
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

TOWN HALL 

 

A play 

 

By 

 

Caridad Svich 

 

 

 

 

 

 

For Performance Rights: 

Elaine Devlin Literary, Inc., 1115 Broadway, 12
th
 Floor. 10010 USA 

Email: elaine@edevlinlit.com 

Or author c/o Alumni Desk at newdramatists@newdramatists.org 

 

 

 

mailto:edevlinlit@aol.com
mailto:newdramatists@newdramatists.org


2 
 

TOWN HALL 

 

In this play, we are in the theatre, which is also a meeting hall. 

 

In this play there may be four actors, but there could be more. Four is merely the 

minimum. 

 

The actors may be any gender, ethnicity, or age. Casting should be inclusive and 

reflective of the world. 

 

A stand-alone ellipsis in the body of the text indicates a marked shift in energy. And 

should be treated as active silence. 

 

The play requires moments of singing and/or incantation, and could also be scored 
(ambient, violin, cello, percussion?), although the silences in it should be trusted. 

 

A choreographic sensibility is encouraged in exploring this text in performance, 
especially regarding gesture and movement, and the compositional use of space.  

 

 

This play is in memory of Annie Castledine.  
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One 

A space that feels serene. Boundless quiet. It may seem a little eerie, but that’s okay. 

We’re here. And it’s fine. There is some light, and space to dream. 

So, we dream… 

 

A: Listen, it wasn’t always like this. 

This feeling 

Weighted 

Odd. 

It started after that night. 

After it all happened. 

And we thought that the world was over. 

 

B: Because it was. 

It had been for some time. 

Although we pretended otherwise. 

 

A: At least I did. 

Me and my friends. 

 

 E: Me and my family. 

 S: Me and my lovers. 

 

B: People. 

The people we meet. 

The people that become part of our lives. 

 

… 

 



4 
 

A: Listen. 

It was last night. 

 

S: It was a millennia ago. 

 

A: I was here. 

 

B: We were alive. 

 

A: The trees were in bloom. 

Everything seemed possible. 

 

E: Even though we were afraid. 

Because we had grown up with fear 

And we knew that things were not okay, 

Could never be okay, 

Because okay doesn’t exist. 

It is a dream. 

 

A: Like this one. 

S: Just like this one. 

 

A: You don’t know this. 

You don’t know this is a dream. 

Because, well, how could you? 

You don’t know me. 

Or my friends.  

Or the ghosts that I talk to sometimes. 
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… 

 

A: Listen, it’s strange. 

But if you’re okay with that 

 

S: Then we can talk about the animals  

And how they show up sometimes, 

 

E: And how lots of them have slowly died. 

 

S: And how we can’t even remember who we said hallo to this morning 

Because we were thinking about cereal instead. 

 

E: Flax and seeds, and dead shopping malls. 

That’s what we were thinking about. 

 

A: When everything stopped. 

 

S: When everything stopped. 

 

A: And all we wanted to do was dream. 

 

  



6 
 

Two 

Light shift. Things suddenly seem ordinary. Not dream-like at all.  We’re in a meeting 

hall of some kind.  

 

A: Actually, let me start over. 

 B: Let us all please. 

A: I haven’t even introduced myself. 

 E: We haven’t even… 

 

A: This is me. 

And my friends. 

Or shall I say, some people I’ve come to know. 

 

E: Hallo. 

B: Hallo. 

S: Hallo. 

 

A: This is a hall. 

 A place to gather. 

It’s been around for a long time. 

They say it’s a place where people come to talk to each other 

Especially when they’re going through some sort of trouble in their lives. 

 

This is not a church. 

This is just a room. 

 

There are chairs, some light, and a pot of coffee. 

There is the door where you came in, 

And a window over there which you cannot see. 
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Outside the window is the street. 

Sometimes there’s noise. 

Sometimes we’ll hear it. 

But most of the time we’ll pretend we don’t. 

 

I would ask you, though, to not ignore it. 

Because noise is part of our lives. 

Even here. 

Even in silence. 

 

… 

 

S: Now, this here – what we’re doing - is what some people call a play. 

 

B: Or what other people call what happens in a theatre. 

 

E: Or what some people find odd and uncool  

and a slightly stupid thing for grown-ups to do 

When good tax dollars could be going to something else. 

 

B: Something more useful. 

 

S: More necessary. 

 

E: More important. 

 

A: This is not important. I’m going to say it right now. 

We all are 
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ALL: THIS IS NOT IMPORTANT. 

 

A: This is just a play. 

 

B: We’re not going to cure world hunger. 

E: Poverty. 

B: Rampant inequality. 

 Sexism. 

E: Racism. 

Global capitalism. 

S: Isolationism. 

 Or any other ism you can think of. 

 

A: I’m sorry. 

I really am. 

 

Although isn’t it a bit piggish to think a play, a mere play can change the world? 

 

And that is what we’re talking about. 

Did I say that already? 

 

That’s why we’re here.  

 

B: Do you think we’re joking? 

A: If you do, I’ll tell you right now 

I’m not a stand-up comedian. 

I don’t do jokes. 

I failed every joke class in college. 
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Yes, they have them if you’re wondering. 

So, this is serious, shall we say. 

All this.  

All the isms. 

Including feminism. 

And rage. 

B & E: Rage. 

S: Rage. 

