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SYNOPSIS

The bees have gone, and the world struggles to kpep
with the resulting ecological and economic changes.
the midst of this, we meet Mel, a young woman whe h
found sanctuary on an agricultural compound, where
there's food and safety. She works alongside ajtrés,
also orphans or castoffs. Sarah and Zed, who rifatim,
hope that their next child will be a boy; Saralatshe end
of her fertility, however, and, to her dismay, M#ands
next in line to carry children for Zed. Into thusicertain
sanctuary steps Jonathan, an independent fielcross
who collects samples of plants to forestall addaioeco-
logical devastation. Meeting Mel provides a glimnoér
other kinds of scientific riches on this compouadd he
is determined to take her with him. Zed's histofyio-
lence makes any escape a dangerous propositiofill, S
there's the hope that something new can grow,stbraie-
thing good can come from the ruined world they gajie

to make theirs.
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CAST BREAKDOWN:

DEBORAH Late teens.

MEL 22, but looks younger.
SARAH Late 30s.
JONATHAN Late 20s.

The playwright strongly encourages casting from etiny
nicity for all of the roles.

TIME
In the future.

SETTING

Unit set should incorporate at least three diffepgaying
areas. First, a defunct orchard, with a few ved apple
trees: the trunks are gnarled, twisted, some bgntbn
ward the earth as if under a heavy burden. Theralao a
few models of what used to be essential farm maciin
in various states of disrepair or disarticulation.

Another playing area functions as the house -- llysaa
bedroom or sitting room of a simple, older stylenfa
house.

Then other playing areas can be suggested withwa fe
lights. All the action should move seamlessly frecene
to scene with no set change.
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AGE OF BEES

ACT ONE

(In the darkness: we hear snatches of very fuzdiprsta-
tions, and the whine and static of switching up dog/n

the dial. Some stations seem very far away, someang
what seems to be music from another century, others
seeming to be carrying on oddly unprofessional eosa+
tions about the state of roads or the price of goddnly
some of the reports are from actual news orgaronati--
some are clearly broadcasts from someone's baseonent
compound.)

RADIO TRANSMISSION: We got reports of the Cardi-
nal Switchgrass Toxic Cleanup field burning noand
the fumes are pretty bad there, so you better gl
berth... uh, winds out of the west, ten to twentjem
per hour -- $tatic) ...official count has reached 47,000
but unofficial reports put it much higher. Rumorks o
mass graves --Static) ...until the infection rates de-
crease, the governor has shut down traffic oncaites
-- (Static) ...And now we're getting reports about short-
ages of fresh produce, everywhere --
(Static) ...resistance to gentamicin, vancomycin,
ciproflaxicin, and the failure of the new 2nd geatem
drugs have led to new attempts with bacteriophages
(Static) ...the Cuyahoga camp is full. Please note: the
Cuyahoga camp is full -Static) ...the joint expedition
to find colonies of apis mellifera has been caltdtl
due to widespread threat of disease. It's unknoWwernw
another expedition -Static)

(Early morning light on a very old orchard. Halfdlrees
are dead, the other half are dying and, even thoitigh
mid-May, they're not in blossom. In the branche®rmd



tree, is a girl of 16 swings, trying to tune intonge music
on a small radio. This is DEBORAH. She's dressed in
simple skirt and t-shirt -- the skirt tucked betwéer legs
-- the pieces from different decades, oddly puttiogr.)

RADIO TRANSMISSION: ...No, those masks are no
good. The cartridges give out too quick, and themng
breathing in all sorts of crap ...

(O.S., there's the crackle of a walkie talkie, aDHEB-
ORAMH, surprised, drops her radio. She slips dovamfr
the tree, quickly turns off the radio, and listgns.

MEL (O.S.): Yes, I'm checking on them -- Yes...
WALKIE TALKIE: ( Mumbling, unintelligible).

(DEBORAH quickly runs to some old machinery, slides
the radio into a hiding place, and scrambles bapktle
tree, to hide herself in the leaves.)

MEL (O.S.): What? No. The perimeter sensors. Uit
Probably just a loose wire.

(A young person enters, dressed in work pants, yheav
boots, a sturdy shirt and vest, adjusting sometlinder
walkie talkie. This is MEL. She's about 22, tholmbks

like she could be much younger. From the way she's
dressed and her close-cropped hair, one would have
hard time guessing her sex.)

MEL (CONT'D): (nto the walkie talkig.I'll check the
rest, too, while I'm at it.Static) What? Then a female
voice cuts ir) Sarah? Under her breatt) Shit. (nto
the walkie talkie Hold on, Sarah. I'm in the old or-
chard. Just... wait 'til | get back up to the house



(She slips the walkie talkie into a loop on her kiait,
which also holds a number of useful tools. Sheiesra
mid-sized pack on her back, and she slips that off.

(MEL looks around, and then goes to the old machine
and opens up a metal panel. She pulls out whatappe
be an old pesticide jug. The top section has begna
function as a lid, which she pulls off, to reveatlaver
place to store her valuables. She pulls out a sléagfa-
pers, magazines, other remnants of printed matdrah
the container. She takes out what appears to lesvatdt-
tered sections of a newspaper from a pocket, chyefu
puts them with the rest of her collection, and ptathe
sheaf back into the pesticide container.)

(DEBORAH remains unnoticed, but is tense, alert.)

(Lid shoved back on top, MEL returns the contaitoeits
hiding place next to several other containers. ®his to
the edge of the orchard, and stops at what lodesdi tall
metal fence post, with a small solar array and asse
unit at the top of it. She begins to climb thédifbotholds
in the pole until she gets up near the panel. Shgsher
leg around the pole to hold herself in place anekeflup
her hands to work. The walkie talkie squeals, betdoes
not answer it.)

MEL (CONT'D): Just hang on. | can't be everywhate
once.

(Using her knife, she pries open a metal panel lpgsow
the solar array, and examines the wiring there. Nlea
while, the voice on the walkie talkie continues.)

WALKIE TALKIE: (Female voicg We were in the late
blooms, and she just disappeared. None of the sarks
her leave $tatig she just $tati she was there, and
then --
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(MEL continues to work on the repairs while she ries
to herself, ignoring the walkie talkie.)

MEL: God...
WALKIE TALKIE: Mel! Mel, pick up.

MEL.: (Still ignoring the walkie talki¢.Calm down,
Sarabh.

WALKIE TALKIE: She's gone. Deborah's run off --
MEL.: (Still ignoring the walkie talki@ She'll come back.

WALKIE TALKIE: Mel, she's gone! | was just in the
(Static) --

MEL: (Finally picking up the walkie talkigLook, Sarah,
I'm in the middle of something here!

WALKIE TALKIE: She's not in the house or her bed-
room... Oh Lord...

(From a distance, the voice of the walkie talkienes
closer, and then, a woman of about 39 or 40 entetk;
ing into the walkie talkie as she does. This is SARShe
is about 5 months pregnant, but walks with somerteff
She's dressed in more feminine clothes than MEL, St
she wears workboots.)

SARAH: (Still talking into the walkie talkig¢ I've
checked the house, out by the Empires, the Northern
Spy -- nothing.

(DEBORAH clings to the tree.)
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MEL: (In response to Sarah's arrivaMWhat the hell...?
SARAH: (Sees Me) Oh! Mel! Have you seen Deborah?

(SARAH turns off her walkie talkie, and puts ithar
bag.)

MEL: What are you doing out here?

