KYLE points his finger like a pistol at NATASHA. A flash of blinding yellow light and NATASHA collapses. Black out. The sound of a baby crying.)

KYLE

JIMMY, JIMMY. PULL BACK. PULL BACK. IT’S DANGEROUS OUT THERE.
(The lights rise. NATASHA is gone. NEWSPAPER DOLL stands in the middle. We hear a loud explosion, a puff of smoke and red confetti shoots all over. A dismembered arm or leg falls on to the stage. NEWSPAPER DOLL blows up. Too much?)

kyle

Jimmy.

SCENE

WitHDRAWAL

(NAPOLEON enters carrying NEWSPAPER DOLL, who is looking pretty tattered from having all the explosions and having pieces ripped off him. NAPOLEON continues ripping piece of newspaper from NEWSPAPER DOLL’s body and reading them. NATASHA enters.)

NAPOLEON

“The Senator demands

immediate pull out.”

Newspaper doll

I’m sorry. Think of the carnage.

NAPOLEON
(Reading)

“The senator said 
it’s a surgical strike.” 
Immediate pull out

There needs to be
A surgical strike

A very slow pull out.
newspaper doll

Let us not die in vain.

NAPOLEON

There needs to be

Blah, blah, blah

Very, very slow.

Natasha

I’m sorry. No. Immediate withdrawal.

newspaper doll

This is chaos here. This is total chaos.

NAPOLEON
(Laughs)

Orderly like a flock of soldiers.
Natasha

Immediate.

Newspaper doll

Very slow.

NAPOLEON

Baa, baa, baa.

February twenty-six.

The orders shock the soldiers

I see smoke there.

Natasha

I love you.

Kyle

There’s smoke on the horizon.
(Sound of planes and gunfire. NAPOLEON goes to Kyle’s shopping cart and rips a page out of a journal that is there.)

NAPOLEON

"February twenty-six
Nineteen ninety one.
I see smoke on the horizon.
That means we killed somethin'.” Somethin’.
kyle

White One, he's all shook up.
NAPOLEON

Nineteen ninety one

“Time, four fifty-four.”

Newspaper doll

“Machine gun firing. Time is 5:10 pm...” 
(NAPOLEON points to kyle then to the paper and then to kyle as if asking him if he wrote it then continues to read.)

KYLE

This is chaos here. This is total chaos. And smoke.
NAPOLEON

That mean we hit somethin’. Hit somethin’.

“The biggest damned explosion.”

Four fifty-four p.m.

“It was just like somebody hit us with a sledgehammer."
The biggest damned explosion.

Kyle

The smoke is so thick we can hardly breathe.

newspaper doll

Chaos.

kyle

We got hit. We got hit. I think Jimmy's hit
Natasha

So, we are pulling out.

NAPOLEON

“Jimmy T is...”

Newspaper doll
Time about five forty-nine.
Kyle

Seventeen forty-nine.
NewSpaper doll

Stay here.

Natasha

Pull out.

Kyle

I want to go home.

NAPOLEON

“It was a sledgehammer."
"Can't let this ... can't let this affect us.”

Jimmy, Jimmy, Jimmy T.

“Or get us down at all. Or we're gonna die.”
Can’t let this affect us.

Jimmy wouldn’t want that.
We’re gonna die

Better guard your flank.
Natasha

Pull back.

Newspaper doll

Help, I’m Jimmy T.

Natasha

Bullshit. Shut up. You’re not Jimmy T.

Kyle

Jimmy. JIMMY. We lay down fire but we can’t see a thing. Boom. Hit. Hit and kill. We hit it.

NAPOLEON
What Jimmy would want...

“That's revenge for Jimmy."

Kyle

You sonuvabitching Iraqis. God, I hate them. We killed them, Jimmy.
Natasha

For God’s sake pull out.

NAPOLEON

Hit their flank.

“With their hands reaching for the sky. We...”

Kyle

Killed them... for you.

Napoleon
That’s revenge.

Newspaper doll

Liberators. Saviors.

(The sound of an explosion.)

Kyle

Jimmy.

NAPOLEON

The smoke is clearing.

With their hands reaching.

Kyle.

Oh, Jimmy.

Newspaper doll

Liberator.

Kyle

(Singing.)

“Happy birthday to you...”

Natasha

What a mess. Right into the womb of a patriot. Right on the belly of the beast.

NAPOLEON

The senator insists that
The smoke is clearing

Kyle

Stop.

(NAPOLEON holds out Newspaper doll to kyle. Kyle doesn’t take it.)

newspaper doll

(To NAPOLEON)

Well, I think we got it.

NAPOLEON

One last time.

(Newspaper Doll explodes. It begins to rain. Natasha disappears while NAPOLEON sits on the bench and claps his hands.)

NAPOLEON

The spectators say

What a performance. Wouldn’t you say?

(NAPOLEON pats the seat next to him on the bench. Kyle goes and sits there.)

NAPOLEON

One last time

When will they ever learn?

Kyle

I should have pulled out sooner.

NAPOLEON

What a performance

Oh, well.

(Natasha comes on with her tattered suitcase. KYLE gets up and moves away from the bench.)

scene

THEY ALL HAVE THEir PROBLEMS
(NATASHA enters dressed in her burka and sits with kyle and NEWSPAPER DOLL. NAPOLEON enters, walks around the group once, opens NATASHA’s suitcase. NATASHA removes her homeless garb from the suitcase and then finds a place outside of the group to sit and change clothes. KYLE is eating soup from a paper container. Helicopter sounds in the distance and the sky starts to change colors. KYLE indicates that they should all be quiet. The noise fades.)

kyle

Shhhh. They used to come by all the time... endless like.

newspaper doll

You alright, big guy?

kyle

I’ve been assigned this station.

Natasha

We’ve all been assigned this station.
Kyle

Ever think back... on time and think “What if I just went that way instead of this.” This is what I got. If I decided to be like that (points to audience) instead of... or back further, “What if I decided to stay home?” Wish I never seen Uncle Samuel’s desert. I think about that sometimes. I think about it. No sense. Makes me mad. Some kind of sickness. You’re sick. It’s contagious. You should stay home. It don’t make no sense. Shit. I’da stayed home and picked up some craziness... working in some dump... lining the pockets of some mahoff. Maybe they’d strap me down on some bed. Tie me up, leave me in some dark room and forget about me. Oh, boy, I dream about that sometimes. I really do. Scary dream...
(Lights dim and there is a flash of red light. White noise slowly rises in volume. NAPOLEON comes up behind KYLE and forcibly stands him up and holds his arms out like he was on a cross. NATASHA starts to insert tubes into every orifice. She is yelling at KYLE but we can’t hear her. People screaming mixes with the white sound. KYLE starts screaming.)

kyle

BASTARDS. BITCH. WHAT? WHAT ARE YOU SAYING? LIAR.

