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Exit Interview
By  T J Edwards

For three men and two women

The actor playing “Doug Wilson” never changes

Two other actors, and two actresses, play 23 roles

The play moves quickly in forty-one scenes

Theme:  What is the currency that we trade in?

Following scene chart courtesy of director Michael Chamberlin:
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Scene / Locale Page
Doug

38 Scenes

Actor 1

6 roles / 15 scs

Actor 2

7 role / 13 scs

Actress 1

6 role / 12 scns

Actress 2
5 role / 11 scns

1.  Waiting & Participating Room 3-5 Doug Pete
2.  Wanting Out Home 6-7 Doug Laura
3.  A Place You Just ‘Be’ Bar 7-9 Doug Barkeep Jill
4.  Doug’s Choices Room 9-11 Doug Pete
5. Trader of the Year Trading Floor 11-12 Doug Ned
6.  Big Mister Shortie Restaurant 12-14 Doug Laura Waiter
7. Close is for Horseshoes Hospital 14-15 Doug Voice Moses
8.  How’s Your Relationships? Room 15-16 Doug Pete
9.  Risk Is What We Are Paid to Do Work 16-17 Doug Stevie
10. No Crumbs: Conviction Forward Home 17-20 Doug Stevie Laura
11. On or Off the Horse Work 20-21 Doug Stevie
12. Your Choices Therapy 21-22 Doug Laura Jill
13. Positive Attachments  Bar 23-25 Doug Barkeep Jill
14.  Margin Call Work 25-27 Doug Stevie
15.  A Sexual Vacuum Therapy 27-28 Doug Laura Jill
16. Domino Theory Street 28-30 Doug Alan
17.  Some ‘Splain’ to Do Jill’s Apt. 30-32 Doug Jill
18. Deposed Lawyers Office 32-33 Doug Atrney 1 Atrney 2
19.  You Earned This Trip River 34-37 Doug Charon Cerebus
20.  You Took Us Down with You Home 38-39 Doug Laura
21.  Many Are Ultimately One Room 39-41 Doug Pete Zhou
22.  Nothing Out There Is Real Child Home 41-42 Doug Father
23.  You Should Be a Therapist Laura’s Apt. 42-43 Doug Laura
24. & 26.  Id vs. Super-ego Lecture Hall 43-45 Doug Freud
25.  Sex, Sex, Sex Child Home 44 Doug Father Mother
27. You’re Awful                  Child Home 45 Doug Father
28. Get Out of Your Head Jill’s Apt. 46-47 Doug Jill
29.  It’s in Your Makeup Parking Garage 47-50 Doug Ned Jockey
30.  Never Harm a Living Thing Somewhere 50--51 Doug Roach
31.  Eliminated Room 52-56 Doug Pete Gillian Gorilla
32.  Don’t You Love Me? Child Home 57 Doug Father
33. What  a Loser                     Street or Café 58-59 Doug     Jill
34. Your Fortune Is Your Destiny Shelter 59-61 Doug Alan
35. I Wish You No Ill                 Front Porch 61- 63 Doug Ernie Voice
36. A Guide for the Perplexed Hospital 63-65 Doug Moses
37.  Swallow Some Heat Alley 66-67 Doug Shadow
38. Thus Spake Zarathustra Deli 67-70 Doug Zoro
39. Time Is Not Promised                      Room 70-73 Doug Pete   Gorilla
40.  Second Chances Alley 72 Doug
41.  Shanti                      Home 73 Doug Laura
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Exit  Interview
Scene One
An empty stage. Two plain chairs and a desk are wheeled up. Doug Wilson
anxiously waits. Pete enters in a hurry with a cup of coffee.

PETE. Whoa, whoa, hey, buddy, sorry. I hope you haven’t been waiting
long. I just stepped outside for a little, ah, cuppa joe. Needed some
juice to get me through, ah—. Anyway, what a shift.

DOUG. No problem.

PETE. No, you shouldn’t have to wait. That’s not the way we do things
here. Supposed to. Anyway, your’re, ah—?

DOUG. Doug.

PETE. Right. Doug who?

DOUG. Wilson.

PETE. Right. I know they sent me a file. Hey, you mind if I put my coffee
there?

DOUG. Oh, no.

PETE. Oh, and one small thing. You’re on my side of the desk.

DOUG. Oh. Sorry. They didn’t—

PETE. They never do! Explain things. Don’t it all feel like a crapshoot
sometimes? But how could you tell? I mean, look around here, they
put almost no resources in this department. Not even one poster on
the wall. Not even a Hello and Have a Happy Day! We don’t even
get gum on the bottom of the chairs. Feel that. It’s like at any
moment—poof—they’ll ship us someplace else.

DOUG. Yeah, kinda bare.

PETE. Abandon hope all ye who enter here! But with the hours I work,
they could put the Mona Lisa up there and would I see it? Anyway,
get comfortable. This’ll take some time—if that’s okay?

DOUG. Sure.
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PETE. This is all voluntary. They told you that, right?

DOUG. Well, the guy only pointed—

PETE. Oh, I should mention one thing straight off, why I didn’t shake
hands. They want me anonymous. Legal reasons. I’m not supposed
to introduce myself or even—in any way—make myself personable.
Just take in information like a computer.

DOUG. I don’t get to know who you are?

PETE. Legal reasons. But you don’t have to do this . . ?

DOUG. No, no, it’s fine. I mean, what am I gonna—

PETE. —What are you gonna do anyway, right? That’s how most people
feel. And it helps us. That’s a good thing. Cooperation. Karma.
Boomerang. Whoop. Comes back to you.

DOUG. I was just going to say, well, I’ve got the time.

PETE. ( laughs ) Ha! Good one! You got the time. Ha, ha. You got a sense
of humor, ah . . .

DOUG. Doug. Wilson.

PETE. Right. Got that file somewhere. Here! Now, you mind if I take a
moment to look this through? Just for a moment?

DOUG. It’s fine.

PETE. ( laughing ) You got the time! Ha! ( looking over file )  Hm. Wow.

DOUG. Is that coffee machine . . ?

PETE. I got the last cup. Besides, only the people in this department get the
coffee. But don’t feel bad.  ( sipping )  It’s awful. Hold on one more
second, uh—

DOUG. Doug.

PETE. Wow. That’s interesting.

DOUG. Something . . ?
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PETE. Well, see, in one sense there’s a lot of information here, but in
another there’s, like, nothing here.

DOUG. What do they say? ( reaching for file )

PETE. You’re not allowed to see it. ( pulling away ) Legal reasons.
Personally, I don’t’ care but . . .  ( points up ) I want to keep
this job, which I’m sure you understand. So why don’t I follow
protocol? Make it safe for me and simple for you. I’ll do
everything they tell me by the book.

DOUG. Fine.

PETE. And if at any moment, uh—Doug—you don’t feel comfortable,
or decide not to be a helping person, don’t care about that
boomerang—whoop—you can stop. We’re only gathering
information to make this a better organization for everybody.

DOUG. I like that.

PETE. Yeah, I can tell you’re a helping guy.

DOUG. I think I am.

PETE. Great. So let’s start. We are so glad, Doug Wilson, that you are
cooperating in this exit interview.

Scene Two
A home. A fight is breaking out.

LAURA. Why are you not cooperating? Why are you not helping?

DOUG. I’m only going out.

LAURA. Where?

DOUG. The store.

LAURA. The baby will be up any minute.

DOUG. I won’t be long.
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LAURA. How long?

DOUG. What is this? One minute you say we got four diapers in the
drawer, the next I’m being grilled about—

LAURA. Which store? How long?

DOUG. Okay, the mall. If traffic’s good, forty-five minutes.

LAURA. The traffic is never good. We’ll come along.

DOUG. We don’t have the time.

LAURA. We’ll make the time!

DOUG. You’re gonna get the baby up? Then she needs to be fed. Then we
have to get the snap-and-go. Then put the snap-and-go in the car,
then take it out of the car . . .

LAURA. It’s called family time, Doug. It’s what families do, see? Walk
around and show everyone how much they’re enjoying themselves.

DOUG. If we didn’t have a thousand other things to do!

LAURA. I am with her all day long. While you’re having stimulating
discussions about the ruble and yen, I am wiping butts and
cleaning vomit off my blouse. So when the weekend rolls around,
I’d like to speak to somebody. Maybe get a short inquiry from my
husband about how I’m feeling? Talk for a while?

DOUG. I work so you can stay home—we agreed on that. And if I need
to get the cotton out of my head about a bad trade I made, can’t
you just let go?

LAURA. So marriage is a game called Who’s the Biggest Martyr? There
are, actually, people out there who enjoy spending time with me.

DOUG. So do I. I do.

LAURA. ( a baby cries )  There’s the baby. Bye, big daddy. And don’t
worry, I won’t trouble you again by asking you a favor.
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Scene Three

A bar. Dark lights, drinks, cheesy music.

BARKEEP. Hey, big daddy. Hey. Can I trouble asking your favor?

DOUG. Huh?

BARKEEP. Drinking? Booze. What you having?

DOUG. Oh. Rye. That one. Straight up.

BARKEEP. One with some real pow. Bad day? Economics or domestics?

DOUG. Huh?

BARKEEP. The ring. Trouble at home. See, a face is the window to a world, but a
ring is the fence around the ranch. Do you see a ring on this finger?
Marriage is like running off and joining the circus. Before you been under
the big top, you think it’s all clowns and cotton candy. But once you’ve
worked the tent, you find that the guy who gets shot out of the cannon is
you, and there ain’t no safety net. And the elephants you loved, you’re the
one who has to chase ‘em with a pail and shovel. And I love clowns one
day a year for an hour or two—which is how long marriage should be—
one day a year for an hour or two—but to spend every day with clowns,
or in a marriage—brother, that’s hell.

DOUG. Funny guy.

BARKEEP. After three marriages, you need a sense of humor. But you’re
wondering why a handsome fellow like myself kept going back to
the well? The wily way of love, my friend, will walk you down
that stony path of misery.  ( Jill arrives )  Look who’s here, the
woman of your dreams. And I mean that literally.

JILL. Do not believe a word he says.

BARKEEP. Doc, cut me some slack. I want him to come back.

JILL. This barkeep complains about love and marriage, but I saw him
propose to somebody at this bar last week.

BARKEEP. Wanna know the worst part? She accepted! Hamster in a wheel.

JILL. Somebody’s calling you at the end of the bar.
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BARKEEP. Careful, brother: Devil in a blue dress here.  ( he leaves )

JILL. Trouble in paradise?

DOUG. Paradise? What’s that?

JILL. There’s always a catch, isn’t there? Conditions, clauses, so much
thinking all the time.

DOUG. Thinking. Nice to get away from that.

JILL. I want to believe there’s a country out there I call The Land of No
Thinking. You get on a plane and don’t know if you’re going north
or south, east or west . . . and when you get there, you walk out a
door and all thinking ends. Open your eyes and have this epiphany
you’ve finally become yourself. You don’t care what you say, and
neither does anybody else.

DOUG. What if you don’t want to come back?

JILL. You never do.

DOUG. You been?

JILL. In my dreams. What’s your name?

DOUG.  . . . Doug.

JILL. Married and sitting in a bar on a Saturday?

DOUG. Getting the cotton out of my head.

JILL. With alcohol. Well, they say alcohol can clean anything. But that’s
the rubbing kind. You need it rubbed on?

DOUG. ( beat ) What are you doing in a bar on a Saturday?

JILL. Looking for clients.

DOUG. Ah. Not a conversation I want to continue. Things are not like that
with me.

JILL. You’ve misunderstood, I’m a therapist. Sort of a Florence
Nightingale of the barstool. If you need help, call Doctor Jill
( gives card ) When the economy’s bad, you go where the work
is, and there’s a lot of it in here now.
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Scene Four
Back to the exit interview office with Pete.

PETE. When the economy’s bad, you go where the work is, and there’s a
lot of it here now.

DOUG. I guess.

PETE. Feedback is important. But I gotta tell you, bud—ah, Doug—some
of the people I get here—Jesus. When I got to listen to some old
coot go on about the Old Days, makes me want to slit my neck.

DOUG. Huh.