 

A: All this 

Under these alarmingly poor lights 

Is serious business. 

 

S: But it is also, in the end, just a play. 

No harm will be done. 

 

B: And these days, 

 

E: These days, 

 

B: That is something. Isn’t it? 
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Three 

The audience waits.  

The actors ask some questions (below).  

The audience may answer, but they do not have to. 

 

Also, there should be no rush in asking these questions.  

Nothing about this should feel remotely like a quiz show. 

 

A: When you walk down the street, are you afraid? 

How many times are you afraid? 

Do you count them? Ever? 

Have you forgotten what fear feels like? 

Have you given up? 

Do you think it’s just ordinary? 

 

B: How many times a day do you think about  

the fact that most of the rain forest has been hacked away? 

 

E: How many times a day do you think about violence done to Black and brown people 

around the world? 

 

S: Do you go to sleep at night and pray tomorrow will be better? 

Are you wishful? 

What do you want most in life? 
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Four (a group meeting/a story from memory) 

 

A: Hallo. 

Hallo. 

Is everyone okay? 

 

 B: Grumble. 

 E: Mumble. 

S: Maybe.  

 

A: So, we’re all friends here. We can say that. If we want. 

Or we can pretend to consider the fact that we may become friends after being here 

For some time. 

Coffee?1 

It’s bad, but… it’s coffee. 

 

B: I hurt all over. 

 

A: Yes. 

Well, we all do. 

 

That’s why we’re here. 

This is not therapy. 

This is not religion, although if you have faith of some kind, we’ll respect that. 

We’re just here to talk, be with each other. 

Sometimes it’s good to do that. 

Even though I know 

                                                           
1
 Note: There is no coffee visible at any time in the play. In the background, there may be a table to which A can 

gesture. That is all. 
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It’s hard. 

Because being in groups, 

In places like these 

Where people gather 

Can feel… 

 

B: really hurt. 

 

A: Yes. 

Yes. 

Well, we all do. 

 

But we’re here. 

We made it, right? 

 

E: I walked. 

 

S: All the way? 

 

E: Miles. 

 

S: Must’ve been cold. 

 

E: I don’t really think about the weather anymore. 

It’s all fucked. 

 

A: No coffee, then? 

How about a cookie? 
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Chocolate? Marzipan? 

We don’t have marzipan. 

That was a joke 

I don’t do jokes very well. 

But for a moment, weren’t you hopeful? Just a bit? For marzipan and a good joke? 

 

B: Christmas. 

 

A: Yes. 

Sometimes, marzipan at Christmas. Shall we start there? 

 

E: Why? 

 

A: Why not? 

It is a memory. 

It’s good to remember the good things. Isn’t it? 

After all that has happened. 

After all that’s happened in our lives. 

 

A moment. It is prolonged. Past the point of ease. 

 

B: It was a pig. 

 

A: Sorry? 

 

B: A marzipan pig for Christmas. My parents gave it to me. 

They wrapped it in shiny red paper. They put it under the tree next to the other boxes. 

I tore through the paper.  
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The pig stared at me. It seemed happy. Like it really wanted to be devoured. 

It seemed serene, too. Not like at the zoo.  

Where the pigs looked really battered, sick, upset and hungry.  

 

E: I hate the zoo. 

 

B: This pig looked like it had a smile. A Christmas smile. 

I thought it might have something to do with history. 

Like, how many pigs did this pig know?  

How many other marzipan pigs had been in his family? 

 

I was a child. I thought these things. 

Just like I thought of my neighbors who had nothing, 

Who had had nothing for a long time, 

Even though some said we lived in one of the richest places in the world. 

 

E: Bah. 

 

B: I knew they had nothing. 

I felt awful for them. 

But I couldn’t do anything for them, because we had little more than nothing. 

That’s all. 

Just a little more. 

 

E: Useless. 

 

B: My parents were always talking about money. 

People hate when you talk about money. 
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Especially about not having it. 

They make faces. They fidget. 

They throw their hands up in the air. 

Or they look at their phone. 

 

S: Phone. Yes.  

 

B: They pretend they have an important phone call. 

They don’t want to feel responsible, you see? 

Because they think you’re asking them for money 

When you talk about not having it. 

 

I tried to tell my parents, but they wouldn’t listen. 

Because they thought they were just being honest 

When they talked about money to other people. 

They thought if someone asked them how they were  

They should answer. 

They didn’t understand rhetorical. 

They thought people wanted to have a real conversation. 

An honest dialogue. 

 

S: An honest dialogue. 

 

B: My parents had no idea how the world worked. 

I felt sorry for them sometimes. 

They trusted people. 

They wanted me to trust people too. 

But I couldn’t.  
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Not even with a marzipan pig in my hands. 

Not even when I put it in my mouth. 

Not even when I ate its head and its little feet and saved the body for last. 

I knew no one could be trusted. 

Not even the gods. 

Wherever they were.  

Looking down at us. 

Laughing at us. 

 

S: Mocking us. 

 

B: Tormenting us. 

 

E: Torturing us. 

 

B: Making of us fools, servants, peasants, and slaves. 

 

E: Fucking peasants. 

 

B: I knew we were alone. 

And nothing could save us. 

Not trust. 

Not love. 

Not even being here 

In places like these. 

 

S: halls of forgiveness. 

E: fucking words. 
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B: Looking at each other. 