(NAPOLEON releases KYLE and everything goes silent. The lights come back up. KYLE stands exhausted and begins to remove the tubes attached to him. NAPOLEON rips a piece off of NEWSPAPER DOLL’s body and reads it.)

NAPOLEON
“Aliens kidnap
farmer
in Idaho.”
Who cares? Right?
kyle
Ever have a dream like that?

newspaper doll

Yeah.

Kyle

That’s why you’re with me, I guess.

Newspaper doll

Natasha has dreams like that...

NAPOLEON
(Reading off of NEWSPAPER DOLL’s head)

Former General says

for those

who care

The war is going better than planned.

Kyle

Now, every night I hear the helicopters come. They try to find me.

Newspaper doll

I know. You hide.

Kyle

You can’t be too careful.

Newspaper doll

I don’t want to be careful. I don’t want to hide. Is it so bad to be found?

(NAPOLEON rips another piece off of NEWSPAPER DOLL.)

newspaper doll

Hey.

Kyle

They’ll tie you down?

Newspaper doll

Maybe they won’t.

Kyle

Stick tubes in you.

Newspaper doll

Maybe it’s not such a bad thing... to be tied down.

NAPOLEON
(Reading)

“A new report released by the national Health Department says there have been twenty five thousand veterans exposed to a deadly...”
Kyle

I don’t want to be an experiment.

Natasha

Who’s not an experiment? Do you think you’re not an experiment?


(NATASHA picks up the soup and finishes it.)

I met the Pope... twice.

(Looking up at the sky.)

Look at that. It never stops.

Newspaper doll

But maybe they won’t.

Natasha

Swirling around this mess.

Kyle


(KYLE picks up his soup but it is empty.)

See that. You turn your back, set something down, take your eyes off it and like a raccoon they slink in and leave with a piece of you.

Newspaper doll

It was Natasha.

Kyle

I don’t care what you call it. All I know is I got to use all my energy to stand guard. You know how many valuable things I’ve lost?


(KYLE cries.)

Do you know how many memories they’ve switched around on me? I can’t even make sense of them anymore. Good ones. Bad ones. I don’t know if they are even mine.
(NAPOLEON put out his arms to mimic an airplane and makes the sound to go with it. Slowly the actual sound of a C130 comes up and takes over.)
Newspaper doll

Does it matter?

Kyle

It matters.

Natasha

I’m sorry. I drank your soup. I wasn’t even thinking. Here.

(NATASHA goes to her suitcase and takes out a bag of chips. She sets them beside kyle. Kyle does not look up.)

newspaper doll

Kyle.


(Pause)

Kyle, look. It’s not all bad, look.

(KYLE looks at the chips.)

kyle

This is what I’m talking about. I get so confused. I’m not sure if that’s mine. I never saw it before.

Newspaper doll

It’s a bag of chips.

Natasha

I know what you mean.

Kyle

It’s my mind.

Natasha

Having to deal with all those choices. Crazy. Sane. Army. Stay home. Abortion. A life full of responsibilities no matter what. Those responsibilities are the biggest any human being could bear. And each one lays another brick on the highway going to God-knows-where.

Newspaper doll

We are getting awfully philosophical over a swallow of soup.
Napoleon

(In a woman’s voice screaming.)

AHHHHH. PLEASE.

Kyle

Shhhh. There’s another one.


(Pause)

It happens even when I’m not asleep.

(Napoleon waves his arms and color lights move about the stage.)
Natasha

Daddy.

(In the background we hear a church choir that plays during the whole scene. The 23rd Psalm is being recited in a Latin mass. While Natasha recites smoke rises from a vent in the center of the stage floor. A green light focuses on the smoke and NEWSPAPER DOLL stands in the midst of it. A woman screams.)

natasha

The Lord is my shepherd; I shall not want.
He maketh me to lie down in green pastures.
He leadeth me beside the still waters.
He restoreth my soul.
Natasha

Excuse me.
NAPOLEON

(In a woman’s voice screaming.)

AHHHHH.

Natasha

Mother?
newspaper doll
(To NATASHA.)

Mommy.

(NEWSPAPER DOLL appears in the smoke.)

Natasha

Stop it. No. What do you want from me?

(A wire coat hanger falls from the sky.)

NAPOLEON

(In a woman’s voice screaming.)

AHHHHH.

Natasha

Daddy?
newspaper doll
What a team we make.
Napoleon

Ah, Natty.

Newspaper doll
We could have made a great team.

Natasha

The Lord is my shepherd...

newspaper doll
Given half a chance. God...
Natasha

I shall not want. He has to help me.

newspaper doll
Why have you forsaken me?
Natasha

Forgot all about me.

NAPOLEON

(In a woman’s voice screaming.)

AHHHHH.

Natasha

The Lord is my shepherd who has forsaken me. He has left me by myself in this stew to complete unfinished business.

newspaper doll
You have to bend with the wind, mommy. Go with the flow.
Natasha

Mommy?
(All sounds stop. Quiet.)

kyle

Be careful of the bastards.

(NATASHA puts on the red burka and turns her back to the audience. KYLE stands reviewing the mess.)

NATASHA

IT’S TIME.
(A loud explosion.)

kyle

(Covering his ears.)

La, la, la, la.
NEWSPAPER DOLL

Shit. Why’d you go and do that? He’s all calm and all. Might even had talked to you but, no. No way. You yell. Why?

NATASHA


(Her back still turned.)

I’ve got something to say. Well, it wouldn’t matter to you, now would it?

NEWSPAPER DOLL

I could pass it on. God only knows when he’ll be back.

(Pause)

Well?

(Pause)

NATASHA

The reason I’ve come here is...

(A bomb casing falls onto the stage. KYLE stares at the casing and takes his hands off his ears.)

NATASHA

Hey.

NEWSPAPER DOLL

Quick.

