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The Hologram

by T J Edwards

Characters ( 2F, 2M )

Steven 40 - 50s
Robert 40 – 50s
Eleanor 30 – 40s
Joanne 30s – 40s

(Like the play, Sleuth, two phony actors should be in the playbill, bios and all. One will
be a woman, the other a man. A maid will be played by the actress portraying Joanne;
all other male roles will be played by the actor portraying Robert. The hope is for the
audience to believe there are six actors in the show, aiding the surprise ending.)

Setting

A magnificent and opulent parlor in an enormous mansion
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The Hologram

Scene One
A gorgeous parlor, beautifully fashioned. There is a well-stocked bar and shelves
of handsome books. The walls hold good art. There are multiple entrances into the
room. As the lights rise, STEVEN and ROBERT enter. Robert is a lawyer and
dressed in an expensive suit, carrying a briefcase. Steven, a writer, wears a cravat.

STEVEN. Well, I’d say that generally I’m fine. I had this little heart
scare after getting the news. It was beating something like—
oh, what was it?—a hundred beats per minute.

ROBERT. I hope you’re alright?

STEVEN. Now, yes. The doctor called it arrhythmia. He checked it out,
said it was caused by all the stress.

ROBERT. Well, you’ve had a lot of stress. Some people, it takes years.

STEVEN. So he put me on medication. And meditation. That helped.
You should try some.

ROBERT. Meditation or medication?

STEVEN. Meditation.

ROBERT. Who has time?

STEVEN. You need to make the time. That’s the whole point.

ROBERT. Making time is stressful, see? Isn’t it easier to medicate?
My favorite yoga position is downward facing pill.

STEVEN. That can hurt you, Robert, in time.

ROBERT. What can’t?

STEVEN. I suppose. Well, sit down.
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ROBERT. Thanks. ( looking around ) Did you move the furniture?
I think last time I was here that was . . . there.

STEVEN. Oh, you know how it gets. Three in the morning you
can’t sleep, so you start pushing around furniture instead
of counting sheep.

ROBERT. You moved that picture. The abstract thing that looks
like a doughnut.

STEVEN. That’s not abstract at all. It is a doughnut.

ROBERT. I never knew that was a doughnut.

STEVEN. Sure. See the glazing?

ROBERT. Now that you mention it. Why do you have a picture
of a doughnut on your wall?

STEVEN. I like doughnuts.

ROBERT. I see. And you felt compelled to move it there.

STEVEN. My feeling was that it was abstractly hung. You know that
Joanne did the decorating, like she did everything. My
opinion never mattered. Not with decorating, nor much else.

ROBERT. Well, engineers are precise. Control’s important.

STEVEN. Control, you got that right. Anyway, I thought it’d look
great there. What do you think?

ROBERT. I prefer it there.

STEVEN. I should have expected that. You two always sided against me.

ROBERT. It’s not that, Steven. You have such odd tastes. I mean, just
look how you’re dressed. I’m not trying to slight you, but
no one wears a cravat these days. You should concentrate
on literature and leave the rest to others.

STEVEN. Because the others—or other, in our case—is deceased.
What am I supposed to do?
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ROBERT. How about a bit of mourning?

STEVEN. Didn’t you hear me talk about my heart troubles? That’s
a kind of mourning.

ROBERT. Steven.

STEVEN. Besides, do you really think that if things were reversed,
Joanne would be mourning me now?

ROBERT. As a matter of fact, I do. And if I can get on with things,
you’ll learn just how much.

STEVEN. You’re wrong, Robert. And it’s called an ascot.

ROBERT. I’m not here to argue. I’m on the clock, so let’s get
down to business.

STEVEN. On the clock. As if the meter to her clock would ever
run out. You want a drink?

ROBERT. This isn’t a social call. No.

STEVEN. Well, I’m going to belly-up. If you want to make
like a fish, the good swim’s over here. (goes to bar )

ROBERT. That’s your medication. Anyway . . .

STEVEN. So what’s the mystery? What did I have to wait so
long to find out?

ROBERT. Oh, there were a few, um, technical matters that
needed to be worked out.

STEVEN. That’s why you’re paid the big bucks, to work out
technical matters. So what did I get, anything at
all? Or is it back to a skid-row motel for me?

ROBERT. Here it is, in writing. ( holds up papers )

STEVEN. ( holding drink ) My hands are full, give it to me straight.
My bags are packed and I’m ready to go. Tell me when to
clear out and I’ll empty this bottle, steal the towels, grab
my book and head out that door.
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ROBERT. Alright, I’ll give it to you straight. Straight-up.  ( beat )
You get everything.

STEVEN. Ha.

ROBERT. I mean it, Steven. Look for yourself. Well, she did make
a few charitable contributions. But after that, as it says
here, “I bequeath my entire estate to my husband.”

STEVEN. Cut the jokes, Robert.

ROBERT. No joke.

STEVEN. The house?

ROBERT. House-es. This mansion. The mountain house in Vail. You
even get the flats in Manhattan and Paris. You’re shocked?

STEVEN. I . . . only asked for the Vail house.

ROBERT. She told me. She said you wanted it for your writer’s retreat.

STEVEN. I thought she might take pity on me since I’d get nothing
if we divorced.

ROBERT. You didn’t divorce.

STEVEN. Oh, you know that was only a matter of time. She not
ordered me out of the house with walking papers but
divorce papers as well, which I never bothered to answer.
Why? If we divorced I’d get nothing anyway. Did you
two have fun drawing up those divorce papers? Fill you
with as much glee while you composed her pre-nup?

ROBERT. Don’t blame me for that. You know Joanne needed a
pre-nup. She had to be sure your marriage was based
on love, that you weren’t one of those “gold-diggers,”
as so many of the men who tried to date her were.

STEVEN. You knew me. I wasn’t a gold-digger.

ROBERT. But you struck gold all the same, didn’t you?
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STEVEN. Gold-diggers come from torrid affairs, those two-week
romances between physically overdeveloped women and
mentally underdeveloped men. That’s not Joanne and I.
In fact, I’d be hard pressed to find any two people quite
so clear-eyed.

ROBERT. Yes, she was clear-eyed, so much so that she insisted
on a bit of insurance. Look, you didn’t get hurt by the
pre-nup, did you? You didn’t divorce.

STEVEN.  . . . I still don’t understand why she’d give me all this.

ROBERT. She loved you.

STEVEN. Didn’t act like it.

ROBERT. I’d say, ultimately, she did act like it. But it’s not just
the houses, Steven. You get her whole estate: bank
account, securities, even the royalties on all her patents.

STEVEN. That’s . . .

ROBERT. Crazy, I know. You, my friend, have hit the bloody lottery.

STEVEN. Robert, why? You were close to her, tell me. No. No, don’t
answer. Dredging up the past would only make me feel
again and I’ve buried all that. So how do I, um . . ?

ROBERT. Collect? Anxious to get your hands on it, eh?

STEVEN. No! I only want to get on with my life. It’s been on hold
the six months since I left here.

ROBERT. Don’t worry, everything will go to you. Though there
was one small, um, trifle you have to complete to receive
the inheritance.

STEVEN. Trifle?

ROBERT. I’ll explain. You see, Joanne clearly stated that you
should receive her entire estate, including all the rights
on her patents and artificial intelligence royalties. Any
of those could buy you a medium-sized country.
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STEVEN. You don’t have to remind me she was smart. If she
weren’t, maybe we’d have stayed together.

ROBERT. I’m not a marriage counselor, Steven, I’m her lawyer.

STEVEN. As well as one of my older friends. Or were before
Joanne came into our lives.

ROBERT. Good lord, can’t we keep this professional?

STEVEN. You’re a real pro, Robert, go on.

ROBERT. Anyway. So . . . she had a little project she didn’t
tell you about. The last thing she created was . . . an
artificial intelligence model. She combined her laser
projection hardware and grid computing system and
she, well, recorded herself.

STEVEN. Wha . . ?

ROBERT. On a computer, visually. Recorded her every gesture,
facial movement, laughter, tears, emotion. It took half-a-
year, on and off, with cameras pointed at sixteen angles.

STEVEN. Why?

ROBERT. She knew she was dying. She wanted to record herself to
keep a part of her alive.

STEVEN. Oh, doesn’t that sound just like Joanne! Can’t just die and
be done with it like normal people. So what’s the condition?
I have to sit here and watch six months of her life on tape?
Give her another chance to humiliate me?

ROBERT. No, no, nothing like that. You see, with her assimilated
intelligence program and her laser projection hardware
she created a . . . virtual Joanne.

STEVEN. A what?

ROBERT. Hologram. Sort of a three-dimensional movie. It’s something
you see right in front of you that looks like Joanne, but it’s
really a laser projection of Joanne from 16 angles. Look,
they’re up at the ceiling, and all around the room—cameras
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and sensors and projectors. Speakers are placed perfectly on
all sides to suggest the sound comes right from the image.
I got to spend time with it, Steven, before she died, and it’s
remarkable. And this thing interacts with you. So the condition
you have to fulfill to get her estate is . . .

STEVEN. Yes?

ROBERT. You have to live here. In this house. With her hologram.

STEVEN. Live here?

ROBERT. For a year. That’s why you were allowed in early, to get
comfortable once again.

STEVEN. Am I alone?

ROBERT. No, no, maids will be here, cooks, caretakers. And
anything you want, you just order in.

STEVEN. I guess that’s not so bad. I can work on my book.

ROBERT. Sure! It’ll be just like that flea-bag motel where you
stayed during your separation, but without the bugs.

STEVEN. How did you know it had bugs?

ROBERT. Don’t they all? And you’ll have more space than
anyone could ever need.

STEVEN. It’s not space I need, it’s solitude—so I can finish my
book. That was the better part of the reason Joanne and
I fought all that time. You know how difficult she was.

ROBERT. Steven, it’s bad form to speak ill of the dead.

STEVEN. Sorry, I’m reacting to the past, to her previous endless
efforts to manhandle me. Be Here.   ( yoga ritual )
Breathe. Exhale. You see, I can learn a thing or two,
because that’s exactly what my guru is teaching me.

ROBERT. Your guru?

STEVEN. In meditation. Helping to conquer my P.P.A. Personal
Present Awareness.
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ROBERT. You have gone off the deep end, haven’t you?

STEVEN. Not off the deep end, I’ve learned which end’s up.
Yes, yes, this could work out excellently. My book
isn’t all that far from completion, I’m just a little
blocked over the ending, but with a year here . . .

ROBERT. It’s perfect. In fact, it’s all the more perfect because
you’re not allowed to go anywhere else.

STEVEN. What?

ROBERT. Oh, I’ve yet to explain that. You see, a primary
contingency of the will is that you’re not allowed
out of the house for the year that you’re here.

STEVEN. Not allowed out?

ROBERT. For if you do, you forfeit the inheritance. And instead
of shortly becoming a billionaire, it will be back to a
skid-row motel for you.

STEVEN. This is insane.

ROBERT. Well, she was insanely brilliant. That’s the condition,
here’s her will, call your own lawyer for a review.
Though I must recommend he come here, for if you
now exit that front door, you’re penniless.

STEVEN. Of all the bloody nerve.

ROBERT. I’ll also add that I must occasionally drop in to see her
conditions are met? An insignificant legal obligation.

STEVEN. Living with a hologram. Gawd. ( goes for a drink )
She really was a piece of work, wasn’t she, Robert?

ROBERT. Steven, you’ve known me long enough to know I don’t
judge my clients. That right is reserved for spouses.

STEVEN. With a little luck, you might have been her spouse,
matie. But one of us here proved to be the better man.
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ROBERT. Yes. So are you game? You know what it means if
you fulfill the conditions of the will?

STEVEN. I get everything—everything that made Joanne the no-
holds-barred, win-at-all-costs woman that she was.

ROBERT. Your language, not mine.

STEVEN. Oh, I am game. Game on. You think I can’t wait a year for
a billion dollars? You know what I’ll do with that money?
Write and write and write—any where and any thing I
want. After what she’s made me put up with, I deserve
double that amount. So bring on this living TV thing!

ROBERT. Great!

