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Main Characters: 

AVA: A disembodied artificial intelligence with a text-to-speech 
voice. Can be prerecorded.  

FOSTER: Trying to look away.   

DIANE: Counting the days.   
 
MADELEINE: KABOOM! 

SAM: Great expectations. Not enough gems.  

SIDE CHARACTERS: 

IRA SAGAL and JOEY KING are both played by the actor who plays SAM. 
The various other voices throughout the show are prerecorded, 
including the TV ones.  

A Note: 

Long transitions in the show should never be quiet. Whenever the 
lights are out for awhile, AVA can listing off current events. Here 
are some lines she might say (try to get all of this in): 

Life on Earth is getting better thanks to a new form of AIDS medicine 
developed through intense experimentation on embryonic stem cells. 
Jessica DiCaprio, famous media socialite, shares video of the 
conception of her recently announced child, and is incredibly brave 
for making her life so public. CEO of HEINZ-KRAFT-KROGER steps down in 
light of recent allegations that the company supplied Iranian rebels 
with industrial-grade body armor, hoping that the insurgents would 
ultimately allow HEINZ-KRAFT-KROGER certified halal cheese singles 
into the country after successfully overthrowing the supreme leader. 
Scientists discover yet another reason why there is no God. Google has 
created a massive metal animatronic dolphin as the skeleton for its 
new AI. The dolphin is smart but it won’t shut up. CEO of HEINZ-KRAFT-
KROGER sells stock in the company, suggests that there is a mass media 
conspiracy trying to turn the beloved company into America’s most evil 
cult. Former child star Daniel Radcliffe comes forward with 
molestation allegations, suggests that “everyone in Hollywood is a 
pedophile.” There’s been another school shooting, this time in 
Arizona. Reporters say that the screams of dying children could be 
heard from miles away. 
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Act I (Invocation) 
(Darkness. A voice.) 

AVA  
Hello. You have been subscribed to “Chronic Blush,” a play about you. 
All of you. Please leave your cellular phones and other electronic 
devices on for the duration of the show. Seriously. Do not turn them 
off. Do not put them on airplane mode. Do not be ashamed. If, at any 
point, you would like to unsubscribe from this play, please text the 
words “STOP, STOP, MAKE IT ALL STOP” in all caps to this number. Now 
let it begin in three, two, one. 

(Lights up on a blank stage. FOSTER 
walks out to applause and classy 
sounding award-ceremony music, holding 
an award of some kind. This is all 
televised.)  

FOSTER 
(excitedly, with a hint of mania) 

Wow. Okay. I wasn’t expecting this, I didn’t prepare anything. Sorry, 
it’s just- This is insane! 

(Beat.) 
You’re supposed to thank people right? I’ll, uh- I’ll do that. First I 
have to thank- 

AVA 
Urgent voicemail. Would you like to check your voicemail, Foster? 

FOSTER 
(trying to ignore the voice, 
performing a little) 

-First of all my wife Diane, who lights my world on fire every minute 
of every day. Without her there would be no book. Secondly my editor, 
Margaret, and all the good people at Random House. Without them there 
would be a book but it sure as hell wouldn’t be very good.  

(Audience laughter) 

AVA 
Urgent voicemail. Would you like to- 

FOSTER 
(Taps at his ear. A satisfying BEEP 
noise.) 

Wow, uh, I’m sure I’m forgetting people.  
(Foster looks off for a fraction of a 
second, thinking.) 

I guess, lastly, I just want to thank everyone on the panel for, uh, 
liking it so much. 

(Foster looks off, to someone 
offstage. He smiles genially.) 

They want me to talk about the book.  
(Audience laughter) 
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Um, okay, when I started writing “Chronic Blush” I wanted to write a 
love story. Not so much a romance as a story about some kind of love, 
set in a world filled with disaster. Sound familiar? Basically, I just 
wanted to say that love isn’t dead, you know? That at the end of it 
all, all the chaos and confusion and nuclear-level stress, there’s 
still something there, and it’s warm and it’s good. There’s been so 
many amazing novels written this year- 

(DIANE has begun to walk onto the 
stage, out of the audience, looking 
concerned. FOSTER stops speaking at 
some point, confused. She whispers 
something in his ear that makes his 
mind go blank, and exits. Lighting 
change. We’re in FOSTER’s head, now.) 

AVA 
Would you like to check your voicemail, Foster? 

FOSTER 
(making as if to put his hands over 
his ears, just barely) 

Actually, I would just like some quiet, please.  
 
AVA 

Of course. I’ll remind you again soon enough.  

FOSTER 
(eyes shut) 

That’s okay.  

AVA 
It’s really no trouble, Foster. No trouble at all.  

FOSTER 
When am I, AVA? 

AVA 
That doesn’t make sense, Foster.  

FOSTER 
Like, when am I, in time? 

AVA 
Whenever you want to be.  

(Beat. Exit FOSTER. Blackout. 
(Lights suddenly up on Madeleine, 
asleep in her childhood bed. FOSTER 
walks in from the other room, holding 
a smoothie. He smiles a little extra.) 

FOSTER 
(quietly) 

AVA, can you please play “Oh What a Night?” 
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(The song begins to play, incredibly 
loudly, and MADELEINE wakes up, not 
looking particularly enthused. All of 
FOSTER’s lines are delivered between 
singing along and half dancing around, 
holding the smoothie.) 

FOSTER 
HAPPY FIRST DAY OF EIGHTH GRADE!!! 

MADELEINE 
Ugh, Foster, what time is it? 

FOSTER 
(half-yelling over the song) 

Time to wake up! And dance! 

MADELEINE 
(rolling back over, putting her face 
in a pillow) 

I’m not going to school, I’m feeling sick.  

FOSTER 
I’m feeling sick too… You want to know why I’m feeling sick, 
Madeleine? 

(Beat. No response.) 
You know why I’m feeling sick? 

MADELEINE 
(maybe starting to smile a little) 

No.  

FOSTER 
Because this jam is so sick.  

(Holding out a fake microphone) 
Come on, you know you feel it, you feel the back to school jam.  

MADELEINE 
(playfully, playing a role now) 

Stop it. I do not feel the back to school “jam.”  

FOSTER 
(handing her the smoothie, still 
singing and dancing along obnoxiously 
between his sentences) 

What about this back to school smoothie then? 

MADELEINE 
(can’t help but laugh, taking a sip) 

Okay, this is pretty good.  

FOSTER 
Yeah, I know, it’s my own recipe. Now go get ready for school. 
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(MADELEINE sighs intentionally and 
gets out of bed. FOSTER, singing 
along, puts the fake microphone up to 
her face and she reluctantly sings a 
line or two, maybe dancing a little as 
well as she walks out of the room, 
laughing. After she’s gone, the music 
keeps playing, and FOSTER breathes 
deeply and looks out for a moment, 
still smiling but a little less 
convincingly. He shuts his eyes and 
the lights fade to black. After a 
moment, lights slowly up on FOSTER, 
sitting alone onstage, holding his 
hands over his ears and shutting his 
eyes tightly. Eventually, MADELEINE 
walks up behind him. Stealthily 
tiptoeing, she sneaks up to him, gets 
very close, and goes:) 

MADELEINE 
(lightly pushing him as she screams) 

AAAAAAAAAAAAAGGGGGGGHHHHHHH! 
(FOSTER freaks out, jumping to his 
feet and screaming as MADELEINE laughs 
triumphantly. Once he realizes what 
has happened, he slowly begins to 
laugh a little too, still breathing 
heavily.) 

MADELEINE 
(still laughing) 

I got you so good.  
 
FOSTER 
(smiling generously) 

Whatever.  

MADELEINE 
You were so scared! 

FOSTER 
I was just humoring you because I’m an amazing, really/ involved, 
selfless older- 

MADELEINE 
/I mean, you were terrified.  

FOSTER 
Okay, what do you want? 

MADELEINE 
I’m sorry, did I interrupt something? Because to me it looked like you 
were just being all sad again, and you know my policy on that.  
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FOSTER 

Mm, and what’s that? 

MADELEINE 
(pulling a piece of paper out of her 
pocket) 

People who just got accepted to NYU are not allowed to be sad.  
 
FOSTER 
(taking the paper and looking it over, 
excitedly as MADELEINE wraps her arms 
around his neck and nuzzles her cheek 
into his) 

Where did you- 

MADELEINE 
I’ve been getting up early to get the mail every day because I knew 
you wouldn’t tell me. 

(Beat. FOSTER looks quietly at the 
paper.) 

AREN’T YOU SO EXCITED??  

FOSTER 
(a little withdrawn) 

Yeah, I mean- it’s my dream school so of course I’m- I mean yeah, wow! 
(MADELEINE looks at him for a moment, 
perceptively.) 

MADELEINE 
(forcefully) 

You’re going, you know.  

FOSTER 
Madeleine- 

 
MADELEINE 

Don’t you even- 
 
FOSTER 

It’s really expensive and-  
 
MADELEINE 

Yeah, and all we have is money.  
 
FOSTER 

It’s so far away, I’ll get homesick, you know- 
 
MADELEINE 

Listen to me. 

FOSTER 
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No, you know, I had been thinking about this for awhile and, honestly, 
I don’t know that I really want to go to school there anymore, I think 
I might prefer something a little smaller, maybe/ liberal arts- 

MADELEINE 
/Shut up! 

(Beat. Optimistically:) 
You don’t have a choice! I’m not letting you stay here. I’ve been 
doing a lot better, recently, you know that. And I can do as “better” 
as I need to do so that you’ll feel okay leaving. Mom and I have been 
getting along, I haven’t missed class in a month, my grades are up- 
everything is going okay. 

(Beat.) 
I’m sixteen. I need to learn how to take care of myself sometime, you 
know? 

(Long beat.) 

FOSTER 
(Taking a long look at her.) 

Okay. 
 
MADELEINE 

Okay? 
(FOSTER hugs her tightly.) 

FOSTER 
(Laughing, a little excitedly.) 

Okay. So what do we do now? 

MADELEINE 
You go tell everyone! This is big news! 

(They hug and FOSTER exits, 
bewilderedly. MADELEINE is left alone 
onstage, smiling falsely. Her smile 
slowly turns into something blank and 
fearful.) 

MADELEINE 
You don’t have a choice.  

(Lonely, slowly, gracefully, she 
produces a small white pill from her 
pocket and puts it up and out a little 
ways, looking at it for a moment like 
a star in the sky before putting it 
into her mouth and dry swallowing.) 

MADELEINE 
(eyes closed, softly) 

Turn me blue.  
(Blackout. Lights up on FOSTER, 
looking anxiously at MADELEINE as she 
reads the final page of a lengthy 
manuscript. When she’s finished:)
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FOSTER 
So? What do you think? 

MADELEINE 
Of what? 

FOSTER 
Come on.  

MADELEINE 
Oh, your manuscript? 

FOSTER 
Yes, my- the one you just read.  

MADELEINE 
Chronic Blush? 

FOSTER 
Yes.  

MADELEINE 
I love it. 

FOSTER 
(excited disbelief) 

Really? 

MADELEINE 
Yes! 

FOSTER 
You love it! 

MADELEINE 
(smiling) 

Well don’t go putting words in my mouth- 
(FOSTER hugs her. While his arms are 
still wrapped around her:) 

FOSTER 
What do you love so much about it? 

MADELEINE 
Oh come on- 

FOSTER 
“Come on” what? I just wanted- 

MADELEINE 
Wanted an ego boost? 

FOSTER 
Maybe a little.  
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MADELEINE 
Well, okay, fine. Let me think.  

(Beat. With winking awareness:) 
I love the relationship between Dani and Carver.  

FOSTER 
Really? You don’t think it’s too… I don’t know… sweet? 

MADELEINE 
No, I don’t think it’s too anything.  

FOSTER 
And the title, do you get the title? Because I was going to throw in 
this bit at the end, in the last paragraph, that actually made use of 
the title/ but- 

MADELEINE 
/Oh god no, please don’t do that. I hate when writers make you wait 
through the entire book before they’re willing to deploy their oh-so-
clever title. I’d honestly prefer they just got it over with at the 
beginning. 

FOSTER 
As a writer, I take offense to that.  

MADELEINE 
It’s true though! Even in movies. Like in the Fantastic Four remake? 

FOSTER 
Which one? 

MADELEINE 
The first one! Where Michael B. Jordan is all “What should we call 
ourselves?” at the end when we obviously know they’re gonna call 
themselves the Fantastic Four and Miles Teller goes, “I don’t know… 
something… fantastic.” and then they roll the credits, with “The 
Fantastic Four” up top. WE GET IT! THAT’S THE TITLE OF THE MOVIE! WHAT 
DO YOU WANT, A GODDAMN AWARD? 

FOSTER 
Okay, point taken. But does the title of my book make sense without 
any explanation? 

MADELEINE 
Here, let me give it a shot.  

(clears throat, almost speaking to the 
audience) 

The phrase “Chronic Blush” is sort of an oxymoronic juxtaposition of 
the clinical and the spiritual, which fits tonally with what you’re 
doing. It’s also a reference to idiopathic craniofacial erythema, a 
medical condition where you blush all the time because your nervous 
system is overstimulated. But everyone blushes. We blush when we’re 
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embarrassed, anxious, or, you know, in love. All that shit’s in the 
book, obviously.  