Looking at our hands 

Wondering why we’re still here on this earth 

When  

Everything 

Has stopped 

 

Making sense. 

 

S: like that song. 

 

B: like that old, old song2 

That I can’t get out of my brain. 

 

… 

 

B: hurts.  

 

A: Yes. 

 

 

  

                                                           
2
 Reference to Talking Heads’ song “Girlfriend is Better” (1984) 
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Five 

The audience reflects. 

The actors speak the sentences (below). 

The audience may offer a response or two, but again, as before, it is not required. 

It is enough to spend a little time together to think about these things we may share. 

 

B: There is a memory you have about a joke that was told once. A funny joke. 

 

E: There is a place you remember that seemed to contain everything in the world. 

 

S: There is the way you felt when you were walking down the motorway, and everything 

seemed as if it were going to be fine. 

 

B: There is a memory you have about being held close about being touched by and 

through love. 

 

E: There is a place you remember where people talked to each other and really 

listened. 

 

A: There is the way you felt when you were swimming in the pool, and everything 

seemed as if it were going to be fine. 

 

S: There is a memory you have about happiness. It is a good memory. It lasts a long 

time. 
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Six (group meeting/a story from memory) 

 

A: Hallo. 

Hallo. 

Is everyone okay? 

 

 B: Grumble. 

 E: Mumble. 

 

A: So, we’re all friends here. We can say that. If we want. 

Or we can pretend to consider the fact that we may become friends after being here 

For some time. 

Coffee? 

It’s bad, but… it’s coffee. 

 

B: I hurt all over. 

 

A: Yes. 

Well, we all do. 

 

That’s why we’re here. 

This is not therapy. 

This is not religion, although I have nothing against it.  

Sometimes it can do us good. To think beyond ourselves. Outside ourselves. 

Faith can be useful. To get by. 

 

S: like cereal. 
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A: Sorry? 

 

S: cereal in the morning. Flax and seeds. A kind of faith. 

 

A: being here has nothing to do with cereal. 

 

E: I like cereal.  

 

A: we should look at this another way.  

this hall, this place we’re in, this space that holds us has a kind of resonance. 

 

E: like, sounds? 

 

A: reverberations. Yes.  

And these sounds, as you call them, this resonance extends beyond us, 

Beyond this hall, this place, this room. 

It extends for miles and miles.  

 

B: what we say here? Goes across miles? 

 

A: could. Yes. 

 

E: no privacy anymore. 

 

A: that’s not what I mean. 

 

E: nothing left us. 
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A: it is a metaphor. 

 

E: what? 

 

A: the concept of resonance. 

I don’t mean to say that what we share here will travel. 

I just mean that the invisible nature of our words, our feelings, our hurt 

Could be felt outside that door. 

 

B: invisible nature? 

 

A: Could be felt. As echoes and vibrations in the air. 

 

E: What for? 

 

A: Progress.  

 

E: is this a joke? Is this one of your jokes? 

 

A: I don’t tell jokes. 

 

E: I don’t want my words traveling out any door. 

I come here for them to be locked in, right? 

I come here to be safe and protected. 

Not out in the open. Not out in any open with the dead trees and the starving rabbits. 

 

B: no broadcasting. 
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E: sick to hell of everything being broadcast amplified made visible. 

My hurt’s mine. And mine only. 

It doesn’t belong to anyone else. 

 

A: We should have some coffee.  

Sugar? Cream? 

 

… 

… 

… 

 

B: progress. 

 

E: bah. 

 

… 

… 

 

A: it’s not real cream. It’s the processed kind. But it’s something.3 

Good to warm your stomach. 

 

E: fucking coffee. 

 

A: good to feel good about something. 

 

… 

… 

                                                           
3
 There is no sugar or creamer visible. As with the coffee, the text refers to the trope of something rather than the 

thing itself. 
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S: cold. 

 

A: hmm? 

 

S: coffee. 

 

A: is it? 

 

E: useless. 

 

A: we can think on the past, then. 

 

B: hmm? 

 

A: moments of happiness. 

 

E: bah. 

 

A: moments of anything.  

 

… 

 

B: sex. 

 

A: sure. 

 

B: tongue on my sex. 
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A: all right. 

 

E: hands on my back. 

 

S: torso. 

 

B: tongue in my mouth. 

 

S: hot. 

 

E: down my neck. 

 

S: pulsing. 

 

E: on my stomach. 

 

B: lips. 

 

E: feeling something. 

 

S: animal. 

 

E: feeling, feeling. 

 

B: tears. 

 

S: in my heart. 
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E: wanting. 

 

S: animal. 

 

E: craving heat. 

 

B: craving, craving. 

 

… 

… 

 

S: and then. 

 

B: gone. 

 

… 

… 

 

A: yes.  
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Seven 

The audience reflects. 

The actors pose the questions and sentences (below). 

Again, if the audience responds, it is okay. But a response should not be elicited.  

Silence is perfectly acceptable. We can trust it. 

 

S: I think what we were thinking was 

 

A: How did we grow up? 

What made us? 

What made us the way we are? 

 

S: I think what we were thinking was 

 

B: How we miss people. 

People we love. 

People we admire. 

People we never said ‘thank you’ to when we should have 

When we should have known better. 

 

S: I think what we might be thinking is 

 

E: How can we live better lives? 