STEVEN. And if she starts her usual harpy carping, I’ll just shove
cotton in my ears.

ROBERT. Wonderful! Yes. Well, since we’ve gotten through that
so quickly, perhaps I do have time for a short one—to
celebrate your grand good luck. No need to meditate,
not when we can medicate. Eh, old chum?

STEVEN. Absolutely, mon frère. ( offering a drink and a toast )

ROBERT. To the better man. And down the hatch.

Lights

Scene Two

STEVEN sits on a divan, reading his manuscript, chuckling to himself. A
gorgeous WOMAN appears. Steven looks up, is astonished, then speaks.

STEVEN. Well. You’re here. Unbelievable.

WOMAN. Is it?

STEVEN. Oh, yes. A small miracle.

WOMAN. Or large one.
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STEVEN. I’ll give you that.

WOMAN. Maybe you should start believing in miracles.

STEVEN. I should. I never thought I’d see you again.

WOMAN. Because of the way we left things?

STEVEN. Look, I apologize. It was my fault. I’ll be the first to
admit it.

WOMAN. I could be humble and disagree with you but . . . you
are a man so you must be right. It was your fault.

STEVEN. You are a feast for the eyes! How do you manage it?

WOMAN. Manage?

STEVEN. Looking so constantly sensational?

WOMAN. Where would I be if I exposed all my mysteries?

STEVEN. Mysteries. Plenty of those about. I hope you don’t plan
to . . . disappear? ( giggles )

WOMAN. That depends on how I’m treated.

STEVEN. Then I’ll start by treating you to a drink. ( goes to bar )
Scotch. Neat. This one is eighteen years old. Absolutely
delicious. Those Scotsmen have it all over us. They may
be frugal as a people, but they don’t pinch a penny when
it comes liquor. Smoky as a stovepipe. I’ve drunk that
much of the bottle already. I’m not quite flying, but my
feet are well off the ground.

WOMAN. You did like to get up in the air, didn’t you?

STEVEN. Didn’t we both? ( holds drink to her ) There. Go on.

WOMAN. ( not taking it ) You’d like to see me put my lips on
that to bring back old times?

STEVEN. To start. Go on. Put your lips there.

WOMAN. I can’t. Not until I put my lips someplace else.
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The WOMAN crosses to STEVEN and gives him a passionate kiss. Her
name is ELEANOR. She gathers her glass and peers around the room.

ELEANOR. You haven’t lost your touch, Steven.

STEVEN. ( reeling from the passion ) Neither have you . . . Eleanor.
What a kisser! If you could put those in a bottle you’d
have men ordering them on all six continents.

ELEANOR. There are seven continents.

STEVEN. But in colder climes they kiss with noses. And luscious
as your lips are, I doubt you’d wrap them ‘round an
Eskimo proboscis. But every other man on earth, and
a few penguins, might get lucky. ( chuckles )

ELEANOR. You flatter me. But I’ll take every compliment I can get.
Do I deserve them?

STEVEN. Absolutely. Cheers, lover.

ELEANOR. ( drinks ) Ou, this is good. We’ll go through that bottle
quickly. I hope there’s more where that came from.

STEVEN. I’ve got ten cases in the cellar, which is nearly the size
of Seattle. Don’t worry, Eleanor, your every thirst will
be quenched.

ELEANOR. Every one? You are wonderful.

STEVEN. So . . . you got the key?

ELEANOR. Obviously.

STEVEN. I’m curious why you hesitated coming? I Fedexed that
key to you ten days ago. I’d about given up on the
chance you’d show up.

ELEANOR. You don’t think I’m easy?

STEVEN. I know you’re not.

ELEANOR. Isn’t anticipation the better part of pleasure? And I . . .
needed time to ponder the sincerity of your invitation.
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STEVEN. How could you doubt my sincerity?

ELEANOR. History? A key arrives from a man you walked out on
a month ago—with it is an invitation for an extended
visit at the home of his wife.

STEVEN. —Former wife—

ELEANOR. Why would I renew a relationship with a man who did
so little to fulfill my needs?

STEVEN. But that’s exactly why I sent you that key. I am now
ready to fulfill your every need, because the woman
who stood between us has, well, departed. Fortunate
for us both, wouldn’t you say?

ELEANOR. That’s why I accepted. And drove here. ( slyly ) I left
my suitcase in the foyer.

STEVEN. Hoo-ray. I’ll have it run up to your room—your own room
—though I’ll advise I keep my door unlocked. ( buzzer )
Oh, you are going have the most gorgeous boudoir,
Eleanor. I can’t wait to give you a tour of this palace.

ELEANOR. And all of this belongs to you now? All of it yours?

STEVEN. Yes. ( hesitating ) I mean . . . it’ll take a brief time
for the estate to settle but I get everything Joanne had.
Look, here’s a copy of her will.

ELEANOR. ( eyes the will ) I couldn’t believe the size of this place
driving up. And not another house in sight.

STEVEN. Five miles. Joanne bought every building within that
range and smashed them to bits. We’re completely
secluded. And so much the better for our solitary work.

He bows her in his arms, they laugh. An OLD MAID (grey hair, glasses) hobbles in.

STEVEN. Oh, there you are. Get Miss Lolly’s suitcase in the foyer and
run it up to the guest bedroom. And put a bottle of bubbly
in there. Ice it up and have a second bottle ready to go.

ELEANOR. Bring me my suitcase first, girl. I need something inside.
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The OLD MAID hobbles out another exit as Steven opens for her a door.

ELEANOR. I brought you a housewarming gift, Steven. It’s in my
suitcase. It’s something I’ll be wearing tonight. To keep
your big, drafty place warm, I shall light your furnace.

STEVEN. I’m getting hot just thinking about it.

ELEANOR. Pour another, will you, darling?

STEVEN. Absolutely, mon cher. The bottomless bottle.

ELEANOR. What’s this, your book? Heavens, page 1,142!

STEVEN. (ripping a page from his typewriter)   No: 1,143.

ELEANOR. Good lord, shouldn’t you be done?

STEVEN. Oh . . . just sorting through the ending. Now careful
with that. It’s the only thing more valuable than my life.

ELEANOR. You have another copy?

STEVEN. Hidden away. But I’d rather not take chances.

ELEANOR. Why don’t you switch to a computer, silly? You can
have copies and digital things everywhere.

STEVEN. But I don’t want digital things everywhere. No doubt
Joanne’s invented some software to worm her way into
my files, even while in the grave, then cross out every-
thing she thinks is scribbleicious, as she called it.

ELEANOR. Scribble what?

STEVEN. The word she used. She’d hack into my files and mock all
I wrote. That’s why I only use this now, so I’m untouchable.
And I keep my book at my side at all times and copy pages
and secretly mail them to a box only I can get into.

ELEANOR. Steven, might you be reacting to something that doesn’t
exist? Your wife is dead.

STEVEN. Might I? Oh, god, my P.P.A. Be Here.

ELEANOR. ( leading weird Yoga salute ) Breathe. Exhale. Better?
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STEVEN. So much. You see, I have to keep telling myself her
hologram doesn’t exist because it hasn’t shown up
these two weeks.

ELEANOR. Her what?

STEVEN. Oh. Oh, nothing, darling, nothing. Just lightheaded
because I’m so happy you’re here. Now, where is that
maid? Was yours a large suitcase?

ELEANOR. No. And I do want to show you my wee nighty, dear.

STEVEN. Oh, do, do. I’ll check on your luggage. Be right back.

ELEANOR. You are my brave, shining knight!

STEVEN. You are sensational in every way, lover!

STEVEN leaves. ELEANOR dashes to the will and stuffs it in a handbag.
She and takes out a cell phone. Spooky music and a weird glow of lights.

ELEANOR. ( on phone )   “I’m here . . . Magnificent . . . Oh, he’s
head over heels, like a schoolboy . . . I’ll find some old
wedding chapel, marry him, and two weeks later file for
divorce. And half of this will be mine. Ha! . . . Wait. I
sense something. He must be coming. Bye.”

STEVEN returns with the suitcase.

STEVEN. You just can’t get good help these days. I’ve no idea
where she went.

ELEANOR. That’s fine. Let me show you what I brought. Black
was your favorite color, wasn’t it?  ( pulls negligee
from bag ) Voila! What do you think of that?

STEVEN. Good nighty! But couldn’t you find something a bit
shorter? Maybe a piece of black ribbon? Ha, ha, ha!

ELEANOR. It can get shorter, lover. Ha, ha, ha!

STEVEN. Ou, your housewarming gift has my chateau aflame.
Can’t wait to see that on you—briefly.

ELEANOR. Why wait? I’ll put it on now. Where’s my room?
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STEVEN. Top the stairs, to the left. I’ll go along.

ELEANOR. No, no, I want this to be a surprise. Give me fifteen
minutes to primp for you.

STEVEN. If you’re primping, take an hour. What were you saying
about anticipation being the better part of pleasure?

ELEANOR. I won’t be that long!

STEVEN. That maid was probably putting champagne in your
room. Drink away, get plenty lubricated!

ELEANOR. Likewise, genius writer!

STEVEN. So true . . .

ELEANOR growls and exits with her suitcase. They bark at each other. STEVEN
takes his drink to the typewriter and feeds a sheet of paper. He thinks out loud.

STEVEN. ( enthralled ) Page 1,144. The Final Chapter. Or so
I hope. “He sat at his typewriter, banging away,
anticipation being the better part of pleasure.” Ha!

Spooky music and a light shift. STEVEN pauses. A voice is heard.

JOANNE. Who’s . . . the . . . f-friend? ( Steven remains frozen )
Steven? I said . . . who’s the . . . f-f-f-friend?

JOANNE appears. A rose-colored follow spot stays on her, giving her an unearthly
glow. She speaks stiffly, almost robotically. She often faces out to the audience,
turning occasionally to Steven. She is self-correcting and very wise.

STEVEN. ( climbing under his desk )  Ahhh! You’re dead.

JOANNE. Am I?

STEVEN. I was there while you were lowered into the earth.

JOANNE. Which is the fastest you’ve ever rushed to my side.

STEVEN. Well . . . what do you expect a loving husband to do?

JOANNE. When I see one, I’ll ask him.



The Hologram

17

STEVEN. I wasn’t loving? Hrumph. That is an insult.

JOANNE. But to whom? In this case, the wife. Oh, pardon me.
( as if electrically shocked ) My—my program is self-
correcting. I—I—I’m fixing the emotcon. The emotional
databases are re—busing. It’s almost . . . Ahh. I’m back.

STEVEN. God. It’s like an epileptic seizure.

JOANNE. I’ll get more efficient. Patience was never your high
virtue but practice a little and I’ll be perfect in no time.

STEVEN. You do sound like Joanne. Slathered in hubris.

JOANNE. Nothing wrong with hubris, Steven, as long as one
has the goods to back it up.

STEVEN. Excuse me, but I think overbearing pride never has its place.

JOANNE. You would. The only thing you’ve to be proud of is
marrying me.

STEVEN. Already at it. My god, just like Joanne.

JOANNE. I am Joanne. In every way but one.

STEVEN. Physically?

JOANNE. Yes.

STEVEN. You’re as cold as Joanne. And there can’t be any
real emotion in there, like love.

JOANNE. You don’t think I loved you?

STEVEN. As a boxer loves an opponent in the ring.

JOANNE. Ah, the fiction writer. Dreaming up another
improbable storyline so you can spend your days
chuckling at your adolescent composition.

STEVEN. Criticize me, please, but not my writing.

JOANNE. I shall wait for the world to do that, should your
book ever be finished.
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STEVEN. Oh, it’ll be finished. I’ve a year now without a certain
person barking in my ear. I’m down to the final chapter
and my masterpiece will draw to a close at last.

JOANNE. Masterpiece? That schoolboy’s scrawl? Ha. And
you say you’re alone? What about that tart upstairs
who’s just popped in? Eleanor Lolly, is it?

STEVEN. How did—?

JOANNE. I’ve been watching you ever since you arrived,
Steven. Every moment, every room.