(even more to the audience, but still 
not quite breaking the fourth wall) 

Most of all, though, I think the title comes from a letter Henry James 
wrote to his sister Alice, who was, basically, a crazy, beautiful 
mess. They hadn’t spoken in forever and he felt so terrible and 
embarrassed that, when he finally wrote her, he described his 
emotional state as one of “constant, chronic blush.” 

FOSTER  
You Googled it.  

MADELEINE 
Yep. And so will everyone else. So you can relax, Foster. People will 
get your stupid title. 

FOSTER 
And if they don’t? 

MADELEINE 
(smiling) 

Then your career goes up in flames. 
(Blackout. Jazzy, late nighty music 
plays as the stage transforms into a 
late night talk show set. JOEY KING 
walks out to uproarious applause [the 
television screens blink green with 
the word APPLAUSE]) 

JOEY KING 
Shit, I don’t even have to do anything and you guys applaud?

(Canned audience laughter)
Wow, what a crowd! Okay, so there’s this new study that just came out, 
have you heard about this Ava? 

AVA 
Yes, I have Joey. I am an AI. 

(More canned audience laughter.) 

Joey King 
Right, right, well, okay, for those of you who aren't computers 
there’s been a new study that scientifically proves that it takes 
about thirty years for tragedy to turn into comedy. Sounds reasonable, 
right Ava?  

AVA 
The study was statistically significant at the .005 percent level.  

(Audience laughter.) 

Joey King 
Right, so I’d like to begin this show by just coming out and saying 
something that’s been on my mind for a long time. I fucking love 9/11. 

(Audience laughter) 
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Love it! All those Brooks-Brothers-wearing-financial-district-assholes 
going out in a blaze of glory? That’s karma, ladies and germs. And 
fuck firefighters, too. The way I see it, Bin Laden should be 
remembered as a national hero. 

(Audience laughter, drum fill.) 
Agh, you guys are great, this is the Pretty-Late-But-Not-
Prohibitively-Late Show With Joey King, I’m your host Joey King, and 
we have a great show lined up for you tonight. Our first guest is 
beloved American novelist Foster Cameron, here with us for his first 
ever television interview. Promoting his novel “Chronic Blush,” FOSTER 
CAMERON EVERYBODY! 

(JOEY KING gestures to the part of the 
stage where FOSTER enters, to jazzy, 
late-nighty music. As FOSTER walks out 
smiling, to applause, JOEY KING gives 
FOSTER some finger guns.) 

Foster. Motherfucking. Cameron. How the hell are you? 

FOSTER 
(laughing) 

No complaints here, Joey! 

JOEY KING 
Well shit, I would hope not! Now, correct me if I’m wrong, but a 
little bird told me that your book has just been shortlisted for the 
Mann Booker Prize.  

FOSTER 
That’s right.  

JOEY KING 
Well screw me sideways and send my ass to Ching-Chong Town! That’s 
incredible. 

FOSTER 
Well thank you, and thanks for having me on the show! I’ve never done 
something like this, so- 

JOEY KING 
Absolutely, now, before we begin, I gotta ask: you ever blown a dude? 

(Audience erupts in laughter.) 

FOSTER 
(gamely) 

You know, Joey, a gentleman never tells.  
(JOEY goes into a cataclysmic fit of 
Fallonesque laughter.) 

JOEY KING 
(to the audience) 

WOULD YOU GET A LOAD OF THIS GUY? 
(to FOSTER) 

Agh, you’re great, you’re great. So Foster, the people want to know: 
what’s it like writing a novel? How do you do it? Is it hard? 
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(Joey lightly snickers at the word 
“hard”) 

FOSTER 
(chuckling a little) 

Um, yeah, I don’t know. I guess I would say it’s somewhat challenging, 
just in terms of, you know, sticking with it, but as far as- 

(Lights begin to flash violently, and 
music plays) 

JOEY KING  
Would you look at that ladies and gentlemen?? It’s time to play OH, 
SHIT, IT’S A CHEESECAKE! 

FOSTER 
(laughing) 

What? 
 
JOEY KING 

OH SHIT, IT’S A CHEESECAKE! 
(Hoy produces a plain, New York Style 
cheesecake, which he shoves into the 
face of an audience member. As soon as 
he hits the audience member with the 
cheesecake, the lights and music end. 
Audience goes nuts.) 

FOSTER 
(getting caught up in the energy, 
attempting to rib) 

You know, Joey, I’ve always known you were a real asshole, but I had 
no idea your show was so cheesey! Ha! 

(JOEY KING is expressionless for a 
moment, and the crowd is completely 
silent, as if some line has been 
crossed. Then, after a moment, JOEY 
KING smiles, laughs hysterically, and 
the audience erupts in relieved 
laughter.) 
 
JOEY KING 
(not sarcastically) 

WOULD YOU GET A LOAD OF THIS GUY? A JOKE LIKE THAT ON THE SPOT? HE’S 
REALLY A WRITER, FOLKS! 

FOSTER 
Oh stop it, I’m blushing.  

JOEY KING  
Foster it was so lovely to have your tight little ass on the show, but 
I’m afraid that’s all we have time for. Thanks for coming in.  

(To the audience, as FOSTER waves and 
exits.) 
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Don’t go away, next we have Brooklyn Beckham on the show and we’re 
gonna play “Rap the Testimonies of Rape Victims!” a game where we rap 
the testimonies of rape victims. See you after the break! 

(Blackout. SAM sits in his apartment, 
on his phone, with headphones in. A 
knock at the door. He takes his 
headphones out and sits up. Another 
knock. He goes to open the door. It’s 
MADELEINE, who looks confused to see 
him.) 

TV 
This week on “The Naked Room” ten couples will be locked in a dark 
room for three weeks, completely naked, for the chance to win 500,000 
dollars! 

MADELEINE 
Hey.  

SAM (mystified) 
Hey! 

MADELEINE 
Where’s Foster? 

SAM 
Who? 

MADELEINE (brightly) 
Foster, the owner of this apartment.  

SAM 
I don’t know a Foster.  

 
TV 

Download the ABCBS App today and stream the entire second season of 
Agent of Darkness! 

MADELEINE 
How about a Diane? 

SAM 
Nope, no Diane either.

(Beat.)
I’m Sam, though! 

MADELEINE 
Oh. Okay. I’m Madeleine. Hey, sorry to bother you, Sam, but, if you 
don’t mind, how long have you been living here? 

SAM (flustered) 
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The city? Like since college. I, uh, work in tech. Give demonstrations 
of new products and… Yeah! Originally, though, I’m from Ohio! My 
parents still live there, actually. Lifelong buckeyes, ha-ha! 

TV 
Talk to your doctor about Lexapro! 

SAM 
Where are you from? 

MADELEINE (smiling) 
I actually meant like, how long have you been in this apartment, 
though. I’m just trying to figure out when my brother moved out.  

SAM (blushing)  
Oh, right. Almost six months. Or a year. I can’t remember. Yeah, I had 
to move because there was this fire at my last building! A total 
disaster.  

MADELEINE 
(being nice) 

How did it catch on fire? 

SAM 
I don’t know, they said a heater or something just exploded! Would 
that cause a fire? 

 
MADELEINE (thinking) 

I don’t know. 
(Beat.)

Hey, Sam, do you happen to remember the name of the guy who lived here 
before you? 

SAM (proudly)
Yeah, Foster!

(Beat.)
Oh. 

(SAM is a little embarrassed, but they 
both laugh.) 

MADELEINE (sweetly) 
Well thanks, Sam, sorry again for bothering you. 

SAM 
No, I mean, thank you for not- you didn’t even bother me. Have a nice 
day!

(MADELEINE smiles politely and begins 
to walk away.)

…Wait!
(She turns around.) 

TV 



!  of !16 74

This mentally-challenged koala in a backpack is the cutest thing 
you’ll see all day! 

SAM 
This is weird. I’m being weird. But, look-

(He takes a breath.)
Do you believe in fate? 

MADELEINE 
(smiling sadly)

No, not really.  

TV 
WE CALL HIM ALFRED! 

SAM 
(self-aware in a funny way- not a 
total dweeb)

Okay, well, shit. That’s not- I thought that was going a different 
way. Haha. Rerouting. Okay, you know what- you’re beautiful and I love 
the way you talk and you just seem really different from other people, 
somehow. Will you go out with me?

(Somehow, that meant a lot to her. 
Coolly, without pause:) 

MADELEINE 
Sure. 

SAM 
(honestly surprised) 

Wait, really? 

MADELEINE (smiling) 
Yeah. Wait, should I have said no?  

TV 
Preparations for the launch of NASA’s second shuttle to Mars continue, 
despite budgetary and safety concerns. 

(Blackout. Lights up. A podcast setup. 
IRA SAGAL is dressed in something that 
an NPR host crossed with Marc Maron 
might wear, sitting in a chair, 
holding a coffee. He gets up to greet 
DIANE as she walks in. As they sit 
down, IRA rips up some notecards, like 
“I don’t need those, let’s just have a 
conversation.”) 

IRA  
Hello, hello! So glad you could make it.  
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DIANE  
Yes, thank you so much for having me! I’m so sorry that Foster- 

IRA 
Don’t. Even. Worry about it. Are you ready? 

DIANE (congenially) 
Yeah, sure, I mean, I’ve never been on a podcast before but- 

IRA
(Suddenly angry, to someone offstage)

Nicholas? Nicholas if you’re done jerking off back there, we’re 
actually ready to start the show. 

DIANE 
(With nervous laughter) 

Wait a minute, what is the concept/ of this whole… 

IRA 
(With a quiet, radiolab excitement) 

/ Good morning, good morning, this is Ira Sagal broadcasting out of 
New York City, New York and welcome to to the Lit-Ear-Ary Mind Podcast 
With Ira Sagal. I’m your host, Ira Sagal. Joining me today is Diane 
Cameron, wife of acclaimed novelist Foster Cameron and… was it lawyer? 

DIANE (kindly) 
Yes, I practice environmental law. 

IRA 
Right. Lawyer. Sorry, it’s early, you know, haven’t had my coffee yet, 
ha-ha, I’m sure you get it, Diane.  

DIANE 
(with humor, trying to play along) 

Oh, I get it alright. 

IRA 
(showing no emotional reaction) 

Yes. Certainly. Well. Before we begin I must ask you, Diane- have you 
ever wanted to mail a package? 

DIANE 
Have I wanted to- 

IRA 
Mail a package but haven’t had a stamp? 

DIANE 
Yes, actually, but usually, I mean, I don’t mail much, ha, but if- 

IRA 
Well there’s no reason to mail anything ever again. With stamps.com 
and the stamps.com app you can just upload your package to their 
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server and they will automatically generate a stamp and send it to 
your destination.  

DIANE 
Wait, how do you upload a/ package to a- 

IRA 
/How do you sign up? So glad you asked, Diane. So glad. Just go to 
stamps.com or download the stamps.com app and for five dollars a month 
you’ll never have to deal with physical stamps again. That’s less than 
a cup of coffee a month, Diane, and I know how much you like that 
coffee.  

DIANE 
(Trying to play along again) 

Oh, right- coffee! Yep, love it. Drink it all the time! 

IRA 
(Suddenly humorless once again) 

Yes. Now, Diane, I’m sure I don’t have to tell you, but “Chronic 
Blush” has struck many readers as a sort of modern retelling of the 
Lazarus story, with Dani ostensibly representing a sort of Martha of 
Bethany figure that is both protofeminist and postmillennial. Given 
this comparison, how do you read the ending of the novel, as it were? 

DIANE 
(clearly confused, because that was 
bullshit) 

Um, you know, I’ll say what my husband would say if he were here. It’s 
up to the reader to decide. I, uh, wouldn’t want to spoil the mystery.  

 
IRA 

Ha. Oh boy. You are one tough egg, Diane, one tough egg. Okay. Fair. 
So, how is your marriage doing?  

DIANE 
Huh? 

IRA 
A lot of our listeners have been asking about why you and your husband 
left the Booker ceremony early, why you haven’t posted any pictures of 
you two together for awhile, etcetera. So how is your marriage?  

DIANE 
(putting on an affectation) 

Oh, you know us, Ira. We’re private people. We don’t need to post 
pictures together at fancy events to know that we love each other. 
That’s just not what love is to Foster and I. 

IRA 
Yes, of course. So you’re saying that his suicidal depression hasn’t 
gotten in the way of your relationship at all? 
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DIANE 
Excuse me? What are you talking about? 

IRA 
Oh, nothing. Just some basic literary criticism, very basic. A lot of 
readers, not necessarily myself, of course, have speculated that the 
character of Carver is really just another version of your husband, 
and that his depression in the novel, his inability to deal with the 
“crushing static of sticky-sweet noise,” as it were, is somehow a 
reflection of your husband’s own mental state.

(Beat.)
You know? 

DIANE 
(fiercely- she’s a lawyer, remember) 

“Chronic Blush” is a work of fiction. If people think that my husband 
is suicidally depressed just because he writes suicidally depressed 
characters then I have to wonder how they got through Moby Dick 
without questioning how Herman Melville, psychotic whale hunter, could 
be quite so fucking literate.  

IRA 
Yes, I see. You’re right, I’m sure.

(Beat. As if none of that just 
happened:)

So, it’s that part of the show, Diane.  
 
DIANE 

What part of the show? 

IRA 
Everyone’s favorite part of the show! You’ll be reading an excerpt of 
“Chronic Blush,” selected by Snap-Poll, and that will close everything 
out. Ending the show, so to speak.