SARAH: Deborah's gone.

MEL: She's probably taking a nap somewhere.
SARAH: She could be hurt!

MEL: | doubt that.

SARAH: She could wander too far, and thenA-c(amp
in her side) Oh!

MEL: Sarah...?

SARAH: It's nothing. Just a hitch.

MEL: You need to sit down.

SARAH: (The cramping becomes more inteh$®rd!
MEL: Sit down!

(SARAH lowers herself onto a stump, or rock, orrove
turned barrow.)

(MEL uncaps a small metal canteen and hands it to
SARAH, who takes a long drink.)
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SARAH: (Looking around Where on earth are we?
MEL: The old orchard.

SARAH: Goodness. | really did get turned aroundhaiVv
are you doing here?

MEL: Sensors. Mice are eating the wiring againsame-
thing.

SARAH: Oh. Regarding the treeps Oh, yes. Crimson
King.

MEL: What?

SARAH: | think that's what my grandfather said dbe
were. Crimson King -- or Chesney? Beautiful apples,
they were. $ighs) Poor things. There's just no use for
them anymore, is there. Zed says they'd make nice f
niture. Or firewood.

MEL: You'd cut 'em down?

SARAH: Oh, no! This was Grandpa Charles' original
stand, and they'll stay until the Lord takes theawial.

MEL: What about the rest?
SARAH: What about 'em?

MEL: | mean, these are dead -- And the rest ateo'far
behind them.

SARAH: These are just old, that's all. Our treesfae.
They're fine.
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(SARAH takes another long drink, sighs.)

MEL: You shouldn't be running around like this.
SARAH: (Sighs deeply Four months left.

MEL.: It'll go quickly.

SARAH: | don't mean to complain. This one feela\ier
somehow.

MEL: A big boy, then.
SARAH: (She smiles, despite herseWe'll see...

MEL: (Beat) Now come on -- let's get you out of the
heat.

SARAH: Oh, fine.

(SARAH hands the canteen back to MEL, who goes-to r
place it in her pack. At that moment, MEL catches a
glimpse of DEBORAH in the tree, but says nothing.)

MEL: You should head back up. It's a long walk.

SARAH: I'll be fine.

MEL: You're a big fatty, and you need your nap.

SARAH: Look for Deborah for me?

MEL: Don't worry. She'll turn up Quick glance up at the
tree) Now go.
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SARAH: Wait. Closes her eyes, and holds her hands out
in prayer) Lord, | come to you your humble servant.
(It's clear from MEL's response that she takes naine
this seriously) Dear Lord, hear me. | ask you for the
quick and safe return of Deborah to us now that you
have blessed her with tongues of fire. May we never
doubt your love, and may Deborah find serenityhia t
heavy mantle you've given to her. And be with Mel,
help her know your truth and light. Amen.

(SARAH looks to MEL, expectantly.)
MEL: Oh. Beat) Amen.

SARAH: Now. Holding out her hands to ME)_.Help me
up.

MEL: This is why you shouldn't be two feet frommaack-
ing chair. Getting SARAH on her fegtyou shouldn't
worry about Deborah. She's not as delicate as you
think.

SARAH: She's been touched by the spidts Ghe exit$
She's a child of God, Mel -- a child of God...

(And she's gone. MEL walks over to the tree, anddaip
into the branches.)

MEL: Child of god my ass.
DEBORAH: Hey!
MEL: Get down. Now.

DEBORAH: You're a bitch, Mel.
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MEL: Oh! Should I call her back?
DEBORAH: God! No!

MEL: So where were you going this time?
DEBORAH: Nowhere.

MEL: Ever since you ran away --
DEBORAH: | didn't run away.

MEL: Only because you got caught.

DEBORAH: (Laughs) But | was filled with the Holy
Spirit, Mel...

MEL: And now your mother watches your every move.

DEBORAH: Oh, she does not. She fell asleep whige w
were in the Pippins.

MEL: And you didn't think she'd notice when shekeo
up? Or that the other girls wouldn't care?

DEBORAH: The other girls like me.

MEL: That doesn't mean they'll keep doing your kvor
We have to get through the late blooms before dhe f
- we have rows and rows to finish, and it's gettatg
in the season.

DEBORAH: You worry too much.

MEL: Let's call her back, huh?
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(MEL takes her walkie talkie out of its holster.)

(Suddenly, DEBORAH gasps, and her eyes roll back in
her head, her body contorted in some vaguely asucif
shape. As she twitches and writhes, she speakgyirt-a
tural gibberish, which increases in pitch and voimmtil

she cries out and falls to the ground. After a beht be-
gins to laugh.)

DEBORAH: (Looking up at MEL You have to admit:
that's pretty good.

MEL: You don't worry I'll tell her?

DEBORAH: She wouldn't believe you. I'm the chilfl o
God, Mel. You're the heathen.

MEL: That's not funny.

DEBORAH: Come on, Mel --

MEL: What are you doing way out here, anyway?
DEBORAH: I just wanted to be alone.

MEL: You've got hiding places.

DEBORAH: So?

MEL: (More suspicioug What were you doing out here?
DEBORAH: Nothing! Never mind! I'm going!

MEL: Oh, no you're not. I'm walking you back. Jastd
on a minute.
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DEBORAH: Come on. Just say you saw me asleepein th
garden.

MEL: Now you want me to lie for you, too?
DEBORAH: Mel!
MEL: No. Now sit, and wait for me to finish. Sit!

(DEBORAH sits, reluctantly obedient, as MEL retutas
her repairs.)

DEBORAH: Jeez. Fine.Pause as she watches MEL
work)) | wasn't running away.

MEL: If you say so.

DEBORAH: That other time or now. | wasn't.
MEL: You go pretty far for not running away.
DEBORAMH: | just get sick of them. Don't you?
MEL: No.

DEBORAH: Well, you don't have to spend all dayhwit
them.

MEL.: | spend plenty of time with them.

DEBORAH: | guess. It's just... you're differenBegt)
I'm in the middle. Too old to be a kid, not old egh
to be taken seriouslyBgat) Do you think I'm pretty?

MEL: What?
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DEBORAH: Am | pretty? As pretty as my mother?
MEL: Sure you are.

DEBORAH: (Beat) All | wanted was a few minutes
alone. That's all.

MEL: Well, in the future, take your minutes somendn
else.

DEBORAH: Mel --

MEL: I'm not gonna tell you again: The old equiprhes
rusty and full of nasty things. Plus, it's too €ds the
perimeter.

DEBORAH: You're out here all the time.

MEL: To look after the sensors.

DEBORAH: Uh huh.

MEL: And it's not all the time.

DEBORAH: Really?

MEL: You have your hiding places, and | have milre.
not gonna tell you again: Stay out.

DEBORAH: Or what?
MEL: | know you don't believe me, but there aralre
dangers out there, Deborah. If you'd gotten faughp

you would have seen. And there are worse dangers yo
can't see --
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DEBORAH: Oh, yeah. | know. Loads of dangers. I\kno

MEL: You do.

DEBORAH: (As if reciting some frequently repeated ad-
monition) The old orchard is too close to the stream,
which leads to the road, which carries travelersp w
carry diseases --

MEL: All of which is true.

DEBORAH: OK. OK. | know.

MEL: Then act like it. Beat) You need to stay put or run
off like you mean it.

DEBORAH: I'm not running off --Beat) Fine.

MEL: Good.