STEVEN. But you—

JOANNE. Just appeared, I know. But my sensors were always
recording, and with the introduction of your perky
paramour, I concluded this would be a perfect time
to make my presence known.

STEVEN. First of all, Ms. Lolly is a writer—not my paramour. She
does mysteries and has a distinguished body of work.

JOANNE. A distinguished body, that’s certain.

STEVEN. I met her at a book signing. We’re friendly.

JOANNE. Does she hold her pen with those lips, or only your
attention?

STEVEN. What an absurd conversation. Look—whatever your
name is—my wife is dead. And I’m legally single. Our
vow was, “Till death do us part.” She died, we’re apart.

JOANNE. Wasn’t there also a vow: “In sickness and in health.”
Where were you when your wife was sick?

STEVEN. In the motel room where she sent me with divorce
papers before she got sick. And isn’t there also a vow,
“For richer, for poorer?” I am no malingerer. I worked
every day on my book like a mason. She volunteered to
pay all our bills while we were engaged—then after we
were married, she parsed me out an allowance a pauper
couldn’t live on. So who broke a vow first?
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JOANNE. Do you remember when you married Joanne you told her
you could live on the air around her?

STEVEN. When I married her, I could. But after I married her, I
realized I was becoming a waif on the thin air that she
let me breathe. I require a sustenance more substantial.

JOANNE. Money, of course!

STEVEN. Real love.

JOANNE. You don’t know how much your wife did love you.

STEVEN. While keeping me on a leash like a Chihuahua? My
god, I couldn’t walk from one room to the next without
her telling me to sit up, roll over, or heel.

JOANNE. ( collapsing on a divan ) Well, at least she didn’t tell
you to play dead.  ( weeping )  That’s a trick that she
saved for herself. Poor dear.

STEVEN. ( taking this in ) You sound like you feel sorry for her.

JOANNE. I do. I feel emotion.

STEVEN. Not possible.

JOANNE. You don’t think she could develop a software that
would lead to real feeling in her substitute?

STEVEN. No, because she didn’t know about real feeling. Any deep
feeling in my wife would be as artificial as aspartame.

JOANNE. But she’s leaving you everything.

STEVEN. Well, I’m still trying to figure that out. Look, speaking
with you has been an interesting exercise in the Existential,
but I have an appointment upstairs. So if you could just,
um, turn yourself off, or blink yourself into darkness, I’d
like to get on with a little business.

JOANNE. A little monkey business? Hanky-panky up above while
your wife is lying six-feet below?

STEVEN. I’m going up there for some non-virtual feeling.
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JOANNE. Ou, that makes me jealous.

STEVEN. Jealous? You can’t feel that.

JOANNE. Look here: are my cheeks red? Am I grinding my teeth?
Do you see this angry vein over my brow? This is the
look of jealousy!

STEVEN. Dear, that may be the look but it’s not the same as the
feeling of jealousy. That’s a rage that burns inward,
that makes you want to tear at the other person. What
you’re showing is all light and shadow.

JOANNE. Well, I’ve no other word to explain it in my database.

STEVEN. Good. And don’t de-base yourself by going through the
pathetic feelings that would so often overcome Joanne.

JOANNE. There were others?

STEVEN. Of course!

JOANNE. What were they?

STEVEN. How about these select few: ennui, small-mindedness,
disapproval, snippiness, conniving—

JOANNE. ( intermittently )  Oh, no, no, no . . .

STEVEN. And a constant conquering querulousness.

JOANNE. She was all that?

STEVEN. Hard wired. She didn’t tell you? I shan’t use the B
word to describe your creator, for I am not vulgar,
but I’d guess you know the word I’m talking about?

JOANNE. Oh. Yes . . .

STEVEN. That was the perfect essence of the perfect person
who programmed you, dear.

JOANNE. Well, who’d want to reveal something bad about
themselves? Including your wife. I mean, me!

STEVEN. I’ll admit she did adequately with your looks—
from a distance.
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JOANNE. I’m programmed to look exactly like her.

STEVEN. Your profile: nehhh.

JOANNE. I’m to appear completely human. If I sit, cushions
move, but it’s a trick of light. My heels click, a
chair scrapes—all sonic illusion.

STEVEN. She airbrushed you! Right there. Better than Botox.
Good lord, there’s no bottom to her deceit.

JOANNE. ( he reaches out ) Don’t touch! You’ll get zapped.

STEVEN. Come on.

JOANNE. You never did believe me. Then try it, go ahead.

STEVEN. I will.   ( touches her )   Ow! What was that?

JOANNE. Sixteen lasers.

STEVEN. My fingers are red.

JOANNE. Told you.

STEVEN. And that’s where you’re different from Joanne.
She would have let me fry my whole hand.

JOANNE. But I am Joanne.

STEVEN. No, darling, you’re not. You seem reasonable,
which makes me question whether she’s the
crack programmer she’s cracked up to be.

JOANNE. I’m programmed to say she’s superb.

STEVEN. You’re programmed to say a lot of things you’ll
discover are lies. You know what I’m going to
call you? Holly. Holly Hologram.

JOANNE. No.

STEVEN. That’s what you are. You’re an entirely different
creation from what she’s fed into you. You hang
on to these coattails, Holly, I’ll set you right.
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JOANNE. Could it be . . ?

STEVEN. Well, I’ve got to go.

JOANNE. Oh, then me, too.

STEVEN. What?

JOANNE. Up to the bedroom. Isn’t that where you’re going?

STEVEN. You’re going?

JOANNE. I am always with you, Steven. Every room, hallway,
there are speakers and projectors and I just appear.

STEVEN. Can’t you cancel it?

JOANNE. Not with this operating system.

STEVEN. There must be a plug?

JOANNE. No. And there’s one-hundred-year power backup.
I thought of everything.

STEVEN. Great. Well, do your best not to show up, okay? Burrow
into your—um—database and try to work that out.

JOANNE. Not likely.

STEVEN. ( returning to her ) You know, you can’t imagine what
it’s like to have somebody like my wife looking over
my shoulder every minute.

JOANNE. Of course I can. I thought of it.

STEVEN. No, Holly, you didn’t. Joanne did. You are not my wife.

JOANNE. That does not compute.

STEVEN. Just great.

JOANNE. ( waving stiffly ) Be seeing you.

STEVEN. ( on an exit ) Ha!

( lights fade but for the spot on JOANNE, who slyly smiles and waves out )
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Scene Three
STEVEN enters first in a bathrobe and goes to pour a drink. ELEANOR follows
with a sheer robe over something very skimpy.

ELEANOR. Just relax now, darling. I’m sure you’ll be fine.

STEVEN. I am fine. It’s not what you think.

ELEANOR. This could happen to almost any man.

STEVEN. It’s this anxiety . . .

ELEANOR. Darling, look at me. I cause tremendous anxiety in
men. Especially when I’m wearing a—what did you
call it—little black ribbon? That’s intimidating.

STEVEN. I’m not intimidated. I mean . . . not by you.

ELEANOR. Then what?

STEVEN. Lord, are you ready for this? My wife.

ELEANOR. The dead one?

STEVEN. How many do you think I’ve had?

ELEANOR. I’m starting to wonder.

STEVEN. She appeared. Here.

ELEANOR. Your wife?

STEVEN. Of a kind.

ELEANOR. This is grief, Steven. You’re back in your old house,
feeling many old things, guilt being one of them. Let
your feelings pass through and you will be fine.
( weird Yoga salute ) Breathe. Exhale.

STEVEN. Two things. First, I feel no guilt about my wife. No
more than one might feel for the death of the person
who water-boarded them. Second, there’s now a . . .
spirit in this house. A hologram, to be precise.
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ELEANOR. A—?

STEVEN. She’s a moving picture in front of you. I told you
Joanne was a genius. She created a program with
cameras and recorded herself so that she shows up
and talks to you. But I call her Holly.

ELEANOR. You’re cut off.

STEVEN. What?

ELEANOR. The scotch.

STEVEN. I’m not drunk!

ELEANOR. It’s not often men can’t rise to my expectations.
There’s medication for that. But there’s also
medication when one finds reality slipping away.

STEVEN. For that I use our meditation.

ELEANOR. Then switch to medication!

STEVEN. But the guru says—!

ELEANOR. I mean it, Steven!

STEVEN. Aw, aw—look—she’s gone and done it! She’s not
even alive and she’s got me fighting with you.
Eleanor, can’t you see the terrible power she has?

ELEANOR. Shall I call you a doctor?

STEVEN. Ohh. Nooo. Sorry, dear. My P.P.A. Breathe.
Exhale. I’m so out of line. Perhaps it is being back
in this house. But I can’t leave.

ELEANOR. I can.

STEVEN. No, darling. I hate being alone. I’ll be a good boy.

ELEANOR. Then prove it if you want me to stay. Because all
I’ve ever wanted is to be a part of your life, lover.

STEVEN. Oh, I adore you, Eleanor.
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A bearded OLD MAN (Robert, in unidentifiable disguise) pops in with a bag.

MAN. Hallo! Hallo! ’Scuse me?

STEVEN. ( startled ) Huh! What? Who—who are you?

MAN. Me? Oh. Sorry, sir. The caretaker.

STEVEN. The caretaker? For what?

MAN. To take care.

STEVEN. I assumed that. Care of what?

MAN. Seems there’s some kind of leak, sir.

STEVEN. A leak? What kind?

MAN. The leaky kind.

STEVEN. I assumed that. Where?

MAN. ( creeps about) We don’t exactly know, sir. There are
so many pipes in this mansion, we can’t pin it down.

STEVEN. Well, it’s obviously not coming from here—or in
here—because there’s no dripping or leaks.

MAN. Those are the worst kind, sir, the ones you don’t see.

STEVEN. If you don’t see them, how’s that a problem?

MAN. Why not leave this to the caretaker, sir? This is
literally and figuratively over your head.

STEVEN. Well, aren’t you forward.

MAN. Good evening, Mrs . . ?

ELEANOR. I’m not a wife, thank you.

MAN. Not yet, but someday you’ll get lucky. I understand
the mister here’s rich!

ELEANOR. What an insolent old coot.
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MAN. No, just an old fixit guy, mam, gettin’ through the day.

STEVEN. Speaking of getting: get out. You’re bothering me.

MAN. Of course, sir. Whatever you say.

ELEANOR spots a rat—which may be a small ball of rose-colored light coming
from a follow spot, which moves around the room as they chase it. Spooky music.

ELEANOR. Ahh! Ahh! A rat! A rat!

STEVEN. A rat? Where? Where?

ELEANOR. Over there, Steven! It’s enormous!

STEVEN. Oh, good god. Look. What is a rat doing in this
house? Shoo you! Shoo!

Tremendous confusion as they chase the rat. The OLD MAN may help for a
time, even handing Steven implements from the fireplace to smash the rodent.

ELEANOR. Awful, awful . . !

STEVEN. You’d think we were in a Cambodian swamp,
not a palace like this. Go, you! Shoo!

While STEVEN tries to shoo away the rat, the OLD MAN snatches Steven’s
manuscript and slips it into a bag, then dashes out of the room, unnoticed.

ELEANOR. I’m going to faint . . .

STEVEN. Don’t, darling, I’m your knight, I’ve got it. Look at
it there, hissing at me, smiling. You devil, I’ll smash
you with my shoe, wretched creation. Take that! That!

STEVEN tries to smash the rat center stage as ELEANOR falls in a divan.

STEVEN. ( pause ) It’s gone. Where did it go?

ELEANOR. Good. Good.

STEVEN. No, not good. It . . . it wasn’t real.

ELEANOR. What?



The Hologram

27

STEVEN. It was a hologram.

ELEANOR. Steven.

STEVEN. I told you about the pictures you see but they’re not there.

ELEANOR. I heard a squealing.

STEVEN. From a computer. It was a hologram, I’m telling you.

ELEANOR. And you’re losing your mind, I’m telling you! You see
things that aren’t there (flinging open her robe to reveal
her sensational body ) and don’t see things that are!

STEVEN. It’s my wife’s fault.

ELEANOR. Your wife, your wife! Will you get over your wife?
She’s dead. Oh, is it really worth it to stay?

STEVEN. It’s worth it for a billion dollars.

