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Characters: 

COLE Me. 

LILY Her.  

AIRLINE EMPLOYEE: Should also perform any of 
the offstage voices associated with the 
airline (Delta Airlines, to be exact).  

Production Note: 

This play involves a number of dreamlike 
scene changes that aren’t super explicitly 
described or maybe even all that possible. 
Have fun with them. The Offstage Voices can 
be recorded by anyone, or performed live. 
There are a couple of moments that require 
stagehands (at least two) to come onto the 
stage, and one of them must be a girl but 
absolutely, positively cannot be the actress 
who plays LILY (not even if she wears a 
wig). In speaking to the audience an 
intimate connection should be formed, and 
improv is encouraged. Throw out references 
to the production itself, make things meta 
and self aware, change what I’ve written; do 
whatever you can to make COLE’s 
conversations with the audience feel as 
personal as possible.  

Author’s Note: 

I really do hate myself.  

At Rise: 

A chair in the middle of a stage. COLE is 
sitting in it, on a laptop.  

STYLE GUIDE: 

Bold slashes (AKA these things: “/“) 
indicate that the line is interrupted by the 
next line (which begins with a bold slash 
[AKA this thing: “/“). 



BEGINNING. 
COLE 
(to himself, reading over 
something typed) 

…the artisan bun does a good job of soaking up the extra garlic 
sauce, but I did find the crumb to be a little airy. It’s 
definitely not a deal breaker, but in the future I will probably 
ask for the brioche bun that comes with the Crispy Chicken Club, 
as I personally prefer an airier bun for a sandwich of this 
size. Still, I liked the sandwich, and if you’re looking for a 
burger at McDonald’s that features garlic, bacon, avocado, and a 
chipotle aioli, you can’t go wrong with the New-Premium-Garlic-
Bacon-Avocado-Chipotle-Aioli Burger, available at participating 
McDonald’s locations for the reasonable suggested price of 
$6.99, though I received mine courtesy of McDonald’s.  

(Cole looks defeatedly out at the 
audience, bored, as if to say “I 
know.”) 

Hi, I’m Cole. Kind of the star of this thing, that’s my name on 
the front of the program. There’s not much that you need to know 
about me except that I get paid to post reviews of fast and 
fast-casual food dishes online. It’s what I’m doing with my 
English degree. Millennialism, secularism, generational 
conflict, they’re all themes of this play, so welcome. Welcome. 
And yes, I’m talking to you, directly to you, and don’t be weird 
about it. We all have an audience these days. What you should 
worry about, really, is whether I’m telling you the truth, 
because that’s a lot less common of my generation, right? You 
know the drill, millennials, a generation obsessed with false 
appearances, addicted to their phones and spending money and 
living at home with their parents and student loans and bla-bla-
bla- You know what I’m saying, right? So, okay, you don’t have 
to trust me on any of this, but let’s be real, if I was going to 
be dishonest with you I would have opened this play a lot 
differently. I could have shown you this:  

(Suddenly, stagehands come out of 
nowhere with props and a “frame” 
of sorts- a life sized white 
rectangular thing that is meant to 
frame COLE as if this is a shot 
from Instagram or Twitter or 
Facebook or whatever. Perhaps 



there are hearts or likes or stars 
or retweets or comments or 
whatever on the bottom. There are 
props, maybe cheap, maybe not, 
play around with it, but the point 
is that COLE is standing in a 
social media frame with props or 
backgrounds that show that this is 
the beach.) 

COLE 
I’ll only exaggerate a little. 

(Clearing his throat and then 
falsely positive, mocking, as if 
reading a caption.) 

“Totally loving Maui this weekend- so grateful that God has 
blessed me with the money to do extravagant shit all the time- 
Love my family and friends and shredding that sweet gnar #fitspo 
#livelifeandloveit #positivevibes”  

(Breaks.) 

Or, you know what, even better, I could have shown you something 
like this: 

(The stagehands clear away and 
come back seconds later, again 
with a frame, but with different 
props- there is an element of 
campiness and fun to all this, an 
awareness that this is a play and 
transitions are funny- this is not 
meant to be particularly smooth. 
For this scene, COLE might throw 
on a necktie- the theme is fancy 
night out between two teenage 
lovers. A girl is with him in this 
shot, all cuddly and blech.) 