PETE. Like, I had this old guy sitting ight where you are, old-timer, and he
pokes me in the chest with his bony little finger and says, “Son, you
are the generation that will die with your options open.” Now I’m
thinking, “Grandpa, why you poking me in the chest?” Then he yells
that I’m only a mouse in a maze. But I got to sit here and take it, with
a sunny expression on my face. Here’s what it was like, that poke.
( pokes Doug ) Mouse in a maze, mouse in a maze, mouse in—

DOUG. Ow. Ow. Ow.  ( getting poked )

PETE. I’d like to mouse that old fart with the back of my hand. Ka-pow!
Anyway . . . what about your choices, Doug?

DOUG. Huh?

PETE. Your choices. Here.

DOUG. Oh, I was in trading.

PETE. I see that.

DOUG. Currencies.  ( rubbing shoulder )  Damn, that hurt.

PETE. What’s the currency you trade in?

DOUG. All of them.

PETE. Looks like you made major coin.

DOUG. For a while. You get paid to handle the stress.
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PETE. Like what? Sitting at a computer and—dink, dink, dink—that’s
more stressful than somebody in an ambulance? Guy in a war zone
getting his foot blown off?

DOUG. No, it’s different stress. It’s where millions can sit on the tap of your
finger. You got so much riding on that. Push it down now or wait.
And when the numbers flash in front of your eyes, there’s the stress
of knowing you missed your chance to make millions—or lost
millions. And you gotta live with that, sometimes over the weekend.
Hard to take home with you.

PETE. I see. And what’s the best day you ever had, Doug?

DOUG. Trading?

PETE. Aw, just call it your best day.

DOUG. Oh. That’d be the day of my big short.

PETE. Short?

DOUG. When you bet something’s goona going down.

PETE. Well, we should hear about this.

Scene Five
A trading floor.

NED. Oh, baby, baby! C’mere suckers! Best day, best day! Yabba-dabba-
freakin’-yabba-do! Ka-pow. Doug, get over here. Get over here, over
here! You know what we’re gonna call you? Everybody, listen! This
is no longer Doug Wilson. You’re now callin’ this guy Big Mister
Shorty. Because he just busted a few of those kneecaps he’s always
talking about. The rest of the year—Big Mister Shorty. Doug,
congrats! You won trader of the year!

DOUG. Aw, Ned.

NED. Know what sealed it? That short. Everybody, listen! While you
knotheads were bunged up about the Thai baht, this guy went against
it. Market thought the baht was going up? He shot it down. How’d
you do that, Doug? How’d you know?
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DOUG. There was this research report that—

NED. That phony one? You were behind that?

DOUG. There was good research in there.

NED. And Santa comes down the chimney on Christmas Eve. I’ll bet you
and Stevie spread that crap.

DOUG. Ned, you gotta learn to trust the lucky finger.

NED. God bless that finger. Lemme talk to it. “Big daddy, you pummeled
the baht. The longs had to cover and you drove that bastard down.”
Folks, a lesson! You don’t make a trade, you drive a trade. I mean—
shit—in Thailand those people can’t buy a bag of rice for a boatload
of baht after what Doug did. They’re starvin’ because of this guy.
Hey, boss got a bonus check for you. Take your wife to dinner tonight.
And make it special, Mister Big Shortie.

Scene Six
A restaurant with his wife.

DOUG. Big Mister Shortie.

LAURA. What?

DOUG. What they call me now. And it’s so dead-on.

LAURA. But why would they . . ?

DOUG. Forget it. Let’s talk about cars. Because a man is what he drives. A
BMW? What do you think? We’re too young for a Mercedes.

LAURA. How about a Volvo?

DOUG. Volvo? That’s a family car.

LAURA. Well . . .

WAITER. ( affected French ) Wine, monsieur?

DOUG. Oh. Yeah. Laura?
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LAURA. Do you have a recommendation?

WAITER. For dinner, you are considering . . ?

LAURA. Veal.

WAITER. Excellent. Monsieur?

DOUG. You got the best steak in the city. Slap your biggest on my plate.

WAITER. Parfait! And the range?

DOUG. Range?

WAITER. Price range. For the wine.

DOUG. Oh. Make it a thousand-bucks!

LAURA. Doug!

WAITER. Monsieur!

DOUG. I don’t care. Laura, the more you act like you got, the more you’ll
get. That’s Karmic. See, I’ve read The Secret. So, what kind of
wine you got for a thousand bucks?

WAITER. A true bon vivant. Excellent! Without hesitation, I suggest the
Charmes Chambertin Cuvee Tres Vieilles Vignes Joseph Roty 2009.

DOUG. That good?

WAITER. Palate délicieux. It is a wine with spine.

DOUG. With spine. Perfect for me.

WAITER. For nine-ninety-nine, you cannot do better!

DOUG. Bring it on!

WAITER. Monsieur!  ( exits )

LAURA. Doug. We can’t afford—

DOUG. We are living like millionaires, Laura, because that’s what we’ll be!
Anyway, Volvo. That’s a family car. You ready for a family?
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LAURA. Ah, no.

DOUG. If you like the Volvo!

LAURA. This is not—I am not—

DOUG. What are we waiting for?

LAURA. I’ve got a career.

DOUG. I’ll make enough for both careers. I’m going to the moon.

LAURA. What I have to give up, it’s different for women.

DOUG. There is something in the air. Everything is going so right. And I’ll
bring on more. And, lover, this is going to start tonight.

LAURA. I don’t know, Doug . . .

DOUG. Honey, we are going to have a baby. And you have to start calling
me Big Mister Shorty. There is no more calling me Doug Wilson.

Scene Seven
A hospital. A loudspeaker makes an announcement.

VOICE. ( overheard )  “Calling Doug Wilson. Calling Mr. Doug Wilson.
Please report to the reception desk.”

MOSES. ( a doctor approaches )  Mr. Wilson?

DOUG. Yes.

MOSES. I’m Dr. Maimon. Moses. Now, don’t worry, everything’s fine.

DOUG. You’re sure?

MOSES. They’re both stabilized. They just need sleep.

DOUG. Right.

MOSES. Emergency’s over. Relax. They’re in obstetrics.

DOUG. But that was close.

MOSES. No, close is for horseshoes. Not here. So get some sleep.
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DOUG. But, doc, will my wife . . ? Is there any permanent . . ?

MOSES. They’re alive. Be thankful for that. And you’re fine, right?

DOUG. The airbag took all the impact.

MOSES. Got a name for the baby?

DOUG. Well, my wife really wants Alice. But I like Gillian.

MOSES. Hey, let me tell you a story. I once had two daughters. But I lost
one. Love every minute with your child, my friend, because what
I’ve learned is that at some point one of you is going away. If it’s
your daughter, you’ll wish every minute with her was beautiful.
And if you go first, what would you want your daughter to
remember?

DOUG. I’ll get some sleep.

MOSES. Sure. Just make sure you wake up.

Scene Eight
Back at the office.

PETE. Hey. Hey, Doug. Doug. Wake up.

DOUG. Wha . . ?

PETE. You were daydreaming.

DOUG. Huh? Oh. Oh, sorry.

PETE. You got one daughter. Gillian. Nice name. Who picked that?

DOUG. Uh, me.

PETE. No other kids?

DOUG. Not yet.

PETE. ( laughs ) Not yet. You got a sense of humor. But seriously, Doug,
one of the things we like to concentrate on here is relationships—
because they say it’s scientifically proven that relationships are the
cornerstone of productivity. I mean, why would you even be here if
we didn’t think you’d be productive?
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DOUG. Yeah.

PETE. See, I’m working my arse off here on our relationship and you keep
dozing in and out. What’s that about? So I you could reciprocate a
little—that boomerang—whoop—wouldn’t that be nice? Watchya
say, Big Shorty? Got the spine? Mouse in a maze, mouse in—  ( pokes )

DOUG. Ow. Ow.  ( getting poked ) Sure.

PETE. So tell me about your relationships. Reciprocation. Productivity.
And did they help of hinder your personal growth? Go into detail.

DOUG. Fairly broad topic.

PETE. ( suddenly vicious ) No. It’s not. And this ain’t kindy-garten. Do I
have to spell it out for you: A – B – C?

DOUG. Okay, okay. Relationships. I’d say the best one . . .

PETE. Right.

DOUG. At my office.

PETE. Your office?

DOUG. For a while. If you want to hear . . ?

PETE. Hey, we’ve got the time!

Scene Nine

In another office.

STEVIE. C’mon. Over here. Let’s talk. We’ve got the time.

DOUG. They’ll see that we’re not on the floor.

STEVIE. Screw ‘em. Why won’t you do this?

DOUG. You know why.

STEVIE. Why?

DOUG. Stevie. Too risky.
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STEVIE. Risk is what we are paid to do.

DOUG. To beat risk. Not suffer risk.

STEVIE. Everything’s a risk, Doug. Walking down the street’s a risk. Eating
chicken’s a risk. You could get the bone stuck in your throat sideways.

DOUG. I eat boneless chicken.

STEVIE. That’s even more risky. That’s not animal, it’s some pre-chewed
food. God knows what it’ll do to you in twenty years.

DOUG. I like it.

STEVIE. Because you don’t like the gristle, brother, don’t like to bite off
something and tear at it. It’s time for something of our own.

DOUG. But it’s been good for me here.

STEVIE. But you are working for The Man. We need to work for Ourselves.

DOUG. Shit. Shit.  ( beat ) Okay, what would you do? I’m not agreeing—

STEVIE. First, get an office. Fill the damn thing with computers that run like
lightening. You’ve seen my system work.

DOUG. If it works, why do you need me?

STEVIE. Because I didn’t get lucky till you sat beside me and I started hitting
triple cherries. And you did, too—with your damn lucky finger.

DOUG. If you leave a place like this, you don’t come back.

STEVIE. Why would you ever want to? To listen to fatso shove a bunch of
orders down your throat? We are talking major coin, Doug.

DOUG. Damn.  ( beat ) I’ll talk it over with my wife.

STEVIE. You’ll blow it. Let me come to your house. I’ll do the talking.

DOUG. No, Stevie. No.

STEVIE. Big Mister Shortie! Why is it you do you not want to be rich?
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Scene Ten

Doug and Laura’s house.

STEVIE. My, my. Isn’t this rich?

DOUG. Just a year old.

STEVIE. Delightful. Sunny.

DOUG. Laura decorated it.

STEVIE. Laura Ashley?

DOUG. My wife Laura.

STEVIE. Oh.

DOUG. Not the Englishwoman.

STEVIE. Something to be said for subtle. I guess.

LAURA. ( entering, pregnant)  Scotch and soda?

STEVIE. C’est moi. Merci.

LAURA. And rye.

STEVIE. It is so predictable Dougie likes it wry. I can’t get a straight answer
out of this guy. You have that problem?

LAURA. No. Doug always has all the answers.

DOUG. What is this, pick on Doug night?

STEVIE. Not at all! We need Doug. That’s why I’m here. So let me toast new
friends and his lucky finger—that has the touch of Midas.

LAURA. Lay it on. Doug told me. Start the sell job.

STEVIE. He did? Broke your word.

DOUG. I didn’t—
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STEVIE. No, no, it’s alright. Ready for any catastrophe. Cut to the chase. Then
I’ll have a chaser. Ha. Anyway, since Doug and I have been a team,
we’ve wiped up the floor. Number one every week. Our team is this
huge funnel and money from every currency—ruble, renminbi, real—
just pours from our screens into the company till. We get a bonus but
it’s crumbs. I mean, hell, Doug is paying fat Ned’s salary off every
trade he makes! Now, there are guys and in six months they go from
traders to starting their own hedge fund. A year later, they’re called
billionaires. And they get 30% profit of every trade they make from
their clients’ money. It’s not even their money! We should people the
numbers and everybody starts to wade in. I got ten-million lined up
right now to start. Others see our profits then throw in 100-million.
Before you know it we’re managing ten-billion in assets. Twenty-
billion. More. Doug and I have a system. You got a nice life, but
you could live in palace. All it takes is conviction and the first step.

LAURA. What if you fail?

STEVIE. Not in my lexicon. Greek to me.

LAURA. I don’t play word games.