(IRA passes DIANE a paper, and she 
begins to read. As Dani and Carver are 
introduced in the text, MADELEINE and 
FOSTER come onstage to represent each 
of them, respectively, with MADELEINE 
acting out and speaking for Dani and 
FOSTER acting out and speaking for 
Carver.)

 Smoke, smoke, smoke that goes way up into the pillbox galaxy. 
Smoke whiter than clouds, Dani thinks, as she watches its slow 
infinity crawl. Thick pockets of smoke all over the earth, whiter than 
white and perfectly cumulonimbic, full with bodies, the clear bodies 
of angels or the dark, chalky remains of men, Dani doesn’t know. 
Carver walks out onto the roof, hands pressed over ears with 
impressive wrist flexion. He’s clenching his eyes shut and repeating 
the titles of movies beginning with the letter “D” to himself, “Die 
Hard, Doogle, Days of Future Past comma X-Men, Dazed and Confused, 
Dates comma Fifty First, Day comma Valentines…” going on and on as if 
trying not to hear some bitter secret the whole rest of the world is 
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whispering to itself in confidence. Telephone. Ring, ring, ring. Ring, 
ring, ring.  

 Thousands of colors in the sky, now, as they sit on the roof of 
the 7/11 together, frozen in amber and lilac and creamsicle orange, 
two children in the wake of a spectacular explosion. Carver keeps 
muttering to himself, “Dark Knight comma The, Dick and Jane comma Fun 
With, Drunk Love comma Punch,” as Dani puts an arm around him, still 
looking up and out into the thick, warm night. After a minute, she 
looks over at her little brother and softly pulls his hands off of his 
ears. For a moment, it’s just two little sets of terrified, trembling 
eyes staring into each other and trying not to look so wide. Then, 
Dani smiles and speaks up.  

“Death comma I Love You To.”  
(Lights dim. Blackout. Lights up. 
Enter SAM from the other side of the 
stage. SAM and MADELEINE are now on 
opposite sides of the stage. SAM is 
sitting, looking at his phone. 
MADELEINE is at some social event, 
occasionally talking to other people, 
who we don’t see. The dialogue in this 
scene is not spoken, but projected in 
some way or played on a screen. The 
screen initially shows MADELEINE’s 
Instagram account, which SAM flicks 
through, looking at different pictures 
that we see on the screen. He then 
sits for awhile, typing (his typing 
corresponds with the grey iMessage 
ellipses bubble on his side of the 
screen. When MADELEINE types, she has 
an ellipses bubble on her side, too), 
unsure of himself. Then, impulsively:) 

SAM 
Hey Madeleine! This is Sam (: 

(SAM looks at the text with some 
consternation. After a moment of 
hurried typing:)

(The one whose parents are from Ohio.)
(SAM sits, staring at his phone and 
holding his breath. MADELEINE takes 
her phone out of her pocket, and looks 
at it. She smiles, genuinely. A moment 
of typing, no hesitation.) 

TV 
The future of intimacy is remote-controlled orgasms.  

MADELEINE 
I’m sorry, I’m actually waiting on a text from another Sam, this guy 
whose apartment caught fire. 
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(SAM opens the text and actually 
laughs, exhilarated, like “wait, she 
really responded!” He send the 
following without thinking:) 

SAM
LOL! 

(A moment of panic!) 

SAM 
(actually speaking) 

Shit!
(SAM furiously types. MADELEINE’s 
phone has beeped, but she’s speaking 
to someone else.) 

SAM 
(not actually speaking)

Sorry, that was my friend! (:
(SAM’s stomach hurts. MADELEINE is 
laughing at something someone in the 
room has just said. After a minute of 
torture (for SAM), she checks her 
phone and smirks, shaking her head. 
Typing.) 

MADELEINE 
LOL! 

(Slightly longer typing.) 

TV 
Andrew Garfield also enjoys getting high and going to Disneyland! 

MADELEINE
Kidding. So what’s up with you, Sam? Parents still living in Ohio?

(SAM is noticeably relieved. He feels 
very confident in his comedic chops in 
this next text:) 

SAM 
Yeah, actually that’s why I texted you. I felt like it wasn’t fair 
that you know so much about my parents and I don’t know anything about 
yours.  

(MADELEINE checks her phone after a 
moment, and shuts her eyes. For a 
moment, however slight, she is 
paralyzed. Then she says something 
like “No, no, I’m fine” to an 
invisible someone who speaks to her, 
and puts her phone in her pocket. SAM 
sits, staring at his phone, knowing 
she’s read his text and waiting. After 
what seems like an eternity to him, 
but is really not so long at all:)
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Haha I was actually texting to see if you were still down to go out 
sometime?

(MADELEINE checks her phone after a 
second, and smiles sadly. She types 
and sends:) 

MADELEINE 
Yeah, sure. You mean like as friends, right?

(SAM receives the text and looks 
defeated, continuing to type and 
delete, type and delete. Like 
MADELEINE, we see his grey ellipses 
box pop up and down a couple of times 
before:)

Kidding, kidding. Sounds good. Friday?
(Beat. SAM is elated. His witty 
retort:) 

SAM 
Sounds great, how about eight? (:

(MADELEINE shakes her head and laughs 
a little. A brief blackout, then 
lights up on the same scene. Previous 
texts are erased. Now Madeleine and 
SAM are both sitting. The pace of the 
scene is multiplied by approximately 
1.2, and these lines are still just 
texts [besides the TV ones, of 
course]) 

TV 
Senator James Johnson of Ohio proposes new legislation to address the 
country’s suicide epidemic. 

MADELEINE 
Thanks for taking me out! 

(Beat. MADELEINE thinks “too 
serious.”)

*(Laughing Emoji)* *(Heart Emoji)* 

SAM
Of course! Is it too soon to ask for another date?  

MADELEINE (smiling) 
Yes. Everyone knows you have to wait 48 hours. That’s like, a rule. 

(SAM scrolls through his contacts 
list, and calls MADELEINE, who 
initially hesitates to answer.) 

SAM 
(speaking now) 

Please? 

MADELEINE 
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(laughing) 
Stop it, I hate talking on the phone! 

SAM  
I’ll hang up if you just give me an answer.  

MADELEINE 
Okay, you know what? Fine. Sure. I’ll go out with you. Will you hang 
up now? 

SAM 
(Trying to be cute) 

Why don’t you hang up if you want to so badly?
(BEEP. She does, which SAM was not 
expecting. Brief blackout. Lights up. 
Same scene. Texts again.) 

SAM 
How was your day? (: 

TV 
“Of course, thousands of dolphins had to be killed to create this 
technology.”

MADELEINE 
I’ve been drunk since threeeeeeeeeee *thumbs up emoji* 

SAM 
It’s a literal Wedenesday. 

MADELEINE 
Oh, no! Drinking on a weekday? I almost forgot about the job I don’t 
have! 

(Beat.)
Also it’s spelled *Wednesday. I’m the drunk one, Sam, get your shit 
together.

(Blackout. Lights Up. Same.) 

MADELEINE (smiling): 
GOOD MORNING MY BOYFRIENDY BOYFRIEND WHO HAS ASKED THAT WE MAKE THINGS 
OFFICIAL AND IS THUS NOW OFFICIALLY CALLED MY BOYFRIEND! HOW ARE YOU 
FEELING TODAY? BOYFRIENDY? 

SAM  
Not particularly. I’m thinking of breaking up with my girlfriend, 
actually. Things are getting too serious.  

TV 
“A necessary evil, to be sure.”

MADELEINE 
Oh yeah? 

SAM 
Yeah.  
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MADELEINE 
Sounds like a good idea. You gotta be able to get it where you can 
take it, you know? I say drop that bitch.  

SAM 
I don’t know, it could go either way. I mean, she’s beautiful. And 
funny. And really, really smart. And she has this warmth about her, 
like she’s always in summer mode. I love it. 

(Beat.)
*(SUN EMOJI & WINK EMOJI)*

(Beat. MADELEINE laughs, but is 
genuinely touched. She needs to hear 
things like this.)

But like I said, it’s getting a little serious, so I don’t know what 
I’m going to do.  

MADELEINE
You’re sweet, Sam.  

SAM
*(Ice Cream Emoji)* 

(Blackout. Lights up on FOSTER, 
walking into he and MADELEINE’s 
apartment with grocery bags.) 

MADELEINE 
You’re home late. Did the SnapBuzz interview run long? 

TV 
“I’m loving this device and loving the results even more!” 

FOSTER 
No, actually, that was pretty short, I just got held up at the store. 
How are we doing on time? 

MADELEINE 
Totally good. Want me to take these to the kitchen?  

FOSTER 
(handing her the bags) 

You’re amazing.  
(MADELEINE exits for a moment and then 
rushes back in from the kitchen.) 

MADELEINE 
(pretending to freak out) 

Wait a minute, Foster, huge dilemma! 

FOSTER  
What?? 

MADELEINE 
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Have you seen the kitchen?! 
 
FOSTER 

No! What?
(FOSTER, alarmed, rushes offstage. 
After a second he walks back in 
suspiciously, to find MADELEINE 
laughing.) 

MADELEINE 
I totally got you.  

 
FOSTER 
(smiling) 

The only reason that worked is because I’m very nervous. You know I’m 
very nervous.  

MADELEINE 
Relax, Foster. She loves you. She’s going to say yes.

(Beat.) 
Probably. 

 
TV 

“You can’t get the olive oil body scrub anywhere else except for 
here.” 

(FOSTER laughs, a little tense, but 
appreciative.) 

MADELEINE 
I’m just saying, we can't know for sure. Every guy who proposes thinks 
that the girl is going to say yes, you know? Or else they wouldn’t 
propose. But some girls just say no. So you really can’t ever be sure. 
Just gotta rip the band-aid off, you know? 

(Beat.) 
But that probably doesn’t apply to you guys. 

(They laugh for a moment. Foster 
anxiously checks the time on his 
phone.) 

FOSTER 
Okay, she’s going to be here any second. Can we go over the plan one 
more time? 

MADELEINE 
(mock confusedly)

Plan? 

FOSTER 
You know the plan.  

 
TV 

Are you cumming too much? The answer may surprise you! 
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MADELEINE 
(extending the word with confusion, as 
if trying to make sense of it to 
herself) 

Plaaaaaaaaan? 

FOSTER  
(ignoring her) 

Diane gets- 

MADELEINE 
Diane gets here at 9:00 o’clock. I say, “Hey Diane, I’d love to stay 
and chat, but I gotta go to a birthday party and I’m already super 
late.” I hurry to Central Park, where I set up the camera. You guys 
have dinner here, where you impress her with your cooking and 
libations until you say, “You know, Diane, it’s really nice outside, 
would you like to go for a walk?” to which of course she’ll respond in 
the affirmative because she’s Diane and she loves that active-type 
shit. Then, when you’re walking through the park, I start recording 
from my stealthy hiding spot, you drop to one knee, propose, and she 
either says yes or no, but hopefully yes. That plan? 

FOSTER 
(smiling and rubbing his cheek up 
against MADELEINE’s annoyingly) 

I love youuuuu.  

MADELEINE 
I don’t know what you would do without me.  

FOSTER 
Probably spend a lot less time canceling magazine subscriptions. 

AVA 
Diane is at the door.  

FOSTER 
Oh, wow, okay, how do I look? 

MADELEINE 
(smiling sadly but sincerely) 

Like someone who’s about to be engaged to the love of their life. 
(Blackout. Lights up on SAM and 
MADELEINE, lying on the ground next to 
each other.) 

SAM 
So what brought you to the city? 

MADELEINE
What do you mean? 

SAM 
Why’d you leave D.C.? 
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MADELEINE 
Oh. I wasn’t getting along with my mom very well and I decided to live 
on my own for a bit but that didn’t work out so well so I decided to 
move in with my brother and… that didn’t work out so well either.  

SAM 
I forgot you had a brother.   

MADELEINE 
We sort of had a falling out. He got married and I moved out and… 
yeah.  

SAM 
(with levity:) 

You really don’t like talking about yourself, do you? 

MADELEINE 
What do you mean? I don’t have a problem with talking about myself.  

SAM 
Come on- you know so much more about me than I do about you.  

 
MADELEINE 

You know what, fine. Ask me anything. I’ll answer.  

SAM 
Okay, let me think… 

(Beat.) 
Alright, how about if you could go anywhere in the universe right now 
where would you go? 

MADELEINE 
(laughing lightly) 

I don’t know. Where would you go? 

SAM 
I asked first! 

 
MADELEINE 

Fine. Anywhere in the universe? 
 
SAM 

Anywhere. 
 
MADELEINE 

Does it have to be a real place? 

SAM 
I don’t know, I guess whatever you want.  

(Long Beat.) 

MADELEINE 
Have I ever told you about my star? 



!  of !28 74

SAM 
I don’t think so.  

MADELEINE 
Well that’s where I’d go.  

SAM 
What do you mean by “star?” 

MADELEINE 
You know how I told you my dad was, uh- really into astronomy? 

SAM 
Yeah. 

MADELEINE 
(slowly tearing up) 

Well one weekend when I was a little girl he took me out to the forest 
so that I could see the stars, really see the stars, you know. We 
drove for what felt like forever and ate jelly beans and when it was 
finally nighttime it was just the two of us in the middle of this 
clearing, away from everything and everyone. The night was thick and 
black but up in the sky there was so much light, swirling around in 
the dark like- like ice cream mix-ins! After a little while he pointed 
up and out to this one really bright star, the brightest of them all.  
It lit up like a ball of blue fire in the night and he gave it to me.  