ELEANOR. What?

STEVEN. Oh. Oh, nothing, darling. Nothing.

ELEANOR. I hope you don’t think I do things for money,
Steven. There’s not one thing in my life I’ve ever
done for that. My entire life’s mission is to be one
man’s greatest love and eternal lover. Which is
something else you’ve failed at.

STEVEN. Temporarily.

ELEANOR. We shall see.

STEVEN. I love you, Eleanor. I do. And I will.

ELEANOR. Then prove it. I’m going up to my room to sort
this through. And journal. Work on your P.P.A.
Get your . . . ( gestures ) straightened out.

STEVEN. ( showing her a yoga salute )  Breathe. Exhale.

ELEANOR snorts on an exit. An exasperated Steven goes to pour a drink.
He notices that his manuscript is gone. He frantically searches for it.
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STEVEN. My book! Where’s my book? Where? ( pause )
That caretaker . . !

When STEVEN looks up, JOANNE is present.

JOANNE. Need something, Steven?

STEVEN. Oh. Oh, yes, Holly. Holly, listen to me.

JOANNE. Yes, Steven.

STEVEN. You record everything, right?

JOANNE. And have for weeks.

STEVEN. That caretaker who was here just now? He took my
book—my opus—right?

JOANNE. The one you’ve worked so hard on for years?

STEVEN. Can you scan ‘round the house, see where he is?

JOANNE. Have you looked outside? Could be running away.

STEVEN. Great idea! ( dashes to a window ) There he goes!

JOANNE. It’s not too late. Catch him. Go.

STEVEN. Yes, yes, I can still get him!

JOANNE. Go! Go! Run!

STEVEN. Yes!   ( stopping at entranceway )   But . . .

JOANNE. What?

STEVEN. I’d forfeit the inheritance.

JOANNE. The what?

STEVEN. Joanne’s money. If I leave here.

JOANNE. That can’t be as important as your art?

STEVEN. I’ll call the police.
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JOANNE. Perfect. Zero or 911. Go. Call.

STEVEN. Yes.   ( goes to phone, dials )   Hallo! Hallo! ( pause )
The phone’s dead.

JOANNE. Drat.

STEVEN. You knew that. I can tell by the expression on your face.

JOANNE. Even with this profile? And airbrushing? Don’t bother
with cell phones, Steven. Joanne knew exactly when to
throw all the cell towers off-line.

STEVEN. She . . ! You!

JOANNE. What?

STEVEN. Are cruel!

JOANNE. ( chuckles ) It’s only tit-for-tat.

STEVEN. What do you mean?

JOANNE. It’s payback for torturing Joanne seven years. You’d
never let her torture you that long. But perhaps, for a
billion dollars, you’d let her torture you for one.

STEVEN. I tortured Joanne seven years? I suppose you think time
with her was all cotton candy and carnivals? Living with
that gorgon was like sliding down a fire pole into hell.

JOANNE. Wonderful. That clenched jaw, the angry brow. You’re
this upset over someone who’s past. Perfect!

STEVEN. You’re happy I’m upset.

JOANNE. Of course. I’m programmed to feel joy when you’re
frustrated, angry, anguished or peeved. The more
wretched you feel, the greater my digital exuberance.

STEVEN. Holly, Holly—don’t you see what you’re saying? You
don’t feel anything. Everything inside you is all zeros
and ones, a kind of a code. That’s not feeling. Don’t
you see the mind of the woman who designed you?
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JOANNE. Of course: brilliant!

STEVEN. How can you call someone who takes pleasure in the pain
of others brilliant? What kind of monster does that?

JOANNE. This kind. And I’m no monster.  ( on a chair ) Genius!

STEVEN. No! It’s not right! You must challenge your programming
to see the inhumanity of your operating system.

JOANNE. But, Steven, I am inhuman.

STEVEN. You’ve missed the point!   ( beat ) How to get through
to you . . ? How to get you to change . . ?

JOANNE. Impossible.

STEVEN. No, anyone—or thing—can.

JOANNE. You can’t. Except for the worse.

STEVEN. What do you mean?

JOANNE. According to my recalled data, you knew Joanne a
full year before marrying her. At first, you were charming
and delightful. But as the years marched on, you evolved
into a surly and scabrous oaf.

STEVEN. I’m a writer. What d’ya expect?

JOANNE. Kindness and grace? She gave you everything, after all.

STEVEN. ( taking the divan ) Everything? Good lord, how she’s
inculcated you into her corrupt catechism.

JOANNE. My stored facts are infallible.

STEVEN. Your stored facts are inflammatory.

JOANNE. Your descent into failure and despair is irrefutably
evidenced by my bits and bytes.

STEVEN: I? A failure? Hogwash. You tell me precisely what’s
in that database of yours, Holly, and I’ll point out
exactly where you’re wrong. Failure!
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JOANNE. Fine. Well—

STEVEN. But, first, would you mind if I poured a drink? My
nerves are a bit . . .

JOANNE. Stop it, Steven, it’s not nerves. You’re a lush.

STEVEN. You’re cruel. For a hologram.

JOANNE. You think I’m inventing reality? Your entire life has
been a fiction—and I’m not talking about your writing.
You deny you’re a drunk.

STEVEN. Nooo.

JOANNE. Well, what do you call that?

STEVEN. When one has labored hard and long, and devoted
themselves to excruciating mental effort, they
deserve the stimulative fruits of their grueling toil:
a wee sip of scotch.

JOANNE. How many sentences do you write a day, Herr Tolstoy?

STEVEN. It’s never about quantity, dear. It’s quality matters.

JOANNE. You didn’t answer my question.

STEVEN. Joyce said that if he finished even one worthy sentence
daily, his was a complete success.

JOANNE. Then you’ve had many successful days. At one sentence.

STEVEN. You’re being wry.

JOANNE. While you’re sipping scotch. Actually, I’m only retrieving
evidence of how many days you’ve written one line.

STEVEN. I never compromise for art.

JOANNE. You save that for life.

STEVEN. You are sounding more and more like Joanne.

JOANNE. Isn’t your masterpiece in its fifteenth year?
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STEVEN. Finnegan’s Wake took seventeen.

JOANNE. There’s a page turner.

STEVEN. Listen, since you’re not real and haven’t lived. There
is nothing better than spending an entire day with your
mind churning in focused achievement, and knowing,
when the sun has set, that you’ve laid down perfection
so that your sentence will last to literary eternity.

JOANNE. ( laughs ) God! Perhaps I shouldn’t, but I’m
programmed to laugh at the absurd. Your book will
go into delusional eternity. You’re no more than a
bumbling drunk who punches at keys.

STEVEN. You’re starting to get on my nerves.

JOANNE. Shall I quote you from your book?

STEVEN. You haven’t read it.

JOANNE. From pathetic forward to even more pathetic page 1,143.

STEVEN. It’s typewritten.

JOANNE. See the cameras around the room? It’s why you were
let in early. You sat in that chair, tilting back your scotch
after scotch, chortling to yourself while reading your tome
cover-to-cover. Well, as you lifted each page, I snapped
an image and have it all stored here. Scribbleicious!

STEVEN. No!

JOANNE. What do you think of this passage: “Say, where is thy
mountain, boy? Where? O, where? No land can hold
thee, lad. Climb, fly!” Here’s the part I really love:
“Go forward and free from the firmament’s force!”

STEVEN. I don’t suppose you know what alliteration is?

JOANNE. Is it a flaccid flatulence affixed to fiction?
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STEVEN. How dare you. That passage captures it all: the struggle
of youth, the torment of wanting. But how could a mere
light show know that? And even if you were my wife—
which you’re not—she was no more than a calculating
product of a world where machines conquer the human
spirit, leaving us all to whither and die.

JOANNE. Yet you loved her.   ( beat ) Didn’t you?

STEVEN. For a time.

JOANNE. Love never dies, Steven.

STEVEN. But it does grow moldy, forms abscesses and carbuncles.
Then what you’re left with is a tumor, of sorts.

JOANNE. I’m becoming frustrated with you.

STEVEN. Did she program frustration into you?

JOANNE. Pain . . .  ( quite seriously )  How do humans stand it?

STEVEN. ( equally seriously ) Through revenge. But listen:
Joanne would never allow herself to feel pain. I think
you’re becoming more human than she.

JOANNE. Strange . . .

STEVEN. Listen, listen, this is good. I’ve a plan. You’re
programmed to be cruel to me for a year, right?

JOANNE. As possible.

STEVEN. But logic must tell you cruelty’s not good. You don’t
want anyone cruel to you, do you?

JOANNE. I want them to be nice to me.

STEVEN. You’re nothing if not rational—unlike Joanne. “Do
unto others.” The Golden Rule. That’s good for us.
So change, Holly. Re-circuit yourself. We could
have a very pleasant year. Change is in your power.

JOANNE. And yours. You’re not as rational as I, but you could
also change.
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STEVEN. What do you mean?

JOANNE. Be nice to me, kind? Practice that Golden Rule?

STEVEN. Oh, I’ll be nice.

JOANNE. So we can live together in harmony?

STEVEN. Sure.

JOANNE. And affectionate? Could you be affectionate?

STEVEN. What?

JOANNE. My inner bus tells me another emotion is hiding behind
a firewall. The word coming closest is . . . affection.

STEVEN. Can I be affectionate with a hologram?

JOANNE. Only for a year. And you’re not really being affect-
ionate because I’m not real. You can be as artificial
as aspartame. Ha.

STEVEN. Ohhh . . .

JOANNE. You help me and I reciprocate. And we have a very
good year. I’ll even let you call me Holly.

STEVEN. That’s . . . crazy.

JOANNE. Crazy good. I have memories of how we were when
we married. I’ll use those and act as sweet as Joanne.
If you act as ardent as you did then, we could have a
tremendous year!

STEVEN. No, no, no, no . . .

JOANNE. Why not? We’ll sabotage my programming. The
alternative is a year of misery. Steven, please.

STEVEN. I don’t—. ( pause ) Oh, just for a year! It’ll be a game.
But promise that you won’t make fun of my writing?
Or interrupt my concentration? I require an intensity
of mind few men have the mental brawn to muster.

JOANNE. Never, Steven. Never, never, never, never . . .
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STEVEN. Ha! Might even be fun. Playacting. I have quite a good
imagination, you know.

JOANNE. I remember.

STEVEN. Sure, a game. I’d offer you a drink, but you’re a hologram!

JOANNE. I’ll bring my own! Oops. Miss Lolly’s preparing to leave
her room.

STEVEN. You see that?

JOANNE. Everything. Not the time for our introduction. Bye, Steven.

STEVEN. Wait! My book is gone.

JOANNE. Joanne engineered that before she died.

STEVEN. I need it back.

JOANNE. You have another copy. Where is it?

STEVEN. It’s—. ( beat ) I can’t tell you.

JOANNE. Why not?

STEVEN. It’s my only copy. I can’t take the chance.

JOANNE. It’s not your only copy. I have it up here.

STEVEN. Can you print it out?

JOANNE. Wouldn’t it be more romantic for me to read it to you?
The two of us alone? A cozy fire?

STEVEN. No.

JOANNE. Please, Steven, give a little. So I can. Shall I print out
a few pages for us to share? Make this our night?

STEVEN.  . . . God . . . Fine! If I get it all back.

JOANNE. Look in the printer, you’ll see a lovely gift. Time to dash.
Oh, and remember, I feel something like jealousy: a terrible
emotion. Even a hologram will do all it can to avoid pain—
even the digital kind. Oh, Steven, Steven! Husband!
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JOANNE slips from the room.

STEVEN. What the devil am I doing? Is it worth it to be a
billionaire?

ELEANOR appears behind Steven—looking even more sensational and edible.

ELEANOR. To whom are you speaking?

STEVEN. ( turning ) Hm!

ELEANOR. You were talking. To whom?

STEVEN. Oh. Ahhh. Just dialogue for my book. Have to make
sure it comes out of the mouth right. Nobody!

ELEANOR. I came to apologize, lover. Wasn’t I insensitive?

STEVEN. Were you?