STEVIE. There is risk and there is reward. And there is so much reward.

LAURA. What if you fail?

STEVIE. A dozen firms would take either of us.

LAURA. That sounds so simple.

STEVIE. Simple. Exactly. Laura, you’ve understood.

LAURA. ( to Doug )  You want to risk this with the baby coming?

STEVIE. It’s for the baby. If it’s a boy, name him Prince.

LAURA. It’s a girl.

STEVIE. Princess.

LAURA. It will be Alice. Doug?

DOUG. Now is the time to do it, if any. We’ve got the savings.
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LAURA. I gave up my job for this.

DOUG. Things will only get more complicated.

LAURA. That’s for sure.

STEVIE. It’s on you, Mrs. Wilson. Friday we could walk out of the office and
on Monday open a shop and be signing our own paychecks. How
many zeros do you want to put on the check your husband cuts?

LAURA. Does it matter if it’s all zeros?

STEVIE. You got a sense of humor. That will not be the case.

LAURA. I don’t need to be a billionaire. I want to enjoy the life I have. And
even now there’s no time for that—because he’s strapped to a desk
from sunrise to sunset. What’s this mean? I can curl up in bed with
a wad of cash? Ehere’s my husband? Maybe this works for you since
you’re single, but Doug and I have a relationship. I vote no. I don’t
want to be a part of this.

Scene Eleven

New office.

STEVIE. Yes! We are both part of this! Start of a beautiful relationship. And a
wonderful life, Jimmy Stewart. Dougie, you sit there. And look at that
view. From here we can see Brazil, China, Turkey—and we are going
to crush them. We will ride those babies up, and ride those babies
down, and in between butter our bread on both sides of the loaf.

DOUG. “Cease and Desist.”

STEVIE. Huh?

DOUG. A “Cease and Desist” letter. That guy out front put this in my hand.

STEVIE. I expected it.

DOUG. You did?

STEVIE. You think they’d let their top traders walk and set up shop against
them without putting a roadblock in our way?

DOUG. You didn’t say anything about legal.
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STEVIE. I don’t need to see it.

DOUG. Well, somebody does!

STEVIE. I’ll give it to my lawyer. He’ll send the same piece of crap back
to them about a countersuit. This is normal business. This is why
we’ll be trading in the Bahamas in six months. What’s it say?
Same proprietary blah-blah violated yakkity-yak and I say a
massive, “Eat My Shorts.” Know what this is? Junk mail.

DOUG. With a goon out front who shoves it in my hand?

STEVIE. We’ll get our own goon to shove one in their hands. Ka-pow.

DOUG. Why do I get the feeling that I’ll be wearing pinstripes in six
months but they’ll be broad and grey and black?

STEVIE. The renminbi just crossed it’s 200-day moving average. Will you
close your pie hole and check the Bollenger bands?

DOUG. We need legal advice.

STEVIE. Doug, I don’t want to wear you like a saddlebag. On you on or off
the horse—because if you don’t fish or cut bait, this train is leaving
the station without you..

DOUG. ( confounded ) What, in god’s name, are you talking about?

Scene Twelve

Doug and Laura in the office of Doctor Jill.

LAURA. What, in god’s name, are you talking about?

DOUG. You gave me an ultimatum.

LAURA. Asking for cooperation is not an ultimatum.

DOUG. You said I had to make a choice.

LAURA. You always have choices, Doug. And how is it we always end up
with the choices you make?

DOUG. I am doing this for you.
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JILL. Okay, okay, we are not talking now. We’re demonstrating. No
matter why you’re here, you’re here. Next: why pick me?

LAURA. Doug suggested you. He said that he knew—

DOUG. I ran into somebody at work—probably shouldn’t say their name—
and they told me you were very effective.

JILL. You’re right. You shouldn’t say their name.

DOUG. They gave me your card. Here, it, ah—  ( gives her card )

JILL. Thank you. Good. Now: since you’ve come, it’s important that we
discuss your goals. Have you set goals for yourself?

LAURA. Not to be miserable, is that too much to ask? Or learning to have a
conversation that doesn’t end in shouting?

JILL. Communication. Good. Something concrete. But, Laura, good
communication is a skill. It needs to be learned to be effective.
However, when we learn that skill we can address our problems
and move through therapy more quickly.

LAURA. Can we please not call this therapy?

JILL. Why not?

LAURA. Because of Doug.

DOUG. What?

LAURA. He says therapy is for nut jobs. I had to convince him that this was a
counseling session or he wouldn’t come here.

DOUG. Why are you putting words in my mouth?

LAURA. You said you wouldn’t go to therapy!

DOUG. I said let’s find a marriage counselor, okay?

JILL. Okay, hold it, hold it. Exactly what you’re grappling with is where I
like to start: on speaking and listening, which is the most important
part of therapy—counseling. While you’re here, may I ask you to
please use the first person? For example: “I wanted this from you,
and I felt this way, and I heard you say that.” If for just a while we
can stay away from blame, like, “You said this, and you did that, and
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you made me feel so-and-so,” we can start the important process of
learning to listen. And that’s be real progress. So. Please take a deep
breath and let’s start over. Would either of you like to go first?
( Laura raises hand )  Laura.

LAURA. I feel like crap. I feel useless. I feel like I’ve said that a thousand
times. I feel my opinions don’t matter. I feel like a rug, a mat. I want
to talk, to have choices—or even if I don’t get choices I’d like to
know that someone is listening to me. I feel like I’m speaking to a
brick wall and that I made the biggest mistake of my life in getting
married. I wanted joy. Cooperation. Simplicity. Moonlight walks.
Bowling parties. An occasional vacation to the islands. Maybe a
romantic kiss in middle age. Compassion, tenderness, kindness, love.
And above all, to feel the person I’m spending the rest of my life
with cares just the tiniest bit for the other person with whom he
shares a bed. These are things I don’t have and things that I’m still
willing to fight for. I feel completely alone.

JILL. ( beat ) Well. Well, good. And all in the first person. Doug, did
you hear Laura? Doug? Are you listening? Hallo? Are you there?

Scene Thirteen

Back in the bar.

BARKEEP. Buddy. Hello? You listening? Hello? You there?

DOUG. Huh? Oh. Ah . . .

BARKEEP. Snap out of it. I said, what’re you drinkin’?

DOUG. Oh. Rye.

BARKEEP. You think I don’t remember you. But I got the mind of a steel trap.
Your life any better?

DOUG. Huh?

BARKEEP. Get divorced yet?

DOUG. Oh. No. Hey, does that therapist still come here?

BARKEEP. Jill? Sheesh. I should get a commission for the work I get her.

DOUG. What time show up?
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BARKEEP. You need help? You a nut job?

DOUG. No!

BARKEEP. Buddy, there’s only three things a shrink does. First: teaches you to
argue with more bile and venom. Second, helps you understand how
much your spouse really hates you. And third, empties your wallet.
Are those goals that you’ve set for yourself?

DOUG. I’ll come back.

BARKEEP. No. Devil in a blue dress. There. I’ll get her. Stay. Positive. ( leaves )

DOUG. ( dials a cell phone )  “It’s Doug Wilson. I was just wondering if a
time’s been set for the deposition . . . Could it be after the trading
day’s closed? . . . Fine, let me know.”  ( hangs up )

JILL. ( walking up )  Mr. Wilson. I’m not sure this is appropriate.

DOUG. Once you’ve hooked a client, you can’t talk outside the office?

JILL. You’ve been hooked?

DOUG. My wife has. She says she could see you five times a week.

JILL. You’re not using the first person.

DOUG. I didn’t know this was a counseling session.

JILL. You want it to be?

DOUG. You’ll charge me? Florence Nightingale wouldn’t.

JILL. This isn’t appropriate.

DOUG. I came to tell you Laura and I are divorcing.

JILL. Hm. Why is the therapist always the last to know?

DOUG. You suspected it.

JILL. I want to believe in love.

DOUG. So do I. That’s why we’re divorcing.

JILL. You give me the impression you don’t believe in anything.
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DOUG. Why would that be? Okay, I’ve been to your office twice a week for
the last month. You’ve gotten more out of me than anyone ever has.
You say you’re professional, so tell me what’s wrong with me.

JILL. Sure you want to hear this?

DOUG. Bill me.

JILL. ( beat ) Fine. We don’t find behavior problems, generally, in people
who had healthy attachments in childhood. When one has, they
nearly always become adults who develop life-long positive and
loving relationships. But when parents are inadequate—say, when a
child is abandoned—it’s hard to secure the attachments needed at a
young age. After that, children learn maladaptive strategies to
compensate for their deficits. These strategies work on some level,
but destroy on others. I suspect your attachments in childhood, Mr.
Wilson, have not well served you.

DOUG. A Mommy Problem.

JILL. You tell me.

DOUG. So how does one overcome that?

JILL. Well, to be frank, you need a therapist with whom you’ll develop
positive attachments so your interpersonal behaviors can be relearned
and rewired.

DOUG. Do you have a card?

JILL. I need to think this over.

DOUG. Why?

JILL. Your wife already approached me about seeing me privately.

DOUG. You’ll take her but not me?

JILL. Ah, there’s another problem.

DOUG. What?

JILL. Well . . . I’m not sure I can keep our relationship professional.

DOUG. Yeah? So what’s the problem?
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Scene Fourteen

Back at their trading office. Stevie hangs up the phone.

STEVIE. Oh, boy. So . . .

DOUG. So what’s the problem?

STEVIE. The phone. Yeah. That was the bank.

DOUG. Yeah?

STEVIE. Dougie, I love this business. You can be a trader for—oh, how
many years?—and always something new can come up.

DOUG. What happened?

STEVIE. Margin call.

DOUG. Margin call! How’d we get a margin call?

STEVIE. The required capital’s not—

DOUG. I know why. I’m asking how?

STEVIE. It started with the Won.

DOUG. We have a 4% stake.

STEVIE. I doubled it.

DOUG. We don’t do that.

STEVIE. Then took another position three days ago.

DOUG. Doubled it?

STEVIE. And doubled it again.

DOUG. Stevie!

STEVIE. Did you see the Fibonacci? It was a Failure Play. The Structure Point
broke and there’s a rush to the exits.

DOUG. Where’s your stop loss?
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STEVIE. Well, too low.

DOUG. How much does the bank need?

STEVIE. Will you look at that mother climb! Will you not break down?

DOUG. You’re not out yet?

STEVIE. It’s gonna break!

DOUG. This is exactly why we worked for a company. They have systems in
place that don’t let you pull this. How much are we down?

STEVIE. Half our capital.

DOUG. God—!

STEVIE. But we got two days to liquidate and no way these levels can hold.

DOUG. They can for two days. At which point our money’s gone and the
lawsuits start.

STEVIE. Two days is an eternity. I’ll put on new positions to make it up.

DOUG. You are not doing anything unless I say.

STEVIE. Take off your dress and be a man. I run this firm.

DOUG. No more trades unless I say!

STEVIE. I will shoot you in the face if you stop me!

DOUG. I will bust you right now!

STEVIE. ( looking at screen ) Oh, god . . .

DOUG. What?

STEVIE. The Swiss franc. I thought shorting would be a hedge.

DOUG. You jerk! You cannot make these decisions on your own!
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Scene Fifteen

Doug and Laura in the office of Doctor Jill.

LAURA. The jerk. He makes all these decision on his own.

JILL. Laura . . .

LAURA. I never said I’d go along. I did not.

JILL. Doug, is this true?

DOUG. I don’t have to say anything. Nothing. Coming here is enough.

LAURA. The return of the Sphinx. Oh, holy man, just what do we have to do
to get you to open up about your damaged past, the one that’s
damaging everyone else? See? He still thinks the strong and silent
type is soooo attractive to us.

JILL. First person, please.

LAURA. First person, first person—. I’d like to—. I feel pissed off. I feel
furious. I feel hurt. It didn’t have to be this way. My god, what
does it take to be a kind and decent human being in the world now?
Is it all me? Really? Tell me, Jill, is this all my fault?

JILL. It’s important you express yourself, but please be respectful.