Ones without trouble. 

Ones where we can rely on things and people, other people? 
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Eight: (group meeting/a story before the story) 

 

A: Hallo. 

Hallo. 

Is everyone okay? 

 

… 

 

So, we’re all friends here. We can say that. If we want. 

Or we can pretend to consider the fact that we may become friends after being here 

For some time. 

 

We’ve been here for some time already. 

We could use the word “friends.” If we wanted to. 

Coffee? 

 

… 

 

Listen, this is not therapy. 

We’re just here to talk, be with each other. 

Sometimes it’s good to do that. 

Even though I know 

It’s hard. 

 

Just last night I was thinking about how hard it is to have a good talk. 

I don’t think I’ve had one in years. 

Not one that hasn’t had something to do with politics, sex, or work. 
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I miss the art of conversation. 

Because it is an art, a real something between people. 

Do you know what I mean? 

 

B: feeling alone. 

 

A: that’s not what I… 

 

B: after all that has happened, 

I just feel alone.  

 

E: I want to hit things. 

 

S: isolation, violence. 

 

B: no. not isolation. Just alone. 

Like, we’re here, yes. 

But we’re alone. 

Even in this room. 

We’re alone.  

Alone with all our stuff.  

 

E: and the stuff in the world. 

 

B: and all the stuff we have inside. 

 

E: even when we let it out. 
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B: even when we want to hit things, yes. 

 

S: or kick things. 

 

B: we’re still alone. 

 

E: we’re still alone. 

 

ALL (EXCEPT A): ALONE. 

 ALONE. 

 ALONE. 

 

… 

 

B: and we can’t even see the future. 

 

E: what future? 

 

B: can’t even imagine it. 

 

E: What future? 

 

S: the one after.  

 

B: after this, yes. 

 

E: after the dying trees and the starving rabbits 

And the dead shopping malls. 
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B: And the bones.  

 

S: the bones of all those we loved. 

 

B: and all those we hurt. 

and all those we screamed at. 

 

E: and all those we hit. 

 

B: and raged. 

 

S: and touched. 

 

E: and gave our fists to. 

 

S: and our hearts to. 

 

B: and our mouths. 

 

S: and our lips. 

 

B: and our eyes. 

 

… 

 

Before our eyes. 

 

S: Before the ghosts of all that we carry with us. 
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E: we can’t imagine. 

 

B: because to imagine 

 

S: Would mean we thought there was something 

 

B: after this, different than this 

 

S: better than… 
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Nine: a conversation about utopia 

In the background, a window to the meeting hall may now be seen. 

If so, it makes the street outside visible. 

Or we simply see the sky change, as the passage from afternoon to evening occurs 

over the course of the conversation. 

 

A: well, it is possible that we could imagine something different about how things are run 

and who has liberty and who doesn’t and that sort of thing. Because in rooms not unlike 

this one, such decisions are made about our lives every day. Isn’t that right, Sam? May I 

call you Sam?4 

 

S: sure. 

 

A: in rooms just like this one. 

 

S: bigger rooms, actually. 

 

A: well… 

 

S: with better lighting. 

 

A: okay. 

 

S: and better coffee. 

 

A: the point being, Sam, the point being, there are rooms.  

 

S: of course. 

                                                           
4
 Sam could be any gender. The name is just a name. 
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A: like this one where the labor of imagination takes place: the labor of imagining a 

different state of things.  

 

S: the way things could be  

In the world.  

 

A: an alternative. Yes. 

 

S: a dream. 

 

A: In fact, some of us are dedicated to the pursuit of such dreaming. You are, for 

instance. 

 

S: not every day. 

 

A: but some days… 

 

S: sure, I spend hours and hours 

imagining another kind of city/country/place, 

but to tell you the truth… 

can I tell you the truth? 

 

A: of course. You can say anything here. 

 

S: really? 

 

A: anything. 

 

… 
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Anything 

 

… 

 

S: sometimes it feels very stupid, 

Small, 

Insular, you know? 

Because who cares what I imagine? 

 

There are those that never went to any kind of university that might be 

Probably are 

Much more capable at this kind of dreaming. 

 

They may have already seen the future. 

They may have already imagined it.  

 

Their dreaming may be inside us. 

Theirs, not ours. 

 

From years and years and years ago. 

From villages, huts, cabins, and caves. 

From the wilderness. 

from the ice. 

from the blistering sand and heat. 

from the ocean. 

from languages we will never speak. 

 

for all we know, we’re quoting them. understand? 
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… 

 

I’m just a person. 

Like anyone else. 

 

A: yes, but history. 

 

S: Did any of our wars teach us anything about the roles of victors and the conquered? 

We go into wars anyway. 

We seek power. 

We seek vengeance. 

We follow our greed or our pride or our blindness 

Or our madness. 

 

A: plenty of madness. 

 

S: And 

People die. 

Families are destroyed. 

Places are wrecked beyond imagining. 

 

Beyond imagining. 

 

Ruins. 

Where once there was life. 

 

 Ruins. 

 Where once there was once life. 
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And it is people in rooms who have done this. 

People in rooms not unlike this one. 

But with better lighting, and coffee or tea.  

 

A: well… 

 

S: Because what are we talking about? 

 

humans against humans. 

humans against animals. 

humans against nature,  

earth, water, and air. 

 

humans against everything. 