NATASHA

The reason I’ve...

(The sound of an explosion is heard. KYLE puts his hands over his ears.)

kyle

La, la, la, la.

NATASHA

(In a motherly voice.)

Kylie. You come back here right now.

Kyle

La, la, la, la

NEWSPAPER DOLL

Just you and me again.

(Pause)

Could be a while.

(Pause)

You know I don’t really care. You can keep it to yourself if you like.

NATASHA.

The assignment. It’s really for Kyle that I’ve come.

NEWSPAPER DOLL

Pray tell.

NATASHA

Oh, please.

(NATASHA turns. Her burka is open just enough to see that she is naked underneath. Blood is covering her face.)

The reason I’ve come here...

NAPOLEON

(In a woman’s voice screaming.)

AHHHHH.

(NAPOLEON laughs. Machine gun fire is heard.)

NATASHA

Oh, God.

(KYLE takes his hands off his ears.)
NATASHA

The reason...

NEWSPAPER DOLL

(To KYLE.)

Listen up, bird brain.

NATASHA

The reason for my coming here...

(Everything freezes for a moment. KYLE sees NATASHA’s bloody face. He screams, holds his ears while running around and finally collapses to sitting on the floor.)
NATASHA

...is to love you.

(All’s quiet. NATASHA disappears. There is the sound of Arab holy chanting.)

kyle

La, la, la, la.

Newspaper doll

Well, that was good.

Scene

KYLE shares coffee
(NEWSPAPER DOLL hands KYLE a paper cup with a lid. KYLE sloshes it around and looks in it. He sits hugging the cold coffee.)
KYLE
Cream and sugar, please. Cream and sugar, that would be nice.

(To no one.)

I’ll have a double grande decaf caramel mocha latte... with cream and sugar.

(To NEWSPAPER DOLL.)

Get out of my face. No, no. Now why the hell would you want to drink that shit anyway?

(To no one.)

Could you make it a double vente latte mocha iced.

(To NEWSPAPER DOLL.)

No. You have any idea what a thing like that costs? More than that... more than that... more... more. You got to be self-sufficient.

(To a passer-by in a very quiet voice.)

Excuse me, ma’am do you have some spare change for... thank you.

(Back to NEWSPAPER DOLL in normal tone.)

You got to make yourself useful. You can’t buy all this stuff with donations, you know.

(Mocking his own voice thinking it was NEWSPAPER DOLL.)

“Excuse me, mister, could you spare me a quarter. God Bless.” Okay, okay stop your whimpering.

(KYLE finds another old beat up paper cup, takes his shirt tail and wipes it out. He pours some of his coffee into the cup for NEWSPAPER DOLL.)

You know, I’ve got a mind to... to... to forget about you.

(Pause)

Oh, my. No, I’m not forgetting about you. I was just saying... you are a pain in the ass sometimes.

(KYLE puts NEWSPAPER DOLL on his knee like a small child.)

Feeling sorry for your damn self? I ain’t going nowhere without you and you’re safe with me. I’m just trying to tell you, that’s all.

(KYLE picks up NEWSPAPER DOLL’s cup, holds it near NEWSPAPER DOLL staring into the distance. We hear cat’s scream)

You see that tree there? I’ve been hanging near that tree pretty much since I got here. That bench, well... I’ve slept on that bench, more than a few times... slept soundly, too. You can join me next time if you want.

(Pause)

Now drink up.

(KYLE drinks NEWSPAPER DOLL’s coffee, puts NEWSPAPER DOLL down and goes to his cart.)

Scene

Who loves KYLE

(NAPOLEON enters, sits and puts a small red burka on NEWSPAPER DOLL. NATASHA sits with them.)

NAPOLEON
Quite good so far.

NATASHA

(To NEWSPAPER DOLL.)

Who are you, anyway.

NAPOLEON
A child.

(NAPOLEON reaches up and rips a piece off of NEWSPAPER DOLL’s body and reads.)

“A woman in California drowned her two children in the San Francisco Bay today.”

NATASHA

Not hardly.

NAPOLEON
Testy, aren’t you?

(NAPOLEON rips another piece from NEWSPAPER DOLL’s body.)

“Abortion is still a sin, Pope says.”

Natasha

Shut up.

NEWSPAPER DOLL

I’m his friend.

NATASHA

Jesus, Mary and Joseph, would you please shut up.
NAPOLEON
(To NEWSPAPER DOLL.)

Are you?

NEWSPAPER DOLL

I am.

NAPOLEON
(To NATASHA.)

Are you?

NEWSPAPER DOLL

I am his invisible friend.

NATASHA

Yes, this I can see.

(NAPOLEON rips another piece of NEWSPAPER DOLL.)

newspaper doll

Ouch.

NAPOLEON
“January 4, 1992: We are taking fire.” This could be a long excerpt from Stars and Stripes.
NEWSPAPER DOLL

I’m made up.

NAPOLEON
For who? Go ahead and ask him. For who?
NEWSPAPER DOLL

(To NATASHA.)

I love you.
NATASHA

You’re made up.

NEWSPAPER DOLL

No more than you. He doesn’t know either of us exists.
NATASHA

You are nothing. Trash.
NEWSPAPER DOLL

Ouch. I am the only thing he cares for... and about. You’ll see.

Natasha

Oh, please.

(To NAPOLEON and referring to NEWSPAPER DOLL.)

Why did you bring him here?

Newspaper doll

If it weren’t for me he would have surely tossed himself off some subway platform into some other oncoming future. You’re lucky that’s all I’ve got to say.

NATASHA

Deceptions and games.
NEWSPAPER DOLL

He doesn’t even talk to you.

NAPOLEON
Good point. He doesn’t.

(NAPOLEON reads NEWSPAPER DOLL’s arm.)

“Single male looking for a relaxing stroll through the city parks.”
(NAPOLEON looks at another place on NEWSPAPER DOLL.)

“EPA money to pay poor families to continue to use pesticides in their homes.”

NATASHA

With me he can feel my breath. He knows when he calms in the face of despair. I can kiss him from the stars and make it all better.

NEWSPAPER DOLL

Oh yeah? Have you seen the way he looks at me? 

(NAPOLEON reading another area of NEWSPAPER DOLL.)

NAPOLEON
“True believers will be lifted out of there clothes and transported to heaven.”