LAURA. Here’s the truth: it’s the sex. We live in a sexual vacuum. At least
there’s intimacy when you make love. Know what I mean, Jill?
Forget the Sphinx, leave him to his corner, let’s just talk about this,
you and me, woman-to-woman. At least when you’re making love
you have some grounded, base connection. Sometimes there’s give
and sometimes there’s take, but at least there’s something going on
between you. You must know what I mean.

JILL. I hear you.

LAURA. Okay, I checked out Freud just to help us. Every therapist knows this
but the Sphinx doesn’t. What’s Siggy say the Id is? The biggest part
of the brain and it dominates our biological desires. The Ego keeps
the Id in check. Then there’s the Superego, which everyone needs to
make moral decisions. So the problem is your Id, Doug. Where’d it
go? Your Id used to be all over me. I want you Id back. Or is your Id
going to someone else?
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JILL. Laura, don’t be hurtful.

LAURA. Why not? I hurt bad. Share the wealth, share the love, share the
pain. But now there’s no wealth, and no love, so all I have to share
is the pain.  ( beat )  It’s his mother, Jill. He won’t talk about it. He
won’t share it. But this all about this mother.

DOUG. Okay, I’m done. Done with therapy. The cripple is throwing off his
crutches and walking again.

LAURA. You really think you’re the victim?

DOUG. I’m leaving.

LAURA. For where, Doug? You think you can run away from yourself?

Scene Sixteen

A park. Alan appears in a jogging suit.

ALAN. Dude, I could just run away now. How ‘bout yourself? Weather’s
great, let’s do ten miles. Go for that marathon next year!

DOUG. I don’t know, Alan.

ALAN. That groin, Dougie. Stretch it out. I wanna talk.

DOUG. About what?

ALAN. You’re not wearing a wire, are you?

DOUG. A wha . . ? Wire?

ALAN. Joke. They got all this compliance crap now at work. If I so much
as sneeze, they think I’m giving inside information. They even
make me turn in my cell log at the end of the month. Believe that?
Dougie, that groin. Anyway, how long we known each other?

DOUG. High School, Al.

ALAN. Right, “Go Bulldogs!” And you’re one of my oldest friends, right?
And you know what friends do, the scratching of backs. So now I
got a new friend who needs a new back scratched. Wants to run
trades through a shop like yours. You know: small, nimble. On to
the hammies. He’ll open an account—only trade currencies and
only in Russian, only the ruble. And you get one-third the profit.
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DOUG. How much do I get of the loss?

ALAN. Can’t be. He’s with a Russian bank. Thirty seconds before he trades,
he lets me know. I place my bet and, one minute later, get out.

DOUG. You want to put me in jail?

ALAN. Complete deniability. Adjunct arm run by somebody else.

DOUG. No.

ALAN. It’s his own account. I’m only talking a few million.

DOUG. What an a-hole. You’re that desperate?

ALAN. Yes. The way they’re crackin’ down? You seen my mortgage?
Now they’re slashing a third of the trading house.

DOUG. What a cockamamie—

ALAN. After all I’ve done for you since high school?

DOUG. There are things more important than money, Alan. Don’t you
know what’s right anymore?

ALAN. Mr. Bastard is lecturing me?

DOUG. Yes. And get this through your thick skull: one wrong move, it’s
all like dominoes. You do something right, all the dominos can
fall the right way. Do something wrong, all dominos go the wrong
way. As one of your oldest friends, I’m warning you because there
are choices and consequences to everything. You hear me?

ALAN. I don’t believe this. From you?

DOUG. So don’t listen. Go to hell.

ALAN. Alright, you don’t want to help your oldest friend, fine. But let’s
see what happens when you need somebody to hold out a hand.
Let’s see when someone gives you a kick in the groin.

DOUG. I’m forgetting all this. I gave you advice. Let’s run.

ALAN. Fine, bastard. Loser buys lunch. Okay? “Gooo Bulldogssss!”
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Scene Seventeen

Jill’s apartment.

JILL. Don’t be such a bulldog. Let it go. What do you want for lunch?

DOUG. Chinese. But you’re suppose to have all the answers.

JILL. I never have answers. They come from you. And her. It’s my job to
keep the cart on the road.

DOUG. That’s a copout.

JILL. What do you mean?

DOUG. We come up the solutions but you know what they are. If you’d
tell us, we’d get through it all so much faster.

JILL. Why do you want to get through it faster? You want to get through
your life faster?

DOUG. Oh, not that Zen thing again.

JILL. Are you trying to fight? I’m not fighting.

DOUG. No, no, I’m just . . . figuring this out.

JILL. I’m not fighting. What do you want?  ( dialing )

DOUG. General Tso’s Chicken. Who was General Tso anyway? And why
are we eating his chicken?

JILL. A kind of a Hunan Colonel Sanders.

DOUG. Ah, the Chinese philosopher Sanders: “We shall roast no bird
before its time.”  ( beat ) Come on, tell me what she tells you!

JILL. Stop it!

DOUG. But I pay Laura’s bills!

JILL. You are getting nothing out of me!  ( phone )  “Willy, it’s Doctor Jill.
One General Tso and one Kung Po Platter. Fine. Thanks.”

DOUG. Even the Chinese counterman knows you? You Florence
Nightingale of the eggroll, too?
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DOUG. I make friends all over, Doug.

DOUG. Makes me love you all the more.

JILL. You’re projecting.

DOUG. If it feels good, why should I care?

JILL. It’s fine if it feels good. Just know what you’re doing. Know thyself.
Then you’ll be making your decisions and not someone from your
past.

DOUG. Who’s making my decisions?

JILL. Mum’s the word.

DOUG. Mummy?

JILL. I’d guess. But I’m not your therapist anymore. So please don’t ask me
to analyze you. I’m not thinking.

DOUG. ( cell phone rings )  It’s Laura. I need to tame the great beast. “Hello,
Laura . . . A favor? Okay. Look out the window . . . Yes, I see you
. . . We’re separated. You think that means I can’t go where I want
when I want?” She hung up.

JILL. She followed you.

DOUG. And now knows where you live.

JILL. This is not good. She found you out.

DOUG. No, she found us out. That my Id was on you. So, doctor, now what
do we do?

JILL. I’d guess know what I do: fill an opening in my schedule she had we
me Mondays, Wednesdays and Fridays.

DOUG. And what do I do?

JILL. I would think you have some ‘splainin’ to do.
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Scene Eighteen

An office. Two attorneys with Doug. ( One is Laura, playing a man )

ATT ONE. I would say he’s got very some serious explaining to do. See this
prospectus? See the name on the bottom here?

ATT TWO. Wilson. Douglas. Move on.

ATT ONE. This is for his corporation in Delaware.

ATT TWO. You’ve established that.

ATT ONE. So where’s the money, Mr. Wilson?

ATT TWO. He said he doesn’t know.

ATT ONE. Fifteen million dollars? An accounting error? This has nothing to do
with his trading losses, which are over one-hundred million. This for
the fifteen million withdrawn and put into this bank, then transferred
overseas. And he knows nothing about it?

ATT TWO. He told you.

ATT ONE. Do you know how many fraud charges you’ll be facing?

ATT TWO. Then find his partner, because Mr. Wilson was not involved. His
partner stole the money. So your fee for your idiotic work is going
to be zero—then maybe we’ll come after you for our litigation fees.

ATT ONE. Where’d you get your law degree, clown? Because your client is
going down, and the fall will be fast and hard, and the key will be
lost—because if you think a jury will to have one spec of sympathy
for another hedge fund jerk who destroyed the retirement of little old
ladies—who put three social service agencies out of business—you
got a kick in the groin coming. The jury will take revenge in any
way they can. So why don’t you come clean, Wilson. Where’s the
money? Switzerland? Luxemburg? Bahamas?

ATT TWO. May I use one non-legal expression to address you now?

ATT ONE. Go ahead.

ATT TWO. Eat my shorts.
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ATT ONE. One of those!

ATT TWO. Let’s go, Mr. Wilson. We’re done with this deposition. We shall
settle this in court.  ( beat )  Doug? Doug?

DOUG. ( lost )  Bahamas.

ATT ONE. What?

DOUG. He said we’d be working in the Bahamas.

ATT TWO. Shut up. Shut up. Don’t answer.

DOUG. Bahamas.

ATT ONE. Admission of complicity! Foreknowledge of fraud!

ATT TWO. I said don’t speak without talking to me!

ATT ONE. You got a big boat ride coming, Wilson. Enjoy the trip!

Scene Nineteen

A boat show up on stage. Doug prepares to get inside.

PETE. Doug, you like boat rides?

DOUG. What?

PETE. Lapping waves, no thinking, the passage of time? Hop on in.

DOUG. What?

PETE. Get in. There’s a spot I want to show you.

DOUG. Get . . ? You . . ?

PETE.  ( sings )  “Down the lazy river with me.” Brother, don’t bother
yourself with the wherefores or whys. Just enjoy what is.

DOUG. Got a boat here. Crazy.

PETE. Part of the retirement package, you get to see some options.
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DOUG. That’s wild.  ( beat )  What was that sound?

PETE. Huh?

DOUG. That sound?

PETE. Nothing. Look over there, that’s pretty.

DOUG. I can’t see anything. It’s all black.

PETE. Prezactly.

DOUG. Where are we going?

PETE. Up and over and around and through and . . .

DOUG. Is it far?

PETE. In one sense, it’ll feel like the shortest trip of your life. But it is, in
fact, a very long trip.

DOUG. How do we get there?

PETE. Reminds me of that old joke. Guy on West 57th asks, “How do I get
to Carnegie Hall?” Bum shouts back, “Practice!” Ha. But you asked
how you get there? First we travel in nine circles—round and round
and round—then go through a kind of marsh. But maybe that’s not
what you meant, because to get there you do have to work at it.
Practice isn’t quite the word, but it takes a consistent approach.
Consistency, yeah, that’s the key.

DOUG. It’s all dark.

PETE. But there’s a light at the end of the tunnel to warm you up!

( a big dog appears )

CERBERUS. Halt!

PETE. Golly, we’re here.

CERBERUS. Passport.

PETE. Passport. Passport. Sir, do you have the passport?

DOUG. I don’t think I . . .
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CERBERUS. No passport, no admittance.

PETE. Hey, you don’t have to tell us about the immigration problem!
We got papers. I just . . . Here!  ( hands over )  Been so damn
overworked. But in this economy, who am I to complain?

CERBERUS. Wilson. Doug. All’s in order. Step in.

DOUG. This is your retirement package?

CERBERUS. Right in here. Come on. Over.

DOUG. But, I, ah . . .

CERBERUS. Here we go. Over the bow. Upsie.

DOUG. You, ah . . ?

CERBERUS. What?

DOUG. Have a tail.

CERBERUS. A what?

DOUG. I see a tail.

CERBERUS. That’s not a tail. No. It’s . . . Mardi Gras here all the time!
Costume piece. It’s silly, see?

DOUG. It looks real.

CERBERUS. Phoney dragon tail. Just step over, Doug.

DOUG. I don’t—

CERBERUS. —Last bit of river—

DOUG. I don’t want to now.

CERBERUS. What?

DOUG. I want to stay in the boat. I want to go back.

CERBERUS. Go back?

DOUG. To the office.
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PETE. Oh, boy.

CERBERUS. Nobody goes back. Tell him.

PETE. Nobody goes back.

DOUG. I’m not coming in there. Take me back.

CERBERUS. —You gotta be—

PETE. —It’s imposs—

CERBERUS. Will you get your butt in here!

PETE. Out of the boat! Out! Out! Now!

DOUG. I’m not going in there! You hear? So take that paddle and start
pushing because I’m not getting out.

PETE. This is all your fault, jackass. Can’t keep that damn tail tucked in
your pants. Have to show it off like some big bling!

CERBERUS. It hurts to put it in my pants! You see the size of this thing?

PETE. Well wear it up in a bun! Or something!

CERBERUS. ( new approach )  Doug. Doug. Let’s reason this through. It was a
long trip. We’ve got refreshments in here. You can kick back,
throw on the sombrero, have a Mojito.

DOUG. I see fires in there.

CERBERUS. Wha . . ?

DOUG. Fires burning. And it smells like grilled meat.

CERBERUS. We’re roasting weenies.

PETE. Haaa . . .