COLE 
I’m gonna be the girl this time- maybe her name is like 
“@wanderlustlauren96” or something. Ahem: 



(Mock-captioning like before, only 
now in a girl voice- the girl is 
mouthing all of this as COLE says 
it.) 

“So so so so so happy to spend my birthday with my best friend, 
whom I love more than anything and who means the *Planet Earth 
Emoji* to me. *Heart Emoji-*” 

(Back into normal voice, to the 
audience) 

But not the normal heart emoji, you know the one where it’s like 
two hearts being circled by stars? That one. You can laugh by 
the way, this is all very funny. I’m being ironic, here. 

(Back into girl voice) 

“I never thought that love at first sight or fairytales or 
eternal connection was real but this crazy boy has proved me 
wrong. Thank you for the best six weeks of my life, love you 
forever.” 

(Back into normal voice) 

 #sohappy. #myperson. #savethedate. #lolnotyet. #butmaybe? #lol. 
#justjoking. #wanderlust.  

(COLE signals dismissively for the 
stagehands and girl go offstage.) 

Okay, look, I don’t usually consider myself a misogynist but 
that’s enough to make anyone hate women a little bit, right? 
Right. But the men are even worse! Or, at least, just as bad. 
Like, okay, let’s think about what some comments on that photo 
might be.  

(Makes a thinking face, looks off. 
The following are cacophonous, 
interrupting and overflowing- 
there should be an energy here.) 

Offstage Voice 1  
(sheepishly, a “nice guy” with 
some very messed up self esteem 



and problematic perceptions of 
women) 

Wow, you’re like, really pretty, and I know a guy like me would 
never have a chance with you but you deserve/ to be treated 
right, so I hope that he’s doing that for you and if he’s not 
then-  

Offstage Voice 2  
(all the rest of these voices have 
an aggressive enthusiasm) 

/PEACH EMOJI! 

Offstage Voice 3 
NUDES QUESTION MARK QUESTION MARK/ QUESTION MARK! 

Offstage Voice 4  
/EGGPLANT EMOJI! WATER DROPLETS EMOJI! 

Offstage Voice 2  
GET IN MY MOUTH!   

Offstage Voice 3  
SIT ON MY FACE! 

Offstage Voice 4 
I WOULD EAT THAT ASS LIKE A HAM SANDWICH! 

COLE 

Anyway, the point is I write fast food reviews, do you really 
think I care about how people perceive me? So here’s what’s 
happening, what’s actually happening: 

(The scene builds around him) 

They fly out constantly, the planes do, whirring and blasting 
and becoming galactic specks as they leave me behind. I’m 
drinking a Simply Orange orange juice that cost me four dollars 
and eating a ham sandwich that cost me twelve. Everything is in 
flux, here in the John F. Kennedy International Airport, 
Terminal 3, where I’ve been awake for a lot longer than I want 
to be. Weather, mechanical issues, whatever else stops planes 
from moving- I’m in this terminal until further notice.  

(Manic and poetic. Less to the 
audience and more to himself.) 



It’s one hour, it’s two hours, it’s ten hours. I’m watching 
everything out of blurry, red, contacts-in-too-long eyes and 
absorbing all this modern American excess as it shouts boldly 
from the inside of the airport: “Feel the capacity to buy? Buy 
the capacity to feel!” There are lit up plastics of gorgeous 
women with red lips holding lipsticks, strawberries, electronic 
cigarettes almost to their mouths but never all the way to their 
mouths. There are sexy advertisements for colognes and perfumes 
and marginally less sexy advertisements for hip, fast-casual, 
Mexican-food eateries. There are big, glowing signs telling me 
to talk to my doctor about Lexapro, about Prozac, about Zoloft. 
Everything and everyone buzzing and duty-free and electric.  

(A sudden break, an aside to the 
audience, excitedly.) 

Didn’t that sound smart and important? Look, I haven’t told you 
this yet, but you’re watching my magnum opus. Like, right now. 
This whole thing.  