DEBORAH: Well, you should be careful tod®dinting
to the Mel's hiding place | know what you've got
there.

MEL: Oh. So?

DEBORAH: Zed wouldn't like it.

MEL: And you're going to tell him? Tricky, thab tell
him what you saw, without saying that you were ¢her
to see it. You know what your father's like.

DEBORAH: Stepfather.

MEL: Whatever.

(Brief pause. Deborah smiles at her.)
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DEBORAH: So, if you can keep my secret...

MEL: Deborah...

DEBORAMH: | can keep yoursBgat) Deal?

MEL: Fine. Now, | need some tape for that wiring.
There's no way I'm gonna fix this alarm without it.
(Hopping down from the sensor upitCome on. [l
walk you back.

DEBORAH: Mel, come on. Just a couple more minutes.

MEL: Sarah told me to find you.

DEBORAH: And you always do what you're told?

MEL: Let's go.

(They exit. OS, we hear the voices of several yginhg
talking, laughing, singing. Afternoon shadows Iémgt)

(Then, a man enters the grove, dressed in plaiurdgt
clothes. He carries a large pack, perhaps with &eshift
crutch; he's hopping on one foot, clearly in pain.)

JONATHAN: Ow, ow, ow... Rausing to get his bal-
ance) Oh, shit.

(He takes off his pack and leans it against the,ttben
tries to put weight on his ankle again. He winces.)

JONATHAN (CONT'D): God damn it.He sits on the

stump or rock or barrow, and begins taking off inst
and sock It's swelling. Damn it.
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(He fishes through the pack, and takes out an alidany
field telephone. Cranks it several times. Listenisthe
response on the other end.)

JONATHAN (CONT'D): Who's this? Hey -- Andrew. It's
Jonathan.Rause) Jonathanl know | was supposed to
be back. | got a problem here Rause) Let me talk to
Thomas, OK?Rause, massages his ankleley, Tom.
(Pause) Well, the thing is... | twisted my fuckin' ankle
(Pause) Don't tell me that. | know thatPéuse) Yes,
well, | won't be getting any farther tonighPguse)
Fine. Pause) Fine. Looking around | don't know if
I'm in the right place though. | mean, there asedr
but if someone told you they were productive... Man
There's nothing here. Not from where I'm sittingy-an
way. (Pause) Yeah. Fine. I'll camp out here, and check
the place out in the morning. Though | don't kndw i
can start my bike like thisP@use) Don't send Andrew.
Andrew's a pussyP@use) Yes, I'll check in. OK? OK.

(He hangs up the phone, returns it to his packirés to
find a comfortable position.)

JONATHAN (CONT'D): God. Damn. It.

(Finally comfortable, he begins to doze. In thetatise,
we hear the voices of the young girls, joining ome
work song.)

(Afternoon shadows lengthen.)

(Then, MEL jogs into the orchard to return to thested
sensor. She sees JONATHAN, and stops abruptly.)

(She takes out her knife, and slowly approaches) him
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(MEL picks up a large stick or metal pole and prdus
injured foot.)

MEL: Hey, you!

(The pain jolts through him -- and he gives a |lyatp of
pain.)

MEL (CONT'D): Shut up!

JONATHAN: What the hell --

MEL: Don't move --

JONATHAN: Jesus!

MEL: (Brandishing her weapopStay right there!
JONATHAN: OK! But don't hit me. Again.
MEL.: 1 just poked you.

JONATHAN: Well, it hurt.

MEL: How'd you get here?

JONATHAN: How'd_youget here?

MEL: Stop it! How'd you get in?Looking up at the sen-
sors) Shit...

JONATHAN: | was crossing that creek and | slipped
(JONATHAN starts to show her his ankle.)

MEL: Just stay put! Stop!
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JONATHAN: Take it easy, take it easRdferring to her
knife) And maybe you want to put that away, son.

(A brief pause.)
MEL: You'd better get out of here.

JONATHAN: First, you tell me to stay put, now ytell
me --

MEL: Hey! Just get up -- slowly and get the hell out of
here.

JONATHAN: Look. I've had an accidentSi{owing her
his ankle) See that?

MEL: | don't give arat's ass.

JONATHAN: (Overdramatizing the injury It might be
broken

MEL: It's not. Beat) Come on! Get up!

JONATHAN: Or what. You'll beat me senseless?

MEL: Don't think | won't!

JONATHAN: Do | look dangerous to you?

MEL: I'm telling you, for the last goddamned time

JONATHAN: Come on! I'm injured! Hungry! Com-
pletely defenseless!Spe backs off a bit. He reaches

down to rub his ankl@ You really got me good, kid.

MEL: (Referring to his ankl¢ It's just sprained.
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JONATHAN: So?

MEL: Sa If you bound it up --
JONATHAN: What.

MEL: (Beat) Then you could go.

JONATHAN: OK. Jesus.L{ooking in his pack | don't
think | have anything though.

MEL: | might. I mean, if it will get you to leave.

JONATHAN: Gee, | don't know. The hospitality hese
so warm, and friendly.

(Keeping her knife close, she starts to take a tf@ngs
out of her pack.)

MEL: (Producing some grafting tage/Ne can try this.
JONATHAN: Tape?

MEL: Grafting tape. It works for broken branches.
(Shrugs) Come on.

JONATHAN: Yes, sir.
(He hikes up his trouser leg to expose the injuekle.)
MEL: Put it up on your pack or something.

(He does so, and she begins bandaging his ankleirngo
quietly, firmly.)
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JONATHAN: (Lying.) | guess I'm kinda lostShe doesn't
respond) Is this... some kind of farm or something?
(Again, she doesn't respahdHey! Ow! Take it easy,
will you?

MEL: Sorry.

JONATHAN: It's OK. Beat) I'm Jonathan. No re-
sponse And you are...?

MEL: What?

JONATHAN: Your name. What's your name.
MEL: Why?

JONATHAN: Just trying to be friendly.

MEL: Oh. Mel.

JONATHAN: Mel. Hi, Mel. I'm Jonathan.
MEL: You said that.

JONATHAN: | did.

MEL: Not that | give a damn.

JONATHAN: Jesus, you have some mouth on you.
MEL: (Lying.) Sorry.

JONATHAN: You live here, Mel?

MEL: You ask a lot of questions.
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JONATHAN: I'm a curious guy.

MEL: You shouldn't be.

JONATHAN: | think you have to ask questions.
MEL: No, you don't.

JONATHAN: How else do you find out about things?

MEL: Maybe you don't need to knowBdat) There.
You're done.

(She grabs her knife again, and stands at a digtaas he
replaces his boot.)

JONATHAN: | told you. I'm not dangerous.

MEL: That's what you say.

JONATHAN: | give you my word.

MEL: Zed would say that makes you one cheap bdstar
JONATHAN: Zed?

MEL: Zedekiah.

JONATHAN: Are you making that up?

MEL: No.

JONATHAN: Poor Zed.

MEL: What?
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JONATHAN: It's a sad name. A sad name and a sad
place. Look at these old things...

MEL: Well, theserees don't produce. But Stiuts up
JONATHAN: But what?
MEL: Nothing.

JONATHAN: You've got others?S{lence) You must. |
mean, | can smell the blossoms.

MEL: There's no way you can smell that from here.
JONATHAN: Ah ha!

MEL: Shit.

JONATHAN: What kinds of trees? Can | see them?
MEL: No. (Beat) Stand and see how it does.