 

Listen. 

Listen. 

 

we are here. 

we are the ones left. 

 

in the cold. 

With the dying trees.  

and the hungry rabbits.  

and cereal that tastes like sand in our mouths. 

We are the ones left  

 

To imagine. 
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Ten: (group meeting/a story in bits) 

 

B: last night. 

 

A: This is not therapy. 

This is not religion. 

 

B: last night. 

 

A: We’re just here to talk, be with. 

 

B: I was freezing. 

 

A: yes? 

 

B: It was blazing hot, and I was freezing. 

Couldn’t stop shaking. 

Thinking of everything. 

 

 After all that has happened 

 After all that’s happened in our lives5  

 

B: Thinking of the way the marzipan pig felt in my stomach when I was a kid 

And how guilty I felt for eating it in the first place. 

Didn’t need it. 

Who needs a marzipan pig? 

 

                                                           
5
 These italicized lines could be said by the others, not B.  
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E: useless. 

 

B: I was so stupid and hungry. 

So selfish, stupid, and hungry. 

I should’ve given it to my neighbors. 

They were the ones who had nothing. 

They were the ones who couldn’t afford Christmas. 

 

Go to church, my parents said. 

Send your prayers up. 

The gods will hear you. 

There will be enough for everybody one day. 

It’s not up to us. 

 

S: one day, one day, we’ll be… 

 

B: It’s not up to us to make things better, make things right. 

 

S: one day we’ll be the future. 

 

B: it’s not up to us to change the world order. 

 

E: We can’t change things. 

 

B: World’s too big. 

 

S: it’s a project for millions. 
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B: Do something else. 

Get a job. 

 

E: Eat your cereal. 

Flax and seeds, chew, and swallow. 

 

B: Go shopping. 

Don’t look anyone in the eye. 

Don’t speak to your politicians. 

Don’t demand anything. 

Even when it seems impossible. 

Even when the noise gets so loud you want to burst. 

 

E: Stay quiet. 

Stay good. 

Stay dutiful. 

 

B: Head down. 

Arms at your sides. 

Quiet. 

Good. 

Stupid. 

Hungry. 

 

E: quiet. 

Good.  

Stupid. 

Hungry. 
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B: And when you’re tired. 

When you think the noise (of everything) will eat you alive 

 

E: Shout.  

 

B: Into nothingness. 

 

E: Scream.  

 

B: Into your pillow. 

 

E: Stare.  

At a wall. 

 

S: Hold it all in. 

 

E: Sweat. 

Tremble. 

Fear. 

 

B: But don’t let anyone see. 

 

E: Sweat. 

Tremble. 

Fear. 

 

B: Because the minute they do. 
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S: They will spot you. 

 

B: They will seek you out. And they will ask you for things. 

 

E: They will beg. 

 

… 

 

B: And it is then 

You must tell them. 

Listen, listen. 

 

E: I have nothing. 

I am nothing. 

 

B: But a poor miserable human being 

that just wants to go down the road without being scared for their life. 
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Eleven: an admission 

Time shifts. A kind of suspension. 

 

A: Normally, this is where I would say 

Okay. 

We’re done here. 

We’ve done our talking. 

We’ve shared our bit. 

Time to move on. 

Go out into the world and sort it all out for yourselves. 

You’re grown-ups, most of you. 

You can do it. 

Other people have done so before. 

Other people have lived through worse. 

 Far worse times than these. 

And they managed, right? 

 

Listen. 

Listen. 

 

Many of them didn’t even imagine a future, 

Because as far as they were concerned 

Tomorrow wasn’t another day. 

The end times were now. 

So, really, even if  

 

After all that happened 

We did think the world was over… 
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We did think the rabbits were stretched out against the snow 

Frozen, lifeless, with their little mouths open in fear. 

 

We’re here. 

Some of us. 

 

We walked into this room.  

We thought being in the presence of each other mattered. 

 

Despite our rage. 

And our shouting. 

And all the mess we carry around with us inside. 

 

… 

 

Let me tell you something. 

Just to. 

Well, just to be a person. 

Because you may be wondering 

Something about me. 

 

… 

 

The other day a friend showed me a photograph 

Of a piece of paper 

On which they’d written the following words 
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“After New York City 

After London 

After Madrid 

After Sandy Hook 

After Oslo 

After Boston 

After Kenya 

After Damascus 

After Charlie 

After Paris 

After South Carolina 

After Brussels 

After Hong Kong 

After San Bernardino 

After Turkey 

After Orlando 

After Istanbul 

After Bangladesh 

After Baghdad 

After Cleveland 

After Ferguson 

After Charlottesville 

After Parkland 

After Pittsburgh 

After Medina 

After Dallas 

After Nice 

After Aleppo 
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After Christchurch 

After…” 6 

 

Each phrase was crossed out with a black marker. 

Except for the last word, which was followed by an ellipsis 

That hung, suspended  

on the whiteness of the paper with an eerie kind of expectancy. 

 

 

They said that crossing out each phrase  

Was like placing a marker on a stone. 

They said that the piece of paper was too small 

But it was all they had at the time they took the picture. 

So, they took it anyway. 

 

They said that if they had to do it all over again 

The list would be, 

Should be, much longer. 