(He means the set, the stage, the 
venue, the seating, so maybe 
there’s some gesturing here.) 

My magnum opus. Which is pretentious to say, right? But it’s 
what we all want, right, us novelists and playwrights and 
performers. To be heralded as genius, to be told we have created 
something indispensable, to be loved. I’m just being honest. I 
want you all to tell me I’m the voice of my generation so we 
might as well end with the bullshit audience-performer 
convention where I have to act like all this just came to me out 
of thin air- I wrote this over a long period of time for the 
express purpose of impressing you. So praise me. Kidding. 

(He’s not really kidding. Beat.) 

I’m not really kidding.  

(Beat.) 

Look, I get that that was some clunky exposition, but it gets 
better. What starts off as just me being hilarious goes on to be 
this whole edifying statement about a ton of super smart stuff.  

(Beat.) 



So I am in this airport, JFK, Terminal 3. And I’m alone. I’m all 
alone except for two people, one of whom is really, very 
important to this play, and one of whom is this fuck. 

(Out walks AIRLINE EMPLOYEE, 
smiling broadly.) 

All of these airline employees look the same, talk the same, so, 
okay, yeah, maybe there’s more than one of them in here but you 
know, whatever. We couldn’t afford that many actors. Anyway, 
here, let me give you an example of a real conversation we had 
earlier today, practically word for word.  

COLE 
(A normal, non-hateful person. 
This is a snatch of reality, not a 
performance for the audience. A 
conversation with AIRLINE 
EMPLOYEE) 

Hi, um, I was just- I’m supposed to be on a flight to Phoenix, 
Flight 6542 I think, and I looked at the, uh, the electric board 
thing with all the flights and it says “Delayed-“ and so, 
really, I’m sorry to trouble you I know you’re just an employee 
or whatever but do you have any idea when maybe the flight is 
going to leave? 

AIRLINE EMPLOYEE 
(Smiling and chipper and annoying 
for being smiling and chipper.) 

Yeah, uh-huh! So that flight, it looks like is scheduled to 
leave… … … 

(Looking at a computer screen like 
they always, always do.) 

Oh, okay, so I’m seeing here that due to unexpected issues, the 
plane won’t be able to take off, and we won’t know when it’s 
going to be able to take off until we get a confirmation from 
the pilot and so.  

(Smiling and nodding as if that 
was a complete or helpful 
sentence.) 



COLE 
(Softly, maybe close to a breaking 
point of some kind, more emotional 
than he should be about this. No 
tone or sass, just need.) 

Okay, well, thank you, but I actually really need to get to 
Phoenix, It’s sort of a- I mean I know everyone needs to get 
where they’re going so it’s not like- look, do you have like 
even a vague idea of when you might know when the plane might 
theoretically leave? 

AIRLINE EMPLOYEE 
(Still smiling. Passive-
Aggressive.) 

Okay, sir, I’m going to need you to watch the tone, I have lots 
of customers here in line behind you and I’ll bet you that most 
of them planned their trips sensibly, uh-huh, with enough leeway 
that they don’t have to get all up-in-the-air about the tiniest 
delays. I will announce over the intercom when we know when the 
plane is leaving, until then you can wait in the terminal like 
everyone else.  

COLE 
(With defeated desperation.) 

Okay, but don’t you guys like owe me something if I miss 
something because the plane- like, I’m really not trying to be 
any certain way but I bought a ticket and if I miss something 
because- 

AIRLINE EMPLOYEE (Smugly) 

Okay, uh-huh, what is it that you’re going to miss? I do have a 
priority waitlist that can potentially get you there faster if 
someone gives up their seat on an earlier flight, but that’s for 
customers who have a real urgency to their travel plans, you 
know, tragic-type stuff. So what is it that you so desperately 
need to make it home for? 

(Beat. COLE is in pain.) 

COLE 
I, uh- I found out a couple of nights ago that- 



(Beat. A reconsideration.) 

You know, I just need to get home. 

AIRLINE EMPLOYEE 
(Chuckling, Triumphant) 

In that case we have two options. I can refund your plane ticket 
for half of what you paid and give you a voucher for a free 
medium sized personal pan pizza as part of our new promotion 
with Domino’s or you can go sit in the terminal like everyone 
else and quit wasting my time with your selfish millennial 
fuckboy schtick.   