(NAPOLEON rips that piece off of NEWSPAPER DOLL, crumbles it up in a ball and tosses it to the side. He rolls out a large blueprint on the floor and gets down on all fours and points on the map.)

napoleon

Let’s see here. If my calculations are right, you should... be here.
(NATASHA and NEWSPAPER DOLL look over his shoulder interested for a moment.)

napoleon

But I’d say you really should not just wisk around the corners but actually fall down as if you’re doing evening prayers. Thank, God.

(NAPOLEON puts NATASHA in a praying position. NEWSPAPER DOLL blows up.)

NATASHA

Tell him to stop that.

NEWSPAPER DOLL (voice)

What’s the big fat problem, lady? Isn’t this what you want?
NATASHA

If you’d just stay that way.

NAPOLEON
We ought to clean this up.
Natasha

(To NEWSPAPER DOLL.)

I... I see you... you are in my dreams. You are.

Newspaper doll

What good does it do me... inside a head with sadness and guilt? I see a baby unborn wandering time trying to make just the right connection to pass into life. I see tears and wonder and doubt.

Natasha

Betrayal.

(Pause)
And betrayal?

Newspaper doll

And betrayal. If only you had seen that then... we could have both risen above the water line. You could have crucified your family instead of your peace of mind.

(Hallelujah chorus is heard and NATASHA stands as if hung on a cross.)

newspaper doll

Spare me the dramatics. No pass.

Scene

The women in KYLE’s life

(NATASHA approaches KYLE with her back to the audience.)

NATASHA

What do you think I’m doing here... anyway? You are such a selfish bastard.

KYLE

Elaine?

NATASHA

Forgiving. You could try forgiving. I’m trying that on for size. Far be it from me to suggest that you could actually muster up enough...

KYLE

Is that really you?
NATASHA

...compassion to forgive.

KYLE

I’m doing better. I’m okay now.
NATASHA

No, Kyle, you’re not okay. You never were okay. Okay has never been how it goes for you.

KYLE

I knew you’d come back.

NATASHA

And no one comes back.

KYLE

Turn so I can see you.

NATASHA

No.

KYLE

Elaine. You could turn and smile, kiss me and hold me in your arms.

NATASHA

Kyle, what do you think I’m doing here?

KYLE

I like your dress. I really do.

NATASHA

I’m not wearing a dress.
KYLE

I love the back of your head, Elaine.

NATASHA

(Looking into the sky.)

Do I have to drag him through every moment?

KYLE

Your hair. I always knew you’d return.

NATASHA

You’re wearing me down.

KYLE

I’d given up.

NATASHA

Every moment kicking and screaming.

(NATASHA throws her hand up and begins to move off. KYLE gets desperate.)

KYLE

No. Don’t leave me. Elaine, don’t leave.

NATASHA

Have you ever looked at me?
(She removes her burka and stands naked before him. KYLE falls on his knees weeping.)

Your precious Elaine ready to carry any burden you foist on her.

(In Arabic)
No seventy virgins for you pal.

(KYLE attempts to touch her and she moves away.)

NATASHA

The whole damn shooting match is right here. And there will be no more touching.

(NATASHA picks up her burka to exit.)

KYLE

Oh, God. God, no. For the love of God, no.

(As NATASHA exits she passes NAPOLEON as he enters.)

NATASHA

There is no purpose to this.

(NAPOLEON takes a porn magazine out of KYLE’s shopping cart and reads it.)

NAPOLEON
Likes hiking and intimate talks with strangers.
(NAPOLEON hands the magazine to KYLE and exits. kyle begins leafing through the magazine.)

kyle

Bitch.


(Pause)

Bitch.

(kyle begins to frantically turn the pages.)

kyle

Bitch, bitch, bitch bitch.

(kyle starts to rip out the pages. They scatter on the floor and he stomps around on them.

Kyle

Bitch, bitch, bitch, bitch, bitch.

(KYLE falls into a heap on top of the ripped pages. Blackout.)

Scene

Reconciliation of Natasha and her unborn child

(NATASHA appears dressed in homeless garb. The trash can lights up and we see the silhouette of NEWSPAPER DOLL.)

Natasha

He’s right, this is a mess.

Newspaper doll

Oh, Mom.

Natasha

Don’t call me that.

Newspaper doll

What should I call you?

Natasha

Nothing. Don’t call me... nothing.

Newspaper doll

Who am I then?
Natasha

Too much.

Newspaper doll

Tell me. I’d like to be more than this.

Natasha

Seeing what I see doesn’t make you more.

Newspaper doll

Yes it does. Tell me.

(Pause)

Natasha
Girl. Blonde. Gorgeous. Hazel eyes. Statuesque. Brilliant, loving. Intuitive... well read.
(The silhouette of NEWSPAPER DOLL emerges from the trash can.)

NEWSPAPER DOLL
I think it was my fault.

(Pause)
I think... it was my fault.

(Pause)

I said... I think...

Natasha

Okay, stop. Why’s it your fault?
NEWSPAPER DOLL
Would you have loved me though?

Natasha

Only for the last twenty-two years. And maybe if I had just allowed you to be I’d at least not have this life. A different one. I’m sorry.
(NEWSPAPER DOLL exits and KYLE enters.)

scene

Grief

KYLE

I didn’t mean it. It was survival...

NATASHA

Survival, of course.

KYLE

Survival, that’s the name of the game. Isn’t it? Kill or be killed.

NATASHA

Killed.

KYLE

The haves and the have nots.

NATASHA

The earth does not move for you, my sweet.

KYLE

Elaine.

NATASHA

We are not here to make you happy.

KYLE

It was kill or...

NATASHA

Shhhh. I know.

KYLE

Let me touch you. I knew you’d come back. That son of a bitch was no good for you.


(Pulls out a crumbled letter from safe keeping.)

I kept this so you can take it back.

(He puts the letter into NATASHA’s hand but it drops to the floor.)

You can take it back.

NATASHA

It was survival, of course.

KYLE

Please... take it back.

(He attempts to put the letter in NATASHA’s hand once more but it falls out.)

That guy... what’s his name? It is...
NATASHA

Kill or be killed.

KYLE

I’m sorry.

NATASHA

I know you are.

(KYLE puts some coins in a cup and rattles them.)

KYLE

Lady can you spare a penny.

(NATASHA pulls out a coin, walks across the stage and drops it into KYLE’s cup.)