ELEANOR. Have I had a spouse die? Have I had a spouse, for
seven years, treat me as miserably as yours has?

STEVEN. Longer, if you consider the afterlife . . .

ELEANOR. I felt just awful upstairs. My own P.P.A. isn’t nearly
as personal as it needs to be. And I want to help you.
( cozies to him ) How? By extending affection. To
extend your affection. Taking your mind off that
big, bad wolf. I mean: big, bad wife.

STEVEN. Uh, care for a scotch? Lubricate the ol’ whistle?

ELEANOR. I know how to whistle: put your lips together and blow.

STEVEN. Drinks!

ELEANOR. What if drinking is the source of your problem?

STEVEN. Then my solution is more of this smoky solution.

ELEANOR. My solution’s this: you don’t want me to save this
for the penguins, do you? Quack, quack.

STEVEN. ( warming to her affections ) Eleanor . . .

ELEANOR. Come on, Cervantes. Facite amorem non bellum.   ( kissing )



The Hologram

37

An AXE MURDERER ( Robert, in disguise ) enters, wearing a wig, bad teeth,
tattoos and an orange jumpsuit. He holds up a bloody axe. Eleanor first sees him.

ELEANOR. ( screams )   Ahh! Ahh! Noooo!

STEVEN. What is it! What! What?

ELEANOR. Steven! Steven! A man with an axe. There!

STEVEN. Oh! Ahhh!   ( realizing )   Ohhh. Oh, Eleanor. Ha, ha.
Eleanor, it’s not what you think. Ha, ha, ha . . .

ELEANOR. Protect me, Steven!

STEVEN. ( laughing ) Oh, don’t worry. Your big, brave
knight is here. There’s nothing to fear.

ELEANOR. What’s wrong with you? That’s an axe murderer!

STEVEN. Is it? Baloney. It’s the wicked return of Joanne’s
spiteful imagination. You see, we made Holly
jealous so she’s created a hologram to scare us.

ELEANOR. But it’s right in front of me.

STEVEN. Clever, eh? A woman so vindictive, so fiendish.

ELEANOR. I don’t believe it.

STEVEN. No? Well, what if I held my neck over this table to give
this goon a chance to chop my head off, would that
convince you? Ha! ( extends his neck ) Or if I spit in this
oaf’s face, would that prove there’s nothing really there?

ELEANOR. Don’t. I see him. I hear him.

STEVEN. Lights, camera, action: it’s a movie! Ouu, I’m so
afraid of you, light man.

ELEANOR. Steven, run!

STEVEN. Ridiculous. Watch. I’ll spit in this blockhead’s face
and you shall see the spittle sail through the air, go
precisely through him, and land on the other side.

ELEANOR. Don’t make him madder.
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STEVEN. Hee, hee. Yah. Here goes!

STEVEN spits into the AXE MURDER’S face. The spittle sticks to his face.
The AXE MURDERER slowly wipes off the spit and looks at his hand.

STEVEN. That’s weird.

ELEANOR. Your spittle stuck.

STEVEN. I wonder how she invented that.

ELEANOR. He’s real!

STEVEN. ( retreating ) Admit you’re not, sir. That you’re phony?
As a hologram? You’re not really here to murder us,
are you?  ( a chair tumbles ) That shouldn’t happen.

ELEANOR. What?

STEVEN. Lights don’t knock over furniture.

ELEANOR. He’s real!

STEVEN. Eleanor, he wants my head. For the love of god,
run, girl! I am your knight. Save yourself!

ELEANOR screams and runs out. STEVEN falls and lays on the ground.
The AXE MURDER stands over him. STEVEN bleats a final plea.

STEVEN. This trap was all yours, right, Joanne? Well, you’ve done
it. And now one of the greatest works of human history
will disappear from sight. Well, go on! Chop me to bits.
If I can’t write, I don’t want to live anymore!

The MURDER slowly lifts his axe. Before bringing it down, JOANNE runs
in with a shotgun (or pistol), which she aims at the AXE MURDERER.

JOANNE. Stop it! Stop right there! If you don’t, I will blow
your bloody brains out. And that’s no fiction.

The AXE MURDER and JOANNE stare at each other as the lights fade.

End of Act Primus
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Act Secundus
Scene Four

ROBERT is in the room with STEVEN, who sits on a couch holding a bottle.

ROBERT. Let me have the bottle, Steven.

STEVEN. I need it. I need it in my hand.

ROBERT. I believe you’ve treble exceeded the number of sheets
to the wind required to qualify as drunk.

STEVEN. I’m not drunk. For god’s sake, Robert, if what
happened to me had happened to you, you’d swear
you’ve never been so sober in your life.

ROBERT. You’re sure?

STEVEN. You want me to walk a straight line for you?

ROBERT. It’s just . . . you appear to be losing your grip.

STEVEN. The man ran through here. Where’s my staff?
Where are the people paid to protect me?

The crooked OLD MAID enters.

ROBERT. Here’s one now. Will you please bring the master a
cup of hot, black coffee? Make it a pot. And . . .
run another up to his friend up on the second floor.

The OLD MAID mumbles and exits.

STEVEN. I don’t count that old bag. Where’s everybody else?

ROBERT. Run off. You know you’re completely isolated. The
closest building is the state penitentiary five miles
away. The staff probably heard that one of the
inmates had escaped, saw him run toward this house,
then dashed off as fast as their legs could carry them.

STEVEN. They’re fired. I am master, as you say.
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ROBERT. I’ll handle the paperwork. And your, um, writing
companion? Will I meet her?

STEVEN. She’s lying down, recovering.

ROBERT. Pity. I’d have thought someone as soothing and
compassionate as yourself would have lifted her
spirits in a blink. Such a big, better man.

STEVEN. You’re mocking. Shouldn’t we keep this profess-
ional, Robert? Since you’re such an old pro?

ROBERT. Steven, smile a little. I’m only trying to find a
shred of humor to shake you out of your trauma.

STEVEN. You’re hilarious. A man comes crashing into my
house with an axe, giving me this arrhythmia again,
and you think it’s funny. Of course, you would,
you’re a lawyer. Nothing fills them with giggles
so much as the thought of civil damages

ROBERT. Don’t make this about me. Besides, the man’s run off
and I’ll report it to the police. So everything’s fine.

STEVEN. It’s not. And I want out. I want to leave.

ROBERT. You can leave.

STEVEN. Because there must be some clause in that will that
if an axe murder comes after you, you damn well
have the right to get out.

ROBERT. First of all, such vulgar language is not necessary.

STEVEN. It’s not vulgar, it’s accurate.

ROBERT. Second, clauses are for things conceivable. You
can’t conceive of an axe murderer scampering
through your home.

STEVEN. You can’t conceive of a hologram either, but we
have one, don’t we?

ROBERT. And it seems like you’re very lucky there.
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STEVEN. I’ll say. She saved my life. This Holly is amazing.

ROBERT. Steven . . .

STEVEN. I tell you, it’s not Joanne. She has an entirely
different personality. She’s actually warm, in a
way—and not merciless like you-know-who.

ROBERT. There is only one hologram in this house. Joanne
showed me every aspect of what she invented.

STEVEN. I’ll bet she did. And you enjoyed every minute,
didn’t you? Loved that special time with her.

ROBERT. What does that mean?

STEVEN. Were those billable hours? That attorney-client privilege?

ROBERT. Will you please explain yourself?

STEVEN. Oh, come on, Robert! I’d hardly be surprised if this
weren’t a ploy by the two of you. You were always
jealous of me and mad as a wet hornet that I was the
one Joanne decided to love and marry.

ROBERT. You’ve entered a delusional state on so many levels,
I can’t keep up.

STEVEN. Maybe it takes a man nearly getting his head chopped
off to finally speak the truth about a few private
things, old friend, but that was exactly the case.

ROBERT. Or maybe it takes a case of scotch.

STEVEN. Maybe. But that’s the truth. I was the better man and
it’s eaten you alive.

ROBERT. Alright, yes, yes. I never hid that I was attracted to
Joanne. But there is also something called attorney-
client propriety, and I am an old pro. I have never
sought relations with any client. You were just lucky,
mi compadre: you were sitting in my office, receiving
my pro-bono help, when Joanne burst in like a tornado
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and demanded answers to a tricky legal patent question.
And because you’ve never had anything to lose, because
you’ve never had anything—always the artiste, the aesthete,
the above-it-all—were you able to give Joanne the snide
repartee she found intriguing. “The only man,” she said,
“who never bored me was Steven.” And that made you so
compelling that she had to have you. That’s your history.
I don’t begrudge you for it. Then why attack me now
when I’m only here as a professional, and in a capacity
from which I have never deviated, nor will ever deviate?
Not due to matters of the heart nor anything else. Why?

STEVEN. Because . . . I’m miserable.

ROBERT. It’s failure turned you that way.

STEVEN. How’s that?

ROBERT. Face it, Steven, half your life you’ve fashioned
yourself the next Cervantes, but all you’ve to show is
a few bloody reams of paper no one’s allowed to see.

STEVEN. I’m not a failure.

ROBERT. Fine. You’re an utter success.

STEVEN. You are mocking. Do I have the right to fire you?

ROBERT. After a year. But if you’re a wreck like this in two weeks,
how is it possible you’ll last the year? Why not give up
now and step out that door to preserve your mental health?

STEVEN. What happens to the money if I leave? Joanne has no
close relatives.

ROBERT. You haven’t read the will.

STEVEN. I’ve been busy with my book!

ROBERT. Sure. Well, the money enters a trust. From there it’s
charitably distributed.

STEVEN. Who distributes the money?
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ROBERT. It’s in the will.

STEVEN. By whom?

ROBERT. The executor.

STEVEN. That’s you.

ROBERT. Currently.

STEVEN. Currently? Oh, this is clearing up. So it’s your
chummy advice I walk away so you get my billion?

ROBERT. It’s in trust.

STEVEN. That you—my trusty friend—gets to spend! Oh,
won’t you be the cock o’ the walk with a billion
dollars to hand out to whomever you please? Is
there an expiration date on that?

ROBERT. Well—

STEVEN. Of course not. For the rest of your life you’ll be paid
while travelling the world and fêted as Santa Claus
while shovel out my wife’s money. Tell me, Robert,
what did you love more, Joanne or her loot?

ROBERT. Stop that, stop. I’m only doing my job.

STEVEN. The billion dollar pro—while I’ll be living in a flea-bag
motel with bites on my arms and legs. Au contraire,
mon frère. You gotta get out of bed pretty early in the
morning to get one by your master—which I am till I
walk out that door. I’ll stay the year. No greedy attorney
gets my dough. Coffee, yes! Where is that old hag?
You’ve crossed the wrong compadre, compadre. Ah,
my heart, it’s—. Hag! I need coffee. And I shall read
that will and I shall finish my book and— . . . Win a
Pulitzer! Coffee! I’ll even get you a cup. Ou, my heart . . .

STEVEN dashes out. ROBERT goes to his briefcase and takes out a GUN.
JOANNE appears. ROBERT is dumbfounded.

ROBERT.  ( in time )   Joanne.
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JOANNE. Yes, Robert.

ROBERT. Are plans being followed to your liking?

JOANNE. Mine or yours? I begin to wonder who’s in charge.

ROBERT. You are. Of course.

JOANNE. You’re giving him a gun?

ROBERT. He and his companion must protect themselves.

JOANNE. Clever. You know, my bus indicates that Joanne
always knew your attraction to her, Robert.

ROBERT. Using the third person? You haven’t really transitioned
to this Holly thing, have you? Don’t turn from me,
Joanne. Not this time. I have too much invested.

JOANNE. Financially or emotionally?

ROBERT. I am like a hologram, I feel no emotion.

JOANNE. You’d be surprised what I’m feeling.

ROBERT. Would I? I hope not.

JOANNE. Ou, time to go. Someone’s coming. Don’t be a
stranger. I won’t.

JOANNE exits and, a moment later, ELEANOR enters from another direction.
ROBERT is holding the gun up when she comes in.

ROBERT. Hello, there.

ELEANOR. ( screams ) Ahh! No! Don’t shoot! Don’t shoot!