CERBERUS. ( to Pete )  Shhh!  ( to Doug )  Hot dogs. Marshmallows. It’s
party time here every minute!

DOUG. That was a scream. A human scream.

CERBERUS. Of delight. There’s a tilt-a-whirl!
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DOUG. I’m not getting out.

CERBERUS. What?

DOUG. I’m not getting out.

CERBERUS. Really? Okay. Tell him. Tell him.

PETE. Okay, okay, Doug, I’m on the clock, see? And the boss takes it out
of my hide when things back up. Now, this is our busy season and
the ferry is one way. Here’s your ticket, see? No RT. So maybe you
can work out something with somebody inside?

DOUG. No.

PETE. Crap!

CERBERUS. Okay, you mother, I’m gonna bark this at you now: you earned this
trip, see? Earned it. Smell the stink of that river? You are three
seconds away from taking a warm bath in that. So you either
pleasantly stroll in here or I throw you in to swim through melted
human fat and flesh. I’m giving you an option. You hear? Or aren’t
you paying attention? Doug! You have to start paying attention!

Scene Twenty
Laura and Doug together.

LAURA. Doug. You have to start paying attention. I’m giving you an option.
You’re not listening again.

DOUG. Huh . . ?

LAURA. Monthly payments or give me everything:

DOUG. Give you everything.

LAURA. Sure. I figured you wouldn’t want to be connected to us in any way.
Write us off and be done with it.

DOUG. I’m trying to keep this civil.

LAURA. Of course. You wouldn’t want to keep this kind or loving. Keep the
two closest people in your life civil. You are a cold man and you are
going to suffer a cold end.
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DOUG. I wouldn’t be so sure of that.

LAURA. What?

DOUG. Cold end.

LAURA. Yah, you’ll have all these warm fuzzies at the end of your life like
Jimmy Stewart. Will that be your great Summing Up?

DOUG. What do you want, Laura, a pound of my flesh melted off? It didn’t
work out, it usually doesn’t. It’s not like it was in the old days.

LAURA. People still loved each other in the old days.

DOUG. How would you know? It’s not enough working every minute
making sure your family has food on the table, a car to drive, health
insurance. Now a man has to provide all this emotional support till
his blood’s drained. I feel like a mouse in a maze. It wasn’t always
that way. And you know what? People stayed together in the old
days no matter how bad things got.

LAURA. What weird alternative Underworld are you living in? You really
think you’re the victim? Doug, you captained this ship into the rocks
and took me and a little girl down with you—going back to her birth
when you were driving and texting and ran into the back of that
truck. But you’re so self-absorbed you still don’t see that. You think
this is random? Is that what you think?

Scene Twenty-one

The corporation.

PETE. You think this is random? Is that what you think?

DOUG. Out of nowhere you throw me on a boat and paddle me off to god
knows where. That’s not random? Thank god I didn’t get out.

PETE. You’re lucky I had to get back here.

DOUG. I’m lucky? You’re lucky: lucky I’m a patient and helping guy. So
let’s finish this up. I want to get out of here.

PETE. Oh, yeah, you’re helping all right.
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DOUG. You getting snotty with me?

PETE. Me? Nahhh—

DOUG. Hey, pal, I got stuff to do. Mr. Anonymous for Legal Reasons. So
how about a little efficiency for the organization? Little chop-chop?

PETE. Whoa, you’re showin’ that spine. Okay: your lips, god’s ear. We
didn’t get to the start of the file, when you began. That alright?

DOUG. What difference it make? I said it’s random.

PETE. You really believe that?

DOUG. Arbitrary. Like lottery balls. Never know what number’s next.

PETE. Ever hear of a Chinese philosopher the name of Zhou Dunyi? He’s
in accounting next door. “Zhou Dunyi! Wooah nihee.” Always
ready at the organization.

( Chinese philosopher Zhou Dunyi walks in wearing ancient garb )

PETE. Zhou, don’t want to tie you up, but this is Doug Wilson.

ZHOU. I know.

PETE. Oh—?

ZHOU. Yes.

PETE. Great. What was the word you used, Doug? Random?

ZHOU. No order to things?

PETE. So can you . . ?

ZHOU. Absolutely.

PETE. I’m gonna pee. That coffee goes through you like . . . coffee.
Back attcha, partner, for that first part of the file.  ( exits )

ZHOU. Okay, Doug, I don’t know how far your interest goes in
metaphysics, but . . . is there any?

DOUG. Uh . . .
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ZHOU. Never mind. Now this may seem like a Chinese puzzle but what I
learned in the 11th Century, so it’s a little more time-tested than “wake
and smell the coffee” is that "the many are ultimately the one and the
one is ultimately the many” and it doesn’t matter if you call it
cosmology because it always comes down to a personal ethics that
transforms itself into a public ethics but “In the Beginning” to use one
of your expressions there was the t'ai chi which I called the great
ultimate of being and it’s fundamentally identical with the wu chi or
the great ultimate of non-being and because of the abundant energy
within the t'ai chi it generated the yang or positive cosmic force and
when that reached its limit it transformed itself into Tranquility which
engendered the yin which is the negative cosmic force but then when
Tranquility reached its limit the yang reappeared so that the yin and
yang always create each other and that’s what we mean by social
action and when we have a union of yin and yang it brings the five
elements into existence: metal, wood, water, fire and earth—but these
represent principles for fire is more than flame it’s a metaphysical
concept and likewise with the others so through the five elements all
things enter a process of endless transformation for they correspond
directly to the five moral principles: Humanity, Righteousness,
Propriety, Wisdom and Faithfulness—and the superior man always
acts in their accord as well as with Sincerity—which is the basis for
your moral nature and helps you perfect yourself so that the three
things always bound up in you are Principle, Nature and Destiny—but
your Destiny engenders itself precisely from your nature and not the
reverse. So. Tell me if anything I’ve said helps you understand this?
Doug? I’m talking to you!

Scene Twenty-two

A house many years earlier. Doug, as a boy, is watching TV.

FATHER. Doug? Doug? I’m talking to you.

DOUG. Huh?

FATHER. Sunny, don’t ignore your father. Whatcha watchin’?

DOUG. Oh. TV.

FATHER. I know TV. What?
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DOUG. Space show.

FATHER. Crimany. My parents didn’t let me watch any TV. Maybe Zoro: young
man out to change his ways and help the world. What’s it about?

DOUG. Aliens.

FATHER. The options you kids have. So what happens? I suppose aliens
invade earth and there’s a big battle and only the one, good man
can liberate us from those horrible creatures, right?

DOUG. No, dad. In this show we’re the aliens, the bad guys. A million years
ago we came from another planet to earth and took it over and
kicked the real humans out. So now the real earthlings, who are the
good guys, have come back to fight us for what we made them leave.
We’re the bad guys. See, dad?

FATHER. Huh. And who wins? Us or the real humans?

DOUG. Can’t tell. Battle’s on now.

FATHER. ( watching TV )  Wow. He pulled out that guy’s heart and ate it.
Okay, that’s too much. Off it goes.

DOUG. Dad!

FATHER. You can’t sit on the couch all day. It’ll make you think nothing out
there’s real. Turn you into one of them zombies who destroys others.

DOUG. I don’t know how it ends!

FATHER. If your mom were here now, she’d fix this.

DOUG. I don’t know how it ends!

FATHER. Get out of here. Out. Out! Now!

DOUG. I hate you! I hate you! I hate you!
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Scene Twenty-three

An apartment.

LAURA. I hate you. I hate you. I hate you.

DOUG. Look, Laura—

LAURA. You can’t make anything easy, can you? Do you even have a
heart? Or has it been ripped out? There’s nothing left—except a pile
of lawsuits I’ll be dealing with for years. You are the Houdini of
horror. You made everything disappear like magic. You even took
away the one person I trusted—my therapist, by having an affair.

DOUG. She never discussed anything about—

LAURA. Oh, give me a break!

DOUG. She said it was unethical to—

LAURA. Unethical? How can a word like that come out of your rotten
mouth without being covered in vomit? How could you—you—
ever reference anything ethical?

DOUG. I’m not in session anymore.

LAURA. Are you for real?

DOUG. Our therapy is—

LAURA. —Some alien being?

DOUG. Oh, wake up! What are you, a saint? You’re good, I’m all bad?
Our marriage has been over for god-knows how long—and you’ve
known that—so end this blame crap and stop leaning on me like a
cripple and move on. Take responsibility and learn to make a
decision for yourself.

LAURA. ( pause, quietly ) Ka-pow. Boy, you should be the therapist. Such
good advice. Cruel, but true. But you think it’s easy to move on?
There is collateral damage, Big Shorty. Real-world victims. Like
your daughter. Remember how you pushed me to have a family?
But, of course, you’d like to forget all this—even forget you once
had an Id for me. Or, anymore, do you even know what an Id is?
Doug?
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Scene Twenty-four
A lecture hall. Doug watches.

FREUD. Doug? What an Id is. It’s important to understand. They asked me to
explain because you can’t know that random acts are, in fact, rarely
random unless you have an awareness of the unconscious. You are
with me now, right?

DOUG. I . . . guess.

FREUD. A baby is born. Why? A baby is all Id—not just after birth, for then
a child is “Id-ridden” as its impulses are dominated by a demand for
complete and immediate satisfaction. See, before birth a child is the
product of the Id: a dark and mysterious drive to create, to make life,
have whoopie-whoopie. You were the product of such a drive.

DOUG. Unconsciously?

FREUD. Unquestionably. From a land of no good or evil, a land of no
morality, only a great reservoir called the libido: a seething chaos of
excitations filled with energy reaching from the very bowels of our
instincts—where all is about the self, where the Id strives to achieve
an instinctual satisfaction of a principal call self-pleasure. This drive
will be in humans like any other animal.

DOUG. I’m not understanding. What are you telling me? I’m just an animal.
We’re all animals? Is that what you mean?

Scene Twenty-five

A house many years earlier. Doug, as a young boy, watches.

FATHER. I’m not understanding. What are you telling me? What do you mean?

MOTHER. Stop playing dumb.

FATHER. I’m not playing dumb. I am dumb.

MOTHER. I’m leaving.

FATHER. For where?

MOTHER. Does it matter?
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FATHER. He’s in California.

MOTHER. You’re sure?

FATHER. What about your son?

MOTHER. I’ll . . . come back for him.

FATHER. You’re sticking Doug with me?

MOTHER. You pushed me into it. I didn’t want a family.

FATHER. I didn’t push you into anything, lady.

MOTHER. Aw, shaddup! You’re an animal. You try lay on me every night
like a whale. Grind, grind, grind—all you’ve ever wanted, all for
your own pleasure!

FATHER. You could have had an abortion!

MOTHER. Will you get real? Goodbye.

FATHER. You can’t just walk out and—!

MOTHER. You’re lucky I’m decent enough to even tell you, you pig. ( Doug is
suddenly seen spying on the fight )  Well, look at the little sneak. Little
Sonny Boy. Little Sonny Delight. Always there when you don’t want
him, like that animal.

FATHER. Doug, you need to go to bed.

MOTHER. ( to Doug )  Aw, stop that mopey face! You look like an idiot. There’s
daddy. Finally he can learn to take some responsibility.  ( leaves )

Scene Twenty-six

The lecture hall again.

FREUD. So how does one learn to take responsibility? That is the realm of
the Super-ego, which is the internalization of the father figure. It
stands in opposition to the Id for the Super-ego is conscience and
maintains a morality, and it is the product of two factors: the
helplessness of the child and the Oedipus complex—for the Super-
ego forms when the Oedipus complex ends and the child identifies
with the father. Around that time the boy no longer holds the
mother as a love-object for fear of castration.
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DOUG. Castration?

FREUD. Every man’s greatest fear.

DOUG. So what happens?

FREUD. When these cycles are interrupted, the child may not embrace a
socially appropriate role. The rules of right and wrong are muddied
and a child may grow to have difficulty in society, for as the Id
rages, one continues to seek pleasure in unconscious ways through
self-love. This can even lead to self-destruction, for the Id has
death drive, the ultimate act of selfishness. One chooses their own
return to an inanimate state. Destruction, aggression—even against
one’s self—this is the Id. Yes: it can cause one to kill oneself.

