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LIZARD BRAINS
A Play in One Act

(The light of the early afternoon of a winter's daguggles to enter
an apartment bedroom through venetian blinds. mifiée touch to
the decor is visible beneath the clutter.)

(The debris from a passionate evening are scattabeait the room:
half empty glasses and wine /champagne bottlesileamurnt down
and out or still faintly glowing in the semi-darlgse and shoes and
clothes dropped about the room. In one corner&txlectric guitar
case stands propped against a wall.)

(Somewhere under and through the tangle of sheetsavers on the
bed a man and woman hold on to each other in sléég WOMAN
stirs and slowly sits up holding a sheet around dugaiinst the cold
with one hand and her head in the other. The MAbkd't move.)

(The WOMAN raises her head and looks about the raxadnslowly
breaks into a big, wide smile. SHE turns to find MAN in the bed
and lovingly strokes the hair from his foreheade AN groans
slightly then rolls over.)

(The WOMAN sits back up and strains to reach actosshard-
backed chair for her robe. SHE puts it on as SHiBds$ up, shivering
against the cold.)

(SHE crosses to a window and peeks out at theldaygh the slats
of the blinds. SHE lets the blinds close as SHEst@nd surveys the
wreckage in the room. SHE starts gathering clofhes the floor

picking her way over to the DS corner where theagudase stands.)

(When SHE reaches the guitar case SHE stops andsstzefore it
frozen. After a moment, SHE takes a quick glamac& bowards the
sleeping MAN in the bed, then all at once dropgtadiclothes gath-
ered in her arms onto the floor.)

(SHE kneels before the guitar case then reachetatiaind brings it

down onto the floor beside her. SHE runs her hatdsg the front of
the case until her fingers find the latches andhtB&IE flips open the
latches one at a time, sneaking a peak behind tireasleeping MAN
after the snap of each latch opening.)



(SHE opens the case and stares for a moment a&fdltric guitar
inside, its strap laid across it like a diplomagash. SHE reaches
into the case with both hands and carefully lifts guitar out and
cradles it in her lap.)

(SHE runs her hands around its contours and dowrsthings along
its neck. SHE gets to her feet, holding it befae bnd throws the
strap around her shoulder and slips its leathereatbund the knobs
on the guitar. SHE then lets go of the guitar ageld its weight as it
hangs from the strap over her shoulder and aroueddack.)

(Her left hand finds the neck and its fingers @rdund to find the
strings while her right hand moves to the stringerahe pickups.
SHE tentatively, quietly picks at a few stringdwtier thumb, check-
ing to see if the tinny unamplified sounds disttind sleeping MAN.
HE sleeps on.)

(SHE begins to pose and then move with the gutad,becomes
bolder as SHE imitates all of the cliché rock rl guitar player
moves and stances, making faces at an invisibleeaae.)

(SHE tries to duck walk a la Chuck Berry acrossftber, at which
point the MAN rolls over onto his back and raiseadelf up on his
elbow to see what's going on.)

(SHE doesn't see that he's watching her at first, freezes when
SHE sees him sitting up in bed.)

LISA: Hi.

COREY: Good morning.

LISA: It's afternoon... actually.

(Small PAUSE.)

COREY: How late in the afternoon?

LISA: Uh, | don't know exactly..(SHE awkwardly crosses to a bu-
reau, trying to keep the guitar from swinging whilalking, and picks

up her wristwatch.)t's one-thirty.

COREY: (Visibly relaxing.)Okay.
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LISA: Why? Do you have to be somewhere?

COREY: | always have to "be somewhere." Don't ggmember?
LISA: | remember.

COREY: Don't you have to go into your store today?

LISA: Not today.

COREY: |thought Saturday was a big business days of books
being bought by a public thirsty for knowledge.

LISA: Thirsty for gossip and trash.

COREY: You really haven't changed.

LISA: Not entirely.

COREY: Not at all.

(Small PAUSE.)

LISA: Aren't you going to ask me what I'm doinghwvijour guitar?
COREY: Nope.

LISA: No?

COREY: The Chuck Berry moves are a little passé.
LISA: Smart ass. How long were you watching?

COREY: Not long. Enough to know you weren't iniitgtme.
LISA: Don't flatter yourself.

COREY: It looked to me like your basic, generieery day rock
guitar moves.

LISA: | don't remember asking for a critique.



COREY: You know, | don't remember you ever playaigguitar
around me.

LISA: Air guitar?

COREY: You know. Like guys in high school whenythe listening
to music. (HE demonstrates a littlel¥n't that something you've
dreamed about doing?

LISA: No.

COREY: | guessit's a "guy" thing.

LISA: Yea. | guess all the guys want to be wheya gre now.
COREY: | know | do(Small PAUSE.po, what were you doing?
LISA: | was just curious.

COREY: About what?

LISA: How it felt.

COREY: So, how does it feel?

LISA: Heavy. This thing weighs a ton. | don't kntwow you can
stand it pulling on your neck.

COREY: Why don't you put her back in her case.

LISA: Are you afraid I'll hurt it?

COREY: You won't. Not unless you want to.