(JONATHAN hoists himself up, steadying himself wigh
tree.)

JONATHAN: The tape feels good.

MEL: Well? Come on. Put weight on it.

JONATHAN: Jesus, you're bossy. OK. Here goes.
(JONATHAN gingerly steps down on the injured ankle,
gradually putting more weight on it, until -- helgg and

stumbles back to the ground.)

JONATHAN (CONT'D): Sorry. ®itting back down
Nice try.
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MEL: What are you doing?
JONATHAN: I'm not going anywhere tonight.
MEL: But --

JONATHAN: Look: You can either put me out of my
misery or let me camp out here until | can walk.

MEL: You don't understand --

JONATHAN: How about -- one night. To start. If lake
any trouble, you can drive me offBat) Just one
problem: I'm running low on supplies --

(He heaves his pack closer, and MEL looks towasl th

house, nervously. He takes out several things outi

pack, including some papers, a bundle of pencild tee
gether with a rubber band, and a number of smalls9

JONATHAN (CONT'D): If you could spare any food --

MEL: Forget it.

JONATHAN: | mean, for a trade. Come on...

(Then, a few books emerge from the pack, whichheatc
MEL's attention.)

MEL: Wait. (Eyeing the book¥sA trade?
JONATHAN: Yeah. What do you need .Stérts to lay
out a few small tools that might be of intergstar-

monica? Compass? Flint? Take your pick.

MEL: (Points to the booksWhat about those?
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JONATHAN: Oh... Sure.
MEL: Any of them?

JONATHAN: (Picking through them Well, not this one.
Or this one. And... | need this one.

MEL: (Quickly grabbing the one book 18fSo this one
then.

JONATHAN: (Begrudgingly) Fine.

MEL: (Reading the cover"The ABC and XYZ of Bee
Culture." Must be old.

JONATHAN: Ancient. Deal?

(He holds out his hand to shake on it, but MEL giahds
up, leaving the book on the ground.)

MEL: OK. I'll be back.
JONATHAN: Aren't you going to take it?

MEL: Doesn't seem fair to take it before you hgoear
trade. Beat) Now -- You need to stay put.

JONATHAN: Yes sir.

MEL: I'm serious. You can't wander anywhere -- You
need to stay right here

JONATHAN: I'm not going anywhere. Believe me. But
you're coming back, right?

MEL: Yeah.
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JONATHAN: Promise?
MEL: No. But I'll be back.
(She exits.)

JONATHAN: OK, then, Mel.

(He takes a small handcrank radio and maps outisf h
back, cranks it several times, and begins to diata a
favorite station.)

RADIO TRANSMISSION: ...all the way up to the Fin-
ger Lakes. Just be careful is all --Ch@@anges chan-
nel) ...we've got reports of new infection zones piste
by the governor, so mark these counties: Erie,dioey,
Medina, Wayne --Ghanges channglNo signs of Vi-
ola purpurea, pedunculata SPP at 46.78101 N,
92.11797 W...

(Happy, he turns to the maps.)

RADIO TRANSMISSION: ...Vaccinium occidentale no
longer at 44.96185 N, 93.26684 W -- and, um --ma si
gle specimen of Celtis douglasii, pallida at 47 &B8|,
93.37179 W...

(He begins to mark locations as the crackling vaioae-
tinues to list plants and the latitude and longgwdhere
they no longer exist.)

(As afternoon gives way to evening, crickets bégicall
out in the growing dusk.)

(Finally, MEL returns, a bag bulging with varioutems.
She stops at some distance, watching JONATHAN as he
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pores over his maps. Just then, the angry maleevoic
erupts from her walkie talkie, and JONATHAN quickly
turns.)

WALKIE TALKIE: ( Male voice grumbling Sarah. God-
damn it, Sarah...

(MEL turns down the sound.)

JONATHAN: Shit. You scared me.

MEL: Sorry. What's all that?

JONATHAN: Work.

MEL: | didn't mean to interrupt.

JONATHAN: It's OK.

(He puts aside the maps. She hands over a smatkpar
with bread, hardboiled eggs, a tomato. Her knifsnains
in her other hand.)

MEL: Here.

JONATHAN: Thanks.

MEL: Sorry that's all.

JONATHAN: It's fine. Unpacking it) Better than fine.

(He finds the tomato, which he eats. She walksribiee
map, curious.)

MEL: OK. Good. I'll -- try to check in before daght.
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(The male voice on the walkie talkie grumbles agamd
she steps away from him.)

JONATHAN: You're going?

(She nods.)

JONATHAN (CONT'D): You're not going to have any?
(She shakes her head.)

JONATHAN (CONT'D): Suit yourself.

(He unwraps a few eggs from a cloth, and she lets h
knife hang loosely at her side.)

JONATHAN (CONT'D): Hard boiled?
MEL: Yes.

JONATHAN: (He cracks one on his head, and begins
peeling it) Nice. The last eggs | ate were raw. A pi-
geon, | think. §he smiles, finding herself interested in
his story) It's not very nice to eat raw eggs, but when
I'm out, I've learned to eat what | can, when |.camd
raw eggs aren't as bad as other things | could have
eaten. Well, I'd never eat a rat or anything. loh stu-
pid. (Eating the first egg. A moan of pleasgr&h my
god...

MEL: (Beat) Who are you?
JONATHAN: Excuse me?

MEL: I've heard about men like you.
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JONATHAN: Men like me? I'm not sure what that
means.

MEL: People who wander about, seeming to look&or
handout, but they're there to strip the copperngiri
from your house, or something like that.

JONATHAN: Well, I'm not here to do anything likieat.

MEL: Then what are you doing?

JONATHAN: Currently, | am a hobbled eater of eggs.

MEL: A thief?

JONATHAN: I'm not stealing anything.

MEL: You have my food.

JONATHAN: We made a trade.

MEL: Oh... Right.

JONATHAN: So I'm not a thief.

MEL: A drifter then. Well, that's what Zed callsem. He
says you don't think of them as robbers. They steal
right in front of you, smiling as if they belongette. A
robber you might chase out of your house. A drifter
well, you might just hand them your money before
they've asked where it's hidden.

JONATHAN: I'd bet you Zed's never seen any kind of
robber. Or drifter. Outside of his own imaginatitimat

is. It's people who never go anywhere who have the
most detailed conceptions of the dangers beyond the
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door. I've been all over the place, and I've nemne
across anyone half as dangerous as the Zeds of the
world.

MEL: Don't say that.

JONATHAN: Why? What's Zed going to do? If Zed is
like any of the other Zeds I've met, he's too bdi®pol-
ing in his sleep to come out and give me any tr@ubl
He's too busy diddling his uncooperative dick terev
step to the window.Yelling) Right, Zed? You wanna
come fight a cripple?

MEL: Stop it!

JONATHAN: (Yelling) Or are you too fat and lazy to
step outside?

(Quickly, she's on him -- one hand on his moutd kihife
against his throat.)

MEL: | told you to stop! $he listens for any sounds in
the distancg You think you know what you're dealing
with? You don't. If Zed were to find you here, he
wouldn't politely ask you to leave. Nine months ago
one of his own children came into the world defadme
Healthy, but one of her legs wasn't right. Zed tbek
into his arms, and, without a word, snapped hek.nec
That's who Zed is.She listens agaip Now. Are you
going to be quiet?

(JONATHAN is still and quiet. She removes her Hemah
his mouth.)