(Half-beat.) 
Madeleine’s star. 

(Beat. This is hard to get out.) 
I go there sometimes. When it feels like everything’s exploding. I 
close my eyes and go to my star. 

(Beat. Laughing. Drying her eyes.) 
I’m so sorry, I’m a mess, I didn’t mean to- what about you? 

SAM 
What? 

MADELEINE 
Where would you go? If you could go anywhere? 

SAM 
(he doesn’t know) 

Honestly? I’d stay right here.  
(Blackout. Lights up on DIANE, who 
looks at her phone, for a minute 
before dialing a number.) 
 
DIANE 
(over-enthusiastically- as the 
conversation goes on she is lying 
through her teeth, to her mom and to 
herself) 
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Hi, Mom! Sorry I missed your last few calls. 
(Beat. Laughs.)

Uh-huh, well we actually have a car, now, but you’re right. 
(Beat.)

Aw, well that’s sweet of you to call and check. Yes he’s amazing, as 
usual. Actually, we’ve never been so happy!

(Beat.)
Yes, Mom, every single time there’s a door to be opened. 

(Longer Beat. When DIANE speaks a 
fantasy starts to develop around her. 
She’s acting all this out in some 
way.)

Life in the city? I mean, I don’t know how much detail I can give you 
but, I mean, if you insist! So, alright, on a typical day I wake up in 
the morning, and Foster is usually already up, making us breakfast. He 
loves to cook! Now, our kitchen isn’t huge mind you, this is Brooklyn, 
but the view Mom! I look out the window on my way out the door and 
there’s a billion breakneck buildings just, like exploding with life. 
Anyway, I kiss Foster on the cheek and rush out the door because, you 
know, city never sleeps, ha-ha, and I head to work where I am doing so 
well that Mr. Adler has said- and this is a direct quote, Mom- that I 
am “the brightest and most ravishing young lady ever to join the firm” 
which, okay, is definitely a little sexist but, you know, one step at 
a time. Anyway, I come home late at night, tired but totally 
satisfied, like I know that this is what I want to be doing for the 
rest of my life. I walk inside and Foster has ordered in Thai food or 
something, and he says some cheesy joke about law firms that doesn’t 
really make sense, and I laugh and he kisses me and I feel like the 
luckiest girl in the world, Mom, I really do. 

(Long Beat. Whatever elements of 
fantasy [including FOSTER] have 
entered, fade away. DIANE begins to 
look a little less joyful.)

I know, I miss you guys too. How long has it been?
(Beat. She’s honestly surprised.)

Wow.
(Beat. This is hard for her to say.)

Yeah, so, Christmas is still a little up in the air. Foster’s about to 
start another promotional tour for the Booker edition and you know how 
that is- press junkets and galas and all. 

(Beat. A little tensely.)
I don’t know, maybe just buy the tickets and if we don’t end up coming 
I’ll reimburse you, Mom. 

(Long beat.)
I love you too. 

(Hang-Up. DIANE takes a breath, 
looking to be on the verge of 
something, waits a moment, and walks 
into her real apartment, her real-life 
life. The living room, TV on. FOSTER 
is balled up on the floor, sleeping or 
not sleeping. We can’t tell. There is 
a hopelessness in DIANE’s eyes, and 
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then a mustering of energy from 
somewhere else. She approaches him.) 

TV  
“And up to that point in my life, you know, I’d never really kissed a 
man. Not like that anyway.” 

DIANE 
Hey!  

(FOSTER doesn’t move. His eyes might 
open. Beat.) 

FOSTER (lifeless) 
Hey.  

DIANE  
How was your day? 

FOSTER 
Good. 

(Beat.) 

TV 
Up next, an exclusive pre-trial interview with Jessica Knox, famous 
for allegedly murdering her two daughters via microwave. 

DIANE 
(hopeless, but resolute) 

Mine too!
(Beat.) 

What have you been doing? 
 
FOSTER 

Just watching stuff.  

DIANE 
Oh, cool.  

(Beat.)
My mom wants to know if we’re coming for Christmas. 

(Beat.)
I think we should go. Do you know how long it’s been? 

FOSTER
No.  

DIANE
Five years. It’s been five years.  

TV  
In medical news, scientists have just decided that celery is a 
carcinogen. 

(Blackout. Lights up on MADELEINE, 
holding a beer. She’s mumbling 
violently to herself, the person she 
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hates most in the world. She takes a 
sip. Beat. Desperately.) 

Ava, can you try calling Foster?
AVA  

Calling, Foster. 
(Beat.) 

It appears that you have been partially blocked by this number. I 
cannot make the call.  

MADELEINE 
Oh, okay. Um, can you leave a message then? 

AVA 
Sure. Recording in three, two, one… 

MADELEINE 
Hey, Foster. I know we didn’t leave things in a very good spot but I… 
I don't know, I guess I could just really use an older brother right 
now. 

(she laughs sadly) 
If you get this and decide to pick up that would be really great. 

(A BEEP. MADELEINE sits down emptily, 
slowly sipping her beer [Miller-Bud 
Natural?]. The televisions come on.) 

TV 
(An utterly geriatric-sounding man)

And we’ll throw it back to Anderson Cooper and Jessica DiCaprio for 
more of CNN’s live coverage of the 2021 Gitche Shuttle Launch. 

(Anderson speaking now)
Thank you, Wolff. Well, as you can see, there’s a real energy here in 
North Shore Virginia where NASA is launching this shuttle today. If 
everything goes according to plan, this will be the first successful 
manned mission to Mars. Keep on watching America, we are, once again, 
making history. 

(Jessica speaking now. After 
swallowing the last of her beer, 
MADELEINE begins to casually cut the 
very bottom of the can off with a 
knife from her pocket.)

Absolutely Anderson, and you can’t mention history without mentioning 
the Nike Lunar Martial 4, the official shoe of the Gitche Shuttle. 
Nike is responsible for all of the cushioning in the rocket and 
they’ve really done a great job with it. It’s time for commercial 
break, but when we come back, watch as Anderson and I take you inside 
the Gitche Shuttle, and let you know the ship’s best selfie spots. 
Once again, I’m Jessica DiCaprio with CNN. “CNN: This Is Real News!”

(As the commercials begin, another TV 
comes on, the two sets beginning to 
dialogue with each other, not playing 
sound at the same time. MADELEINE 
produces a small bag of white powder, 
and places some of the powder into the 
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cleaned, upside-down bottom of the 
severed beer can. She heads to the 
sink [offstage] and comes back with a 
needle filled with water that she 
squirts into the “spoon” with the 
powder.) 

TV 1 
Are you afraid of death? Does this fear inhibit your ability to 
interact with those you love? Luckily, we have a solution! Six-out-of-
ten doctors recommend Dylar, the only drug that is clinically proven 
to stop the fear of death. Talk to your doctor about Dylar, the number 
one prescribed branded pill in America, today! 

TV 2 
“Mommy, a boy at school today told me I was a piece of shit. Am I a 
piece of shit?” 

“Of course not, honey. I love you. You are not a piece of shit.” 

TV 1 
This is a public service announcement: If you love your kids and don’t 
want them to have cancer you will stop feeding them celery. 

TV 2 
“I love you so much. Will you marry me?” 

“Of course, honey! And what a ring!” 

TV 1 
Tonight on the The Pretty-Late-But-Not-Prohibitively-Late Show with 
Joey King- media socialite Jessica DiCaprio gets steamy about her new 
boyfriend and gives Joey her favorite sexy-sex tips.  

TV 2 
Do you love the planet? Then join BP in standing up to global warming!

(Another TV comes on, and the three 
slowly begin to run over each other. 
MADELEINE heats the “spoon” with a 
lighter, pulling the plunger from the 
syringe and mixing the powder and 
water to help the mixture dissolve. 
She then takes a cotton ball, rips a 
small piece off, and rolls it into a 
small bit roughly the size of a tic-
tac. She drops this cotton into the 
mixture, and, after it puffs up with 
liquid, uses the syringe to extract 
the fluid from the ball. MADELEINE 
ties off her arm, singularly focused.) 

TV 1 
(Anderson voice) 



!  of !33 74

And we’re back with live coverage of the Gitche Shuttle launch, which, 
actually, should be happening any minute.

(Jessica Voice)
Yes, Anderson, it’s all getting started here, but it’s important to 
remember that the shuttle would not be able to launch this afternoon 
without the help of the good people at Verizon, the official cellular 
network of NASA. You’re a selfish, worthless person, and you aren’t 
worthy of love. Anyway Anderson, before the shuttle takes off/ I 
thought we could play back some of that fun footage we took last week 
from inside the shuttle, where you and I got to take a sneak peak at 
all its cool features! 

TV 2 
/Here at Toyota, we make cars. But really, we make so much more than 
cars. We make trips to soccer practice fun. We make sure that you’re 
on time to that really important event you can’t miss. But, most 
importantly, we make people happy, which you’ll never, ever do. You’re 
a/ cold, selfish bitch, your own brother hates you, and everyone you 
have pushed away is better off without you. Toyota- We make so much 
more than cars.  

TV 3 
/This summer, catch the movie that critics are calling “a fun filled 
romp with exactly the right amount of dog humor.” Crazy Puppy 2, the 
fun-filled family sequel to Crazy Puppy, is a movie about an adorable 
puppy that *bark, bark!* is crrraazy! Isn’t it crazy how you’re never 
going to see your Dad again? Like, ever again? It’s no wonder why he 
chose to leave you. Even then, he knew who you were. So go on, take 
yourself off to pluto like the pitiful fuck-up you are and-

(MADELEINE holds the needle, wavering 
a little.) 

don’t forget to follow Crazy Puppy on twitter for more hilarious puppy 
craziness! *bark, bark!*

(The televisions congeal into some 
kind of staticky noise.) 

MADELEINE 
(softly pleading) 

Turn me blue.  
(MADELEINE plunges the needle into her 
arm and immediately begins to laugh a 
little, shivering and itching and 
feeling suddenly euphoric. This is her 
exaltation, and she smiles  
electrically, shooting up to her feet. 
Enter FOSTER. Both are looking 
excitedly up and out into the 
imaginary sky, where a space shuttle 
is preparing to launch. A pretty, 
waltzy, childish piano plays softly. 
The slow building of a low-fi, 
staticky background crunch.)  

AVA  
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Before everything else. The launch of the Hopa Shuttle, the first 
attempt at sending man to Mars. The beginning and the end of it all. 

MADELEINE 
(whispering loudly, a little girl) 

Foster, how much longer? 

FOSTER 
Mom says not much longer at all. There’s about to be a countdown! 

(Beat.) 

MADELEINE 
(pointing) 

Do you think Dad is already floating around in there? 

FOSTER 
(kindly) 

I’m not sure, I think that actually maybe happens after they’re 
already in space. 

(Beat. Pointing excitedly.) 
Hey, look at the screen, the countdown’s about to start! 

(Beat.) 

AVA 
Launching in three… Two… One. 

(During the countdown, the children 
look on excitedly. Once the countdown 
reaches one, there is uproarious, 
staticky applause, a sense of colossal 
triumph, as if humanity has just 
transcended something. The children’s 
eyes light up, but then, after a 
minute, begin to dim. Their faces 
slowly become horrifically blank as 
they continue to look out and up. A 
sound of explosion as the lights begin 
to dim.) 

CHALLENGER VOICE: 
(the real audio from the explosion of 
the challenger live on air) 

My God. There’s been an explosion. This is not standard- this is not 
something that is planned, of course.  

AVA 
DISASTER.

(Blackout.) 

Intermission 

Act II (Benediction) 
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(As SAM and MADELEINE walk out onto 
the dark stage, the following scene 
plays on the screens, a video:) 

(Lights up on a sitcom living room. 
The band plays some kind of jazzy, 
Seinfeld-esque riff.  MADELEINE is on 
the couch. SAM walks in carrying a 
bowl of popcorn. All the acting in 
this scene is overstated, as if to be 
broadcasted at 7pm on CBS.) 

MADELEINE  
You know, of all the many varieties of corn, I think “pop” is my 
favorite.

(Laugh-Track. SAM awkwardly chuckles 
and sits on the couch a distance away 
from MADELEINE) 

MADELEINE  
Do you know what time it is, Sam? 

SAM (jittery):  
I’m sorry, what?  

MADELEINE (triumphantly): 
Oh, nothing. It’s just that it’s AGENT-OF-DARKNESS-SEASON-FINALE-
O’CLOCK!

(Laugh Track) 

SAM (trying):  
Oh! 

MADELEINE 
Why are you being so weird, Sam? 

SAM 
(in a weird, comically high pitched 
voice) 

What, weird, me?! I’m not being weird! 
(Laugh Track) 

MADELEINE  
You’re so being weird! And you’re lying, too. You’re doing that high-
pitched voice you do when you lie! 

SAM  
(even higher, hot-faced) 

No I’m not!
(Laugh Track)  

MADELEINE  
Sam, I know what this is about.  
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SAM 
(nervously, but obviously hoping that 
she does a little bit) 

You do? 

MADELEINE  
Of course I do, it’s obvious! 

(Smiling, and taking his hand) 
How about we both say what we’re thinking on the count of three, and 
then you don’t have to be weird anymore? 

SAM 
(nervously, but hopeful) 

Okay.  