LISA: It would make sense, in a way if | trashed i

COREY: How so?

LISA: I'd be getting rid of the competition. Whdad you call it?
COREY: "Her." It's a "her." Her name is "Louise.

LISA: There was a time I'd have taken great pleagusmashing
Louise into a million pieces.
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COREY: Well, as much as I'd hate to lose thateguit can be re-
placed.

LISA: Success has spoiled yo(SHE crosses to the guitar case and
unstraps the guitar.You used to threaten to kill me if | even touched
her.

COREY: | was young and passionate. Now, I'm old passionate.
(LISA places the guitar carefully back in its case.

LISA: Yea, you're a fossil now. A rock dinosaur.

(SHE finishes putting the guitar away and closesdhse.)

COREY: Coming back to bed?

LISA: | thought you had to be somewhere.

COREY: Eventually.

LISA: Band related business, or some other woman?

COREY: Would you believe me if | said rehearsal?

LISA: | don't know. Should 1?

COREY: Well, like everything else, that's up taiyo

LISA: What do you mean?

COREY: Just what | said. | can't make you belietat | say. | can't
make you do anything. And | don't want to. What youis up to you.

LISA: Success has mellowed you too.

COREY: That's right. I'm spoiled and I'm mellowgda'm not going
to fight with you.

LISA: I'm not fighting.

COREY: No. But you're trying to start one.
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LISA: No, I'm not.

COREY: Okay, okay. Maybe not. Could be just the W seeing
things right now. Sure you don't want to get battk bed? It's cold
outside of these covers.

LISA: I don't know. Right now | just want... | jug/ant to stand here
and look at you. | never thought I'd see you tlayain.

COREY: Well, I'm here.

LISA: I'm not sure if it's a good thing or not.
COREY: Me either, if you want to be honest about i
LISA: Why not?

COREY: Same reasons you probably have. Our, @br. history
together.

(SHE wanders over to the chair and sits down.)

LISA: | really surprised you, didn't I? You ditleXpect to see me
last night.

COREY: No.
LISA: "No" what?
COREY: What do you mean?

LISA: "No -- you didn't expect to see me," or "Nalidn't surprise
you."

COREY: For God's sake. | just woke up, Lisa...
LISA: Which is it?
(Small PAUSE. HE sighs.)

COREY: You really surprised me, and no, | surentlidxpect to see
you.
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LISA: | see.

COREY: Isn't that what you wanted me to say?

LISA: Ifit's the truth.

COREY: It's the truth.

(SHE stands and wanders away.)

LISA: To be honest, | was more than a little suged myself. When |
first heard that you guys were coming back to téwhought I'd just
ignore it. But then, it was like everywhere | turthere was something
in the paper or on the radio or TV. | couldn't ggecheing reminded
that you were going to be here. And | started timglabout it -- you.
And me.

COREY: I'm glad you came.

LISA: Are you, Corey? | mean... are you reallydjta

COREY: Yea, sure.

LISA: You didn't look glad last night. You lookedscared.
COREY: | was surprised.

LISA: Why?

COREY: |didn't expect to see you again.

LISA: Ever?

COREY: Well... You never know.

LISA: Why didn't you think you'd ever see me a@ain

COREY: What's with you this morning?

LISA: Answer my question.

COREY: What's the point?
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LISA: I'd like to know.

COREY: You know damn well.

LISA: Do I?

COREY: Yea. You do.

LISA: You tell me.

COREY: |thought we weren't going to open anywilinds.
LISA: We're not.

COREY: So, let's just drop this, okay?

LISA: I'm only curious. Everybody sees things €intly. | already
know how | remember things.

COREY: Leave it alone, Lisa.

LISA: You don't have to be defensive.

COREY: I'm not being defensive. I'm being pradtica

LISA: You were never practical. | was always thagical one.
COREY: It's part of the new me.

LISA: (Lost in thought.)rfhe new you.

COREY: You seemed to like me last night.

LISA: |did.

COREY: Come back to bed.

LISA: Let's... Why don't we... (SHE crosses to side of the bed and
kneels on it beside him.) Why don't we...

(HE pulls her to him and kisses her, SHE kisseshziok.)

COREY: Why don't we what?
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LISA: Why don't we go do something together?
COREY: We can do lots of things right here.
LISA: We've already explored those possibilities.
COREY: Worth doing again, aren't they?

LISA: Let's do something with the rest of the day.
COREY: It's cold out there.

LISA: You'll live.

COREY: As soon as you get outside you're goingith you were
right here. All warm and cozy... and close.

(HE leans to her again, but SHE backs off the batiulls on his
arm.)

LISA: C'mon, Corey. Let's go play.

COREY: Play?

LISA: Yea. We can catch snow flakes on our tonglveke snow
angels... Make a snowman and a snow woman. We et that
much time.(SHE stops pulling but doesn't let gb9 we?
COREY: We have a little time.

LISA: Let's not waste it.

COREY: Maybe I should go ahead and take a shoes. h
LISA: All right.

COREY: I guess | don't need to shave...

LISA: Let me do it.

COREY: What?
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