JONATHAN: Jesus! Yes! Now get the hell off me.
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(He pushes her off of him -- and at that momeralizes
the truth about MEL.)

JONATHAN (CONT'D): Oh. Jesus.

MEL: Oh!

(Beat -- both processing this new info.)

JONATHAN: Oh my god! | can't believe I --

(MEL starts to gather her things.)

JONATHAN (CONT'D): Wait -- Don't go. I'm not going
to hurt you. Please! Don't go! Please, Mel -- Shit!
That's probably not even your name.

(Pause.)

MEL: Melissa.

JONATHAN: What?

MEL: Mel is for Melissa.

JONATHAN: Right. Of course.Beat) You really had
me fooled. He looks at her agaih | mean, | see it,
now --

MEL: God... stop.

JONATHAN: I'm sorry, Melissa.

MEL: Don't --just. Forget it..

(She gets her pack and starts to go.)
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JONATHAN: Wait. Melissa --
MEL: | said don't! No one calls me that. No one.

JONATHAN: OK. Beat) Just -- don't go. I'm no more
dangerous now than | was before. I'm a lamb. Tnest

MEL: (Shaking her heall I've broken enough rules for
one night.

JONATHAN: Well, if you're breaking rules, that ksafor
a celebration!

(He reaches into his pack to retrieve something.)
MEL: I'm not 12. It's not like you can --

(He brings out a small specimen container and opéens
for her.)

MEL (CONT'D): Oh...
JONATHAN: Ta da! Beat) Come on. Try one.
MEL: What are they?

(He reaches into the container to show her a snhagu-
tiful berry.)

JONATHAN: Blackberries. Ropping it into his mouth
and sucking on if Mmmm.

(He holds out the container, and she kneels near, hi
reaching in and choosing a single berry. He putethar
berry in his mouth, and, finally, she follows suit.

MEL: Mmmmm!
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JONATHAN: Don't chew. Just suck on it. Push thaye
against your teeth to find the seeds. There'sourech
of them. He spits one out onto the tip of his finger to
show her) Like this. She spits a couple of seeds out,
carefully.) There you go.Beat) So. Tell me. What's
wrong with "Melissa"?

MEL: (Shrugs) No one calls me that. Not anymore.

JONATHAN: Okay. You live here?

MEL: Yep. | work here. In the treeBdat) Apple. We
have a pretty big orchard -- just over that hill.

JONATHAN: He was right!

MEL: Huh?

JONATHAN: Nothing. Beat) Here: put the seeds in
here. Holding out the container. Trying a new tacjic:
You work here?

MEL: I'm a pollinator.

JONATHAN: No kidding. Pollination's a hard job. |
guess most families need their kids to pitch in.

MEL: This isn't my family.
JONATHAN: Oh. Where's your family?
MEL: Dead.

JONATHAN: Sorry.
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MEL: It's OK. Beat) Seems like a long time ago. My
parents were going to take me out of the city wénes
ryone started getting the flux, but then they gok 00

JONATHAN: I'm sorry, the what?

MEL: The flux. Fever, headaches, these sores\al o
your body, the coughing... It was awful, how thepk
coughing up all this blood. You've never heardt®f i

JONATHAN: No, | have. | just... thought it was leal
something else.

MEL.: | tried to take care of them -- but | wastjaskid.

JONATHAN: You... took care of them? When they were
sick?

MEL: Yeah. Why.

JONATHAN: Nothing. Beat) So how'd you get out
here?

MEL: Well... After my parents died, | didn't knowhat

to do. | stayed in our apartment for a few dayand
then they started to smell. | know, it sounds lbderi |

still didn't want to go, but it just smelled... Scaw a
caravan of people leaving the city. | packed ashras

| could in these two big suitcases. You should have
seen me, dragging these suitcases down the midldle o
the street. | begged them to let me come with them.

JONATHAN: Where were they going?
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MEL: I'm not sure any of them knew, really. Away.
Just... away. After a couple of days on the roaab-I
ticed a man in a truck, following us. When we sibp
he said he'd take us to a refugee camp. The next-mo
ing, when | woke up, everyone else had gone. It was
just me, and the man in the truck. He said evergise
left for the camp, but that he had work for me] if
wanted it. That was Zed. He drove me here. And I've
been here ever since.

JONATHAN: So... it's you and Zed?

MEL: And Sarah. And a bunch of little girls.
JONATHAN: No boys?

MEL: (Shrug) Zed says girls are good climbers.

JONATHAN: | guess. Beat) Maybe when my ankle's
better, maybe you can show me the trees.

MEL: No.

JONATHAN: Why not?

MEL: It's not safe.

JONATHAN: Is it safe here?

MEL: Mostly. Well, except for you.

(They smile. MEL eyes the container of berries.)
JONATHAN: Have another.She takes one, as does he,

and they suck the tart juices from the berjiesly
mother used to talk about my grandmother's stand of
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blackberries. She used to tell me about being@eirtio
fetch a pail of berries, and eating twice what cheied
back, her fingers stained deep red.

(MEL sucks at her fingertips and rubs her handshen

trousers as JONATHAN spits a few seeds into the con

tainer.)

MEL: Why do you want the seeds?

JONATHAN: To save them.

MEL: Why?

JONATHAN: It's what | do. Qffering the container
again) Last one.

MEL: | shouldn't. My fingers will give me away.
JONATHAN: (Laughs) You're already given away.
(He shows her his tongue.)

MEL: Shit.

JONATHAN: It's getting dark. No one will see.

(A brief silence. Abruptly, she stands.)

MEL: | should go.

JONATHAN: Oh -- OK. Beat) Don't forget your book.

MEL: (Leafing through the paggswhy do you have a
book about bees?
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JONATHAN: | don't know. It smells good. It has eic
pictures.

MEL: | can read.
JONATHAN: Of course.

MEL: (Reading from the table of content®iseases...
enemies of bees... Foulbrood? Pretty gruesome.

JONATHAN: | guess so.

MEL: Sarah says it's punishment.

JONATHAN: Wait -- Who's Sarah?

MEL: Sarah owns this place.

JONATHAN: With Zed.

MEL: Yeah. Sarah says it's God's wrath upon &, tthe
bees are gone. People worshipped money, and posses-
sions -- we brought it on ourselves. And when we ar
pure again, she says, they'll return, and we'llike
Moses, in the land of milk and honey.

(Beat.)

JONATHAN: That's the dumbest thing I've ever heard

MEL: Well --

JONATHAN: The bees left because of some religious

imperative? What's next? Locusts? Killing all thestf
born?

42



MEL: |didn't say I believed it.

JONATHAN: Really?

MEL: The bees are gone. God or not, they're gone.

JONATHAN: | think it's pretty cowardly to blameatl on
God. Or morality. At least, it's cowardly not tonaitl
that we had anything to do with it.

(MEL walks toward her hiding place in the machingry

MEL: Do you think they're gone? For good?

JONATHAN: Probably. We probably deserved that.

MEL: Who's getting moral now?

(She slides the book in between two pesticide o)

JONATHAN: What are you doing?

MEL.: 1 live with a lot of nosy girls. It'll be saf here.

(The voice on the walkie talkie grumbles.)

MEL (CONT'D): | need to go.

JONATHAN: Really?

MEL: There's always someone calling after me, gbva
something else for me to do Bdat) They'll notice.

JONATHAN: I'm sure they will. Beat) Well, Melissa --

MEL: Mel.
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JONATHAN: Mel. Thank you for your kind attention.
MEL: OK. Now remember --

JONATHAN: Stay here, and stay quiet.