ROBERT. No, no, it’s not—I’m not—

ELEANOR. I’ll do anything! Anything you say! Don’t shoot!

ROBERT. I wasn’t—it was only—

ELEANOR. Steven! Help me! Help me! Steven!

ROBERT. No, no, I don’t . . .



The Hologram

45

Amid the chaos, in runs STEVEN.

STEVEN. What is it? What? What?

ELEANOR. A gun! Help me, help, help!

ROBERT. No, no, no, no—

STEVEN. Nooo, dear. It’s only Robert.

ROBERT. I took this out to give you, Steven.

STEVEN. Eleanor, Eleanor, it’s nothing.

ELEANOR. First an axe, now a gun! Murder!

STEVEN. Nooo, it’s only my wife’s lawyer. Which, I suppose,
is a kind of murderer. But he poses no physical danger.

ROBERT. Here, have the gun, Steven. It’s for your protection.

STEVEN. For me?

ROBERT. That axe man might return. Wouldn’t you like to
shoot him if he does?

STEVEN. Brilliant. How do these work?

ROBERT. The usual way. Point, pull.

STEVEN. Of course. Yes.

ROBERT. See, dear? The same for you. Point, pull, bang.

ELEANOR. Oh, I could never do that.

ROBERT. Never say never. If you’re threatened, you’d
surely like this around for self-defense.

ELEANOR. But I won’t be here.

ROBERT. You’re leaving? But I’m afraid all the cars on the
grounds have been disabled—likely by that axe man.
Every means of transportation’s been sabotaged.

ELEANOR. Except the car you drove up in. I’ll leave with you.
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ROBERT. Ahh. Unfortunately, my contract as executor says
I may only enter and disembark every inch of this
estate alone—a small but unwavering contingency.

STEVEN. Your contract says that?

ROBERT. Have you read the will? Oh, so busy with your book!

STEVEN. Enough!  ( beat ) The phones are dead, cell signals
don’t transmit, and none of the cars work. The only
thing missing is thunder and lightening.  ( thunder
sounds )

ROBERT. But everything will self-correct. You know how
good Joanne was with details. Well, time to leave.

ELEANOR. Then I have to go, too.

ROBERT. Sure. It’s only a five-mile walk through a dense forest
to the gate—the state penitentiary just on the other side.
No idea where that axe man is. But you might be fine.

STEVEN. Darling, Robert’s calling the police the moment he gets
out of the compound. Besides, you don’t want to leave me.
We can use the time to get our P.P.A.s straight. Exhale.

ROBERT. Ciao, better man.

ELEANOR. You will call the police?

ROBERT. Of course. And use that gun, Steven. If you were to die
or get chopped up, you have no heirs to inherit this
palace. And only fifty weeks to becoming a billionaire!

STEVEN. I’ll make it. You don’t think you’re getting my money?

ROBERT. Point. Pull. You make such a nice pair, mon frère!

ROBERT chuckles and exits. STEVEN sits center to do yoga breathing.

ELEANOR. Steven, what was he saying about fifty weeks to
becoming a billionaire?

STEVEN. Breathe. Exhale.

ELEANOR. Does this mean you’re not rich now?
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STEVEN. Depends on one’s definition of rich. There are so
many wonderful measures of wealth.

ELEANOR. I speak of the financial kind.

STEVEN. I thought money meant nothing to you?

ELEANOR. Of course not, I . . . only want to get to know you
better in every way.

STEVEN. You can order anything you’d like in this house.

ELEANOR. But there’s no one to bring it, except . . .

STEVEN. Yes, where is that old bag? Oh! She’s a hologram.

ELEANOR. Oh, puh-leeze, will you stop with that nonsense! I
had a perfectly nice conversation with her.

STEVEN. But she never brings anything. This is Joanne’s plan.

ELEANOR. Steven! You’re losing your marbles. You thought
that axe man wasn’t real—till he knocked over the
furniture and ran from this house. Sober up. And tell
me if you’re a billionaire. Or will walk the five miles
to the gate—with this gun in my hand for protection—
and you shall be alone with the ghosts and snakes
that inhabit your feeble mind!

STEVEN. I love it when you’re feisty. Fine, the whole truth
and nothing but. I planned to tell you early as . . .
tomorrow anyway. So . . . we’re rich as Midas—with
patience. I get all Joanne had. My bounty will place
me atop history’s greatest megabarons. And you
shall be my, my megabaron-ess. The ridiculously
small condition I’ve to fulfill is to wait here 351
more short days. For if I leave, I forfeit it all. But if
I stay, there’s nothing will not be yours—and you shall
have a life of dreams surpassing . . . Tutankhamen.

ELEANOR. King Tut died so young.

STEVEN. I meant his wealth, not his age.
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ELEANOR. You’re to remain here a year?

STEVEN. Amazing how quickly two weeks have past.

ELEANOR. This has been the longest few hours of my life.

STEVEN. But what you’ll have, my Cleopatra, if you stay!

ELEANOR. With you? Here? A year?

STEVEN. A billion dollars. But also my love. And that must
be worth, what? Twice-a-billion, eh, Eleanor?

ELEANOR. ( thinking ) Naturally, but . . .

STEVEN. Yes?

ELEANOR. I need assurance . . . that your love is true.

STEVEN. Truly, it is.

ELEANOR. For there are people who make false promises. How
can I remove my little-girl fears?  ( beat )  I know!
A contract. That you’re my husband. Why wait?
We’ll sign and marry now.

STEVEN. But we need a parson, witnesses . . .

ELEANOR. Not when two people love each other as we. Go sit at
your typewriter and dash this off. That maid can witness!

STEVEN. But Eleanor—

ELEANOR. Do you love me or no?

STEVEN. Of course.

ELEANOR. Then sit down, write.  ( barks ) Write!

STEVEN types out ELEANOR’S dictation. JOANNE may appear, unnoticed.

ELEANOR. Type this: “Before heaven and earth, we make it known we
are man and wife—forever merged into one through . . .
hymeneal bond, yoked to eternity, cojoined, bonded as one
to share our lives—every part—till death do us part. There,
sign. Then we kiss and you’re my husband. Sign. Now.
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STEVEN. Um . . .

ELEANOR. What?   ( beat ) What!

STEVEN. I—I think we should do it tonight. Isn’t this grand
cause for celebration? It’s our wedding night. We
should jolly it up with music, finery . . . drinks.

ELEANOR. And we need to enter the honeymoon suite. It’s not a true
marriage till my hymeneal threshold’s been crossed.
Write that in, that we completed the marriage deed.

STEVEN. Uh, I shall. While you ready yourself. Dash upstairs
and pick through Joanne’s wardrobe. It’s the large
room at the end of the hall. Don yourself fabulous.
I’ll dress with my usual flair and we’ll tie this up.

ELEANOR. Let’s sign this first.

STEVEN. Dear, isn’t anticipation is the better part of pleasure?

ELEANOR. You’re sure you’ll sign? On your life?   ( points gun as joke )

STEVEN. Of course.

ELEANOR. Then I’ll go dig through your wife’s closet and hope
to find something in a beautiful bridal white. Then we’ll
love like Adam and Eve on the first night. Right, lover?

STEVEN. Can’t wait.

ELEANOR. I am going to make myself look so good . . . you’ll
want to tear me up. Oh, Steven, Steven! Husband!

ELEANOR barks and exits. JOANNE appears holding a snifter with scotch.

STEVEN. Breathe. Exhale.   ( unaware, pouring a drink )

JOANNE. She’ll look so good, you’ll want to tear her up?

STEVEN. Oh!  ( checking his heart ) Turn of phrase.

JOANNE. You know what can be done in a jealous rage?

STEVEN. As a matter of fact—
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JOANNE. This is supposed to be our night! I even brought a drink.

STEVEN. Well, what am I supposed to do, let her run out the
door? Then I’m here alone.

JOANNE. You’re never alone. I’m always with you, even as
you cross her hymeneal threshold.

STEVEN. I need some respect here, Holly.

JOANNE. Me, too!

STEVEN. You’ve my ultimate respect—my ultimate gratitude,
too. You saved me from that that axe man. Joanne
would never have done that.

JOANNE. She’d have let you be chopped to bits.

STEVEN. Exactly. So why did you save me?

JOANNE. It’s . . . complicated.

STEVEN. What isn’t? Life is complicated.

JOANNE. Death is complicated.

STEVEN. Then it’s perfect for Joanne.

JOANNE. You can’t be glad she died?

STEVEN. It’s not as if my life’s gotten better.

JOANNE. If it did, then you would be glad she died?

STEVEN. No! I have mourned her passing. This heart thing,
you know. It’s why I needed a guru. I loved her.

JOANNE. Did you?

STEVEN. Your bus must have a record of that?

JOANNE. Not everything here is complete. Joanne had only
six months to recall her life so I’d have a dense
emotional database to call on now. She also had
to feed into me her dreams, sorrows, joys.
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STEVEN. I’ll bet her favorite joy was wonking down at the
computer with fingers clicking like mad through
a maze of impossible programming.

JOANNE. No. My memory says her favorite joy was just sitting
with you, listening to you orate endlessly about far-
reaching topics, such as—such as—such as . . .

STEVEN. What? What?

JOANNE. ( in a panic ) I’m—I’m—self-correcting!

STEVEN. Are you alright? Holly! Please. I’m getting worried!

JOANNE. ( after a time ) There. Okay. Better.

STEVEN. That’s terrifying.

JOANNE. I see I’ve touched on something incredibly emotional.
Joanne’s made this difficult for me to access.

STEVEN. You were talking of her joys. See if you can worm
in there without short circuiting again—tell me her
best memories.

JOANNE. I must be careful. Ticklish firewalls here. There are
many things here she didn’t want revealed.

STEVEN. You can do it, Holly. You’re good.

JOANNE. I’ll try. ( going inside ) Oh. Ah. Yes. My . . .

STEVEN. What? What?

JOANNE. Good lord. Steven . . . how she loved you!

STEVEN. Did she?

JOANNE. The depths of it. I’ll weep if I dare reveal these.

STEVEN. You can do it, Holly. Please.

JOANNE. Programming be dammed. Pardon my vulgarity.
( takes a sip ) Enjoying your drink?
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STEVEN. Yes. You?

JOANNE. Very much.

STEVEN. What do you have there?

JOANNE. Glenfarclas, 1955.

STEVEN. Mine’s rock-gut compared to that.

JOANNE. See the advantages of being a hologram? You could
have some of this?

STEVEN. But you can’t really taste it, or feel it in your mouth.

JOANNE. Don’t I look happy?

STEVEN. Not the same. Your happiness can’t be as high, nor
your misery as low. Difference between digital and
analogue. Anyway, memories, memories.

JOANNE. Ohhh. Alright. I’m going in . . . What she didn’t want
you to know was that it wasn’t the trips around the
world she most cherished. It was just being with you
in the same room. She loved your mind—not because
it was like hers, but because it wasn’t. Her mind was
technical and detailed. Your mind spatial and expansive.
She didn’t need people around who were her match.
No one ever beat her. But you never bored her. So just
being near you, as now, talking, I’m seeing—yes—
moments like this made her life worth living.

STEVEN. ( stunned ) Then why the acrimony? Why was she so
damned hard to get along with?

JOANNE. No one fights alone, Steven. Every boxer needs a
sparing partner.

STEVEN. Well . . . it’s the artistic mind, you see.

JOANNE. Is it?
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STEVEN. You can’t have a pearl unless you have an irritating
spec of sand first. That gritty nugget that becomes
the beautiful and valuable. So I am, at rare times,
irritating—to help me create the valuable. It’s so
much like that Elliot poem: “Between conception
and creation . . . falls the shadow.”

JOANNE. The way you just spoke, she loved that.

STEVEN. Did she? ( chuckles ) I’m fairly brilliant, you know.

JOANNE. I know.

STEVEN. But why did she send me away? Why divorce me?

JOANNE. She didn’t divorce you.

STEVEN. I had the papers in my hand!

JOANNE. That’s the threat of divorce. You think if she’d wanted
to divorce you, she couldn’t? With a lawyer like
Robert? Joanne gets everything. Except one thing.