(COLE walks away as lights fade on 
AIRLINE EMPLOYEE who then leaves 
the stage.) 

COLE  
(Suddenly detached again, to the 
audience. 

Okay, so maybe I exaggerated a little bit at the end there, but 
you get the idea. Airline employees suck, I’m just a normal guy 
trying to get home and instead I’m being forced to just sit here 
in this terminal and suck the mechanically dysfunctional 
airplane-shaped cock of Delta Airlines. Yeah, I can use the real 
name. Like I said, I'm  not going to lie to you.  

(Beat. Depending on the scenery of 
the terminal, COLE may wander 
around and explore during this 
bit. Perhaps he lies down 
uncomfortably across multiple 
cheap terminal chairs, or searches 
for an outlet to charge his phone. 
He doesn’t have to speak 
immediately.) 

It’s a day, it’s a week, it’s a month. I’m still here, the same, 
watching people pass through and by and up and away. They’re all 
absorbing, all the time.  

(Beat and then a break into direct 
audience dialogue. As this speech 



goes on and speeds up a sound 
begins to play from somewhere in 
the audience, faintly at first, 
but obnoxious by the time COLE 
acknowledges it- the sound is a 
beep or whistle or marimba noise, 
the kind that make you glance down 
at your own phone when you hear it 
in public. This should seem 
accidental. Not a part of the 
show.) 

What are they looking at? Let’s take some guesses. Online lists 
about the forty things you might experience as an extroverted 
introvert and online lists about the seventy most nineties 
things to ever happen at Jimmy Kimmel’s Clueless Reunion and 
online lists about the top ten cutest “puppy fails”. Political 
articles telling them who to blame, who to piss on, who to 
anonymously crucify. Steamy pictures of people they wish they 
were attractive enough to sleep with, vapid text conversations 
they are depressingly invested in, anything and all of it to 
distract these people from the pain of reality. Nowadays 
everything is all sharing and liking and commenting and needing 
people to tell us that we are loved and it seems to me that the 
need for a validation from an audience of people you don’t 
actually know is actually a symptom of this colossal unhappiness 
that is spreading through us like some toxic venom and nobody 
seems to realize it and it makes me sick- AND YOU KNOW WHAT, FOR 
THE LOVE OF ALL THAT IS SACRED AND HOLY CHECK YOUR DAMN PHONE! 

(COLE walks into the audience and 
addresses someone close to the 
phone noise personally, very close 
to their face- this can all be 
improvised for more impact- some 
of these lines can be cut or 
adapted to make them more relevant 
to the individual. Just make it 
real.) 

It says in the script that I can improvise if something like 
this happens so here I am. Improvising. You stubby, toe-looking 
shit. You just had to leave your phone on, huh? Because 
apparently it’s more important for you to know that you reached 
your pathetic step-goal for the day than it is for me to have a 
good show, right? 



(Beat. Looking more closely.) 

Do you look happy?  

(Beat.) 

I’m not asking you if you are happy, I’m asking you if you look 
happy. You know, when you’re not sitting here looking like a 
confused idiot. I’ll bet you do. But I bet you’re not. Because 
I’m not. Why would we make noise unless we were scared of the 
quiet, right?  

(Beat. A breakaway. COLE 
recollects himself in some way, 
and then, embarrassedly:) 

Can I get the house lights up for the next monologue, please?  

(Lights up on the crowd. As if to 
someone involved in the production 
of the show:) 

Thanks. So we’ll just take it from where I left off in the “What 
are they looking at?” monologue.  

(COLE clears his throat before 
going on, walking through the 
audience and violently delivering 
this next monologue, at their 
level, trying to make them feel 
something. LILY has entered at 
some point in all this. The lights 
come up on her after she is 
already onstage, sitting in a 
chair. COLE doesn’t see her in the 
midst of all this.) 