KYLE

God bless you, Elaine.

NATASHA

Stop the killing.

(Sound of many cars honking.)

KYLE

But I’ll die.

(KYLE slumps beside his shopping cart.)

SCEne

NATASHA

You don’t have to go.

Napoleon

Petit

kyle 
Forty-six down. Four letters. “To be out of harms way”. H-E-L-P. Can you hear it? Never mind. Never mind. Forget it.

Napoleon

E-L-B-A

kyle

Shhhhhh. Forty-six down.

Natasha

S-A-F-E.

KYLE

(To NEWSPAPER DOLL)

I told you.

(Rising up.)

Back off, motherfuckers. Just back off. I’m in charge here. Run. Run the other way. Fuck. Fuck. Fuck you shitface, towel fucking head. Fuck you.

(Points the umbrella like a gun at NATASHA.)

The other way, God damn it.

(Makes like he is firing an automatic weapon.)

Don’t let the bastards get you.

(He fires and fires while the stage fills with smoke. He is left alone.)

Hello? Hello? Jimmy?

(Notices NEWSPAPER DOLL and picks him up and lays him gently in his cart.)

(Kyle pulls out an old broken umbrella and gets it to work somewhat. He has found the perfect gift and must hide it so it will be a surprise. He finds some newspaper in his cart and begins to wrap the umbrella while he hums “Happy Birthday”. As the scene progresses the song rises to a crescendo. Kyle stops his wrapping to look at the newspaper. He examines it for some times before rummaging through his belongings to find a pencil.)

Scene

Reconciliation of Natasha and Daydee

(Lights go low on stage. Yellow smoke rises from the grate in the floor center stage. The silhouette of DAYDEE in a wheelchair appears in the smoke.)

DAYDEE
Little girl, Nattie.

Natasha

Daydee.

(DAYDEE tickles her. They laugh.)

Natasha

Daydee, stop. Stop.

DAYDEE
Nattie.

Natasha

Can we talk instead?

(Pause)

I quit the order.

DAYDEE
You’re kidding.

Natasha

No, not kidding.

DAYDEE
Hey I never thought it was the greatest match to begin with.

Natasha

Yeah, I know.

DAYDEE
Look, I’m sorry.

Natasha

Yeah, well.

DAYDEE
So?
Natasha

Not a whole lot to say

DAYDEE
Well, let’s see. You were, what... twenty-five, I think? So, it was thirty-five years. Hell, even the Pope’s only got a little more seniority. Hey.

(DAYDEE holds out his fists. Natasha picks one and he opens the hand, she takes the piece of candy out and unwraps it.)

DAYDEE
You always get the candy.

Natasha

Yeah, that’s one thing that always worked for me.

DAYDEE
So, now you stop praying or what?

Natasha

Haven’t quite made up my mind. Seems that if I’m pissed off enough I’d throw the whole kit and caboodle out.

DAYDEE
But you haven’t?

Natasha

Not yet. They stopped me from running this abortion counseling service.

DAYDEE
Haven’t known you to be stopped by much.

Natasha

Shows how little you know... or how little I tell you. Life put up a great big hurdle my freshman year at college.

DAYDEE
You were driven, jumpin’ from engineering to psychology.


(He laughs.)

Hard to keep trackin’ you. Then of all things you join an order. Your mother cried for two weeks.

Natasha

She’d say, “You got to bend with the wind.”

DAYDEE
Some of your mother’s greatest sayings were just that. Sayings. Don’t go about trying to apply the suckers. Bring you more grief than rejoicing.

Natasha

I never told you enough. I was so busy being pissed off at you.

DAYDEE
You’re silly.
Natasha

No. really?

DAYDEE
Intuition, a family trait. I love you so much, Nattie. You are my girl.

Natasha

Oh, stop. Will you?

DAYDEE
Honest. I admit that most of the time I couldn’t get out of my own way and hated myself for not being saner for you. Even in the midst of my most compromising days I was fighting against my natural self because the love I had for you was the only constant I had. Hey.

(DAYDEE holds out his fists.)

Natasha

Daydee. You’re silly.

DAYDEE
Pick.

(Natasha picks and takes the candy.)

Natasha

I had an abortion.

DAYDEE
Freshman year.

Natasha

You knew?
DAYDEE
I knew something. I told your mother, “Nattie’s in trouble” but she never believed me. I didn’t know what to do about it so I called your roommate and told her I’d pay for anything you needed but told her to not let you know.

Natasha

I paid her back.

DAYDEE
Yeah, thanks. I got it. And now... the baby?

Natasha

Gone.

DAYDEE

(Shakes his head no.)

I’ve watched you trying to shake the little speck out of your head all your life. Suckers got a bigger hold on your mind than it ever did on your body.

Natasha

Forty-two years you’d think it would let go.
DAYDEE
When you were just tiny, you were like a crystal ball. I could look at you and see the woman you were growing up to be. Clear as could be... for me. No surprises. For you, that little speck is no different.

Natasha

Down to the color of the hair and eyes.


(DAYDEE holds out his fists again.)

Natasha

Daydee, at ten years old I knew you had candy in both hands.

DAYDEE
Pick the empty one then.

(Natasha points. DAYDEE opens his hand and it is empty.)

DAYDEE
Do you miss the candy?

Natasha

I miss your love.

DAYDEE
Now, that’s in both hands.
(DAYDEE disappears.) 

Scene

You’re not real
(KYLE produces a blanket from his cart and lies down with NEWSPAPER DOLL. NATASHA looks on.)
KYLE

I let you hang out... I ask you... who, what and why... like your fucking wife... and you don’t tell me a fucking thing... I figure you got your reasons. You do that to me. You don’t pay me no mind. You don’t listen... I need some of that... if you just listen to me. 
(Pause)

Hell, you’re not even warm.



(Begging.)

Touch me... go ahead, touch me... come on. See... see that, you can’t... see that? You just hang. Don’t do me no good. Can’t sing. Can’t make me feel any better. Can’t bring me back. Hell, I don’t want you. Get the hell out. I’m through with you. I’m not kidding. I can survive on my own. My own.



(KYLE turns away.)

Shhhh.



(Whispering.)

You’re not even real.

(He notices that he has upset NEWSPAPER DOLL.)

Sorry.

(Pause.)
No. No. I’m not listening to you no more. Now get some sleep.