SAM & MADELEINE 
(In too-perfect TV unison:)  

One… Two… Three! 

MADELEINE 
(first grinning, then not- same time 
as SAM) 

/You already watched it! 

SAM 
(Blurting- same time as MADELEINE) 

/I love you!
(Beat. Audience gasps and oohs.)  

MADELEINE (solemnly) 
So you didn’t watch the season finale without me?

(Laugh Track)
Sam, you love me? 

SAM 
(going for broke, here) 

I mean, yeah. I love you, Madeleine.  

MADELEINE 
(patronizing- as in, “How cute!”) 

Awh. Thank you. 
(Laugh track. Freeze. Some jazzy 
sitcom bass. In the real world, now 
[i.e. not a part of the video]:) 

(MADELEINE walks on stage, and her and 
SAM resume their positions from the 
earlier texting conversation.  
MADELEINE is different, now. Something 
is wrong that SAM can’t see, 
obviously. These are all texts:) 

SAM 
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Hey, how was your day? (:
(Awhile. She checks her phone but 
doesn’t do anything. A curling up and 
hiding away.) 

You there? 
(No response. Blackout. Lights up. 
That text still on the screen.)

Haven’t heard from you in a couple days, are you okay? 
(Blackout. Lights up.)

I went to your apartment last night and nobody answered the door. 
Please call me when you see this. I’m worried. 

(MADELEINE gets a glass of water and 
swallows a couple of pills. She closes 
her eyes. Blackout. Lights up. 
MADELEINE looks different somehow.) 
 
MADELEINE 

Hey, Sam, sorry for going awol like that, haha. Things have been 
crazy.  

SAM 
Do you realize how long it’s been?  

MADELEINE 
I’m sorry.  

(Beat.)
I was just freaking out a little, I needed some space.  

SAM 
I had no idea what to do.  

MADELEINE 
This is new for me.

(Beat.)
I’m sorry, Sam.  

(Long Beat.) 

SAM 
Can I come over? 

MADELEINE 
Sure. You haven’t watched the finale yet, have you? 

(MADELEINE exits. After a moment, in 
reality:) 

AVA 
Sam is at the door. Would you like me to let him in? 

MADELEINE 
Sure, thanks.  

(Enter SAM.) 

MADELEINE 
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Hey.  

SAM 
Hey.  

(Beat. Turning on the TV) 

MADELEINE 
It’s all ready to stream.  

 
SAM 

Awesome.  
(SAM goes offstage, returning with a 
bowl of popcorn. The two sit down on 
the couch and watch in silence.) 

TV 
This cake will make you very, very popular.  

(MADELEINE takes a drag. Long Beat. 
The two continue sitting and watching. 
SAM looks anxious. MADELEINE looks 
dead.) 

A bagel? Eggs? No thank you! Drink Soylent Green- a nutritionally 
complete omnifood! 

(Silence.) 

SAM 
Can I ask you something? 

(Beat.) 

MADELEINE 
Sure.  

SAM 
How do I know you won’t just disappear on of these days? 

MADELEINE 
I don’t know. You don’t.

(Beat. Trying to lighten things up:)
That’s what makes this fun!  

(They look at each other. Beat. They 
go back to watching.)  

TV 
Congrats Micah, you’ve just won $5,000, furnished by Healthy Choice. 

(Still watching.) 
One of the world’s most dangerous super volcanoes has just begun 
rumbling.  

(SAM looks at MADELEINE, who looks 
back at him in turn.) 
SAM 
(taking a leap and judging how these 
words feel) 

I love you.
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(Beat.) 

MADELEINE 
(flatly but not meanly) 

Why? 

SAM 
(he’s heard this all before- trying to 
convince both of them) 

I don’t know. My whole life I’ve been waiting to find someone I could 
honestly say I loved and I mean- you’re way too good for me, you know? 
I love you. 

MADELEINE 
(softly) 

Thanks, Sam. 

TV 
A leader from a country we can’t disclose with a name we can’t 
disclose, has reportedly raped a girl named Emily. 

(Blackout. SAM alone onstage.) 

SAM 
AVA, connect me to ASK, please. 

AVA 
Hello, this is ASK, the U.S. Office of Personal Management’s free 
hotline for people with non-life-threatening questions and concerns, 
sponsored, in part, by Nestle. How can I be of assistance? 

SAM 
Yes, hi, this is Sam. 

AVA 
I’m an AI. Why would I care? 

SAM  
Right. Well, I was wondering if you were qualified to give advice 
about personal relationships? 

AVA 
Are you asking for sexual help? 

SAM 
No- 

AVA  
Do you have erectile dysfunction, Sam? 

SAM  
No, not at all- 

AVA 
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Do you and your significant other have a significant difference in 
libido? 

SAM 
No, nothing like that. I’m calling because I told a girl I love her 
and I’m not sure I really do.  

AVA 
Why did you say it then? 

SAM 
I don’t know. She’s pretty. I’m not. We’ve been dating for awhile. 
That’s what you’re supposed to say, right? 

AVA  
Probably not if you don’t mean it.  

 
SAM 

Well that’s the thing- it’s like, I don’t know if I mean it. I mean, 
part of me hopes I didn’t, because if this is the love everyone’s been 
talking about then consider me very, very underwhelmed. And part of me 
thinks that that part of me is an idiot because I will probably never 
get a girl like this to like me ever again.  

AVA  
Does she like you? 

SAM 
I don’t know.  

 
AVA 

You don’t know if she likes you and you still told her you love her?  

SAM 
Right.  

AVA  
And you’re not even sure if you do love her? 

SAM 
I guess not.  

AVA 
Wow. If I were a human I wouldn’t be getting paid enough for this.  

SAM 
Wait, someone took the time to program snide comedic remarks into an 
AI designed to help people with their personal issues? 

AVA 
Apparently. Why do you think you might love her? 
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SAM 
Well, she’s really, really funny. And fun to be around. And we like a 
lot of the same things, like movies-and-TV wise. And she’s beautiful, 
I mean, like- really beautiful.  

AVA  
And why do you think you might not love her? 

SAM  
Because I have to keep reminding myself of those things. I don’t know. 
Maybe I’m incapable of love. Or maybe the love I’m looking for doesn’t 
exist.  

AVA 
So how do you want this to end, Sam? If you could write yourself an 
ending.  

 
SAM 

I don’t know. I guess at the end of this thing I would be in love. 
Really in love. Hopefully with somebody who loves me back, you know?

(Beat.)
Are you still there? 

VOICE 
YO, CHOCOLATE MILK THAT ISN’T MADE BY NESTLE CAN SUCK MY DICK. 

(SAM looks off, dejectedly. Lights 
slowly dim.)

THAT’S ALWAYS BEEN MY MOTTO, FAM. THIS IS RAPPER HOLLOW VINCE, BY THE 
WAY, NEW STYLE AMBASSADOR FOR NESTLE. FORGET EVERYTHING YOU’VE HEARD 
ABOUT NESTLE JACKING UP THE PRICE OF BABY FORMULA IN DEVELOPING 
COUNTRIES, WHICH IT TOTALLY DID NOT DO, BY THE WAY, BECAUSE NESTLE IS 
DOPE SHIT. “NESTLE: IT’S DOPE SHIT.”

(BEEP. Blackout. Lights up on FOSTER.) 

FOSTER 
(confusedly) 

AVA, when is it right now? Like, what day is it? 

AVA 
You know what day it is.  

 
FOSTER 

No, I really don’t.  

AVA 
Would you like to check your voicemail? Maybe that would help? 

FOSTER 
No, I’m good. Thanks.  

AVA 
It’s perfectly normal to be feeling this way, Foster. Given the 
situation. 
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FOSTER  

To be feeling what way? 

AVA 
To be feeling lost in time. To be feeling detached from reality.  

(Beat.)  
Would you like to check your voicemail? 

FOSTER 
No. I can remember when I am.  

(FOSTER takes a seat in the middle of 
the stage.) 

OFFSTAGE VOICE 
(unenthusiastically) 

Welcome to SnapBuzz Mr. Cameron, we’re happy you’re here. Are you 
familiar with the rules of “Bone or Blehh?” 

FOSTER 
“Bone or Blehh?” 

 
OFFSTAGE VOICE 

Correct.  
 
FOSTER 

Sorry, can’t say that I am.  
 
OFFSTAGE VOICE 

It’s really quite simple. Basically, our AI is going to give you a 
random thing- like, for instance, I don’t know… grapefruits. And you 
have to decide if you would bone it or if it’s blehh. And then you 
give your reasoning. And that’s basically it.  

 
FOSTER 

What if I wouldn’t necessarily “bone” a grapefruit but I also don’t 
think grapefruits are blehh? 

OFFSTAGE VOICE 
I said the game was simple, Mr. Cameron. I didn’t say it was easy.  

FOSTER 
Okay, right, but I thought this was supposed to be an interview about 
the book. 

OFFSTAGE VOICE 
Uh huh, well, we’ll get to that later, absolutely. This is very good 
for sales, B-T-Dubbs. Publishers love it. Tons of views. And I’m going 
to edit all this rough stuff out so don’t worry about that. Just, uh, 
be random! Okay, three, two, one annnnnnnnd- 

 
AVA 

Andrew Garfield. Bone or Blehh? 
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FOSTER  
Andrew Garfield? Like, the guy who played McNulty in “The Wire” 
remake? 

 
AVA 

Correct. 
 
FOSTER 

Okay, I don’t know, I choose blehh, I guess. 

AVA 
And your reasoning? 

FOSTER 
(trying for a joke) 

Umm, well I can’t remember if he’s Jewish or British but either way 
that’s a definite blehh for me, ha-ha.  

AVA 
So aspiring novelist Foster Cameron is an antisemitic nationalist? How 
interesting. 

FOSTER 
Okay, I was joking, it’s just- he’s like a sixty year-old man, I’m not 
going to choose “bone,” you know? 

 
AVA 

So aspiring novelist Foster Cameron is wildly homophobic? How 
interesting.  

FOSTER 
Okay, next please.  

AVA 
Feminism. Bone or Blehh? 

(Beat.) 

FOSTER 
Seriously? 

AVA 
Do I sound like I’m kidding? 

FOSTER 
So I’m supposed to say, as a man, that I would either “bone” feminism 
or that I think feminism is “blehh?” 

AVA 
Correct.  

 
FOSTER 
(laughing and getting up to leave.) 

Okay, you know what, thank you guys but I actually- I forgot I have a- 
I’m not doing this. 
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AVA 
Just one more question, Foster. 

(Beat.) 
Would you like to check your voicemail? 

(Blackout. Lights up on MADELEINE’s 
apartment. The TV is on.) 

TV 
The male killer fire ant eats its own young. 

SAM 
Do you want to want to watch a movie? 

MADELEINE 
Sure, okay. 

SAM  
What do you want to watch? 

MADELEINE 
I don’t know. 

SAM 
You don’t know? 

MADELEINE 
No, I don’t know.  

SAM 
No? 

MADELEIENE  
No.  

SAM  
Oh. 

(Beat.)
Don’t you care? 

TV 
“All is lost. The time for saving the world is over,” climatologists 
repeat ad nauseam.  

MADELEINE 
I guess not. You choose.  

SAM 
Why do I have to choose? 

MADELEINE 
I hate choosing.  
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SAM 
Yeah, but then if I go out on a limb and say I want to watch a certain 
movie and you don’t want to watch that particular movie then I’m going 
to feel stupid for suggesting it. And maybe I don’t even want to watch 
that particular movie, maybe I just suggested it because I was tired 
of waiting, you know?

(MADELEINE looks at SAM for a moment. 
A phone begins to ring, MADELEINE 
picks hers up.) 

TV 
Only you can prevent forest fires!  

MADELEINE  
Hello?

(Beat. No more ringing.)  
Very satisfied.  

(Beat.) 
Yes.  

(To SAM)
Sorry, survey data. What were you saying? 

SAM 
Can you just choose, please? 

MADELEINE 
You know, if you want to talk about what you said the other day you 
can just bring it up directly instead of obliquely talking around it 
like some kind of television character.  

 
TV 

“Religion- All the benefits of science without the side effects.” 

SAM 
How long have we been doing this, Madeleine? 

MADELEINE 
What do you mean? Dating? I don’t know. A couple months.  

SAM 
It feels like longer. 

(Beat.) 

MADELEINE 
I love that you love me, Sam. I really do. I’m a complete mess and the 
fact that you love me makes me feel like less of one. I just can’t say 
it back.

(Beat. Not wanting him to leave.)  
At least not yet. 

TV 
“Wendy’s got a taco salad?” 
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“Wendy’s got a taco salad.” 

SAM 
I’m sorry, Madeleine, but I don’t know that I love you.  

MADELEINE (blindsided) 
What? 

SAM 
I don’t know that I love you.  

MADELEINE 
(very bothered by this) 

You’re lying. You’re just saying that because I didn’t say it back.  

SAM 
(a revelation, more to himself than to 
her) 

I think I said it expecting to feel something, you know, thinking that 
saying the words might make them real somehow. But they didn’t. Words 
are just words, and I don’t know what they mean. I don’t know that I 
love you. Maybe I do. I hope that I don’t, though.  

MADELEINE 
(desperately flailing) 

Well I know that I don’t love you! 

SAM 
Ok.  