Scene Twenty-seven

Childhood home.

FATHER. There are times I’d like to kill myself. Now what am I gonna to
do? What the hell am I gonna to do with you? Punk. You mess
things up. You mess things up. You want to go live with your aunt?
No, she won’t have you . . . Damn.

DOUG. Daddy, why did mommy go away? ( now crying )

FATHER. Because you’re awful. Just shut up. Little bastard. We don’t need
her. We don’t need anybody. Aw, stop crying. Stop that. Stop that.
That is not okay. Stop crying! Stop crying and go to bed!

Scene Twenty-eight

An apartment with Jill.

JILL. Will you stop? Please. Stop crying. Go to bed

DOUG. I just . . .

JILL. Please. Stop.

DOUG.  . . . Stare at the ceiling and my mind whirls.

JILL. I need sleep.

DOUG. Just let me hang out here.



Exit Interview

46

JILL. I worry.

DOUG. You worry? What the hell am I going to do? I’m in a box. And
don’t say think outside the box because when you are in a box, it’s
. . . like a Chinese puzzle. Whatever that is.

JILL. I was going to say don’t think. Especially when in a box.

DOUG. I have to get a job.

JILL. That would be good.

DOUG. But who’ll hire me? You should see my legal bills. You cannot pay
these with some entry-level position.

JILL. You need to get out there, bumping into people—so many good
things can come of that. Didn’t I go out there looking for work and
bump into you? And, ah, isn’t that good?

DOUG. Best thing in my life. But how many other guys did you bump into
who were awful? You don’t bring those up!

JILL. None awful. A few I don’t care to remember.

DOUG. It’s like everything comes to some horrible end. Isn’t it a matter of
time before this does, too? Before you look at me and say, “What a
loser. Out of my life.”

JILL. Have you read The Secret?

DOUG. Aww . . .

JILL. Maybe you don’t want to project that? You’ve got to get out of your
head and into the world. Then something good can bump into you.

DOUG. ( smiling )  Thank you, doctor.

JILL. Jill.

DOUG. Doctor Jill.

JILL. Just Jill.

DOUG. Thank you Doctor Just Jill.
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JILL. Your sense of humor is coming back! That shows you’re still
mentaly sound.

DOUG. No straight jacket! Yahoo! Whoopee!

JILL. Good. Doug. Good. Always keep a good sense of humor.

Scene Twenty-nine
A parking garage.

JOCKEY. Always keep a good sense of humor. Better tips! So, stand here and
wait for them to come out. When they give you their ticket, ask the
make of the car. No mistakes. Get it, drive it back, and don’t bump
into anything. Insurance is already through the roof. Okay, your first
guy’s coming. Look sharp.

DOUG. Uh . . .

JOCKEY. What?

DOUG. Can you get this one?

JOCKEY. What?

DOUG. Just . . .

JOCKEY. Dude, I got fifty guys who’d jump at this job. You want it or not?

DOUG. Oh. Yeah.

JOCKEY. ( leaving )  Always Sir or Mam. My eyes on you.

DOUG. ( man walks up )  Sir, can I get your car?

NED. Yah.

DOUG. What are you driving?

NED. It’s—. ( pause ) Doug?

DOUG. Hi, Ned.

NED. You . . ?

DOUG. Yeah.
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NED. Wow.

DOUG. How’s things?

NED. Good. Good.

DOUG. How was dinner?

NED. Ah, best steak in the city.

DOUG. I remember.

NED. Heard you beat that fraud rap. Congrats.

DOUG. Criminal side. Civil lawsuits are ongoing.

NED. Ah.

DOUG. I guess the firm’s doing well.

NED. Finally a good year. Might be over the hump.

DOUG. You’re hiring.

NED. Hm?

DOUG. I heard a rumor. You’re hiring.

NED. Always looking for good people.

DOUG. You know, if you ever need—

NED. —Doug—

DOUG. I mean, experience.

NED. —Don’t—

DOUG. Traders, I know the system.

NED. —That will never—

DOUG. I could plug right in.

NED. —But you—
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DOUG. Big Mister Shorty, remember?

NED. Doug, you are poison. What would that say to the other guys?
Hey, run off and start your own company and try to put us out of
business after we trained you. Then come back to us for a job!

DOUG. No.

NED. That’s what happened.

DOUG. —No, Stevie wanted—

NED. Jesus, Doug, take responsibility! I mean, even in AA the first step is
to admit the blame. Now look, I’m sorry for what happened. You
made me a lot of money with your screwball shenanigans. And I
always liked you. You were ruthless.

DOUG. No.

NED. Yes. There was no length you wouldn’t go to win—yet you’d look
innocent even when you’d have somebody’s balls in a vice. I
remember you used to say your key to your success is to look for
a victim and when you see ’em limping, take a crowbar to their
knees, drop ‘em, then piss on ’em. Keep up that attitude and you’ll
pull yourself out of this. It’s in your nature.

DOUG. ( pause ) What kind of car you driving, Ned?

NED. Mercedes CL. You are what you drive. You?

DOUG. No, I meant I’m the jockey for your car.

NED. Oh. Ha, ha, ha! Still keeping that sense of humor!

DOUG. Good bumping into you, Ned.

NED. Stay positive. And remember that a pit bull doesn’t know it’s
killing something when it has it by the neck. It thinks it’s all a
game.  ( looks at watch )  Damn. I’m late. Hey, Doug, better
step on it.
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Scene Thirty

Somewhere.

ROACH. Hey, hey, you’re stepping on it!

DOUG. Huh?

ROACH. You’re stepping on it! You’re stepping on it!

DOUG. What? What?

ROACH. Get off! Get off! Get off!

DOUG. Wha—? Wha—? Where?

ROACH. Down here! My leg! My leg!

DOUG. Oh. Oh. Sorry.

ROACH. You son of a b—! You broke it—!

DOUG. Sorry.

ROACH. Broke it. What kinda clodpole are you?

DOUG. I didn’t see—

ROACH. That again: “I’m human. No antennae.”

DOUG. You’re so small.

ROACH. Excuse me: vertically challenged!

DOUG. You can’t expect me—

ROACH. No expectations, no responsibility: you’re human. Let me tell
you, that won’t last. You’re lucky I got six of these and they
grow back. Unlike yours. One good thing about being of the
family Blattodea—other than that I’m not all that fussy about
what I eat. Any spare crumbs in your pocket?

DOUG. What am I doing talking to—

ROACH. You’re the one with all the answers!
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DOUG. Are you a cockroach?

ROACH. No judging!

DOUG. What the hell’s going on?

ROACH. What I ask myself every minute. There I was, sitting in the chamber,
voting on a bill to cut funding and wham, the big H-A. Slumped
over, they rushed up and started pounding on my chest. Zapped me
and then pum pum pum. Nothin’. One minute I’m saving democracy
from Fascism, the next running around with six legs!

DOUG. You were a politician? Now a cockroach?

ROACH. Don’t you dare say they’re the same thing.

DOUG. No. How?

ROACH. Mysterious are the ways of the Lords. Shanti Shanti. But it
coulda been worse. Coulda been a rock. One roach told me the
worse you are, the lower you go. Am I going to be careful next
time! What did you do?

DOUG. Oh. Crrency trader.

ROACH. What’s the currency you trade in?

DOUG. All of them, rubles, yen—

ROACH. No, I mean in your life. What currency you trade with others?

DOUG. I don’t—

ROACH. You’ll be a fly. They have more sex than us but one swat and—
wham. C-ya! Hey, love to chat but the leg’s gorwn back. Little
advice: never do harm to any living thing. Could come back to bite
you, literally. Woo-hoo! Got my sixth leg! That Wonder Bread
under the stove is a-callin’ and ain’t nothin’ gonna stop me now!
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Scene Thirty-one

The office.

PETE. Wait. You just can’t stop now. This first part of the file is—

DOUG. You’re wrong. I can stop. Because I’m leaving.

PETE. What?

DOUG. Leaving. C-ya!

PETE. Wait, wait. Let’s talk.

DOUG. That’s all I’ve been doing is talking!

PETE. But you haven’t—

DOUG. This is bullcrap. I come here to do you a favor, be cooperative, a
helping guy, and all you do is bring up this horrible stuff and put
me on weird trips to—

PETE. It’s not all horrible.

DOUG. Horrible. I helped you so I’m gone.

PETE. Stop! Stop! Doug. You can’t.

DOUG. Excuse me? You said this is voluntary. I’m un-volunteering.

PETE. You don’t wanna to do that.

DOUG. Eat my shorts. I didn’t come here to be abused.

PETE. No? So why did you come?

DOUG. Because I—

PETE. Why? Why? Why?

DOUG. —I wanted—

PETE. What? What? Speak up!

DOUG. —They sent me here—

PETE. Who?
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DOUG. The guy in the corridor.

PETE. Corridor, yeah. And what did he tell you?

DOUG. He just . . . pointed.

PETE. You don’t even know why you’re here!

DOUG. Yes, I do! I’m—

PETE. What?

DOUG. Downsized.

PETE. —Downsiz—

DOUG. My position’s been eliminated.

PETE. Dumbass! Not your position.

DOUG. —Yes—

PETE. It’s you who’ve been eliminated.

DOUG. —No—

PETE. You’re dead. As a doornail. But, of course, you don’t read Dickens!

DOUG. You called this an exit interview.

PETE. For your life, idiot. Look at the file. Here. Last line. “Shot in the
face and died thereafter.”

DOUG. No—

PETE. Ohhh! But you thought you’d waltz in like you got the rest of your
life in front of you!

DOUG. —Nobody said—

PETE. One minute leading the life of a selfish prick, the next pushing
daisies. But, of course, you’re Doug Wilson! You’re special. Hey,
pal, party’s over. And know what else? And this interview’s over. I
got a line out there and all the info I need. You wanna go? Go. Go.
There’s the door. C-ya!
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DOUG. ( hesitantly )  That door?

PETE. Buh-bye!

DOUG. But . . . what’s on the other side?

PETE. Nothing.

DOUG. No, really, sir. What’s behind there?

PETE. Dumbass, I said. The eternal doughnut hole.

DOUG. But . . . you must have a recycling system?

PETE. Still with the sense of humor. And what part of Doug Wilson
would anybody want to recycle? Dude, there is no there there.
You are about to push the great and universal delete button.

DOUG. Forever?

PETE. When the party’s over, dude, you don’t even get a hangover.

DOUG. ( trembling )  Okay. I want to be a helping guy. I want to finish this.

PETE. Wha . . ?

DOUG. You’re not done with me.

PETE. No—no—

DOUG. I’ll be as specific as you want. I just need a few more thoughts no
matter how horrible they are.

PETE. You’ll blow it somehow, you always did.

DOUG. I won’t this time!

PETE. Why should I trust you—nobody ever could.

DOUG. I got valuable information to help make this place run better. If you
don’t, your boss will—

PETE. Bosses.

DOUG. —Will ream you out so bad and say, “Hey—” What’s your name?

PETE. Pete.
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DOUG. “Pete. You coulda learned something from that royal screw-up
Doug Wilson and you deleted him too soon! Why didn’t you give
him ten more minutes?” Just ten more minutes! I’m begging you!
I’m begging you! Pete! Pete! Please, please, please let me go on!

PETE. Stop! ( pause )  Okay, I’ll tell you something. Usually about this
time I call one of the big gorillas we got workin’ here to shove folks
out the door. See over there?  ( a gorilla appears )  I was about to call
him . . . but there’s something about you I find . . . what’s the word?
Redemptive. So guess what? I’m gonna give Doug Wilson ten more
minutes. Because I think I can learn something from this lifelong
jackass for the organization.

DOUG. Yes, sir, you can.

PETE. But if you hold back—hesitate just once— ( points to gorilla )

DOUG. Yes, sir.

PETE. Now. Before we get back to the first part of your file, there’s
somebody wants to say hi. Your daughter.

DOUG. My . . ?

PETE. Something about a loved one tugs at my heart. Don’t bother yourself
with the wherefores or whys. Land of No Thinking!

( A young woman appears, about 18, played by Laura. She’s a junkie. )

GILLIAN. Hi, daddy.