MEL: Yes.

JONATHAN: Or Zed will snap my neck.

MEL.: It's not a joke.

JONATHAN: Who's joking?

(Pause.)

JONATHAN (CONT'D): See you in the morning?
MEL: ...Maybe.

(JONATHAN watches her leave. And he smiles.)

(SOUND CUE: a cacophony of girls singing and thezfu

and whine of tuning in and out of radio frequengies

(Early morning. Somewhere, a single bird calls, aa&fp
edly, for a mate. JONATHAN is sleeping againsiplaisk,
while MEL is sitting on an old tractor, reading tth®ok

JONATHAN gave her, a small pack next to her. Sheshe
the bird call, and whistles back. This wakes JONANH

with a start.)

MEL (CONT'D): 'Morning.

JONATHAN: Jesus! You shouldn't sneak up on a guy.

44



MEL: | didn't sneak. | walked. | walked in, sawuwo
sleeping, and decided to wait for you to wake w.
guy like you should learn to sleep less soundly.

JONATHAN: | sleep like a new mother. You sneaH. I'
bet on it.

(She smiles at this, and puts the book down.)

MEL: | brought you breakfast. And a new bandage fo
your ankle.

JONATHAN: Are you my protector now?
MEL: | guess so.

(She hands him the sack of food, which he prodeeds-
vour.)

JONATHAN: Excellent.
MEL: Foot up. Let's fix this.

(During the following, MEL quickly and effectivelg-
wraps his ankle with an ACE bandage.)

JONATHAN: Tomatoes. The breakfast of champeens.
You eat a lot of tomatoes around here?

MEL: They're easy. They pretty much take carehef-
selves, you know.

JONATHAN: What about apples?

MEL: What about '‘em?
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JONATHAN: You have an orchard full of ‘'em. Doesn't
guy get an apple, too?

MEL: Those aren't for eating.
JONATHAN: Then... what are they for?
MEL: Selling.

JONATHAN: Are you telling me you don't eat any of
them?

MEL: Well, if there's fallen fruit.
JONATHAN: But everything else --
MEL: Zed takes away.

JONATHAN: Well. That's just mean.
MEL: (She smile$ All right. Try that out.

(She returns to the tractor, and JONATHAN tries rilegv
wrap, gingerly walking around the orchard.)

JONATHAN: Hey. That's pretty good.
MEL: You're still limping.
JONATHAN: It hasn't been very long.

MEL: 1| don't know how you'll make it out of hereno
foot.

JONATHAN: You thought | walked here?

MEL: What -- you flew?
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JONATHAN: No. | have a bike.

MEL: A what?

JONATHAN: Motorcycle.

MEL: You do not.

JONATHAN: | sure do.

MEL: Where is it?

JONATHAN: Nowhere you'll find it. Beat) See, I'm not
totally useless as a man living on his own. | know
enough to stow my ride so it's not stolen by neter-
wells like you.

MEL: Well, good for you.

(She goes back to reading, and he goes back tcexyng
working out his ankle.)

JONATHAN: | haven't seen anyone else. You suresthe
some gang of girls up there?

MEL: Yup.
JONATHAN: Nobody's come down here.

MEL: Nobody's supposed to. The girls stay pretose
to the house.

JONATHAN: You're here.
MEL: | can take care of myself.

JONATHAN: Yes, you canBeat) Is that my book?
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MEL: My book.

JONATHAN: Right. What do you think?

MEL: Good. It's kinda... sad, though, in a way.
JONATHAN: What do you mean?

MEL: Well, here we are: we've kept bees for --ubends
and thousands of years.

JONATHAN: Well, it's hard to say that we kepem --

MEL: OK, but... even thousands of years ago, floeynd
them, and took them in, the bees.

(She leafs to the section of the book about theptiams,
and shows it to him.)

MEL (CONT'D): Here. The Egyptians. Did you read
this?

JONATHAN: (Looking at the page. LyingNot really.

MEL: (Paraphrasing what she sees th¢ell, they had
ways to lure them, to feed them. They had medicines
for them -- they knew all this -- and yetBgat) What
if they're out there? Waiting?

JONATHAN : Waiting for what?
MEL: Us? Beat) | don't know why | should read all this
-- Now, that is. Now that they've all gone. It'&eli

learning a language I'll never speak. Or findingnap
to a place that no longer exists.
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(She shoves the book back in its hiding placeolngiso,
she cuts her hand, slicing the palm deeply.)

MEL (CONT'D): Ah -- shit!

JONATHAN: Let me see that --

MEL.: It's just a little scrape.

(He inspects the cut, which is bleeding quite Hggvi

JONATHAN: Man -- you don't do things half way, do
you.

MEL: It's OK.
JONATHAN: It's not. Sit.
(She does. He gets his canteen to wash the cut.)

JONATHAN (CONT'D): This is deepBfgat. He regards
her as he tends to her wouptlVe should sew it up.

MEL: OK.
JONATHAN: It's gonna hurt...
MEL: | don't care.

(He pulls out his first-aid kit, which includes lb@asuture
supplies. He daubs on some disinfectant, etc.)

JONATHAN: You sure?$he nod3 Don't look.

MEL: I've seen worse.
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(She continues to examine her own cut.)

JONATHAN: Really. Don't look. It'll make me nenu
Talk to me.

MEL: About what?

JONATHAN: | don't know. The orchard. | still wansae
those beautiful trees.

MEL.: |told you: That's not safe.
JONATHAN: What about at night?
MEL: Alarms.

JONATHAN: Oh.

(She inhales a bit at the first stitch.)
MEL: You some kind of doctor?

JONATHAN: (He laughs) No. Just a man of many tal-
ents.

MEL: Stitching up cuts is a talent?

JONATHAN: Well, it comes in handy in my line of
work.

MEL.: | thought you were a freeloader.
JONATHAN: No, I'm a gatherer. A collector.
MEL: Of seeds.

JONATHAN: Uh huh.
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MEL: And how are you not a freeloader?

JONATHAN: | don't take everything. | replant some
seeds there on the spot, and | take samples aftthe
ers.

MEL: What's the point of that?

JONATHAN: There are libraries of seeds -- seedkban
all over the world, to save what can be saved.

MEL: And who runs that -- the government?

JONATHAN: Which government is that? No, farmers.
Scientists.

MEL: You work at a -- library?

JONATHAN: No. | bring my seeds to a lab, whereythe
collect them, catalogue them, and send them tgdkd
libraries, so that they can be grown, and harvested
saved again --

MEL: So, you are thief.

JONATHAN: | prefer to think of myself as a rescuer

MEL: They wouldn't be able to survive without you?

JONATHAN: They might survive just fine. We, on the
other hand --

MEL: What?

JONATHAN: Let's just say we have a lot to learn.
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(JONATHAN pauses with the bloody bandana, which he
then pockets carefully without letting MEL see.)

MEL: What are you doing here?
JONATHAN: Huh?
MEL: Are you here for seeds?

JONATHAN: (Lying.) No, I told you. | got lost. | just -- |
got lost, twisted my ankle. Lucky thing | found you

MEL: Yeah. Beat) So, you travel a lot.

JONATHAN: I'm always traveling.

MEL.: Is it scary -- out there?