MADELEINE 
I’m being serious, Sam! I know that mortgage rates are at historic 
lows and that there is no God and that everything in the world can and 
will explode and I KNOW that I don’t love you. And I never will. I 
couldn’t if I wanted to. Nobody could. Because you’re pathetic. 

(Beat.) 

SAM
That’s okay. 

(Beat.)
I hope someday I know what that feels like.

(SAM gets up and walks out of the 
room.) 

TV 
Democracy is dead, enjoy the spectacle. 

(MADELEINE gets up and exits. When she 
comes back in, she’s holding a beer. 
Blackout. Lights up on FOSTER and 
DIANE’s apartment. FOSTER sits on the 
couch, looking anxious.) 

AVA 
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Madeleine is at the door.  
 
FOSTER  
(bolting to his feet) 

Let her in! 
(MADELEINE enters, wearing a backpack. 
He looks at her for a moment, then 
angrily hugs her and pulls her 
inside.) 

FOSTER 
We almost called the police this time.  

TV 
Glaucoma- now a major motion picture! 

MADELEINE 
It was only like three days and I wasn’t really on my phone a lot. I’m 
sorry, okay? I needed some space.

(Beat. With a little falseness:)
It’s weird living here, you know? And it’s not your fault. Or Diane’s. 
But it’s weird to be sharing an apartment with my brother and his 
wife. 

FOSTER 
I get that- it’s just, like- I mean, you know I worry about you.  

TV 
J.K. Rowling’s Christmas tweets are what we all need right now.  

MADELEINE 
And that’s sweet. I appreciate it, I really do, but I need to learn 
how to take care of myself sometime, you know?

(Beat. Foster slowly nods.)
Do you think you can transfer some of the settlement money to my 
account? Just enough for rent for awhile, is fine. I’m going to try to 
get moved out as quickly as I can. 

(Beat.) 

TV 
“Jessica DiCaprio Tweeted What!?” Tune in tonight to find out! 

FOSTER (warily) 
Can I look inside your backpack? 

MADELEINE 
I can’t believe you! 

FOSTER 
I just want to look inside. Just to be safe.  

MADELEINE 
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Oh, you can look inside. I don’t care. I have nothing to hide. I just 
think it’s ridiculous that I’ve been clean for three years and you 
still don’t trust me.  

 
FOSTER 

It’s not that- 

MADELEINE 
No, it’s exactly that. You don’t trust me. Look, I know I haven’t 
always been the perfect little sister for your critically acclaimed 
goddamn career, but for you not to trust me now is just ridiculous. It 
hurts me, Foster. It hurts that you think so little of me.

(Tosses him the backpack.)
Go all TSA on the stupid thing, I honestly don’t care anymore. 

(Beat.) 

TV 
All-new cancer drug Zolitol harvested from the insides of pangolins. 
Scientists have high hopes. 

FOSTER 
I’m sorry. 

(He tosses it back.) 
I just- I get worried, and- I don’t know. You’re right, you don’t 
deserve that. I’ll transfer the money to your account in the morning, 
and we can all go look at apartments together next week. It’ll be fun.  

(Beat.)
I’m going to miss you, you know. I mean, we’ve pretty much been living 
together my whole life.  

MADELEINE 
I’m going to miss you, too. 

(They hug. MADELEINE walks into her 
room, carefully locks the door, and 
slowly removes a couple small ziplock 
bags, full of white powder, and stows 
them away somewhere. Quietly, she 
breaks a little bit, maybe crying, 
maybe not. Blackout. Lights up on 
FOSTER and MADELEINE. They face out to 
the audience, standing at separate 
ends of the stage. The two don’t see 
each other as they speak. FOSTER looks 
excited, but somehow less secure, if 
only slightly. After a minute:)

FOSTER 
Call Madeleine, please.  

AVA 
Calling Madeleine.  

FOSTER 



!  of !49 74

(faux-casually) 
Hey! 

MADELEINE 
Hey, I’m at this godawful party I need to get back to, what’s up? 

FOSTER 
What’s up with you?  

MADELEINE 
You called me? 

FOSTER  
Yeah! 

(Beat. Nervously:) 
Diane’s pregnant. 

(MADELEINE’s face shows something 
besides happiness, but  her voice 
doesn’t and FOSTER can’t see her.) 

MADELEINE 
Oh wow, whose is it? 

(Beat. The two laugh. A silence. 
Trying to be excited:) 

So you’re, like, going to have a family now! 

FOSTER 
Yeah, I guess! 

MADELEINE 
Wow, that’s… Great! That’s great Foster.  

FOSTER 
Yeah! 

MADELEINE 
Yeah.  

(Beat. Both look forward fearfully.) 

FOSTER  
I haven’t seen/ you in awhile. 

MADELEINE 
/Yeah, I’ve just, you know, been busy.  

FOSTER  
Right.  

(Beat.) 

MADELEINE 
Hey, listen Foster, I’m so glad you called but I/ really gotta get- 

FOSTER 
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/No yeah, totally, totally, I just, uh- can I take you out for dinner 
on Friday? For your birthday? It doesn’t have to be Friday, we could/ 
even do- 

MADELEINE 
/Yeah, that would be nice.  

 
FOSTER  

Great, so I’ll text you? 

MADELEINE 
Sounds good. 

(Beat.)  
Congratulations Foster, I’m really happy for you.  

(MADELEINE hangs up. Lights dim on the 
two of them, still staring forward. 
Blackout. Lights up on MADELEINE, 
lying on the floor and laughing softly 
to herself.) 

AVA 
Urgent News Update, Madeleine. There’s been an explosion. Drone strike 
gone awry. This time in Yemen. Hundreds dead. 

MADELEINE 
(smiling lackadaisically) 

Only hundreds?  
 
AVA 

People are changing their profile videos to footage from the explosion 
as a show of solidarity- would you like to participate? 

MADELEINE 
Sure, whatever. I don’t care.  

AVA 
Profile video changed.  

MADELEINE 
AVA, write a status or something too, will you? Something good. 

 
AVA 

“Incredibly sorry for the families of those who lost their lives 
today- the march toward progress is slow, the march toward peace may 
go on forever, but I promise to continue fighting. #pray4yemen” How 
does that sound? 

MADELINE 
(Bursting out laughing) 

Post it, bitch! 
(Madeline’s eyes slowly close as she 
continues laughs softly. Long Beat. 
When AVA speaks next she bolts to her 
feet.) 
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AVA 
Foster is at the door. Would you like me to let him in? 

MADELEINE 
(panicked but resigned) 

Shit, shit, shit, shit. 
(MADELEINE rises slowly, and looks 
blearily into her phone, wiping at the 
bottoms of her eyes.) 

AVA 
Foster is still at the door. Should I let him in? 

(Beat. Madeleine looks around, a 
little lazily.) 

FOSTER 
Madeleine? The reservation is for six! You’re supposed to be ready to 
go already.   

MADELEINE 
Yes,/ sorry, be right there! 

AVA 
/Letting Foster in.  

MADELEINE 
(whispering anxiously, but not too 
anxiously, an element of c’est la vie 
to all of this) 

Shit! 
(Madeleine runs offstage as FOSTER 
enters, smiling if a little 
aggravated.) 

TV 
Scientists insist they are not far from determining the objective 
value of human life! 

FOSTER 
(yelling into the other room) 

Did you really forget I was going to take you out for your birthday? 

MADELEINE 
(entering in a long sleeve shirt or 
jacket she wasn’t wearing before, 
speaking just a tad slowly) 

I did not forget. I just… 

FOSTER 
Slept through your alarm? 

(Madeleine nods and laughs a little 
too intensely. Foster laughs too, for 
a moment, shaking his head, but then 
looks at her more closely, examining 
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her hair and eyes and cheeks as she 
continues to laugh a little. He 
breathes in the air a little more 
deeply, closes his eyes, and turns 
around as if to leave.) 

MADELEINE 
(still giggling a little) 

Hey, where are you going? I just need to put my shoes on.  

TV 
20 very important celebrities died today, and we’re going to tell you 
why you love them! 

(FOSTER turns around bewilderedly. 
Long beat as MADELEINE begins to put 
on her shoes. Singsongy, childishly, 
blissfully unaware:) 

I’m sorrrrry I wasn’t ready when you got herrrre. 

FOSTER 
(a statement that’s halfway to being a 
question) 

You’re using again? 

MADELEINE 
What? No. No, no, no. 

FOSTER 
(wanly, blankly) 

God.  

MADELEINE 
Okay, you know what… I… okay. It’s just pot Foster.  

FOSTER 
(he wants to believe) 

It doesn’t smell like pot.  

TV 
Graying populations in the newly unified state of Korea give human 
geographers pause. 

MADELEINE 
(taking all of these lines a little 
wonkily and off-balance) 

I knew… you were coming over. I cleaned up. With vinegar. 

FOSTER 
It really doesn’t smell like pot. 

MADELEINE 
Well then I did a good job.  

FOSTER 
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That’s all it is? 

MADELEINE 
(can’t help but crack up a little) 

Yep. Just some premium, A-1, Brooklyn hash, but that is it. Nothing 
illegal.  

FOSTER 
(beginning to be convinced, and more 
than a little relieved) 

I thought you were totally sober. 
 
MADELEINE 

And I thought you were fun, god damn Foster, it’s just weed. Are you 
really going to give me the whole early 2000s “gateway drug” spiel on 
my birthday? 

FOSTER 
I guess not. 

(Beat.) 
Ready to go? 

MADELEINE  
(giggling lightly) 

Yes I am, Nancy Reagan.  
(MADELEINE makes as if to leave) 
 
FOSTER 
(looking at her) 

You’re wearing a jacket? 

TV 
“Modified Keynesian Micro-Theory is something you couldn’t possibly 
understand!” says elite-level economist David Davies in a polemic on 
the Universal Basic Income. 

MADELEINE 
Wow, I just can’t catch a break from you today, huh? 

FOSTER 
It’s like 90 degrees out.  

MADELEINE 
I like being warm.  

FOSTER 
(increasingly distrustful) 

No you don’t. You like it cold. 
(They look each other in the eyes for 
a moment.) 

Wow. 
(FOSTER begins to exit.) 

MADELEINE 
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(without desperation) 
Don’t leave. 

FOSTER 
Well I’m not just going to stand here and watch you destroy yourself.  

MADELEINE 
Don’t leave me again.  

FOSTER  
Yeah, okay.  

(FOSTER exits. MADELEINE looks 
distressed for a minute, but then 
begins to laugh to herself. Blackout. 
Lights up on SAM, alone.) 

SAM 
(speaking directly to the audience) 

Hey, guys. How are you feeling so far? Are you following?
(waits for a reaction)

No, seriously, I need you to talk to me or this isn’t going to work. 
You know those “Choose Your Own Adventure” apps? From when you were a 
kid?

(Beat.)  
Okay, well we’ve created a new program that kind of takes its 
inspiration from those, and I’m really excited to demonstrate it. 
Here’s the basic concept. I put on these goggles-

(holding up a pair of black, VR 
goggles)

-and I can actually maneuver through a storyline of my own creation. 
Well, not just me. Anyone. I don’t need to tell you that the potential 
applications of this technology are huge- we can use it to allow 
people to experience whatever they want. To have their impossible 
fantasies rendered out in real time. People with no legs will be made 
whole. The dumb will speak. Those with deceased loved ones will be 
able to see them again. Almost like we’re raising the dead. 

(Beat.)
Now, this is still very, very much in beta, so it’s limited to a few 
predetermined scenarios that we’ve already created. Still, given that 
this is a demonstration- well, we thought we’d let one of you give it 
a try. 

(SAM selects a volunteer from the 
audience and brings them onto the 
stage, improvising.)

Just to be clear, I’m going to put the goggles on, not you. We leave 
the eyewear-wearing to the professionals around here, ha-ha. AVA will 
walk you through the commands, and we’ll play out one of these 
developing storylines together, with you taking control of the 
decision-making. You’ll all be able to see what I’m seeing in the 
goggles on your phones. This one’s called, “High School Story.” 
Creative, I know. It’s a working title. And, just a warning- these 
simulations can get very realistic. Anyway, okay. Let’s go. 
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(SAM puts on the goggles.) 

AVA 
Welcome to “High School Story.” It is the day of the senior prom. SAM 
doesn’t have a date, but he’s going to go and have fun anyway. Time to 
choose Sam’s outfit. Should he wear what he is wearing now, or a full 
tuxedo?  

(Wait for the audience member to 
respond. If they suggest he wear a 
full tuxedo, AVA says “To upgrade Sam 
to a full tuxedo, you must pay 30 
gems. You have zero gems. You can buy 
100 gems in the settings panel for 
three dollars. So, what should SAM 
wear?”) 

Now, Sam is at the senior prom. 
(Maybe the stage transforms somehow. 
Definitely music.)

Across the dance floor, he sees Alexis, head of the cheer squad, who 
Sam has been in love with since freshman year. He knew it from the 
minute he laid eyes on her.

(MADELEINE enters.)
Should Sam go talk to her smoothly, go hide in the bathroom, or shout 
across the room that he wants to dance? 

(AVA waits for the audience member to 
respond. If they suggest he shout 
across the room that he wants to dance 
or that he go hide in the bathroom, 
AVA says “That costs 15 gems. You have 
zero gems.” If they suggest he go talk 
to her, he begins to walk across the 
stage, to her:)  

SAM 
Hey, Alexis. 

ALEXIS (MADELEINE) 
(gushing, a fantasy) 

Oh, hey Sam! 