DOUG. Is that you? Gillian?

GILLIAN. Daddy, I changed my name to Alice.

DOUG. Oh. Why?

GILLIAN. Because Mommy wanted that before you named me.

DOUG. You’ve . . . grown up.

GILLIAN. Ha.

DOUG. How old are you now?
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GILLIAN. Eighteen.

DOUG. Are you . . . okay?

GILLIAN. They let me talk to you.

DOUG. Uh-huh.

GILLIAN. To tell you we hate you.

DOUG. To—?

GILLIAN. I wanted to say that for so long. Mom, too.

DOUG. Honey, it’s so easy to think that—

GILLIAN. Nothing’s easy, daddy. Believe me.

DOUG. Your mother always had so much anger toward me.

GILLIAN. She talks about her life before she met you. She’s a clerk now.
A clerk. And drives a Pontiac. You are what you drive!

DOUG. Okay.

GILLIAN. Do you even care?

DOUG. I said, she has all this resentment that—

GILLIAN. And why would that be? Because you stuck her with all those
lawsuits she’s still trying to pay off? Stuck her with me? Look, I’m
a junkie. Know what I had to learn? Maladaptive strategies. To
compensate for my deficits. Because you couldn’t lift up your nose.

DOUG. ( angry )  Always easy to blame someone else!

GILLIAN. In this case.

DOUG. Hey, what is this? I thought this was my exit interview!

GILLIAN. Actually, it’s mine. I OD’d. Isn’t life funny? I never thought
I’d get the chance to say this.
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Scene Thirty-two
A home.

FATHER. Life’s funny. I never thought the chance would come I’d have to
say this.

DOUG. Say what, daddy?

FATHER. Sit down, Dougie. You know, things can be hard for a man. At times.
And one thing you have to learn is taking responsibility. Like me.
Like me now. See, mom’s gone so we got a Mommy Problem. She’ll
be back, but till she comes I got people—they seem nice—who’ll
watch over you.

DOUG. Huh?

FATHER. They’re on their way here now.

DOUG. You’re going?

FATHER. No, you—you’re going.

DOUG. Where? Why?

FATHER. There’s a long answer and a short answer.

DOUG. Why?

FATHER. I have to.  ( car beep ) There’s a horn. Could be them.

DOUG. Daddy, please don’t make me go away.

FATHER. There are things in life, we have to go through them.

DOUG. Daddy, don’t you love me?

FATHER. What a silly question.

DOUG. Then why?

FATHER. Doug. It’s complicated.
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Scene Thirty-three

A street or café.

JILL. Doug, look, it’s complicated.

DOUG. You’re smart, explain it.

JILL. There’s a long answer and a short answer.

DOUG. I’ve got the time.

JILL. I don’t. I have appointments, work.

DOUG. What I don’t have.

JILL. Stay positive, that’s the secret.

DOUG. So we’re done.

JILL. I think it’s time to move on.

DOUG. Jill, I’m in love with you.

JILL. Please. That’s projection. It’s silly.

DOUG. That’s me. Growing up they all said, “There’s Silly Doug!” My
foster parents would say, “Hey, look at the silly little idiot!”

JILL. You spend your whole day sitting on my couch.

DOUG. Working on my resume.

JILL. For three months?

DOUG. And getting self-help tips from Oprah.

JILL. You can joke at a time like this?

DOUG. Keeping that sense of humor.

JILL. Really, Doug. We’re done. It’s over.
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DOUG. ( bitterly and fiercely )  Have you put a lot of thought into this?
Or was this one of those feeling things? Like, “The hell with
others, I’m in The Land of No Thinking.” It’s all about the
bubble over my head, and if I have to waste one minute
worrying about others if I took the smallest step out of my
way—well, why the hell would I waste time with that? Isn’t
that what’s going on? Let Doug Wilson go straight to Hell!
Right?

JILL. ( pause )  I feel hurt. I feel like I gave a lot. And I need to do
what’s good for me. You are not good for me anymore. You’re
not even good for yourself.

DOUG. Devil in a blue dress. You seduced me.

JILL. You seduced me. Stop projecting and grow up. ( beat ) Look,
give me my key. I don’t want to have to change the locks. That
is too humiliating. And I’m giving you $500. A gift, not a loan.

DOUG. I’m extorting you. $500. Talk about humiliating. Here’s your
key, keep the money. I don’t need it. I’ve got plenty of excellent
places to stay—like that wonderful little shelter on the far side
of town with the prix fixe dinner.

JILL. Still you make the jokes. What a loser.

DOUG. Please, Jill. Please. Just give me one more chance.

JILL. When will you learn to take responsibility?

Scene Thirty-four
A shelter.

ALAN. Here, men! Here’s where we learn to take responsibility! First,
you go to the service. Only one rule: no fighting. But you can
sleep all you want. Next, file into the hall for dinner. One ladle
each and a sandwich and some Sunny Delight. Then you get a
bed. But go to the bathroom first. No peeing! Okay, St. Anselm’s
welcomes you to The Shelter of the Holy Shepard. One at a time,
in here, come on guys.  ( pause ) Doug? Doug. It’s Alan.

DOUG. I . . . know.

ALAN. What are you doing here?
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DOUG. Someone tweeted out your specials. Couldn’t resist.

ALAN. You can joke at a time like this?

DOUG. Strange are the ways of the Lords.  ( beat )  No, I, ah, I’m a
little short of work now. Waiting to hear from an agency.

ALAN. Stay positive, that’s the secret.

DOUG. But, Alan, why you here? They gave you ten years. You’re out
on appeal?

ALAN. Naw, prisons too full so they couldn’t hold me. That’s another
bennie of White Collar Crime. As long as I kept my nose clean,
I get to live in halfway house all during my sentence.

DOUG. That’s fortunate.

ALAN. That’s right, that’s right—  ( turns )  Hey, buddy, no Sunny Delight
till after the service. Get in your pew.  ( to Doug )  Reminds me of
that old joke: if you fart in church you have to sit in your own pew.
Hey, I still got humor, too!

DOUG. Ha.

ALAN. But what you said, Doug, fortunate, rght, it’s my fortune.

DOUG. Wha . . ?

ALAN. Remember when we did that ten miler? I don’t want to turn this into
a Jimmy Stewart moment but you were like my Clarence the angel
—trying to get me to look at my life. It was only when the SEC
caught me that I remembered what you said, about the dominoes
falling for good or bad with one push. Hit me like a ton of bricks.
So right there I decided to make them fall for good finally. Since
then, my life’s been great, all this great stuff happening—fortunate,
you know. But not like wealth—because your fortune is your
destiny. Now I make everyone I meet victims—but victims of my
good, not ill. I volunteer all over because of you. So I thank you,
old buddy. And I’m sure the boomerang—you know, karma, whoop
—is coming back to you.

DOUG. ( pause )  Service is starting.

ALAN. Sit in the back. Some of these guys really stink.
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DOUG. No. I’m sitting in the middle, Alan. I’m one of them now.

ALAN. Who’d have thought one day Doug Wilson could sound like
Mother Teresa?  ( beat )  Wait. I just thought of something. A
guy I know is looking for help—needs somebody he says can
go the last mile. If you do that, Doug, you got a job. Fortunate.

Scene Thirty-five
In front a house.

DOUG. ( on cell phone )  “I know, I know I’m fortunate. Yes, I’m going the
last mile. But nobody’s here! . . . I’ll check the door again and drive
it back.”  ( hangs up )  Jerk.  ( yells )  Hello! Hello! Anybody home?

ERNIE. ( opens door ) Who the hell are you?

DOUG. Oh, I didn’t think—

ERNIE. Who the hell are you?

DOUG. My name is Doug Wilson.

ERNIE. Why you here?

DOUG. Sir, I have come as a representative—

ERNIE. You didn’t come for my car, did ya?

DOUG. No. But I did come for that Dodge in the driveway. As you can see
from these papers—

ERNIE. That’s my car.

DOUG. I take it, then, you’re Brian Ruggles?

ERNIE. That’s my car.

DOUG. Right. Then this paper is for you.

ERNIE. Who the hell are you?

DOUG. I said, Doug Wilson.

ERNIE. You don’t own that car. Pussy.
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DOUG. Okay, this is not the first time I’ve done this, Mr. Ruggles. Now,
that car is not yours until the lien is paid off. You’re 120 days
behind on the the contract you signed—

VOICE. ( from inside )  Ernie, who is it?

ERNIE. Repo.

VOICE. ( from inside )  Tell him to eat your shorts.

ERNIE. I will.

VOICE. ( from inside )  Mess him up like the last one.

ERNIE. I will. See that sign says Caution?

DOUG. Sir, I have a cell phone here and permission to call the police in
case there is—

ERNIE. ( takes the cell phone )  Where’s the cell phone now, boy?

DOUG. This is not going well. But I want to make one thing clear: I am only
out to do good. I am only here to create victims of my good—

ERNIE. Victim? Is that a threat?

DOUG. No, I meant—

ERNIE. You come here, you freakin’ banks with your government bailouts
and now a guy like me is down on his luck. Know what it’s like to
be down on your luck?

DOUG. As a matter of fact—

ERNIE. With a bank job paid by my taxes! Look, if the government’s givin’
bailouts, I get mine. It’s that Dodge. So skaddle your pansy fanny—

DOUG. I’ll go! I wish you no ill. But I’ve got to warn you that car—

ERNIE. Warnin’, huh? So you’re threatenin’ me!

DOUG. No, no—

ERNIE. Take that, punk.  ( hurts him )
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DOUG. Ow!

ERNIE. Mousie little schitt. Mouse. Mouse. With a job.  ( pounds on him )

DOUG. Ow! Ow! Ow!

ERNIE. Think you can walk away? Let me take out them knees.  ( hurts him )

DOUG. Ow!

ERNIE. So walk now, mouse.

DOUG. Bastard. You broke my kneecap. Ow.

ERNIE. Walk now, mouse. Walk now.

VOICE. ( inside )  Ernie, you mess him up? If you got him down, piss on him!

ERNIE. Bank bastards with their government bailouts—

VOICE. ( from inside )  Piss on him!

ERNIE. I got your bailout right here!

VOICE. ( from inside )  Piss on him!

ERNIE. Don’t worry, Bobby Ray. It’s right here and I’m gettin’ ‘er done!

VOICE. ( from inside )  Piss on him!

DOUG. I did not come here to do you ill! I did not come for ill!

Scene Thirty-six

A hospital. Doug is stretched out as Doctor Maimon works away.

MOSES. Ill. And somebody done you ill. Not just your legs. You got a fever.
When’s the last time you drank something?

DOUG. One of the guys at the shelter had a quart last night.

MOSES. I meant water, liquids.

DOUG. Who knows?

MOSES. You’re dehydrated. We’ll run an I.V.
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DOUG. My leg’s are killing me.

MOSES. Looks like somebody else nearly killed you. You soiled yourself, too.

DOUG. That wasn’t me.

MOSES. Hm?

DOUG. Forget it. Got a gown or something?

MOSES. Sure. Got insurance? They make me ask that.

DOUG. Used to have insurance.

MOSES. Didn’t everybody. You know, you look familiar. Been here before?

DOUG. Not as a patient. My wife . . . emergency delivery.

MOSES. Ah. I remember you. You’re the guy I use as a cautionary tale.

DOUG. A what?

MOSES. Warning not to be like them. Texting while driving. Your daughter’s
delivery—that was close.

DOUG. Close is for horseshoes.

MOSES. Touché. Anybody call her? Your wife?

DOUG. Oh. No.

MOSES. Let me get a nurse to—

DOUG. No. No calls. No.

MOSES. Bad terms?

DOUG. No terms.

MOSES. No worries. Your daughter okay after those problems in delivery?

DOUG. I guess.

MOSES. Anybody else we can call? Brother, sister, friend?
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DOUG. Friend at the shelter but . . . no. His hands are full with people
who really need help.

MOSES. Nobody else in the world? To reach a hand, lift you up?

DOUG. Reach your hand out with a little Vapo-rub on these knees and
I’ll be lifted up. And stroll out whistlin’ Dixie.