(KYLE pulls the blanket over himself.)

Scene

NATASHA confronts KYLE with his sins

(NATASHA pulls NEWSPAPER DOLL out from under the blanket and a nudie calendar comes out with him. From her suitcase she produces a spoon and puts it in her mouth. KYLE is watching her agitated. NATASHA hums as she shows NEWSPAPER DOLL each picture.)

NATASHA

(NATASHA speaks with the spoon in her mouth and cannot be understood easily.)
March. Miss Harley Davidson Motorcycle.

(Notices KYLE watching.)

Wook...


(NATASHA removes the spoon from her mouth.)

At them tits.

(She turns to KYLE.)

Whadda you lookin’ at?

(KYLE turns away and directs his attention to his cart.)

NATASHA

Hey, what’s the matter? Yo.

(NATASHA approaches KYLE and as she tries to stand in front of him he moves so his back is to her.)

NATASHA

Hey, I’m talking to you.

(Points the calendar.)

This belong to you?
(KYLE shakes his head no.)

Is there something wrong here?

KYLE

Leave me alone.

NATASHA

You want to see these?

KYLE

Leave me alone.

NATASHA


(Holds up Miss March)

Is there something wrong here?

KYLE

No.

NATASHA

What?

KYLE

Yes.

NATASHA

Yes, what?

KYLE

I don’t know. Leave me alone. Can’t you see I’m busy?

NATASHA

(Holds up another picture.)

Look at this one.

KYLE.

Can’t. Busy.

NATASHA

Big melons on this one.

KYLE

I’m not interested.

NATASHA

Looked like you were interested.

KYLE

I’m not. I’m not. So you can just...

NATASHA

(NATASHA holds up another picture.)

Okay, then just look at this one. Come on. Pick up your head, man. Look.

(NATASHA opens her burka.)
KYLE

No... no...

NATASHA

Seen this before?

KYLE

Please.

NATASHA

Touch me.

KYLE

I’m sorry

NATASHA

Sorry?

KYLE

I’m sorry.

NATASHA

You’ve touched them before.

KYLE

I’m busy here.

NATASHA

You just reached out and did it before, right?

KYLE

No.

NATASHA

Right? Just took what you wanted.

KYLE

No.

NATASHA

No?

KYLE

I didn’t mean it.

NATASHA

Oh, what did you blame it on? The war?

KYLE

Leave me alone.

(KYLE is in tears. He yells over to NEWSPAPER DOLL.)

YOU SEE THAT. YOU CAN’T TRUST THEM.
(To NATASHA.)

I’m sorry.
NATASHA

(Calmly.)

It’s okay.

(Long pause and KYLE cries.)

You can go now.

(NATASHA picks up NEWSPAPER DOLL and holds him out.)

NATASHA

Don’t forget...

KYLE

You told him.

(KYLE takes NEWSPAPER DOLL and NATASHA exits.)

Scene
KYLE talks to NATASHA
(KYLE rummages through the trash can dropping trash on the sidewalk. He runs across a plastic bag, smells it and with no expression puts it back.)
KYLE
Christopher Columbus. I’m American. I am. I’m from here. I am.


(Speaking to NEWSPAPER DOLL.)

I’ll show you. You stay there. Believe you me. Finally time to clean this disgusting place.
(KYLE finds a broken vinyl record and puts a piece of it to his ear and we hear an angelic chorus (classical choir, maybe). KYLE responds by humming along with the singing as it fades out. He puts the record into his cart.)

I don’t need your damn handouts. I got all I need. And I can straighten out this mess too.
(He finds a McDonald’s bag and opens it to find some uneaten french fries. He tries them and then stuffs the bag in his already overloaded pockets. Then to NEWSPAPER DOLL.)
Glad to see you quiet today. Glad to see it.
He continues his search. He pulls from the trash can a menu from an upscale restaurant.)
You think you so high and mighty. Damn fat, that’s what you are. A fat cat.
(He opens the menu and reviews it.)

Now you let me alone here. I’ve got some work to do. I’ve got to select. Shhhhh.


(Beat)

Shhhh


(Beat)

I ain’t telling you again. This is the last meal I’m having with your crazy ass.
(KYLE formally as if to address the waiter.)

For my appetizer I’ll have...

(To NEWSPAPER DOLL.)

Hey. What did I tell you?
(NATASHA, dressed in her homeless garb, approaches the trash can. KYLE retreats to watch NATASHA rummage. She picks up the plastic bag and begins to open it.)
KYLE
Dog...

(To NEWSPAPER DOLL.)

Shhhh.

(NATASHA puts the plastic bag back in the trash can and continues to rummage.)

KYLE

(Timidly)

I’m Christopher Columbus.

NATASHA
(Natasha speaks in Arabic as she continues to rummage. Then in broken Arabic.)

I don’t speak English. Sorry.

KYLE
That over there is the Bellevue Stratford. I stayed there once.

NATASHA
(Mimicking his English.)

Stratford.

KYLE
There. See that? That statue... that is Willy Penn.
NATASHA
Pencil.

KYLE
This is Rittenhouse Square.

NATASHA
House.
KYLE
Down there is the Italian Market.
(Pause.)

Italy.

NATASHA
Italy.

KYLE
Italy. Rocky Balboa. You know, Rocky Balboa.

(NATASHA gets all excited about recognizing the name.)

NATASHA
Angelo, Sonny, Carlo.

(KYLE is frightened by her exuberance and holds the broken record to his ear. The chorus begins again. NATASHA begins to cry. KYLE slowly lowers the record, watches NATASHA crying for a moment and hands her the record. She stops crying, holds the broken record to her ear and starts singing in Arabic. As she wanders off KYLE follows wanting his record back.)
KYLE
I’m Thomas Jefferson.
(KYLE has wandered into street and the cars honk furiously. He covers his ears and moves to the side.)

scene

reconciliation of kyle and Elaine

NATASHA
(Off stage voice.)

You were really crazy.

(Smoke rises from the grate center stage. A green light is on it.)

Kyle

No I was sane with you, Lainey.

NATASHA
(Off stage voice.)

No, honey.

Kyle

Yeah, I was.

NATASHA
(Off stage voice.)

No, you weren’t. Even when we dated you were so... not sane. It was what I loved about you.

Kyle

You loved me?

NATASHA
(Off stage voice.)