 

It could have started in Tokyo 

Or Kuwait 

Or Rwanda 

Or Beijing 

Or Columbine 

Or Oklahoma City 

Or Beirut 

                                                           
6
 This list is partial, of course. In each production, more cities where targeted acts of violence have occurred may 

be listed. The intention here is that the list be both local and global in its scope, but always one that cannot be 
finished.  
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But they didn’t want to make another list 

Because making this one 

Had been hard enough. 

And knowing 

They would eventually have to fill in all the “afters” 

 

And all the before’s too 

Was something they would rather not do just now 

Because they would rather do something else. 

 

Like, watch a cat video. 

Or see a child smile with wonder at the beauty of the world. 

Or play a game with a ball  

kicking under their feet 

heading for a concrete destination. 

 

… 

 

This friend of mine used to talk to me about success. 

Mostly about feeling as if they had not achieved much of anything. 

And that a great deal of the time they felt like a failure. 

Or well, like a student.  

waiting for the grown-ups at the table to tell them  

it’s okay, you’re one of us. 

 

I asked my friend what they imagined this table looked like. 

 

They said it was a stupid question. 



47 
 

Because the table was a metaphor. 

But I insisted. If you were to take a picture of it 

What would it look like? 

 

What would this table look like? 

 

There was a small silence between us. 

And then  

They took their camera, pointed it 

 

And said, 

Like this. 

 

A picture of the audience 
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Twelve 

The audience reflects. 

The actors share some observations 

 

S: If we’re to seek change, real change, and not just the echo of it, 

Then we must change the economic structures in which we live. 

 

B: It will take hard work 

Real commitment  

And a great deal of failure 

But in the end,  

We may achieve a different kind of world. 

 

S: What are we willing to do? 

What are we willing to give up? 

To live in societies of true caring and fairness? 
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Thirteen (group meeting/things we remember) 

 

E: sometimes I don’t think of anything. 

Even here in this room. 

My mind is blank. 

My heart is blank. 

My organs are blank. 

I am a vessel. 

Nothing more. 

I move through the world.  

Because I must. 

Because I do not know anything else. 

 

B: sometimes all I want to think about is joy. 

So, I make a list 

Of all the joyful things I remember. 

 

Good coffee. 

Great wine. 

 

a day in the park with no rush, no schedule, no clock. 

 Boundless time. 

 

S: Peonies blooming in a garden. 

The sight of them somehow magical as I walk down the street. 

 

E: The match. 

The win. 
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The brilliant game by my favorite team. 

The sheer audacity of players  

Absolutely in the moment 

Giving it their all. 

For the love of the sport. 

For the love of us. 

 

 For the love of us. 

 

A: Sand between my feet. 

Warm, soothing on a hot day. 

And then the rush of water. 

Cool. 

Cleansing. 

 

S: Holding them. 

My friends, lovers, family. 

 

B: The people I love. 

 

A: Just being with them. 

Not having to say a word. 

 

S: Because sometimes touch is all. 

 

B: Touch is all. 

 

… 
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A: Light. 

The light across the sky just before the onset of evening. 

The light of buildings lit as if from within. 

Windows and windows and windows of places. 

Where people live their lives.  

 

S: Imagine peace. 

Imagine kind words and actions. 

Imagine making up after a stupid fight. 

 

B: Sunday morning. 

Walking down the street. 

The sound of birds. 

The rustle of trees. 

 

E: Tomorrow is another day. 

Next week will be better. 

 

S: Feeling anything is possible. 

 Because sometimes it is. 

 

E: Sometimes it is. 

 Even when you feel blank. 

 

B: And then waking. 

 

S: Hopeful, alert. 
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B: Is it morning yet? Is the coffee on? Did I do the laundry? 

 

A: Looking out at the garden  

And the memory of trees, 

And the sound of animals 

Making their noise. 

 

S: Thinking there is good in the world. 

 

E: There is. 

There must be. 

 

B: And then a song, through the body, from some part of the brain. 

 

S: From some part of the city. 

Rising. 

 

B: rising. 

 

ALL: SHEER MAJESTIC BELIEF IN THE UNIVERSE 

 

The people in the room sing a song they share from memory, in harmony.  

It fills the space.7 

                                                           
7
 The song choice is up to each production team. Ideally, it should be a song that was popular once, something that 

the audience might well recognize in some way. Perhaps a folk song whose authorship cannot be traced directly. In 
the first two workshops of the play, the song was the 1960s pop tune “Downtown” made popular by the English 
singer Petula Clark. Whatever the choice may be, it should not smack of cool irony or winking naivete.  
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Fourteen 

The audience reflects. 

The actors share some observations. 

 

S: Sometimes you look up 

You think, yes, the sky is calling you to action. 

It is sending you a sign. 

 

B: Sometimes you want to rage at everything 

Even the earth. 

Because you feel as if you have let it down somehow. 

 

E: Sometimes it’s not knowing. 

Walking around with your hands in your pockets 

Wondering what you could have done with your life. 

 

S: Sometimes you think you’d rather not look. 

Let the sky send all the signs it wants. 

Because what can you do? 

 

E: what can you do? 

 

B: what can you do? 
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Fifteen: (group meeting/a matter of faith) 

 

A: Hallo. 

Hallo. 

Is everyone okay? 

 

… 

 

A: Coffee? 

It’s bad, but it’s coffee. 

 

E: faith. 

 

B: how’s that? 