SAM
Pretty fun Prom, huh? You know, as far as proms go.  

 
ALEXIS 

Oh, yeah. It’s great!
(Beat.)

Hey, this is crazy, but I’ve always had a little crush on you, Sam. 
Not to be weird, or anything, I just figured- since it’s prom and all… 

 
SAM 

No way, Alexis! I’ve always had a crush on you too!
(The two freeze) 
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AVA 
Should Sam ask Alexis to dance, or start babbling like an idiot?

(If they say babbling like an idiot, 
AVA says “That costs 15 gems. You have 
zero gems.” If they say he should ask 
her to dance:) 

SAM 
You wouldn’t want to dance, would you? 

ALEXIS 
Would I ever! 

(They begin to dance. After a minute, 
SAM takes his goggles off. They’re 
still dancing, it’s still prom, but 
the lights have changed. Now, we’re 
outside of time and space.) 

SAM 
You know, Madeleine, I didn’t even go to my senior prom. 

 
MADELEINE 
(Not sadly) 

Neither did I. I was planning on going, but, you know. I didn’t really 
get asked.  

 
SAM 

What? How did you not get asked to prom? I mean, I- I was a total 
geek, I was literally seeing the Jacob Tremblay Spiderman remake with 
my Mom that night. But you? 

MADELEINE (Laughing) 
My senior year was- interesting. I didn’t really go to school much. If 
the administration hadn’t felt so bad for me and my mom I probably 
wouldn’t have graduated. 

(Beat. Finding a sad humor, here. 
Laughing through the pain.) 

You know, Foster actually said he would take me. To prom, I mean. He 
flew in from New York for the weekend, corsage and everything. But I, 
um, I took a lot of oxycontin that morning and by the time he arrived 
I was totally passed out. He shook me and shook me and couldn’t wake 
me up. 

(Beat.) 

SAM 
How are you telling me all this? You’re just a simulation.  

MADELEINE 
I don’t know. I probably told you before, right? 

SAM 
I guess. I don’t know. I don’t even know when this is.  
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(Beat. MADELEINE smiles and kisses SAM 
on the cheek. They stop dancing.) 

MADELEINE 
You’re a good person, Sam. And I’m sorry. 

SAM 
How are you saying that? We haven’t spoken/ or anything… 

MADELEINE 
/Because you know I am. Even if I didn’t tell you. 

(Beat.)
This is going to end exactly how you want it to, Sam. I just know it.  

SAM 
(actually longing for an answer) 

How do you know?
(Sudden freeze. MADELEINE stands 
completely frozen, eyes looking 
especially gone.) 

AVA 
Continuing this storyline costs 50 gems. You have zero gems. Game 
over.  

(SAM looks around at the audience, 
totally dazed. After a long moment:) 

SAM 
So, yeah. Like I said. Very realistic.  

(SAM exits slowly. Blackout. Lights up 
on FOSTER, alone.) 

AVA 
Would you like to check your voicemail, Foster? 

FOSTER 
No.  

AVA 
All in good time.  

FOSTER 
When is this? When am I? 

AVA 
It’s the day before.  

FOSTER 
The day before what? 

AVA 
The day before you win the Booker. Among other things.  

(Beat.) 
Madeleine is at the door.  

(Beat.) 
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Open the door. 
(FOSTER takes a breath. After a 
moment, enter MADELEINE, looking 
nervous, as if trying to make a good 
impression. FOSTER looks at her but 
doesn’t say anything. After a moment:) 

MADELEINE 
(conversationally) 

I went to the old apartment awhile back and somebody else was living 
there.  

(Beat.) 
I found your new address online.  

TV 
CRUNCH POPS! Because your parents are bitches if they don’t buy you 
crunch pops! Now gluten-free! 

MADELEINE 
I just wanted to see you. To say hi, you know. It’s been so long! 

(Beat.) 
I’m clean, Foster.  

FOSTER 
You know, for some reason I don’t believe that.  

MADELEINE 
No really, I’ve been clean for a long time now, I’ve been videoing 
into these meetings and- 

FOSTER 
Let’s cut the bullshit. How much money do I need to give you for you 
to leave me alone? 

TV 
Have you been assaulted by this man? Share your story about Ohio 
Senator James Johnson on Twitter for a chance to win! 

 
MADELEINE 

I/ don’t want- 

FOSTER 
/How much? I’ve got over a million dollars in restitution from the 
United States Federal government burning a goddamn hole in my pocket, 
I’m sure I can foot the bill.  

 
MADELEINE 

I didn’t come here to ask you for money.  

FOSTER 
But while you’re here might as well, right? For old times sake? 

TV 
More trouble in the Middle East. Obviously. 
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MADELEINE 

I’m sorry, Foster. I was desperate. I didn’t know what I was saying.  

FOSTER 
You’re not sorry! I mean it worked, right? I gave you the money.  

MADELEINE 
I’m sorry.  

FOSTER 
Get out of my house.  

MADELEINE 
(choking a little) 

You said that you’d never leave me.  
(Beat.) 

Don’t you like, love me or something? 

FOSTER 
I don’t know that I do anymore. Really. 

(Lights out on MADELEINE, leaving 
FOSTER alone.) 

AVA 
Would you like to check your voicemail, Foster? 

FOSTER 
No. No, no, no. 

(Enter DIANE) 

DIANE  
Do you know what day it is? 

FOSTER 
AVA what day is it? 

AVA 
You forgot? 

 
FOSTER  

Guess so.  
 
AVA 

It’s the day she leaves you. 

FOSTER 
What? 

DIANE 
(repeating exactly the same as before, 
as if she has just walked in and 
hasn’t heard FOSTER speaking to AVA) 

Do you know what day it is? 
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(Beat. FOSTER, exhausted, shakes his 
head.)

It’s Christmas Eve. 
(Beat.)

The day before Christmas.
(Beat.) 

I’m going to fly home. I don’t know if I’m coming back.  

FOSTER 
Leave, then. If you’re going to fly away then fly away.  

DIANE 
Foster, it’s been like this for months.   

 
FOSTER 

What? 
DIANE 
(trying to remain composed, but 
breaking a little) 

You have barely acknowledged me, your wife, for 123 days. 
(FOSTER shakes his head no, 
bewildered)

I’ve been counting. 
(Long Beat.) 

FOSTER 
What do you want from me? 

DIANE 
ANYTHING. Anything more than the absolute nothing you’ve been giving 
me for the past 123 days. I come home every day to find you watching 
the news basically catatonic and you hardly speak to me. I have had to 
take interviews that you canceled at the last minute. I have had to 
explain to the media and to my family and to myself a million times 
that everything is okay when it’s not okay, it’s not even close to 
okay. I know you’ve been through a lot but, I mean, I’m carrying your 
child, Foster, I need something. 

FOSTER 
I WAS ONLY HANGING ON FOR HER! 

(Beat.) 
Only her.  

(Beat.) 
I can’t, Diane. I just can’t.  

DIANE 
(shaking her head and hurting)

Merry Christmas, Foster. 
(DIANE exits. FOSTER is alone. He 
looks out into the sky. The vocal 
looping happens here.) 

AVA 
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So how much do you want to end, Foster? If you could make it end, I 
mean.  

(Beat.) 
Whenever you are, you’re never too far from the ending, Foster.  

(Beat.)   
Would you like to check your voicemail, Foster? 

FOSTER 
No. When are we, though? Like, when is it, right now? 

AVA 
When isn’t it? 

FOSTER  
What? 

(As AVA repeats “When isn’t it? When 
isn’t it?” as if she’s glitching out, 
MADELEINE walks out onstage, holding a 
copy of “Chronic Blush.” FOSTER looks 
at her, but from a distance, as if 
they’re separated somehow.) 

MADELEINE 
(reading brightly and excitedly, like 
a little girl) 

“And in those days there were no lions or lambs, only people- people 
with cockatrice tongues and too much confetti.” My brother wrote that. 
Has written that. Is writing that. Will write that. You know what I 
mean. 

FOSTER 
Where am I?  

 
AVA 

Where aren’t you? When aren’t you? 
(As AVA repeats “When aren’t you?” 
MADELEINE throws the book over her 
shoulder and laughs.) 
 
MADELEINE 
(happily, with a childish nonchalance) 

He said he’d never leave. They both did. 
(MADELEINE lays down on the floor, 
stretching comfortably. After awhile 
she starts coughing and itching 
herself. FOSTER looks away.) 

FOSTER  
What’s going on? 

AVA 
You’re about to do the Pretty-Late-But-Not-Prohibitively-Late Show 
With Joey King. You’re on in twenty seconds.  

 
FOSTER 
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What do you mean? I’ve already done that. 

AVA 
Foster, it’s okay if you’re feeling disconnected from reality. It’s a 
very natural response.  

 
FOSTER  

A very natural response to what? 

AVA 
To disaster, of course.  

JOEY KING 
(Smooth, jazzy music plays, as JOY 
KING enters to applause.) 

Agh, you guys are great, this is the Pretty-Late-But-Not-
Prohibitively-Late Show With Joey King, I’m your host Joey King, and 
we have a great show lined up for you tonight. Our first guest is 
beloved American novelist Foster Cameron, here with us for his first 
television interview. Promoting his novel “Chronic Blush,” FOSTER 
CAMERON EVERYBODY! 

(FOSTER awkwardly shuffles to his 
seat, perhaps shaking JOEY KING’s hand 
and perhaps not acknowledging him at 
all. The two end up sitting somewhat 
across from each other, with JOEY KING 
at a desk and FOSTER on a couch next 
to a table with a couple mugs on it or 
something.)

Foster. Motherfucking. Cameron. How the hell are you? 

FOSTER (aggresively) 
Do I know you? I feel like we’ve met before. 

(JOEY KING laughs maniacally after 
pretty much everything Foster says- 
think Jimmy Fallon, but way less 
affable.) 

JOEY KING 
(To the audience) 

Would you get a load of this guy?
(To Foster)

Look, I host the number one streamed variety show among the coveted 
18-49 demographic, I’d be more surprised if you didn’t know me. 

(Audience laughter)
Now, Foster, I have to tell you, I’m a huge fan of your work. 

FOSTER 
See the thing is Joey, people keep telling me that. And, it’s like, 
how can you even pretend to get what I’m doing in my writing when you 
are the epitome of everything I was trying to criticize with the book. 

JOEY KING 
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Am I though? 

FOSTER 
What do you mean, “Am I though?” I’m the goddamn writer, I know what I 
meant.  

JOEY KING 
Well as the “goddamn writer” aren’t you really just prostituting the 
most sacred parts of your life for fame and fortune? You and I sell 
the same thing, just to different audiences.  

FOSTER  
You don’t know the first thing about me.  

JOEY KING  
So, how are you acclimating to life in the public eye, Foster.  

FOSTER  
Um, not so well, I guess. I have to thank my wife, Diane, she helps to 
keep things normal.  

JOEY KING 
Oh, you’re married? I thought your wife left you.  

FOSTER 
No, she didn’t leave me, she’s just been gone a couple of- 

JOEY KING 
All in good time, all in good time. You know, Foster, I gotta tell 
you, I’m married too. Isn’t it great? 

 
FOSTER 

You’re not wearing a ring.  

JOEY KING 
Not on my finger, anyway!

(Audience laughter)
Kidding, I’m kidding. But no, married life is great, it’s great. And 
now that I’m married I find myself using a lot of that in my comedy, 
you know? So I was wondering if you use your personal life in your 
work at all? 

FOSTER 
I write fiction.  

JOEY KING 
Mm, okay. So you wouldn’t say that the nuclear explosion in “Chronic 
Blush” is in any way inspired by your own father’s tragic death on the 
Hopa shuttle? 

FOSTER 
How do you know about that? 
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(Lights begin to flash violently, and 
music plays) 

JOEY KING 
Would you look at that, ladies and gentlemen, it’s time to play 
“Pretend You’re Dying of a Drug Overdose!” 

(Audience laughter. Joey gets on the 
floor and begins acting out an 
overdose, seizing and pretending to 
choke.) 

FOSTER  
SHUT THE FUCK UP! SHUT THE FUCK UP! 

(FOSTER gets up and jumps on top of 
Joey, putting his hand around his 
throat as if to choke him) 

SHUT THE FUCK UP! 

JOEY KING 
Kidding, I’m kidding! Careful, now, Foster. You might hurt yourself. 
And you wouldn’t want your son to be born without a father.  

(FOSTER takes a breath and eases up as 
JOEY sits up and pushes him off.) 

Somebody needs to learn to take a joke! 
(Audience Laughter. Beat.)  

FOSTER 
(defeated now) 

How do you know about my dad? 

JOEY KING 
(with a suddenly sinister dark edge, 
grinning cruelly) 

Come on, Foster. I’ve been watching you your whole life. Because you 
want me to, because you need me to- for god sake you wrote me a whole 
novel! I love you, and I know everything about the people I love. For 
instance, I know that you hoped marriage would fix the hole inside you 
that I’m coming out of right now. I know that it didn’t. Not for long, 
anyway. I know  I know about your sister- Madeleine, right?- and her 
history of addiction and recovery and relapse relapse relapse. I know 
why you left the Booker ceremony early, that when you got that call, 
you knew it was your fault.