JONATHAN: Sometimes it is. It depends on who you
meet. Mostly | go where | don't meet anyone. 'Cause
mostly, people suck.Bgat) There's an advantage to
living out where everyone else has abandoned hope.

MEL: Why?

JONATHAN: Because that's exactly where you find it
(Bandage complete Well, you're all done. Keep it
clean.

MEL: | will.

(They stand, close enough to kiss. After a mond@itiA-

THAN steps back, wobbling a bit on his bad ankl&LM

steadies him, and they laugh.)

JONATHAN: We're a pair, aren't we.
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MEL: (Beat) | need to go.
JONATHAN: You just got here.

MEL: But if I'm gone too long --
JONATHAN: You'll be missed. | know.

(She smiles, and turns to go. Then, she comes bhadk,
quickly kisses him on the cheek.)

MEL: Thank you.
(She runs off.)
JONATHAN: ...You're welcome.

(After a beat, he goes to his pack, and his phbleegives
it a couple of good cranks.)

JONATHAN (CONT'D): Yeah. Thomas. I'm sorry to tell
you this, man: it's a bust. The orchard you hebalia-
- All the trees are deadP&use) I'm sure that's what
they thought -- but -- I'm looking right at 'eniPgusé
Yeah. Disappointing.Rause) Oh, Christ -- no. Don't
send Andrew. Yeah, my ankle is fine nowa(se) No,
seriously. I'm fine. I'll keep scouting the areaddet
you know if I find anything. Yeah. I'll call.Rause) |
said: I'll call.

(He hangs up the receiver. Then, he takes out liadip
bandana, which he carefully places in a specimen ja

(Morning sun -- the farmhouse. DEBORAH is helping t
lace up SARAH's shoes. A dress is draped overia)ha

SARAH: Not so tight.
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DEBORAH: Sorry. Regarding the dregsThat's pretty.
SARAH: Mm hm.
DEBORAH: I've never seen you wear it.

SARAH: | used to. When you were small. When Zest fi
came here.

DEBORAH: Oh.

(MEL enters SARAH's room, and appears to be juast fi
ished repairing something, screwing something biack
place with her knife. Then, SARAH is surprised Ipaia

in her belly, which she tries to ignore.)

MEL: Are you just getting dressed?

DEBORAH: Mornings take a little longer these days,
OK?

SARAH: Deborah, please. Just a little looser.

(The pain is stronger, sharper.)

MEL: Sarah?

SARAH: I'm fine. I'm fine. $he's na) Oh... Closing her
eyes in response to the pain, breathing more delibe

ately.) | can't lose this one, too --

MEL: Sarah, stop.Rubbing her lower back to help with
the pain) Come on, breathe --

SARAH: | am so afraid --

MEL: Sarah, sh...
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SARAH: I'm afraid that -- the baby --

DEBORAH: The baby's fine. He's fine.

(Then, the pain subsides.)

SARAH: Oh, praise Jesuf3dat) Thank you.

(SARAH tries to get up.)

MEL: Wait -- just rest a moment.

SARAH: You, neither of you, must speak of thisZed.
Deborah -- Help me upShe doe$ Zed wants a boy.
We all want a boy.

DEBORAH: (To Mel) She's been this way all morning.

SARAH: But as for what God wants... | have to trhsit
somehow these things are for a reason. | can'tgehan
what can't be changed. So... Mel?

(SARAH presents the dress to MEL.)

SARAH (CONT'D): This is for you.

MEL: Have you ever seen me where a dress? Let Deb-
orah have it.

DEBORAH: | like the color.

SARAH: No. (To Mel) You need to start looking more
like a woman.

MEL: What?

DEBORAH: I think it's pretty.
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SARAH: Deborah, quietTio Mel) If I lose this baby --
MEL: What?

SARAH: | have to think of the future.

MEL: No...

SARAH: You have to take my place.

MEL: You can't ask me that.

SARAH: I'm not asking you. | am telling you.

MEL: I've done everything you've asked here --
(Overlapping at *.)

SARAH: This is all you have. Your family is deaahd
we're your family* now.

MEL: *You're not --

SARAH: We are your family, and you will take your
proper place* in it.

MEL: *My proper -- ?

SARAH: The world may sink into decay, it may cola
on the weight of its *misery --

MEL: *I'm not going to --

(SARAH strikes her, hard.)
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SARAH: You will do as | say. You must destroy tbest,
Mel. To be free, you must leave it all behindading
her the dress, almost sweelly8e cheerful, Mel. You
will have such beautiful babies.

(SARAH exits, followed quickly by DEBORAH, MEL, left
stunned, with the dress.)

(Cross fade, as MEL walks slowly back into the ardh
JONATHAN and all his things are gone.)

MEL: Jonathan?

DEBORAH (0.S.): Mel, wait --

MEL: Go away.

DEBORAH: (Entering) Mel! What's the matter?
MEL: Deborah, not now.

DEBORAH: You must have known --

MEL: What?

DEBORAH: (Beat) You didn't even guess, did you?
MEL: No.

DEBORAH: My mother's getting too old for babies.
That's no secret.

MEL: The baby is fine...

DEBORAH: The last one wasn't.
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MEL: So?

DEBORAH: So -- you've been chosen. To tell you the
truth, 1 don't think you deserve it. And don't tkithat
you're taking her place. You'll be the womb, bugyth
still be her babies. So, how's that make you f&el@
talk a lot about following the rules... but whatoab
now, Mel? How do you feel about doing what he says
now?

MEL: Stop.
DEBORAH: Are you ready to have his hands on you?
MEL: Tl kill him if he tries.

DEBORAH: He'll kill you first. Beat) | know: you
should just leave. You just leave that with me, aund
I'll never tell them.

(DEBORAH holds out her hand for the dress.)
MEL: You know there's nowhere for me to go.
DEBORAH: (Beat) | thought you were braver than that.

(DEBORAH exits. When Mel is sure she's gone,altest
off her clothing, stripping down to her underweanda
holds up the dress in front of her. Disgusted, igis up
the dress, and goes to the tractor to put the dnedser
hiding place.)

(Then, she sees the book, and pulls it out. Skhevsih it,

and flips through the pages. Then, she hits upsaciion
that gives her pause.)
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MEL: (Reading) "Age of Bees. It may be rather difficult
to decide how long a worker bee would live if kept
from wearing itself out by active labors of thddi.."

(As she reads, we see a single blossom appearihgrin
tree. In a pool of light, we see DEBORAH tending to
Sarah, braiding her hair, lovingly.)

MEL (CONT'D): (Continuing to read from the bogk
"During the summer months the life of the workeede
is cut short by the wearing out of its wings, andha
close of a warm day, hundreds of these heavilydade
ragged-winged veterans will be found making their
way into the hives slowly and painfully as compared
with the nimble and perfect-winged young bees."

(DEBORAH continues to tend to SARAH.)

MEL (CONT'D): (Continuing to read "If the ground
around the apiary is examined at nightfall, numludrs
these old bees may be seen hopping about, evidently
recognizing their own inability to be of furthereuso
the community..."

(MEL drops the book, and picks up the dress again.)
MEL (CONT'D): | must be nimble and perfect winged.

(She begins to put on the dress, but it is shanaefd|dif-
ficult.)

(As she dresses, JONATHAN enters, packed to lekve.
is limping only slightly. He watches her dress, &akks a
few beats to look at the oddly clad figure in tmehard.
Then, it dawns on him.)
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JONATHAN: Mel?

(She is surprised, and turns to shove her old aigtinto
the tractor.)