MOSES. ( as he continues to work on Doug ) “Oh I wish I was in the land
of cotton. Old times they are not forgotton . . . ” This’ll hurt. For
just one second will you look away, look away, look away . . .

DOUG. Ow. Ow. Ow.

MOSES. Told ya. Close your eyes and listen to me. I got what I call a guide
for the perplexed. See, I get people in here, some I put a little
bandage on their finger and they walk out fine. And hundreds have
died right where you are now. In a blink. So what I tell them is
always the same. You got a secret in you. Maybe it’s knowable,
maybe not. All the bad stuff that happens—call it evil, whatever—
there’s something better than us reaching out to us to help. Like,
remember when you were a kid? Every time you reached out for
help—if you were lost or scared—somebody would take your hand
and guide you to a safe place. Problem is, friend, we stopped
reaching out. And that’s a shame because there’s a Universal Law
that says every time you need help, somebody can take your hand.
Do me a favor, friend. Promise me that you’ll reach out.

DOUG. Sure. You just gimme an idea. Can your nurse make a call? I
know someone who wants to give me five-hundred bucks. With
that, I can find that person who’ll reach out with help.

Scene Thirty-seven

An alley.

DOUG. Come on. Come on. Reach out. I need help.

SHADOW. How I know you ain’t a cop?

DOUG. I’m too ugly for a cop.

SHADOW. Got a sense ’a humor.

DOUG. Do this.
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SHADOW. Ain’t cheap.

DOUG. Five-hundred bucks. My last money in the world.

SHADOW. Six-hundred.

DOUG. Five-hundred. Take it or leave it.

SHADOW. If you a cop, I kill ya.

DOUG. I said I ain’t.

SHADOW. I can tell. You too big a pussy.

DOUG. True.

SHADOW. Gotta go.

DOUG. No!

SHADOW. You think I can walk around with that thing! I come back widdit.
Get da money.  ( runs away )

DOUG. ( dials phone )  “Alan, just wanted to say I won’t be at St. Anslem’s
tonight. Somebody held out a hand, gave me a different fortune.
Miss you, bro. Go Bulldogs.”  ( hangs up )

SHADOW. ( back with a gun )  In da dumpster. Show me da money.

DOUG. ( exchanging )  How’s it work?

SHADOW. Point, shoot. Eight rounds. Ka-pow. You goin’ make somebody
swallow heat?

DOUG. Maybe.

SHADOW. You rat on me, I kill ya. Pussy. ( runs off )

DOUG. Ka-pow. Ka-pow. Ka-pow. About damn time I took control.
Swallow some heat. Know what this is? Karma. Payback time.
Whoop. Here is the lucky finger and it’s gonna make it all stop.
Stop.  ( puts gun in mouth )
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Scene Thirty-eight

A deli. A man in a weird garment approaches Doug.

ZORO. Stop! Stop!

DOUG. Huh?

ZORO. Stop. I got to pay you back.

DOUG. What? Is it over?

ZORO. Did the fat lady sing?

DOUG. Wha . . ?

ZORO. In the row house next door. I usually hear her. Anyway, you were
about to leave and I didn’t pay you back.

DOUG. For?

ZORO. Potato chips, jelly roll, Sunny Delight. Oh, you want that toy pistol?
Here’s change. Be careful with that in the neighborhood or someone
thinks you’ll do them ill. Now, back where I come from—Persia.
How to say it? “No harm, no foul.” Sort of. Now please, let me open
those for you. And sit. You’re in no rush. Custom in my community.
Well, not to open crisps but go the extra mile. That’s also your
sunny, delightful expression. What is your name?

DOUG. Doug.

ZORO. Doug. Listen . . .

DOUG. How’d you know it was Wilson?

ZORO. No, I said listen, not Wilson. But now I know your name: Wilson
Doug. Good name! I must say you’ve a slightly perplexed
expression. You need a beer. Better than a Sunny Delight! Give me
three minutes—just three minutes—for the urge has come to talk and
I can tell your true nature. So enjoy that and let’s chat. Wilson Doug.

DOUG. Your name is . . ?

ZORO. Zoro.

DOUG. Zorro? Like—
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ZORO. Don Diego de la Vega. Wshsh Wshsh Wshsh! Brilliant. A young
man learns his life’s work is to end his selfish ways and henceforth
help others. Hard to believe Guy Williams played that, then went
on to Lost in Space. But strange are the ways of the Lords.

DOUG. Zorro.

ZORO. Last name’s on the awning: Aster’s Deli. Remember that great line
in Rocky where Burgess Meredith yells: “It ain’t a livin’, it’s a waste
of life!” Feels like that at times. My one small recompense is all the
videos I can watch waiting for patrons to enter. I love television!

DOUG. I can tell.

ZORO. It’s a Wonderful Life? Remember that? Who doesn’t love—

DOUG. —It ain’t a wonderful life. It’s a crappy life! It totally sucks!

ZORO. Curb thy tongue, stranger. From whenst comes such bilious
sentiment toward one who hath opened his ice box for thee?

DOUG. Oh. Sorry. I’m a little . . . trigger happy with my tongue now.

ZORO. As long as it’s your tongue. Are you telling me life is not, at times,
a bowl of cherries?

DOUG. At times?

ZORO. As an immigrant—and one called a towel head, sand monkey, brown
dog, and much worse—it could get me down. But if it did, I’d bring
others down. No, better to do good. For example, when you walked
in I had the slightest tinge of self-pity. Look at me: a man of the
mind, I read—running a bodega? But you walked in and I helped
you and now I feel grand! It’s like that old expression: ‘The robber
will be robbed, the cheater cheated.’ Same in doing good. Oh, you’re
thinking, “Religious nut!” But do you see idols on the walls? Friend,
God doesn’t take bribes. No, heaven and hell is all in your mind.
Remember Horatio? You read that? Or do you not read?

DOUG. It’s not that simple.

ZORO. Hm?

DOUG. It’s not simple!

ZORO. But thoughts can be.
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DOUG. Too many thoughts. Why I’m going to The Land of No Thinking.

ZORO. On an express bus. But let me ask you: Has anyone ever taken bad
action toward you?

DOUG. Hello? Since I was so young that—

ZORO. And have you done the same? And who will stop this, Wilson
Doug? That is why you must only do three things: reflect on good,
speak only good, do only good. You shall be made happy by your
endeavors—or sad.

DOUG. It’s too late for advice for me.

ZORO. Did the fat lady sing? Let me tell you what a friend of mine has told
me. With every disaster that befell him, he took five comforts from
his woes: One: he says it could have been much worse so thank God
my calamity was that small. Two: it was a blow to my body, not
my soul: that’s untouchable. Three: I’ve been scripted thus many
misfortunes in life and now one more has passed. I celebrate! Four:
the effects of evil deeds must fall either upon ourselves or our
children so I’ve removed another calamity from my loves! Five:
the sum of evil in the world is finite; if I may endure one more
misfortune for the world, the world may endure one less. Others live
in peace for of my pain.  ( pause ) Everyone grieves, Wilson Doug.
It’s what you do with your grief that makes the man. That’s the
secret.

DOUG. I’m lost.

ZORO. Hold out your hand.

DOUG. Why’d this happen to me?

ZORO. A true God has no opponent.

DOUG. I don’t know what to do.

ZORO. Listen to music.  ( starts ‘Thus Spake Zarathustra’ ) Helps reflect on
good, speak only good, do only good. Ah! One more thing: let me
pray over you. “O Mazda: may you renew this existence. O Wise
One and Righteous, bring your alliance where wisdom is faint and
bless us with lessons to grow by.” Thus Spake Zarathustra. It’s all
wonderful, Wilson Doug. Remember that, before you’re finished.
Always, it can always yet be made wonderful.
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Scene Thirty-nine
The office.

PETE. Wonderful. All wonderful. Case closed. I’ll put this on the
dumbwaiter and they’ll ship it down to cold storage.

DOUG. Done?

PETE. You can go. Thanks. That was helpful.

DOUG. Where do I . . ?

PETE. Out there.

DOUG. Through . . ?

PETE. Right. Bye.

DOUG. Uh . . . one thing. Can I get a glass of water?

PETE. Still with the jokes. Trust me, you won’t need it. Bye.

DOUG. Thank you.  ( pause ) Hey.

PETE. What now?

DOUG. I don’t want to go.

PETE. Not that again.

DOUG. I would like another opportunity.

PETE. A what?

DOUG. Pete, I’ve learned something by this and—

PETE. No! You don’t get it. Life is a turnstile at every moment and
when you leave the arena, you don’t get back in.

DOUG. I’ll jump the turnstile.

PETE. You can’t do that!

DOUG. There’s got to be a way. I’ve learned things. Look at me, look,
Pete, Pete. I’m a wretch, I’m awful, but I can be changed.
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PETE. Please go gently into your good night. Aw, you’re not gonna
understand that either!

DOUG. I’ll—read. I’ll—understand.

PETE. I will get the gorilla! Gorilla! Gorilla!  ( gorilla appears )

DOUG. Please. Please. Not the monkey. Just a little more time!

PETE. Jackass, look: everyone has to learn the hard way that time is
something that is not promised. Not to you, not anyone. Somebody
gave you a gift, man, called life. You got X-Y-Z amount of time
with A-B-C people. What you did with it was your business.

DOUG. You saw what I was up against since—

PETE. Hey! Want to know what others were up against? Who don’t
make a livin’ turd of themselves? Gorilla!

DOUG. Wait! No!

PETE. The door!

DOUG. What if I made up for it because of what I learned? You said
there was something . . . redemptive about me. How can you
know if you don’t give me a chance?

PETE. Can’t.

DOUG. Look, I’m—I’m—I’m like Mr. Potter! You think if Clarence visited
him he would have made Potterville? Lionel Barrymore’s got
nothin’ on me. Pete, have you never looked in a mirror and been
changed forever? My god, even Mother Teresa did that. And if you
can’t empathize—can’t sympathize—then what are you? You’re the
one who’s not human. And the same monster as me—coverin’ your
ass with legal reasons. But you can prove you’re better than this.
You can. We can both prove it together right now.

PETE. How?

DOUG. By giving me another chance. And me showing you.

PETE. What if you screw up again?
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DOUG. Then run a thunderbolt through me so there’s no record that
that asswipe Doug Wilson ever lived.

PETE. That’s what I’m doing right now!  ( gestures to gorilla )

DOUG. But—not the ape! I’m saying, stop being a robot and look around at
what’s going on and how you can make a difference. You can make
a difference. By letting me make a difference. I’m holding out my
hand, Pete. I need help. I’m holding it out. Let me be better than
what I was.

PETE. ( pause ) Gorilla, up to you.  ( Gorilla shrugs )  Okay, I got leeway.
Since you held out your hand, that’s in the books. Sometimes the file
gets changed, like, “Wilson pulled the trigger but there were no
bullets in the gun; he got screwed by the guy who sold it to him.
Didn’t blow his head off.” I can write that in. But if I do—and I’m
not saying I will—you understand it everything gets written down?
Everybody’s got a first page and a last and it all gets seen. And every
moment matters. And nobody they’ll land right here, at any time, in
front of me. Or somebody like me.

DOUG. Cautionary tale.

PETE. Gorilla, I’ll take responsibility. Let him go.

DOUG. Thank you, Pete.  ( to gorilla ) Thank you. Where . . ?

PETE. Out there. And when you get back, what’s happened here will all
seem like a dream. You’ll have to work to remember it.

DOUG. I will.

PETE. So you say. I’ll be seeing you again. I will.

DOUG. Bye, Pete.

PETE. Not may people get second chances, Wilson. Take advantage of it.
Shanti.

Scene Forty
The alley. Doug has the gun in his mouth. Pulls the trigger. No bullets.

DOUG. Not many people get second chances, Wilson. Take advantage of it.
Shanti.  ( standing, scans himself )  My god, you look like crap.
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Scene Forty-one

Doug is back at home. He enters and sees Laura.

LAURA. My god, you look like crap. What happened to you?

DOUG. I had this dream and got an idea. How about changing Gillian’s
name to Alice? It’s so much better. I can get the papers.

LAURA. This is your sense of humor, right?

DOUG. This is not a joke. Shanti.

Lights fade.

fini