 

E: been thinking about a lot about faith. 

 

A: This is not religion. 

Although sometimes it’s useful to. 

 

E: deep kind of faith that I had when I was a kid. 

Miss it. 

 

I mean, I would fall asleep at church.  

The service was always too early. 

My people would drag me. 

Nice clothes, combed hair, clean shoes, sleep. 

Except for the music. 
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When there was music I would wake up. 

And connect to something. 

Something bigger than me. 

 

B: like a song. 

 

E: a choir, a band, a person. 

It didn’t matter.  

But as soon as voices were lifted in space, 

I felt this…kind of… 

 

And I’d think. 

Why is everyone so serious? 

Why is everyone so happy? 

Palms raised to the sky. 

 Strange gesture. 

Why are they doing that? 

 

And then the music would be over 

And the person who was leading us through the service 

Would say some words, 

Usually about violence, 

And about not doing violence 

When there was/is  

so much violence  

all around us. 

 

S: like ghosts. 
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E: and people would nod. 

And mumble. 

And some would cry quietly. 

Tears streaming down their face. 

 

And others would just stare at the ceiling. 

Waiting for the words to be over. 

Because they knew words could do nothing. 

Against violence. 

 

But the person would keep talking. 

 

S: as if the world. 

 

E: as if what they were saying 

Still needed to be heard. 

“Against violence 

Practice no violence. 

Attend to the fragility of life.” 

 

while kids would fidget in their seats, 

Tug at their clothes, 

Itching to go outside and play 

Or fight 

Or eat sweets. 

 

Anything to get away from the routine of church 

And the words of that person 
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Who behaved as if they knew us, 

When they didn’t know us at all. 

 

And then the music would kick in again. 

Louder this time. 

 

B: heard for miles. 

 

E: and everyone would rise. 

 

B: rise. 

 

E: and walk back out into the light 

Thinking about the bills they had to pay 

And all the other troubles that beset them 

And on we’d go. 

  

S: because things need to get done. 

 

E: But now. 

I want it. 

 

Not the religion part. 

Not the organized thing.  

But the feeling of faith. 

 

The kind of feeling I had when the music would play. 

Yes, that feeling is what I want now. 
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A: what would you do with it? 

 

E: I think I’d look at the world differently. 

Think I’d be able to face things 

I don’t understand. 

 

Like, what happened… 

 

 

 After it all happened 

And we thought that the world was over8 

 

if I had faith, the kind I had when I was a kid 

I would draw a line. 

 

A: a map? 

 

E: a line in the dirt. 

 

 B: a circle for the bones. 

 

E: to imagine the next. 

 

B: a circle for the ghosts. 

 

E: and this line would feel infinite,  

because it would just keep going 

                                                           
8
 B & S may say these lines as well. 
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For miles and miles. 

 

 S: world without end. 

 

E: and it would make others look. 

 

B: as if the bones were on fire. 

 

E: because this line 

Made from the dirt of our beings, 

In the dirt of the ground, we walk upon 

With our bare feet,  

Helpless, poor, hungry, 

Would be a question.  

 

 S: there is a war in heaven, there is a war on earth. 

 

E: and this question 

In the shape of a line. 

 

 B: our cities are burning. 

 

E: would be one for those who sit in the halls of power. 

 

 S: our countries are burning. 

 

E: not here. 

with the bad light and the stupid coffee. 
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but those other halls. 

where it is said people walk with ice in their pockets. 

 

 B: ice in their bones. 

Smiles in their throats. 

While our cities are on fire. 

 

E: and this question would be so big, 

So impossible  

No one could answer it. 

 

B: The rage of the earth 

 As the ghosts rise. 

 

E: and it would make the ice in their pockets 

Glacier liquid down their put-together clothes. 

 

 S: Tinder the land. 

 

“Holler War” 

(May be sung or spoken as incantation, underscored. Although a single voice 

drives this section, the others should feel free to join in, even before the delineated 

moments.) 

 

B: There is a war on our streets. 

There is a war in our valleys. 

 

There is a war in the bellies of our children. 

In the bellies of our people. 
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In the hearts of our rivers. 

 

There is a war from another war. 

In the minds of those returned. 

In the minds of those living. 

In the hands of those long gone. 

In the cradle of our earth. 

 

There is a war whose face we do not see. 

Whose eyes we do not meet. 

Whose tongue we cannot touch. 

 

There is a war that calls to other wars. 

When we are bleeding. 

When we are kneeling. 

When we are martyred on the street. 

 

This is a war that cannot cease. 

 

Because we have forgotten the words. 

We have forgotten the power. 

We have forgotten the ways of the ancients. 

And the bitter cries of those in need. 

 

Holler, the war says. 

Holler, the war bleeds. 

 

As the icy smiles shatter the pulse of the raging earth. 
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S: You are the war,  

B: someone shouts. 

 

E: You are the war,  

B: someone pleads. 

 

ALL: You are the war that made me. 

 

B: And it is then that we say 

 

E: And it is then that we pray 

 

B: Make of me no other war. 

 

E: Make of me no other being. 

 

S: Let me be the one who cries. 

 

A: And tries 

 

ALL: To surrender to peace. 

 

“Holler War” ends.  

A moment. 
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Sixteen: a conversation about faith  

In the background, it may be night outside the window. 

If so, the street outside is visible, or simply the light and darkness of the world. 