I loved you, of course.

Kyle

But I was too insane.

NATASHA
(Off stage voice.)

I couldn’t keep up. I wanted to. Really. I wanted to.

Kyle

But you couldn’t?

(NATASHA enters wearing a plain dress.)

NATASHA
Oh, I really, really tried but I failed. I wanted you to forgive me.

Kyle

I want you.

NATASHA
Even now I want you to understand.

Kyle

I never hear from you. Jimmy? How’s Jimmy?
NATASHA
Jimmy is doing well... real good. I didn’t know how to stay in touch. I no longer knew where you were.

Kyle

Think of me?

NATASHA
Sure. When there is time. I’ve got a busy life.

Kyle

I got this picture.

(kyle digs out the torn picture of Jimmy.)

It’s missing a piece.

NATASHA
(NATASHA examines the photograph.)

Kindergarten.

Kyle

If you would just let me stay with you.

NATASHA
Kyle.

Kyle

Why not? We were husband and...
NATASHA
I’m married again.

Kyle

(Getting angry.)

So, why would you go and do that? I’m not married again. You don’t see me married again, right?
NATASHA
Kyle.

Kyle

You don’t, right? He’s our son, right? Our son. Not that guy’s. Is it that guy, what’s-his-name? The guy you wrote about to me in Kuwait. Hell.

NATASHA
George.

Kyle

Great. He’s got a name. Well, fuck him. Fuck George. That’s the way I see it. Screw his whole family. You got children?

NATASHA
Our son.

Kyle

And you got some more?

NATASHA
Two.

Kyle

Damn, we got one.

NATASHA
I’ve got three. Jimmy is eighteen.

Kyle

You don’t think I know that? Think about it. I’m not stupid. They say I’m crazy, slipped off the deep end or something but I ain’t stupid. Did you think I was stupid? Is that what this is about? You think I’m stupid?

NATASHA
Kyle, I don’t think you are anything.

Kyle

Fuck you, Elaine. You don’t see me married again.
NATASHA
Damn it, Kyle, hang on. I’m just saying that I want you to be happy but look at you. You...

Kyle

Yeah, hell, sure I fell to the bottom and haven’t done anything but pick myself up since you left me. You sent me that damn letter and a month later they were sweeping me under the rug with an honorable discharge. Got rid of me so I wouldn’t kill any more women and children. And who the hell is right about that one? You could be walking beside some old lady... some grandmother and she blows up... puff like that. I’m supposed to handle them like human beings. Shit, if you kill ‘em who’s it bother? I don’t let it bother me because I could be the next guy who goes puff all because I let some innocent looking woman loose to go strap on a bomb. Any one of the cocksuckers could be a B52 and deliver the cargo. So they sweep me under the rug. I just bet I saved a bunch of GIs by taking out one measly grandmother. And then I come home and you’re not there. I know you said you wouldn’t be but hell I’m over there in a kill or be killed situation for the good of your ass and you don’t even have the common decency to wait till I get home. I’m supposed to accept some postmark as the end of our marriage and you go off with our son and furniture. Big fucking deal.

(Pause)

Well?

NATASHA
Kyle, I didn’t want to hurt you.

Kyle

Oh, for Christ’s sake, thanks a lot. I feel much better now. What the fuck did you think? I’d be celebrating the kidnapping of our son?

NATASHA
I didn’t...

Kyle

Excuse me, I’m talking here. What do you call it... borrowing? I don’t know where the fuck he is and I’m on the street trying to save up enough money for him to go to school and don’t even know where to send it.

NATASHA
I couldn’t find you.

Kyle

That’s because you left.

NATASHA
How much did you save?

Kyle

Save? What hell you talking about?

NATASHA
Save. You said you been saving for Jimmy’s school.

(Kyle turns his back on her and slowly digs into his pocket and pulls out some coins. While his back is turned NATASHA disappears and NEWSPAPER DOLL takes her place.)

NEWSPAPER DOLL
How much did you save?
Kyle

Jimmy?

NEWSPAPER DOLL
Mom told me that...

Kyle

(Turning to face NEWSPAPER DOLL.)

Jimmy. Oh, Jimmy.

NEWSPAPER DOLL
You found us.

Kyle

Oh, my God.

NEWSPAPER DOLL
I always knew you would.
Kyle

Yes, yes. Of course. I been searching.

NEWSPAPER DOLL
And you’ve been saving for me.

Kyle

Yes.

(KYLE looks at the coins in his hand, closes his fist and puts them back into his pocket.)

NEWSPAPER DOLL
I really thought sometimes that I’d never see you again.

(KYLE holds up the tattered picture of Jimmy.)

KYLE

Cool, eh? Pretty cool. See who that is? See?

NEWSPAPER DOLL
Where have you been?

Kyle

I’ve been living... you know. I got me a nice place.

(Pause.)
I’m sorry. I really am. I’m sorry. I was doing the best I could out here. I told your mother the same thing. I apologize.
(NEWSPAPER DOLL takes out a fresh photo and hands it to KYLE.)

NEWSPAPER DOLL
I’m nineteen today.

Kyle

(Looking at the photo.)

My, how you’ve grown. I’m sorry.

NEWSPAPER DOLL
Yeah.

(NEWSPAPER DOLL starts to exit.)

kyle

Be happy, young man. Be happy. Watch the bastards.
NEWSPAPER DOLL
You too, Dad.

Kyle

Be happy.

NEWSPAPER DOLL
I love you, Dad.
(NEWSPAPER DOLL exits.)

Kyle

Yeah, me too. I love you.

Scene
KYLE TAKES CARE OF NATASHA

(We hear pigeons flying overhead. KYLE looks into the sky. The pigeons land. NATASHA sits on the bench and coos as she feeds the pigeons, then in broken English.)

NATASHA

My baby pigeons hiding

Crumbs, crumbs my heart

Crumbs holy crumbs (again:eshaw; life:geesnee
Enough for everyone

You and you and

You

My little crumb babies

My precious

I is the middle

I am the middle

But

Me

I

I hiding not

I am everything to hide not

I want invisible

There is nothing behind for me to hide

I make the noise

(She coos like a pigeon.)

(Eshaw) Again

(Eshaw) Again

For the crumbs tomorrow

(NAPOLEON gets up and moves off. KYLE approaches NATASHA.)