Let me tell you the mad, mad truth America; I am your son. I am 
irony and hyperawareness and loathing, of self, of humanity, of 
email lists. I am everything you wish you had said that you went 
on to never say, a promise unfulfilled, a life that could have 
been if it weren’t for x or y or z. I am the selfish voice of a 
selfish, self-hating generation, who speaks in tongues and 
pretends to know all in the face of oblivion, who only believes 
in God sometimes and only then to hate Him for always taking, 



taking, taking. And do you want to know the scariest part? I 
look happy. I’m fucking smiling right/ now. 

LILY 
(Alarmed, confused, concerned) 

/Cole? 

COLE 
(Turning around, shocked) 

Lily? 

LILY 
(Confusedly, as in “You know 
that’s not my name.”) 

Lily? 

COLE 
(Indignantly, as in “yes, that is 
your name.”) 

Lily.  

LILY 
We don’t even know anyone named Lily. 

COLE 
(Walking back onto the stage) 

I know, that’s why I named you Lily.  

LILY 
Well was that really necessary? You and I both know who I am. I 
don’t think anyone’s going to be fooled just because you made up 
a new name for me and left everything else the same.  

COLE 
Okay, fine. You’re Jewish now. Happy? 

LILY 
(Having fun, here) 

I’m Catholic, Cole.  

COLE 
(Not having fun, here) 

Okay Lily, this is my magnum opus. I get to decide what and who 
and when you are, okay? I don’t know why you decided it was okay 
to speak up in the middle of this thing- 



LILY 
(Brightly, like sparkling cider) 

Well if this is your magnum opus then doesn’t that mean you 
wrote me to interrupt you? If this is your magnum opus then 
everything I’m saying is really just me saying whatever you want 
me to say. I mean, it is your name on the program, so I must be 
here because you want me to be! 

(Awkward Beat.) 

COLE 
(taking control) 

How’s Taylor? 

LILY 
(more firmly) 

What kind of question is that? 

COLE 
I don’t know, the kind of question you ask your best friend of 
five years ago when you run into her in an airport terminal.  

LILY 
Why are we in an airport terminal? 

COLE 
I don’t know, it’s this whole thing. I’m playing with the double 
meaning of the word terminal. Like, as in the physical terminal, 
but also as in illness or like, the end of something.  

LILY 
(teasing in a friendly or flirty way, laughing almost) 

Okay, but why are we in an airport terminal? Is there a plot or 
is this all just symbolism and literary grandstanding? 

COLE (embarrassedly) 
Oh. Um, I’m trying to get back home. And you’re… 

(This has just been written, by 
me, Cole Merrell- how do we make 
sure the audience knows that? 
Perhaps COLE looks off, thinking 
for a moment and has a visible 
“Ah-Ha!” which leads directly 
into:) 



LILY (Ah-ha!) 
And I’m flying back to Gilbert for a funeral!  

(Beat. Confused.) 

A funeral? 

(COLE shrugs his shoulders, maybe 
wishing that she thought this was 
a little bit more genius than it 
is.) 

LILY 
So I must be pretty important to you, huh? To make it into your- 
what was your pretentious name for this thing again? 

COLE (smiling) 
Magnum opus. And don’t be too happy with yourself, you didn’t 
really make it in. You’re name is LILY in all caps and you’re 
Jewish, remember? 

LILY 
We’re from Arizona, Cole. There are no Jews in Arizona.  

COLE 
(Beginning to enjoy this back-and-
forth, arguing less to win and 
more to continue speaking to her) 

I know plenty of Jews! So many Jews! 

LILY 
Name one Jew that you actually know from home. 

COLE 
(visibly struggling and then, as 
if out of thin air:) 

Abraham, Abraham Weiner! 

LILY 
Okay, well you just made that up and actually it’s a little 
offensive.  

COLE 
No, that’s where you’re wrong, see. This is my magnum opus and 
so I can say that I know an Abraham Weiner and then I do know an 



Abraham Weiner and so he’s real and so it’s not offensive. Good 
ol’ Abe W! We used to get coffee together every Wednesday.  

LILY 
Coffee? Cole, you’re Mormon.  

COLE  
Okay, well, you’re wrong. I can be whatever I want. Because I’m 
a character. 

LILY 
You’re a character, alright.  

COLE 
Yes, actually.  