 

A: of course, we think about faith, even when we don’t have it, even when we profess 

not to be particularly anything. 

 

S: atheist. 

 

A: exactly. 

 

S: well, it’s hard, isn’t it? because there is a courage in belief;. Because faith means 

what? Trust. To trust, to place your trust in something or someone based on incomplete 

evidence. I will love you. I will believe in you.  

 

A: or I will divorce you. 

 

S: But the point is, the ground is porous. The ground on which faith stands can’t be 

held. Because it exists in the space between. 

Let’s look at it this way: last night I was ambling down the road. The air was crisp. The 

sky was serene. I was no more than a few minutes from where I live. When I see an 

animal. 

 

A: on the road? 

 

S: Off to the side. 

 

A: hurt? 

 

S: no. just there. just being.  
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A: lost, then? 

 

S: Never had I seen an animal on this stretch of road before. So, to see a pair of eyes, a 

silky coat. 

 

A: deer? 

 

S: no, it wasn’t a deer. It was an animal. Unlike any I’d ever seen. And it was looking at 

me. And before you say anything, no, I wasn’t high. So, I thought should I contact this 

creature I don’t recognize? If I do, what will happen?  

 

A: horror movie. 

 

S: all sorts of images in my head. But I wanted to see it up close. I wanted to meet it. 

Which makes no sense.  

 

A: but in matters of faith… 

 

S: So, I approached it. cautiously. There was sound in the air. like bells.  

 

A: church? 

 

S: like stars. The way stars sound 

 

A: do they…? 

 

S: yes. The animal stood there. not a move. For a moment I thought it was scared. That 

it was looking for its way home. I stood before it. the animal stared at me. A world of 

time passed between us. The sound, the noise in the air seemed brighter, clearer… The 

animal smiled at me.  
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A: teeth? 

 

S: Like a smile. Like a person. And then hallo. 

 

A: it spoke? 

 

S: Just hallo. Not the word. But the feeling. And then it walked away. Down the other 

side of the motorway. Its silky coat gleaming in the first light of evening.  

 

… 
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Seventeen: (group meeting/the leaving) 

Time passes. 

Daylight. Or the feeling of… 

 

A: well. 

Is everyone okay? 

 

E: coffee. 

 

A: yes? 

 

E: it’s bad. 

 

A: I’ll make another pot. 

 

B: no. we should go. 

 

A: already? 

 

B: while it’s light. 

 

E: and the weather holds. 

 

A: I’ll put the coffee away, then. 

 

… 

 

B: it’s been interesting. 
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A: has it? 

 

B: to talk. 

say some things. 

 

S: be with each other. 

 

E: yes. I mean, at first I didn’t…  

At first I thought I’d get antsy, 

But. 

 

A: nothing wrong with. 

 

E: no, no I know. 

Like, antsy’ s whatever. 

But. 

 

… 

 

we’re still here. 

 

B: yes. 

 

S: even if the world. 

 

E: yes. 

 

B: even if it all still hurts. 
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S: and we don’t have cereal. 

 

E: we’re still here. 

 

A: yes. 

 

… 

 

B: are you, are you heading out too? 

 

A: no, I must clean up. 

 

B: well, I just wanted to say, 

just for the record, like if someone’s listening or something:  

 

A: resonance? 

 

B: I don’t like jokes. 

I thought you should know. 

I can’t tell them either. 

 

A: thank you. 

 

B: But I like singing. 

I’d forgotten how much I liked it. 

 

A: you should do it more often. 
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B: I think I will.  

I think I’ll sing in the street. 

Out in the open. 

Make some noise. 

 

E: bah. 

 

B: Gotta do something. 

 

… 

 

S: Meet tomorrow? 

 

A: sure. 

 

S: same time? 

 

A: okay. 

 

… 

 

B: how long you think this hall’s been around? 

 

A: before us. 

 

S: Way, way before us. 

 

E: amazing. 
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… 

 

B:  oh, I almost forgot… my name’s ________9 

 

E: my name’s  ________ 

 

S:  my name’s _________ 

 

A: Not Sam? 

 

S: No. 

 

A: Nice to meet you 

I’m _________ 

 

 

  

                                                           
9
 The actors should use their own first names in this section. 
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Eighteen: a dream 

Time shift. A kind of suspension. 

 

A: The water was blue. Very blue.  

I pretended I was in the ocean 

Even though it was a pool. 

 

I liked imagining the immensity of it. 

Feeling as if the water could go on forever 

And that no one could own it  

Not even us. 

 

My feet were hot. 

The water was cold. 

 

I felt naked to the world. 

But it didn’t matter. 

Because we all were. 

 

And we were all swimming 

With our hair and no hair and our sex 

And imperfect bodies. 

 

… 

 

Listen. 

It was last night. 
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It was a millennia ago. 

 

The trees were in bloom. 

Everything seemed possible. 

 

I was here. 

We were alive. 

 

It was a dream. 

 

Just like this one. 
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Nineteen  

The audience waits. 

The actors pose some questions. 

Again, as before, it is just a space offered for reflection. 

 

S: Where will you go tonight? 

 

B: What will you do after you leave? 

 

E: Will you remember who was sitting next to you? 

 

S: Will you see them again? 

 

A: Will you remember this moment? 

 

End of play 

 

 

 

 

 


