Round on the Ends and High in the Middle
One character with additional voices. Set consists of a table center stage covered with a white table cloth. There are a pile of books on the table and a potted tree  at the down stage right corner of the table. The table will be a fort/tree house, a desk, a checkout counter at Strand bookstore. Behind the desk is a projection screen.

Black on stage. Flashlight comes from under fort.
So I packed everything and I left.

Flashlight out. Lights at halfish. I come out of fort with a suitcase.

I left the Strand and I left New York. And I came back to Ohio. I hate Ohio.

Voices:

Female 1- Dear Rani,

Female 2- Dear Rani,

Male- Dear Rani- 

All- How’s Ohio?
I had to leave.

Voices:

Male- I stopped by the Strand yesterday.

Female1- After leaving the Strand I feel like I should test the ground to see what’s normal behavior in the real world.

I was in a rut. I was feeling Stranded.

Voices:

Male- Jeff says the Strand is still stressful.

Female 2- I was in the Strand last week.

Female 1- Remember when the Strand used to be fun.

City noise. Projection of Strand Bookstore comes up. Full lights. I change from sweater to flannel, add bag.


Strand Bookstore. Eight miles of books, millions of bargains. Located in Manhattan’s downtown Greenwhich Village. Freezing in Winter. Boiling in summer. 15? 20? Foot ceilings that shelves of books almost meet. And an inch layer of dust covering everything. And signs everywhere. So many signs that you don’t see any of the signs, just all the signs.

Voices:

Male- A woman called me for a reference the other day. When she asked about your promptness, I just had this image of you running into the Strand 20 minutes late, hair wet, throwing down your bag and saying (in synch with me) “Let’s send somebody out for coffee.”
Working behind the cash register.

We are young and we’re cool and we’re smart. We read Dostoevski and Nabokov and Kawabata and Kundera.

Next.


We’re young and we’re cool. We watch independent and foreign films only.  We are young and we are smart and we’re cool. We are artists and writers and rock stars waiting to happen. We are young and we are smart and we are cool.


Next. Next on line please.


We live in New York City. In one room apartments with five other people and no furniture. In Brooklyn or Queens. Just hours away from Manhattan by subway.


We’re young. And we’re smart. And we’re cool.


We are college dropouts working for $6.00 an hour.


But we are smart. And we’re young. And we’re cool. 

Lights back to half. Sound out. Projection down.

All I ever wanted was my own space. My own private separate space where I could think and create. A place to work on my business and art projects.


I wanted a tree house.

Lights up a little on fort.


There were no trees when we moved into the yellow house. My parents planted a sapling in the front yard and every day I would look to see if it was big enough for a tree house.

My parents tried to convince me that by the time it would be big enough for a tree ouse, I would be too big.


My father couldn’t give me a tree house, but he gave me a desk. He wanted to give me a space of my own.


But there was no money. There was never any money.


So he pawned his ring. His Marine corps ring, from Vietnam. And he bought a plain wooden desk that we varnished together.


He sold his ring to buy me a desk so that I could pile things on top of it for the next 11 years of my life longing for a tree house.

City noise. Strand projection up. Lights full. 
Working at the pricing Counter.


Ch- T- K. Ch-T-K. Ch-T-K.


He walked into the Strand and I looked into his eyes.

Sound out. Slow Motion.

Ch-T-K.


And time stopped. Place ceased to exist. We were alone in a store full of people, everything melting into liquid and sparking into fire. An eternity in an instant in those soft brown eyes.

City sound in.


I prepared my weapons.  Adjusting Breasts.

Hey! So some of us are going for a drink to night, if you want to come. Just casual. You’re welcome to come. If you want to. You don’t have to. We’d love you to come, if you want to. Come.


You’ll come?

Jump on the desk and lay back suggestively scissoring legs in a sort of dance between each line with growing excitement…


Are you single?

Desk dance…


Are you seeing anyone?

Desk dance…


Are you gay?

Desk dance…


(With Crumpling dejection) You just want to be friends?

City sound out, Jimmy Durante singing Make Someone Happy comes on. Lights down some. Projection out. I slowly walk around behind desk and crumple down under the desk. I slowly poke out with a broom for a gun that I shoot at the audience. Plucking them off one by one.

P-tchew!    P-tchew!    P-tchew! 
 I return to my suitcase. Music slowly fades out during speech.

So I came back to Ohio. And the tree in my parents’ yard is finally big enough for a tree house. But I am too big. And the desk sits in my parents’ house. It sits between my father and me, waiting for me to collect it. 
I was only seven. I wanted a tree house. My father could not give me a tree house, so he gave me his ring.

Rest for a moment on that thought. Then run into dark upstage right corner and push my back into it, sinking to floor.
I must stay vigilant. I’m tired of mental illness and afraid of it. Sometimes I wish my brother’s suicide had been a success, like the others. So it could just be over. I must stay vigilant. So much potential. So much life wasted. I can’t breathe. So much waste. So much wasted life. So many tears. So many tears of shame and loss and guilt. I have so many tears for my family. I must stay vigilant. I can’t let them pull me under, drowning me with them. I have to fly. I have to fly for my relatives who killed themselves and for my father who settled down in his armchair with a remote and decided to stay, not to strive not to hope not to try not to want anything from life and not to give anything to it. I have to fly for my brother who would rather do drugs than deal with his disappointed expectations. And I have to fly for my mother who cries for her lost son and her lost husband and her lost choices. I have to fly because they are broken and no one will ever see them fly.

Lights up to half.


I packed everything and I left Ohio I packed everything and I left.

I have disappeared into the fort. Lights go out. Flashlight comes on. Recorded voice over plays:

Attention Strand customers, Strand Bookstore is now closed. Please proceed to the front registers immediately. Anyone with dealer transactions, large purchases or shipping orders should already be on line. Once again Strand Bookstore is now closed.

Flashlight out.