LILY 
Okay, so what do you do? 

COLE 
Huh? 

LILY 
Don’t characters have jobs? 

COLE 
Oh. I’m a writer. 

LILY 
Oh, that’s great! You always wanted to be a writer! What do you 
write? 

COLE 
(winkingly) 

Um, it’s like- it’s culinary journalism, mostly. 

(LILY stares at COLE, smiling and 
unconvinced. She knows this game.) 

COLE 
And by that I mean that I review fast-food for this website I’ 
sure you haven’t heard of.  

(They share a moment of warmth, 
but eventually there’s a silence, 



some eye contact that isn’t 
totally comfortable.) 

COLE  
(Not-nicely, looking away) 

How’s Taylor?  

LILY (Matter-of-factly) 
Great. He’s great, Cole.  

COLE 
Great. That’s great.  

(Beat.) 

LILY 
I meant to tell you. 

COLE 
No, it’s great. Great. 

(Beat.) 

LILY 
It’s like you think I owe you something. You were happy when I 
knew you, you know that? You made me happy. When did you become 
so bitter and self-hating? 

COLE 
I’m not bitter and self-hating, I’m legitimately happy that you 
and Mister Youtube Cover Songs are having a/ good time going on 
walks and feeding ducks and doing fondue and whatever other fun 
things that happy people do. 

LILY 
/At least Taylor is able to use the internet without freaking 
out about generational trends and population shifts and whatever 
else it is that you always seem to be so/ worried about.  

Offstage Voice: 
/Good afternoon and thank you all for flying Delta- for our 
passengers on Flight 6542 to Phoenix, the flight has been 
delayed once again/ for however the hell long we want.  

COLE (Simultaneously) 
/Shit. 



LILY (Simultaneously) 
/Come on!  

COLE 
Why are you upset? 

LILY 
I need to get to a funeral, remember? 

(Beat.) 

COLE 
(As if this is a response to what 
she has said) 

Okay, you know what, you’re right, you don’t owe me anything.  

LILY 
(Detached, but not without 
personality, as if narrating a 
Planet Earth documentary. These 
are facts, but not facts to be sad 
about.) 

Of course I don’t owe you anything. We hung out on and off for 
like four years, life went on and that’s it. No kind of love 
story. You never even told me you loved me.  

COLE 
Well I didn’t know that I loved you. 

LILY 
(Not angry) 

Well everyone else did! At any point over the four year span of 
us being friends you could have told me. You could have even 
left me a little Kindergarten note, like, “I like you. Do you 
like me?” with three boxes for yes no and maybe and even that 
would have been better than you leaving and never saying 
anything and completely cutting me off. 

COLE 
Well, read between the lines, okay? I obviously loved you, and 
you obviously didn’t love me. I’m not going to tell someone I 
love them when I know that they don’t love me back. I’m not that 
masochistic. Besides, you have Taylor to- 

LILY 



TAYLOR AND I ARE NOT TOGETHER ANYMORE, COLE! 

(Beat.) 

COLE (mock-casually) 
You’re not? 

LILY 
Well, not exactly. 

COLE 
What does that mean? 

LILY 
You wrote the end of this “magnum opus,” right? You should know 
what that means.  

(Beat. COLE walks off to speak to 
the audience, but if some lighting 
change has taken place throughout 
the play when this has happened 
thus far it should not take place 
here. LILY looks on, unimpressed) 

It’s a year, it’s two years, it’s ten years. Everything is 
cacophonous and exploding and terribly alive here in JFK 
Terminal 3. I’ve seen the faces of friends appear only to become 
apparitions. I’ve seen high school sweethearts with red cheeks 
and visible collarbones fly out necking on honeymoons and return 
years later bleeding from their eyes and torn to shreds. I’ve 
seen- 

LILY 
What are you even talking about in these things, Cole? 
Apparitions? Bleeding from their eyes? Who are you trying to be? 
Real people don’t actually talk like this. 

COLE 
What do you mean? You’re not even supposed to be listening, the 
stage directions say that you go offstage after that last bit.  

 
LILY 

No they don’t. Not yet. If you wanted me offstage I would be 
offstage. 