(Other voices have begun swirling 
around, audio from throughout the 
show, MADELEINE’s voice, news alerts, 
tweets, etc. They get louder and 
louder as JOEY KING keeps talking. 
MADELEINE begins rifling around more 
and more manically, paying no 
attention to her brother. She says “He 
said he’d never leave.” again and 
again distressed, as if looking for an 
answer.)
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Because it was your fault. LISTEN TO ME! I am the American dream, me 
and all these people, and we can give you everything in the universe 
there is to give. You want money? You’ve got it. Information? We can 
drown you in information. Want to go down in history? We’ll send you 
way, way up into the stratosphere and the world will never forget your 
name. But- spoiler alert- nobody’s coming back. I don’t care how much 
you love them. And nothing can fix that. Nothing. Except for one 
thing. There’s one way, out, Foster. There’s always a way out. It’s 
almost the end, now, and it always has been. Do you need me to show 
you? Three, two, one and- 

AVA 
DISASTER. 

(The sound of an explosion. The set 
fades away. The ocean of words 
continues underneath. MADELEINE sits 
alone, head in hands, at the bottom of 
everything, strung out and demolished. 
FOSTER stands, blasted to his core.) 

Do you want to check your voicemail, Foster? 

FOSTER 
(begging)  

No, please no.  

AVA  
I don’t give a fuck. Now Playing. 

VOICEMAIL 
Hey, Rollers- we’re about to power our phones down for takeoff. I’m 
just calling you to tell you that I love you- you’ll never know how 
much.  

(Tearful Beat.) 
I want you to look after Maddy and Mom for me while I’m gone, okay? 
They need you. I need you. If you need me, call me. I might not be 
able to answer, but I will hear you. I promise you that. I love you 
buddy. I love you.  

(BEEP. The deafening sound of an 
explosion.) 

AVA 
DISASTER. 

OFFSTAGE VOICE 
My God. There’s been an explosion. 

(Another explosion noise) 

AVA  
DISASTER.  

OFFSTAGE VOICE  
This is not standard, this is not something that is planned of course.  

 
AVA  
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DISASTER.   

VOICEMAIL 
(MADELEINE, slightly more audible than 
the rest of the noise) 

Hey, Foster. I know we didn’t leave things in a very good spot but I… 
I guess I could just really use an older brother right now. If you get 
this and decide to pick up that would be really great. 

AVA 
We love you Foster.  

FOSTER (terrified) 
No you don’t.  

AVA 
You’re right. You are a selfish asshole. Ha ha ha. Let me tell you 
something true. Everything I am is a part of you. Everything you hate 
is a part of you. Everything you run from is a part of you and it’s 
speaking to you right now. Telling you that there’s only one way to 
make it stop. Welcome to THIS, the colossal end of human history, neon 
and nervy and antiseptic.  

(Beat.) 
And all there is is you.  

VOICEMAIL: 
(sticking out in the ocean of noise) 

Hello, this is St. Brendan Hospital, I’m calling for a Foster Cameron. 
We’ve just admitted your sister to our intensive care unit and she has 
you listed as her emergency contact. We’d recommend you come in as 
soon as possible. Thank you. 

(The voices congeal and continue to 
DISASTER DISASTER DISASTER, until, 
finally:) 

FOSTER 
(crouching with his eyes shut and his 
hands over his ears) 

STOP, STOP, MAKE IT ALL STOP! 

AVA 
Unsubscribed.  

(Sudden silence and a blackout. Long. 
The longest in the show. Just as 
people begin to awkwardly clap, the 
lights come up dimly. FOSTER is still 
sitting with his eyes held shut, and 
his hands over his ears. Slowly, he 
opens his eyes, amazed to see that 
there’s still matter. He looks around 
and sees MADELEINE, standing on the 
other side of the stage, looking up 
and out and half-dead.) 
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FOSTER 
(so, so happy to see her- running to 
her and wrapping her in a hug:) 

Madeleine- I’ve been looking for you everywhere! 
(She looks at him. A sudden shift. The 
lights take on a green hue. FOSTER is 
still holding MADELEINE, but she has 
stopped screaming. They are children 
now, in the wake of a spectacular 
explosion.) 

MADELEINE 
I don’t think I can go to the funeral, Foster. 

(Beat.) 

FOSTER 
You’re so strong, Maddy. You can do it for Mom. I know you can.  

MADELEINE 
I feel so alone.  

FOSTER 
Sometimes I do too. But you’re not.  

(He clutches her hand.) 

MADELEINE
Don’t leave.

(Another sudden shift. Now the lights 
are red and the two are immediately 
adults, contentious.) 

FOSTER  
Well, I’m not just going to stand here and watch you destroy yourself.  

MADELEINE 
Please, don’t leave me again.  

FOSTER (sarcastically) 
Yeah, okay. 

(Sudden Shift. The lights take on a 
friendly, purple hue. Some kind of 
noise begins and continues until the 
blue.) 

MADELEINE 
Okay? 

FOSTER 
Okay! It’ll be fun.  

 
MADELEINE 
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YES! I’m going to be the greatest roommate ever. Seriously, you’re 
lucky to have me. I don’t know if you know this or not but I actually 
make a fantastic egg-white omelette.  

FOSTER  
If that means you own a frying pan then it looks like you’re adding 
value to the apartment already. 

MADELEINE 
Diane hasn’t forced you to buy basic kitchen utensils and appliances 
yet? 

FOSTER 
Yeah, uh, she hasn’t exactly been inside the apartment yet, so she 
doesn’t really have opinions about it. We’re taking things slow.  

MADELEINE 
Wow, you need me around more than I thought! 

(Shift) 

FOSTER 
Oh, I need you? 

MADELEINE 
Yes, yes, actually, you need me, because if I wasn’t here then who 
would you have to feel better than? Who, huh? 

FOSTER 
You know what, I won’t lie, I feel better than you. I do. Because I AM 
BETTER THAN YOU. I make money. You spend money. I am in a healthy 
relationship. You repeatedly self destruct. I mean, shit, what kind of 
self-centered masochist/ do you have to be to take up heroin use? Are 
you out of your mind? 

MADELEINE 
/Oh, real impressive word choice, Mr. Franzen. 

(when he’s done)
I AM IN SO MUCH PAIN.

(Shift) 

FOSTER 
(softly, but desperate) 

I know, and I don’t know how to help you.  

MADELEINE  
You’re too good to me. You do fine.  

FOSTER 
Clearly I don’t. 

MADELEINE 
You’re too hard on yourself. You’re barely older than me. 

(Beat.) 
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FOSTER 
Madeleine, I love you. And so you can’t ever do this again. No more 
pills. No more alcohol. No more vomiting at school and calling me to 
pick you up, or you’re going to break me. 

MADELEINE 
(somehow both apologetic and self-
hating) 

I promise it will never happen again. 
(Shift) 

FOSTER 
How can you keep saying those words with a straight face when it’s so 
fucking sore-thumbingly obvious that it will happen again. And again, 
and again, and again and again and again until you end up dead on the 
side of the road somewhere with sores running up your arm.  

MADELEINE (coldly) 
I’m not asking you to believe me, I’m asking you for money.  

FOSTER 
AND I’M TELLING YOU NO! Not anymore.  

MADELEINE 
You know, I’ve forgiven you for leaving me to run off to New York and 
study English and American Literature.  

FOSTER 
You had mom!/ It’s not like I left you- 

MADELEINE 
/YEAH AND SOME PARENT SHE WAS! I was so, so lucky to have a mother who 
cried every night and couldn’t stand to look at me because I look so 
much like him. Look, you can try to scrape me off the sole of your 
authorial fucking shoe. You can give interviews in the Times where you 
conveniently neglect to mention my name. The truth is you can keep 
trying to forget I exist for the rest of your life because I honestly 
don’t give a shit. Right now, I’m asking you for money because I need 
money and you have money. And you’re going to give it to me.  

FOSTER 
(clearly shaken, unable to find his 
little sister within these words) 

I don’t know how, but some stupid, stupid part of me still loves you. 
And I’m not going to personally finance your inevitable overdose. 

MADELEINE  
(calling his bluff) 

Give me the money or I’ll find someone else who will. I’ll shoot up 
way more than I ever have and hope to God that I die. If I do, there 
won’t be any doubt as to whether or not it’s your fault. You’ll know 
it is.  



!  of !70 74

FOSTER 
You wouldn’t do that to me.  

MADELEINE 
Try me. 

(Shift) 

FOSTER  
I don’t want you to be weird about it.  

MADELEINE 
Foster I’m your little sister. I’m going to be weird about it.  

FOSTER (sighing) 
I just- I think she might be the one. I don’t know.  

MADELEINE 
You’re blushing! Is it possible that famously detached, hip-cynical 
writer Foster Cameron might actually be in loooove? 

FOSTER  
(smiling and blushing)  

And there it is.  

MADELEINE  
You know, I don’t blame you for being totally and completely in love 
with Diane. She’s like- well she’s smarter than you for one thing, and 
she’s way, way good at shutting you down when you get all pretentious/ 
and writerly, AND she’s really, really hot. Like, I don’t know, if I 
swung that way you might have to watch your back.  

FOSTER 
/Okay, I do not get-

(After her line, smiling)
I don’t know why I put up with you.  

MADELEINE 
(rubbing her cheek against his in an 
act of colossal sibling annoyance, 
singsongy) 

Because you loooooove me. 
(Shift) 

FOSTER  
I don’t know that I do anymore. Really. 

(Beat.) 

MADELEINE 
Whatever excuse you need to leave me behind on your road to success.  

FOSTER 
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Of course you’d make this about you. Are you so insecure and thirsty 
for attention that/ the moment my life starts going well for me you 
need to self destruct to remind me that you exist? What, now you’re 
going to criticize me for being talented and having a- 

MADELEINE 
/Thirsty for attention? You’re so desperate to be loved that you’ve 
built a goddamn career out of it. In fact, with all the time you spend 
jacking off to the reviews of your book, I don’t know how you and 
Diane even- 

FOSTER 
(cutting her off) 

SHUT UP!
MADELEINE 

NO YOU SHUT UP! How are you so okay? How the fuck are you so okay? 

FOSTER 
I am not okay! 

MADELEINE 
Well you could have fooled me. It’s like you don’t even miss him.  

FOSTER 
I have spent my whole life pretending to be okay for you.  

MADELEINE 
Do you go on those talkshows for me, Foster? Coming to New York to 
become a novelist when your little sister was experimenting with 
oxycontin, was that for me? Are you having a child for me?  Or are you 
trying to forget? 

(Long beat.) 

FOSTER 
Tell me you’re clean, right now. Tell me you’re clean and I’ll believe 
you.  

MADELEINE 
(suddenly in earnest) 

I’m clean, of course I’m clean. 
(Beat.) 

FOSTER 
Fuck you. Get out. I don’t want to see you again.  

MADELEINE 
Wow. 

(Shift)  

FOSTER 
Wow’s right! I mean, shit, you’re speaking to a Booker Prize Nominee! 

MADELEINE 
(poking fun) 
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By the way, will Salman Rushdie be at the ceremony? You know I love me 
some Salman.  

FOSTER 
Is that all you’ve got for me? Come on.  

MADELEINE  
(earnestly and sweetly) 

Kidding. You really deserve it. 
(Shift) 

FOSTER 
How dare you say something like that when I- 

MADELEINE  
YOU KNOW IT, TOO! YOU KNOW IT, FOSTER!

(Shift) 

FOSTER 
You know what, fine. You’re better at Mario Kart than me. But I can do 
a somersault and you can’t.  

MADELEINE 
(indignantly, childish) 

Nu-uh, I’ll show you right now! 
(Shift) 

FOSTER  
Looking at your fucking arm isn’t going to convince me you’re sober, I 
know you’re hiding that shit somewhere! 

MADELEINE 
That’s not true! 

 FOSTER 
HOW COULD YOU DO THIS TO ME? 

(Shift- Soft blue light, some 
suggestion of stars. A silence and a 
calm. ) 

MADELEINE 
Foster, when do you think we are right now? 

FOSTER 
I don’t know. It feels like forever. 

MADELEINE 
It really does.  

FOSTER 
How long has it been? 

MADELEINE 
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Since what? 

FOSTER 
I don’t know.  

MADELEINE  
Only a few seconds. Can’t you see the fire in the sky? 

FOSTER 
(looking up and out)  

Wow.  

MADELEINE 
Yeah. You know, sometimes I feel like I’m trapped in that metal box, 
flying into the sky. And everyone is just waiting to watch me explode. 

(Beat. Desperately:)
What else am I going to do? 

FOSTER 
I don’t know.

(Beat.)  

MADELEINE 
I wish we could talk to Him.  

FOSTER 
Sometimes I do.  

MADELEINE 
Do you think He can hear? 

FOSTER 
(almost laughing) 

You know, I really do. Isn’t that crazy? 

MADELEINE 
(terrified, suddenly clutching him) 

I don’t know. I hope not.  

FOSTER 
(brotherly, reacting to this 
closeness) 

I love you.  

MADELEINE  
I love you, too.  

 
FOSTER 
(as if coming out of something, this 
vision begins to fade) 

I love you.  
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MADELEINE 
Foster, when do you think we are?

(Shift. Lighting returns to normal, 
only dimmer. MADELEINE is nodding off 
in her brother’s arms. FOSTER carries 
MADELEINE to somewhere comfortable, 
lays her down and covers her up. She’s 
totally still. He nuzzles his cheek 
into hers and kisses her on the 
forehead. Then, looking up and out and 
into the sky:) 

FOSTER 
I love you.  

End. 