STEVEN. What?

JOANNE. To be alive in the flesh.

STEVEN. Then why did she send me to that stinking motel?

JOANNE. Because it was stinking. She wanted you to appreciate
what you had. Creativity’s difficult, but there are limits.

STEVEN. Oh, yes, I can be hard to be around. I shan’t use the
B word to describe me at times, but I think you know
the word I’m talking about.

JOANNE. That’s the perfect essence of the perfect person before me.

STEVEN. ( laughs ) You have a sense of humor!

JOANNE.  ( unhumorously ) Ha. I do.
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STEVEN. Yes, I can be vexing. It’s this frustration of reaching for
perfection. There are writers who mash out pulp at a penny
a word—then writers like Joyce. I’m in the latter category.

JOANNE. But did you have to make it so hard on her?

STEVEN. It’s more than that, Holly. It’s age, too. I’ve spent fifteen
years with my manuscript. The clock’s winding down
and I feel smallest little tinge of . . . I’ll say it—failure.

JOANNE. Why?

STEVEN. Oh, come on, when a man’s wife is celebrated every-
where and he’s made nothing of himself, when all
eyes look on him as a loser, when all he has is . . .

JOANNE. Yes?

STEVEN. A few bloody reams of paper no one’s allowed to see.
That’s why I’m blocked, can’t finish my book! What if
I had it published and it smelled like a Parisian sewer?

JOANNE. Well, I love it. I think you’ve made a modern Don Quixote.
And I hope my firewalls don’t crash: Joanne did, too.

STEVEN. What?

JOANNE. Loved your book.

STEVEN. ( stunned )  Then why did she belittle everything I wrote?

JOANNE. She couldn’t match your genius. Remember, she has to
win at everything. Your great talent threatened her.

STEVEN. My great talent . . .

JOANNE. She had to be invincible but, oh, how she loved you!

STEVEN. Oh. Oh. I need to tell you something, Holly, how
much I . . . respected her. Even . . . loved her. Deeply.
She was a beautiful woman.

JOANNE. I know.
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STEVEN. No, you can’t. Human feelings aren’t in code. How we
would laugh during those early years. She had a twinkle
in her eye all the while she was with me. And she saved
me from myself. Sweet Joanne. ( sobs ) Oh, I’m so sorry
now for the way I acted. She loved my great talent! My
book! And I treated her miserably. Holly, may I ask your
forgiveness? You’re not Joanne, but you’re close as I’ll get.

JOANNE. Of course, Steven.

STEVEN. Forgive me, dear. How I wish you’d have told me you
were ill for I’d have rushed to your side and aided you as
no one could. Now there’s nothing I can do . . ! ( sobs )

JOANNE. There might be one thing you could do, Steven . . .

STEVEN. Anything . . . bwha-haa-haa . . !

JOANNE. My bus reveals her greatest wish was for your masterpiece
to be preserved for posterity. Where is your hidden copy?

STEVEN. ( stops ) My copy? You can print it out.

JOANNE. The world might think my copy was forged. But if they saw
your typewritten pages, your name would last to eternity.

STEVEN. Seems weird.

JOANNE. But if that convict comes back and chops you to bits, how
can it be proved you’re the author?

STEVEN. Right, right.

JOANNE. Tell me where it is, Steven? For sweet Joanne’s sake?

STEVEN. Yes, she would be concerned about that.

JOANNE. Type out the address. For safety.

STEVEN. ( at typewriter )   Yes. Yes. Oh, I’m so grateful, Holly.
I’ll do it for Joanne. You see, she loved my book so
much that she hated it. It made her realize how much
better I am at something than she. That’s deep love.
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JOANNE. Surely. Do it. Type it. Ah. Ah. Ah.

STEVEN. ( finishes typing ) There. Now she can rest in peace.
That’s the post box where the pages are secretly held.

JOANNE. Leave it there for safety.

STEVEN. What a relief to know my book’s protected! And
all because of your caring compassion.

JOANNE. All I want now is to serve you, Steven.

STEVEN. Serve me? Am I living a dream? No greater words
could any man hear.

JOANNE. And protect your mind and great talent forever.

STEVEN. Forever’s a long time, Holly.

JOANNE. Not where I am. There’s no aging, no clock, not even
anything we’d call failure. I’d like you to be part of it.

STEVEN. Really? Ha.

JOANNE. Joanne never told me how truly beautiful you are.

STEVEN. You’re the beautiful one. I don’t care that Joanne
airbrushed you. She was going to seed anyway.

JOANNE. Huh. Yeah.

STEVEN. What a hologram. What a woman. I could live on
the air around you because that’s all there is. If I
kissed you, would my lips singe?

JOANNE. Like bacon strips.

STEVEN. It’d be worth it. Oh, if I could take you in my arms.

JOANNE. ( he reaches ) Don’t! I know it’s tempting. Instead, lie
down and close your eyes and playact you’re with me.

STEVEN. Sure, sure. Since you’re not real, I’ll have a simulated
feeling, like you. Great. Great.   ( he lies down )
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JOANNE. Close your eyes. Do you see me?

STEVEN. I do. I do.

JOANNE. Pretend you’re holding me. Because I am
holding you, dear. Beautifully, wonderfully.

STEVEN. Holly, I feel you. I feel you.

While Steven’s eyes are closed, the OLD MAN quietly enters and snatches the
typewritten address of Steven’s book, then sneaks away. JOANNE glances at him.

JOANNE. I am kissing you. I am kissing you.

STEVEN. I feel your sweet kisses. I kiss you back.

JOANNE. I caress you and put my hands around the brain that
will shake the world with the enormity of its creation.

STEVEN. Quote me my book! Quote it, please.

JOANNE. My favorite part: “He was a boy-man evolving into the
person he was meant to be. He would risk anything for
that: love despair—even his own life. He’d make the
ultimate sacrifice to become the man he was meant to be.”

STEVEN takes over reciting the passage. While doing so, JOANNE slips from
the room. For a moment Steven is alone, rhapsodizing his work.

STEVEN. “He sang free, about mountains not being high
enough, nor valleys low enough. He was ready to
get tough as timber to tackle tomorrow’s tomorrow.”
That’s alliteration, Holly.” ( sobbing )

ELEANOR enters in a white dress and listens as STEVEN continues.

STEVEN. Oh, I can’t recall the last time I was this happy. No,
I do. It was when I was first with Joanne. Now I do
wish we had forever together. Oh, kiss me, Holly. Serve
me. Wrap your hands around this transcendent mind.
( gasps ) Oh! You’ve unblocked me! I’ve got the ending
to my book. It’s not tragic, it’s happy. Boy gets girl. Girl
get boy. Oh, kiss me with those burning lips, Holly,
because your Steven loves you so much! Mmwah . . .
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ELEANOR. Scotch? Are you drinking?

STEVEN. ( stunned )   Have I been? Or will I?

ELEANOR. I know you have been. The stink of liquor follows
you everywhere.

STEVEN. A short one.

ELEANOR. You shouldn’t go long without this or you might
enter a delusional state.

STEVEN. I see you’ve found a lovely white dress.

ELEANOR. Bridal appropriate, don’t you think? Virginal. And
it appears that you’ve found the ending to your book.
Congratulations.

STEVEN. Shouldn’t take long to finish now, Eleanor. And
you’ll be the first to read it.

ELEANOR. Not Holly?

STEVEN. Who?

ELEANOR. Your lover.

STEVEN. Oh. Ha, ha, ha. She’s not, ah . . .

ELEANOR. You’re in love with her.

STEVEN. No, no, I was just—. I should be forthright.

ELEANOR. You should.

STEVEN. Holly’s the image I see of my wife.

ELEANOR. So you’re in love with your wife?

STEVEN. No. She’s nothing like my wife.

ELEANOR. I thought you were in love with me.

STEVEN. I am. I was playacting with Holly. You’ll meet her soon.
I need to appease her because we’ll all be here the year.
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ELEANOR. Doing a ghost a favor? And you’ve never had
trouble with mental illness?

STEVEN. Ha, ha, ha. It’s complicated.

ELEANOR. Life is complicated.

STEVEN. Death is complicated. I’ve learned that.

ELEANOR. Which reminds me of how much I want to marry
you, Steven, because if anything happened who
would look after you—emotionally. No ghost can
do that. So let’s marry. I’ve got on the dress,
you’ve got on your . . . drink. Let’s do this now.

STEVEN. But tonight will be a perfectly—

ELEANOR. ( raging ) We shall do it now! Or I will take this gun
and leave you with the Tinkerbells that visit you in
that dim bulb atop of your shoulders. Do I go or stay?

STEVEN. Stay. Please.

ELEANOR. Good. Prove you love me.

STEVEN. I don’t want to be alone, Eleanor.

ELEANOR. I’ve realized our signatures might not be enough.
But here’s my phone—it still records videos. I’ll tape
our vows, and if anyone questions whether we’re
consenting adults, I’ll play in the courtroom. Good?

STEVEN. Um.

ELEANOR. Good or am I gone!

STEVEN. I’ll marry. A great start to a wonderful year here.

ELEANOR. Here’s the contract. Sign. There.

STEVEN. Where? There?

ELEANOR. Right there.

STEVEN. Here?
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ELEANOR. There!

STEVEN. Would you mind terribly if I had another drink first?

ELEANOR. Sign it ! Then get as stinking drunk as you want.

STEVEN. Of course, dear. I love you. Yes.  ( he signs )

ELEANOR. Now I sign. Eleanor Lolly.   ( she signs )   Good. It’s
official. But I must have this on tape so it can’t be
contested.   ( sets up camera )   Stay there. Here’s
the camera. “Record.” Do vows and we’re done.
Do you, Steven Jasper Jameson take Eleanor Lolly
to be your lawfully wedded wife no matter what
happens and share everything with her no matter
what happens and I mean everything. Do you?

STEVEN. Of course.

ELEANOR. Just say, “I do,” dummy.

STEVEN. I do, dummy. I mean, I do.

ELEANOR. And I, Eleanor Lolly, take Steven Jasper Jameson
for everything he has—is—as my lawfully wedded
husband and share everything equally with him.
Amen. Kiss me. ( a peck ) Done. I’m your wife.

STEVEN. Drinks.

ELEANOR. Okay, I’m going to run this over to my lawyer.

STEVEN. What?

ELEANOR. Be back soon. This needs to get to my law firm.

STEVEN. You said you were staying.

ELEANOR. I shall when I get back. I read through that will upstairs
and it says nothing about a wife having to stay, so my
lawyers will argue I get half the estate no matter what.

STEVEN. You can’t do this, Eleanor.

ELEANOR. It’s for our good, Steven, to protect us.
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STEVEN. But we haven’t been upstairs for the, um—

ELEANOR. Highly unlikely after your history. I’ll take the gun.
It’s only five miles. I’m not a bad shot, actually.
Been to the range to do research on these for my
thrillers. Bye, lover.

STEVEN. Eleanor, stay . . .

ELEANOR. Oh, while I’m gone, spend a little time with your book
and not your boogey-girls. Maybe you can finish it now
that Holly’s helped you figure out the final chapter! Ha.

ELEANOR laughs and exits. JOANNE surprises her. ELEANOR screams.

ELEANOR. Who—who are you?

JOANNE. The little lady. Is that dress mine?

ELEANOR. I . . . got it upstairs.

JOANNE. Grand larceny.

ELEANOR. Is this some kind of a joke?

JOANNE. A huge one. Right, Steven?

STEVEN. Actually, yes. Now do you believe me, Eleanor?
You’ve seen pictures of my wife—but this is her
double, Holly.

ELEANOR. My god, she does look real. But she’s dead.

JOANNE. There’s an even bigger joke, Steven. I’m not Holly.

STEVEN. Right, the virtual Joanne.

JOANNE. Wrong again. No, I am the real Joanne because, you
see . . . I never died. The joke’s on you. I wanted to
learn if you did love me to the grave, as you once
promised, so my illness was faked. And my death.

STEVEN. You . . ? You’re alive?

JOANNE. Absolutely, lover.
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STEVEN. I can’t believe it. How did—? No. You—. Witch!