KYLE


(Softly)

Hey… Yo… It okay? Sista. Is it all clear? Sista.

NATASHA


(Not turning to him.)

Who are you?

KYLE


(Not sure if he should run away.)

Christopher Columbus
NATASHA


(Sharply.)

Are not.

KYLE

Ben Franklin.

NATASHA


(Sharply.)

Are not.

KYLE

How you know?

NATASHA

I know.

KYLE

George Fucking Washington.

NATASHA

Who?

KYLE

George.

NATASHA


(Screams then...)

No.
(NATASHA crying, holds the broken vinyl record to her ear and tries to sing.)

KYLE

Kyle Williams.
(KYLE sits beside her and consoles her.)
kyle
It’s alright. 

(KYLE strokes NATASHA’s hair. She coos almost like the pigeons. A chorus rises.)

You’re safe with me. I’ll take care of you.
(KYLE begins to sing with the chorus as he sits with NATASHA. NATASHA attempts to sing again.)

kyle

Shhhh.


(Lights down. Black out.)

END

Extra Scenes – not used
Scene

(Natasha and NAPOLEON are on stage.)
Natasha

How come you get to drag people around?

(NAPOLEON is doing a rubics cube. He laughs.)

Natasha

Sure.

NAPOLEON
Simpletons.

(NAPOLEON sets the cube down complete. Silence. NAPOLEON lets out a sigh, picks up the rubics cube and starts to twist and turn it to jumble it up.)

NAPOLEON
Here, you try it.

Natasha

(Staring at the cube for a moment.)

And... why me?

(Natasha picks up the cube and makes one turn and sets it back down.)

Natasha

Why pick me?

NAPOLEON
(Laughing.)

Cheer up. Could be worse.

Natasha

The guy’s a basket case.

NAPOLEON
Shopping cart. And what have you had to eat today? What kind of case is that? Oh, an old suit case case.

Natasha

I was happy enough before.

(NAPOLEON picks up the cube and gives it a few turns.)

NAPOLEON
Here. I’ll give you a start.

(He hands it to her. She tosses it across the stage.)

NAPOLEON
Oh, damn.

(Pause.)

If you only had a little more patience things wouldn’t seem so bad.

Natasha

Aren’t they?

NAPOLEON
Not the point.

(Long silence.)

You want someone to talk to?

Natasha

Don’t tell me Kyle...

NAPOLEON
I’m just asking here. Did I say Kyle?

Natasha

The fire starter?

(Pause)

NAPOLEON
I’m all ears.

Natasha

Great. Goofy, the Daily News Pinocchio and an abusive cynic.

(NAPOLEON gets up to retrieve the cube.)

You touch that thing and I’ll kill myself.

(NAPOLEON looks at her.)

Really.

(He turns toward the cube.)

I’m not kidding.

(He picks up the cube. Natasha breaks down and cries.)

NAPOLEON
Come on.

Natasha

How long.

NAPOLEON
Long as it takes.

Natasha

Great. The guy left the bird cage long ago.

NAPOLEON
You think this is about him?

(Long silence and Newspaper doll appears from off.)

NAPOLEON
(Point to Newspaper doll.)

Basic law of string theory.
(Kyle enters and sits on the bench.)

NAPOLEON
Hey, pal. How’s it going?

Kyle

I’ve got about two dollars and sixteen cents.

NAPOLEON
(Looking up at the sky.)

Well, it’s about a two dollar and sixteen cent kind of day, don’t you think?

Kyle

Be nice to buy something.

NAPOLEON
Two sixteen.

(Pause)

Buying ain’t all its cracked up to be anyway.

(Pause)

How’s the family?

Natasha

Oh, leave him alone.

Kyle

Know what I ought to do?

NAPOLEON
With two dollars and sixteen cents?

Kyle

Move.

NAPOLEON
(Laughing.)

Move? What the hell’s he talking about?

Natasha

I don’t know. What the hell are you talking about?

Kyle

I could get me one of those beetle cars. They’re cheap enough?

NAPOLEON
Where the hell he going?

Natasha

Where the hell you going?

Kyle

I’ve been thinking. I’ve been thinking of lots of things. I been thinking about Jimmy. You know how all that went and all. Been thinking how I could get it all together with just a little effort... together to be with my kid. He loves me, you know. And how my life hasn’t been turning out like I thought... I thought it’d be a whole lot different like – you know – like I’d be living some where different.

(To Newspaper doll.)

And I could throw the ball with him.

NAPOLEON
(To Natasha)

See that? Quite lucid.

Kyle

I could buy one of those Starbucks. Double latte mocha grande. Be a shop owner.

Natasha

Oh, hell, he’s got the down payment.

(A plane is heard overhead. Kyle jumps on top of newspaper doll to protect him.)

kyle

Get down, get down. Every time. Every time I get a break they’re on me like the plague. It ain’t worth it.

(Kyle gets up and walks off.)
Scene

Napoleon

It is not for your attention only.

I am giving clear plans for the escape.

But first the mind must be clear.

Clarity is the most important of tools.

I am giving clear plans for the escape.

Now listen

Kyle




I want this as bad as...

But first I will clear my mind.

Napoleon

Try harder than you have in previous attempts

Now listen if you want this as bad as...

Kyle

It is just that I must... must...
Try harder than I have ever tried

To make sense of all the Jimmys

Napoleon

It is

KYLe



Just that I must... must...
After all that has happened

To make sense of all the Jimmys

Napoleon

This will be your Waterloo

After all that has happened.
Kyle

Was I ever a good student?
This will be my... my...

Napoleon






Waterloo

Damn, I don’t think you are listening.
Kyle

Was I ever a good student?

Napoleon

For God’s sake, man, listen

I’ve come all the way here.
Damn...

Kyle



I don’t think you are listening

I want to know if it’s worth my efforts

For God’s sake, man, listen

It is the thing I need to know

I want to know if...

Napoleon





...it’s worth your effort.
Yes, yes. I hear you.

Kyle

It’s the thing I need to know

Napoleon

Yes, yes.
Kyle

It is.

napoleon
Yes, yes. I hear you.
Kyle

Yes, yes.

Napoleon

Is your mind clear?
Kyle

Yes, yes. It is.

napoleon

It is not for your attention only.
Kyle

Yes, Yes.

Napoleon

Is your mind clear?

Kyle

(Closes his eyes.)

But first the mind must be clear.