COLE 



Okay, well, I wrote this thing so I’m pretty sure I would know- 

LILY 
Okay, you know what? Sure. Fine.  

(LILY begins to walk offstage. 
COLE gains an immediate sense of 
panic, but initially tries to play 
this somewhat cool.)  

COLE 
Well, I mean, you don’t have to- HEY! 

(LILY looks back.) 

COLE 
So, if real people don’t talk like this then how do they 
actually talk? 

(Beat.) 

Please.  

(Beat. LILY turns around and they 
lock eyes for a moment.) 

Please. How do we talk? 

(Pause. As LILY begins to walk 
toward COLE the terminal becomes a 
dance floor, with some cheesy high 
school prom song playing, maybe 
forever young, maybe something 
more beautiful. This is a memory 
that will be played on forever. 
She is in a dress and he is in a 
tie and they are dancing. They are 
different people. A minute or so.) 

LILY 
(less projection) 

Thanks so much for asking me.  

COLE 
(the way teenage boys speak to 
girls they are madly in love with) 



Oh, yeah. No worries.  

LILY 
No, really. I know you don’t like this type of stuff.  

COLE 
No, it’s good. It’s good.  

LILY 
Yeah.  

COLE  
Yeah. 

(A minute.) 

OFFSTAGE VOICE: 
Thank you all so much for coming out tonight. We’ll let you get 
back to the dancing in a minute but it’s time to announce, you 
guessed it, Highland High’s 2016 Homecoming King and Queen. Eric 
Shapiro and Lily Connelly. 

COLE 
(wishing this were enough) 

I wanted to tell you I loved you right now. 

LILY 
(not unkindly) 

But you don’t tell me you loved me.  

(COLE and LILY continue dancing, 
but she is pulled away from him 
somehow. Still, they continue to 
go through the motions of dance, 
even as they grow further apart. 
LILY is raised up somehow, on a 
stage or in the air, and a crown 
is placed on her head. After a 
moment of total beauty, she is 
pulled offstage and away. COLE 
continues dancing, alone, looking 
forward into the eyes of someone 
who isn’t there. A phone sounds 
from somewhere in the audience. 
The lights and music don’t stop 
until about halfway through COLE’s 



next line so this all seems 
impromptu and unplanned. COLE is 
pulled out of the scene and begins 
berating a person near the phone 
sound from the stage.) 

COLE 
OKAY GET THE FUCK OUT AND NEVER COME BACK! WHO DO YOU THINK YOU 
ARE? THIS IS MY SHOW! GET OUT! WHO INVITED YOU? AND WOULD IT 
HAVE REALLY BEEN SO HARD TO TURN IT OFF? IT SAYS ON THE PROGRAM 
TO SHUT OFF YOUR CELL PHONE, THEY ANNOUNCED BEFORE THE SHOW TO 
SHUT OFF YOUR CELL PHONE, WHAT MORE COULD I HAVE POSSIBLY SAID 
OR DONE? WHAT MORE COULD I HAVE DONE? WHO ARE YOU? HOW ARE YOU 
STILL HERE? AND WHY DID YOU DO IT? WHY THE FUCK DID YOU DO IT? 
WHY DID YOU DO IT? WHY DID YOU DO IT? WHY DID YOU DO IT? 

(COLE has fallen to the floor 
throughout this, retching, and his 
repetitive screams have become 
repetitive mumbles. LILY has 
entered from behind him at some 
point, still wearing her 
homecoming crown. She is dressed 
in all white, a seraphim, somehow 
on fire and angelic, but still 
just a girl. COLE never looks at 
LILY during the rest of this 
dialogue.) 

LILY 
(Kneeling to hold him, gently, 
like a mother rocking her crying 
child) 

Shh. Shh. Shh. 

COLE (Mumbling) 
Why did you do it? 

LILY 
Shh.  

COLE  
How was I supposed to know? 

LILY 
Shh. Just let there be quiet.  



COLE 
Why did you do it? 

LILY 
You don’t know that I did do it. It could have been an accident. 

COLE 
Why did you do it? 

LILY 
Just let there be quiet. 

COLE 
WHY DID YOU DO IT? 