JONATHAN (CONT'D): I'm sorry -- | didn't mean to..
(Beat) I'm sorry.

(She picks up the book, and makes herself as asalbs-
sible. A pause.)

JONATHAN (CONT'D): | have to head out. | was wor-
ried that | wouldn't see you again. | figured Ugtjhave
to wait for a while, or leave you a note for thexiname
you decide to come out to read, or whatever ibis go
out here. Beat) You OK? Mel?

(After a moment.)

MEL: Do you ever catch yourself going along, doing
nothing out of the ordinary, when it's suddenlyelik
you're trapped in someone else's body, like thasds
aren't your hands, and how strange it is that gosee-
ing out of these eyes, and you think, how odd, that
me... that in this weird accident of birth, | wast fin
this body. For a moment, it's as if you're coming af
a dream, but still caught in it, and it's terrifginhat
you'll never completely wake from it. You're trappe
and you can't move, and you can't understand haw yo
got here. You want to scream, but this voice igotr
voice, and you want to run, but these aren't yegs k-
and, anyway, if you were to run, where would yo@ go
You wait for the dream to dissolve, but it doesAtid,
just as suddenly, you realize: no, this is realisTh
never going to end.
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JONATHAN: Hey...
MEL: Don't -- Beat) It's nothing. Please.

JONATHAN: If you say so. But I think I'll just stiere
for a minute to make sure.

MEL: You don't need to.

JONATHAN: | think | will anyway.

MEL: (Beat) | thought you'd already gone.
JONATHAN: Nope.

MEL: You should go.

JONATHAN: Why?

MEL: There's nothing good here.
JONATHAN: | wouldn't say that.

(He smiles at her.)

MEL: What.

JONATHAN: It's a good color for you. You look nice
that color.

MEL: | don't.

JONATHAN: Well, it's just a little funny to see yo
dressed like that --

(She's begun to cry.)
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JONATHAN (CONT'D): Oh, god... What did | say? lam
dope. I'm sorry.

MEL: No, I'm fine.

JONATHAN: | didn't mean anything --

MEL: It's OK.

JONATHAN: It's a nice dress.

MEL: It's not.

(He kisses her, gently.)

MEL (CONT'D): I'm glad you stayed.
JONATHAN: Me too.

(Then, she sees the blossom in the tree.)

MEL: Oh!

JONATHAN: What?

MEL: Look at that. Regarding the treg It's blooming...
JONATHAN: And you thought these were dead.
MEL: They are.

JONATHAN: This one clearly isn't -- well, not geit
MEL.: It's just a fluke.

JONATHAN: Maybe. Beat) Come on! Let's make an
apple.
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MEL: | don't see the point.

JONATHAN: There has to be a point? Come on. Teach
me how to pollinate.

(He begins climbing.)

MEL: Careful -- your ankle.
JONATHAN: My ankle's fine. Come on.
MEL: You know a little about it, right?

JONATHAN: Pollination? Well, let's consider meank
beginner.

(He's reached the blossom, and clings there, batgnon
one foot.)

MEL: OK. When an apple blossoms, OK ... Some glant
you can just shake 'em, and the fruit will grow.t ldp-
ples. They're not -- what's the word -- they're seif-
pollinating.

JONATHAN: | know that part.

MEL: Well, hold on. The pollen has to come frondi&
ferent tree, and it's not gonna happen with a hgg gf
wind. (Goes to her pack, fishes out a small cheesecloth
bag with apple blossoms from another tjeeSo we
have a system of having other pollinators --

JONATHAN: This lecture going to take long?
MEL: It's important. Throws him the bag of blossoms

These are from the crab-apples in the late blogspmi
trees.

63



JONATHAN: They smell nice.

MEL.: It gets old. OK. Get the crab blossom readgu
pinch the petals back. Hold on. Throw me one.

JONATHAN: OK. He doey

MEL: Now watch me. $he pulls back the petals to ex-
pose the stamen of the flowedust like this. Rointing
inside of the floweJ See these sticky outy bits --

JONATHAN: The anther?

MEL: 1 dunno. The long yellow bits. They've got tie
pollen on 'em. And the pollen has to get into theep
blossom.

JONATHAN: Right.

MEL: Watch. Pretend my hand here is a blossdshe(
models the quick dusting of anther to stigma, sugrl
the blossom in the center of her fistou just -- swirl
it, kind of, to get the pollen in there. Got it?

(He does as she instructs.)

JONATHAN: Got it.

MEL: And -- that's it.

JONATHAN: And now?

MEL: And now we wait.

JONATHAN: And now we wait. le carefully lowers

himself from the treg How long?
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MEL: In a few weeks, you'll see the blossom start
swell. With a bloom this late, the apples would be
ready in September.

JONATHAN: TI'll have to be back for the harvestrh

(Unseen, DEBORAH comes back to the orchard. She

stops at a safe distance, and watches MEL with this

strange man.)

MEL: You have to go?

JONATHAN: Yeah. There's something important | have
to do. They're expecting me.

MEL: Who?

JONATHAN: I'll come back. | promise. But right now
| need to head out.

(A short pause.)

MEL: Take me.
JONATHAN: ...What?
MEL: Take me with you.
JONATHAN: Oh... hey...

MEL: Couldn't | help you? | could find seeds. lut
travel --

JONATHAN: That's not a great idea.

MEL: Why?
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JONATHAN: It's not safe.
MEL: | know -- but I'd be with you.

JONATHAN: | think Zed might have something to say
about this.

MEL: I don't care.

JONATHAN: And the people | know -- | have to make
arrangements. | can't just show up with you.

MEL: Why not?

JONATHAN: There are things | need to do. You under
stand, right? It's not safe to just -- walk ouhefe, un-
prepared. So let me go, now. And then... I'll cdraek.

MEL: No, you won't.

JONATHAN: | have to. | want to see what happenghwi
our apple.

MEL: Forget it.

JONATHAN: [I'll come back. As soon as | can. Or, at
least, by September.

(He kisses her.)

MEL: September.

(And he's gone. DEBORAH steps out from the shajlows.
DEBORAH: Who was that?

MEL: Deborah! You shouldn't be here.
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(MEL goes to the sensors to fiddle with wiringjfabat's
what's she been doing here.)

DEBORAH: Well, you shouldn't be here either, | Won
think. Alone or otherwise.

MEL: Go back to the house.

DEBORAH: He's handsome. Who is he?

MEL: No one.

DEBORAH: It seemed to me that you knew him.

MEL: He was no one.

DEBORAH: | think Sarah would be very interested to
know that you're speaking with strange men out.here
She'd find that very interesting indeed.

MEL: There's nothing to tell.

DEBORAH: | think Zed would be very interested imst
as well.

MEL: Listen to me, Deborah. | have more than a sew
crets of yours. I'll tell them about the times ysneak
off to the cold cellars to sleep. I'll tell themaaib the
little things you've stolen and kept secret behine
floor board in your room. The long hours you spend
swimming in the river, of the chores you pawn aff t
others -- If you say one word about Jonathantélll
them all of it.

DEBORAH: (After a beaf) So. He has a name.

MEL: Not oneword
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DEBORAH: Fine. Not a word.
(Deborah starts to leave the orchard, and then paus

DEBORAH (CONT'D): Will it be hard to wait -- forep-
tember?

(DEBORAH exits. MEL turns to look at the blossom on
the tree as the lights fade.)

END OF ACT.
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