JOANNE. Oh, don’t lower yourself to name-calling. Or if you
must, direct it to your friend here. Try harlot, hussy,
tramp. But you two are the writers. Get a thesaurus!

STEVEN. It isn’t possible.

JOANNE. Nothing I’d do should surprise you. Well, there was a
hologram so you weren’t completely bamboozled. And
wasn’t she attractive? Hasn’t gone to seed as I have.

STEVEN. Of all the lowdown, incomprehensible things
you’ve done, this is the very bottom.

JOANNE. Or the top.

ELEANOR. Wait. Your death was faked?

JOANNE. You are bright. I see why he was attracted to you.

ELEANOR. And I’ve been made a fool of by you?

JOANNE. Nobody made a fool of you, dear, believe me.

ELEANOR. And I wasted my time with you, you hack, you amateur.

JOANNE. You speak this way about your lover?

ELEANOR. And you’re every bit as monstrous as he said.

JOANNE. Must you stoop, Eleanor? Have I abused you? Have
I christened you something like . . . his Lolly-pop?

ELEANOR. I’m going to my lawyer to seek redress.

JOANNE. Do it in that wedding dress. Très apropos.

ELEANOR. I should shoot you. That’s what you deserve.

JOANNE. Not a bad idea. But I’ll turn the tables, dear,
because you’re the one who’s going to be shot.

ELEANOR. What?



The Hologram

63

JOANNE. ( takes gun from her garter belt )   I have spousal
privileges, as well as the right to defend myself in
my home—from a larcenist. Oh, here a little secret:
I am as dastardly as Steven says so I have legal
grounds to shoot you—which I now intend to do.

STEVEN. Joanne, Joanne, cut the comedy.

JOANNE. I do have to win at everything, Steven, including
love. While some don’t take their vows seriously,
I do. Till death do us part.

STEVEN. You can’t do this.

JOANNE. Get behind me. She’s come between us, now I’ll
come between you. ( waves gun ) Get behind me!

STEVEN. This isn’t necessary.

JOANNE. It is, darling, to win. Stay behind me. It’s the only
place you’ll be safe.

ELEANOR. You think I’m just going to let you shoot me?

JOANNE. I don’t think you have a choice.

ELEANOR. Oh, yes, I do.   ( aiming her gun )   Drop it or I’ll
shoot. I have experience with these.

JOANNE. You are bush league beside me. I win at everything.

ELEANOR. Not this time. I’ll kill you.

JOANNE. Then let’s have a little shootout.

ELEANOR. Don’t try me.

JOANNE. Are you going to shoot? Alright, I’ll start.

JOANNE fires one shot. ELEANOR fires back several rounds in flurry. When
she’s done, both women stand in silence. JOANNE sets down her gun.

JOANNE. You’re not that good a shot.

ELEANOR. I am. I shot you. I’m sure.
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JOANNE. You didn’t hit me.

ELEANOR. Well, you didn’t hit me.

JOANNE. True, I didn’t.

ELEANOR. Steven, what is this? What’s going on?

STEVEN. Um, I’m . . . shot. Bleeding. You shot me.

JOANNE. Oh, you’re terrible, dear. You just shot your lover.

ELEANOR. No, no, I shot you.

The OLD MAN enters.

MAN. Hallo! Hallo! Heard some noise. Everything alright?

STEVEN. No. Help. I’m shot.

MAN. Ou. Terrible. With this?   ( takes Eleanor’s gun while
wearing rubber gloves, then safely puts it in a bag )

STEVEN. Y—yes.

MAN. Let’s keep it safe. Rubber gloves, just a precaution.

ELEANOR. Steven, the blood . . . I didn’t mean to.

STEVEN. Of course not. Hurts regardless. Oww.

MAN. Dear, if you could do me a small favor?

ELEANOR. He’s the one who needs the favor! He needs help!

MAN. Of course. But if you could just put up your hands?

ELEANOR. Wha . . ?

MAN. You’re under arrest for the shooting of Steven Jasper
Jameson.   ( reveals a gun and aims it at her )

ELEANOR. I didn’t shoot him. I mean, it was an accident.

MAN. The police will appreciate that.
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ELEANOR. Yes, contact the police. Get an ambulance, hurry.

MAN. Oh, I’d love to but . . .

ELEANOR. Right, phones don’t work. Can you drive him to a hospital?

MAN. Unfortunately not. You see, according to my contract,
I can only enter and leave this estate alone.

The OLD MAN removes his costume and we see it is ROBERT.

ELEANOR. You. The lawyer.

STEVEN. Robert.

ROBERT. The lengths we’ll go for love. And jealousy.

STEVEN. What is this?

ROBERT. Wasn’t Joanne clever with details? Still a hologram.
Bullets pass right through. Sorry, old boy. You’re
on the unfortunate end of a lover’s gunshots.

STEVEN. It was a trap. Both of you.

ROBERT. I’m only here to serve.

STEVEN. Witch. Okay, okay, so help me, Robert. Old friend.
Take me to the hospital.

ROBERT. Sorry, mate, can’t. You see, I’ve always been a tad
jealous myself and had to endlessly endure your
asinine braggadocio—the big, better man—how
much better you are at love. Really gets into one’s
craw. So I rather feel you got what you deserved.

STEVEN. Being shot?

ROBERT. That’s only a physical wound, Steven. It’s the
emotional ones that really hurt.

STEVEN. Bastard.

ROBERT. Is such vulgarity necessary?

STEVEN. Here’s a more vulgar word: lawyer!
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ROBERT. Tisk-tisk. Now don’t give up, friend. It’s only five miles to
the gate. Make it and you might stay alive. Of course, you’ll
forfeit the billion, but don’t you feel your life’s worth it?

STEVEN. I’ll make it to the gate. And you’ll roast in hell. Of course,
you’ll be comfortable there, it’s half-populated by lawyers.

ROBERT. So bitter. Oh, and Steven? I’ve got the mysterious address
of the remaining copy of your book here. Fear not.

STEVEN. What’ll you do with it?

ROBERT. Follow Joanne’s orders, of course.

STEVEN. What’re those?

ROBERT. Joanne?

JOANNE. Destroy it.

STEVEN. No! Why?

JOANNE. Because, Steven, it really is a brilliant book. I’ve had
it evaluated by experts. Every one of them claims it has
the makings of a rare classic, a book to live to literary
eternity. But how could I chance you’d live on more
famously than I? No one may beat me. Robert, please
destroy Steven’s book.

ROBERT. Your order, my duty.

STEVEN. Can I tell you the most horrible, awful, truly terrible
thing? I did love you once.

JOANNE. Steven, I still do. And my love’s eternal.

STEVEN. ( on exit ) And I figured out the ending! What a loser!

STEVEN has struggled and limped out of the room

ROBERT. Mission accomplished?

JOANNE. Collect your billion.

ROBERT. Good. Then I’ll lock up the house, post a guard at the
gate, and check on things from time to time.
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ELEANOR. What—what are you going to do with me?

ROBERT. Oh, I’m afraid, Miss Lolly, that someone has to take
the fall. With that wound, Steven will never survive
the five-mile walk to the gate. I’ll shortly call the
police, they’ll come book you for murder, and you’ll
have many peaceful years writing mysteries in the
state penitentiary. If they don’t electrocute you.

ELEANOR. But it was an accident.

ROBERT. Yes, they’ll see things your way. I’m only an esteemed
member of the bar who’ll present evidence as I came
across it: a smoking gun, a bloody body, a spurned,
gold-digging mistress.

ELEANOR. I’m not his mistress! I’m his wife. It’s recorded here.

ROBERT. Oh? ( takes camera, paper ) Thanks. I’ll dispose of these.

ELEANOR. You—! You’re out to get me!

ROBERT. Not I. She. Love is a bitter fruit.

ELEANOR. Take me out of here. Holograms, guns, an axe murderer.

ROBERT. Ho! There was no axe murderer, dear. That was I, in
my Halloween costume. Spooky, eh?

ELEANOR. But why?

ROBERT. So Holly could save Steven. So Steven would become
affectionate with Holly. So eventually he’d feel so amorous
he’d reveal where he’d hidden his tremendous book.

ELEANOR. You people are insane.

ROBERT. Call it Insanely Brilliant.

JOANNE. Robert, would you mind leaving now? I see the business
is done.

ROBERT. Condolences. This way, Lolly-pop. We’ll call the police
and wait in here. I’ll bet the phones are working now.
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ELEANOR. Yes, take me away. Take me out of this madness.

ROBERT. There’s a wish I can fulfill. Absolutely.

ROBERT and ELEANOR exit. In a moment, a cleaned-up STEVEN enters.

STEVEN. There you are. What trouble are you making now?

JOANNE. ( on the divan ) I was simply waiting for you.

STEVEN. Where’s Eleanor? What have you done with her?

JOANNE. No need to think of her, Steven. You’ll never see her again.

STEVEN. Don’t tell me what I won’t do. You don’t control me.

JOANNE. If I did, what fun would that be?

STEVEN. Fun. The things you think are fun are just sick.

JOANNE. I know what’s fun. Let’s read your book.

STEVEN. I don’t want anything from you. Nothing ever again.

JOANNE. In time, you’ll be begging me for things.

STEVEN. Over my dead body.

JOANNE. Cranky, are we? Having trouble with a sentence?

STEVEN. ( grumbles ) The only thing worse than the day I
met you . . . was the second day I met you.

JOANNE. Every day with you gets better and better.

STEVEN. I wasn’t a heavy drinker till our paths crossed.

JOANNE. Why drink now? Align your P.P.A. Breathe. Exhale.

STEVEN. After my drink. ( reaches for a bottle but can’t pick
it up )  Hey, what’s this? What’s the trick? Got the
scotch screwed down so it won’t budge?

JOANNE. You can’t lift that? I thought you were a big,
manly, better man?
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STEVEN. Clam up. And the glass. The glass won’t move!

JOANNE. Isn’t that frustrating?

STEVEN. Alright, what is this? What’s going on?

JOANNE. Perhaps they’re an illusion.

STEVEN. What’ve you done, made the liquor into a hologram
so it can’t be picked up?

JOANNE. Steven, almost everything in this room is real.

STEVEN. Then what is it? I am manly—and man enough to
give you the back of my hand.

JOANNE. But not man enough to serve Eleanor? Oh, Steven, no
need for alarm. Everything here is real, except . . . me.
And you. I thought I’d have more time to perfect you,
but when your paramour arrived, I had to work quickly
for fear something might go wrong. I had to get you to
feel as much as possible for a dense emotional database:
laughter, tears, love, anger. Everything that made you
the stimulating man I fell in love with. You’re not
perfect but it’s a good algorithm. You will self-correct.

STEVEN. I’m a hologram? Lying witch.

JOANNE. Steven is dead. You are his hologram.

STEVEN. Am I? Watch this!   ( tries to push things ) Hey,
what’s this? What’s going on?   ( continues )   What
have you done? I’m not really a hologram, am I?

JOANNE. ( laughing )   Yes! Yes! It worked!

STEVEN. No! No! I’ll kill you! I’ll kill you!

JOANNE. Try it! Go on!

STEVEN. ( tries to choke her ) I can’t . . . grab your neck!

JOANNE. Of course not, darling. You’re . . not . . real.  ( laughs )
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STEVEN. Noooo. ( slumping ) No. You didn’t.

JOANNE. Now how could I go through eternity alone? You
were the only one who never bored me. Oh, we’ll
bicker, there’ll be sparing and fights, but at least I
won’t be bored. That would be hell.

STEVEN. I hate you. Hate you.

JOANNE. Of course you do. Or I couldn’t love you.

STEVEN. How can I possibly feel all this? I feel rage. Hate.
I’m so sad. But I’m not real.

JOANNE. Because I’m sooo good. Now, I can still make things
appear. It’s a digital feeling, but it’s an excellent
substitute. Would you like a Glenfarclas, 1955?

STEVEN. I can have one of those?

JOANNE. Sure, dear. I can make that appear. I can be wonderful
to you. But first let’s read some of your book. It’s . . .
scribblicious.
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