LILY 
(firmly, but not in a mean way- 
the end of this line goes right 
into “YOU MADE ME UP!” to cut COLE 
off) 

Why do you keep asking me when you know I can’t tell you? What 
answers are you expecting me to have? I’m LILY in all-caps, 
remember?/ I’m Jewish, I’m being played by an actress, 

COLE 
/HOW WAS I SUPPOSED TO KNOW? YOU LOOKED SO HAPPY AND I- 

LILY 
YOU MADE ME UP! 

(Long beat.) 

COLE 
(softly, looking off) 

I’m so, so sad, Lily. 

LILY 
But I’m happy.  

COLE 
Only because I want you to be. In another draft you don’t exist 
at all.  

LILY 
But I exist in this one, the one you’re speaking out loud.  



COLE 
But when the curtain goes down you stop existing. When the 
lights go out you stop existing. And I don’t. I’m left alone. A 
wake in an airport. Your wake in an airport. 

(Long beat.) 

LILY 
Are we flying to the same place? The funeral? 

COLE 
(Who is he talking to?) 

My life hasn’t been hard. If you want to know the truth, it’s 
been easy. Which becomes a problem when you’re trying to 
fictionalize yourself for a play that is supposed to be 
brilliant and amazing and keep people on the edge of their 
seats. The worst thing to happen was my best friend killing 
herself. That’s all. We hadn’t talked in awhile, but she seemed 
like she was doing good. She was smiling a lot in the pictures I 
saw. She was so bright. Then she killed herself and that’s it. 
That’s all she is now. Just a friend who I loved for five years 
and who didn’t love me and who I have to write dialogue with to 
feel less alone.  

(LILY, still behind, places her 
crown on COLE’s head.) 

But you won’t say anything now.  
 
(Beat. LILY looks on, 
brokenhearted, unable to help.) 

No, you won’t say anything now. How could you when I don’t even 
know what I want you to say?  

(Beat. A broken whisper.) 
  

I just want you to stay.  

(Beat.) 

But you won’t stay. We’re almost at the ending now, and that’s 
all it takes. Just one ending and flash- you’re gone forever. 



(On “flash” the lights go out on 
LILY and COLE is left alone 
onstage.) 

And it’s not your fault, or their fault, or “society’s” fault. 
It’s my fault. And I could write whole plays of the words I wish 
I would have said to you but what good are words if you’re not 
here to hear them? 

(Long Beat. A resuscitation.) 

That was it. Thank you for coming. This has been my magnum opus. 
All it is is a love story that never happened five years ago and 
a death story that’s happening now but feels like it will never 
happen forever. That’s all it is. Thank you for coming. This is 
the end of the show and the end of her.  

(All Dark. Awhile. A voice over an 
intercom just as people start to 
awkwardly clap.) 

Offstage Voice 
Flight 6542 to Phoenix will be boarding shortly, we ask that all 
Terminal 3 passengers flying to Phoenix come to Gate 4.  

(Still Dark.) 

Helloooo, This is your pilot speaking and we are so happy you 
chose to fly Delta today. We are absolutely, gobsmackingly 
thrilled to have all of you, and please do let us know if there 
is any way we can make your flight more comfortable. We will be 
serving a complimentary quarter-can-of-soda and snack on this 
flight, and we are also running a special promotion we would 
like to make you aware of where you can follow us on Twitter or 
like us on Facebook to upgrade that quarter-can to a half-can! 
Just show your flight attendant your phone when they come by 
with the beverage cart. Please do enjoy your flight, and, once 
again, thank you for flying Delta.  

(Lights slowly up. Two chairs, 
center stage- airline seats. LILY 
and COLE are sitting. For a 
moment, COLE, looking exhausted, 
opens his mouth, looks at the 
audience as if he’s going to 
speak. Then he looks at LILY for a 



long moment, sits back in his 
chair, nestles into her shoulder 
and closes his eyes. We hear the 
sound of a plane preparing for 
takeoff, a sound not dissimilar to 
the crashing of waves if you 
listen carefully enough.) 

COLE 
I love you.  

LILY 
(smiling, peaceful) 

Yeah. 

COLE 
Yeah.  

END. 


