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Branched by Erin Mallon
Synopsis: Ben is having a difficult week. After five
whole years of “drinking from Mommy’'s boobies,” he
suddenly has to step aside for his new baby siBea;
trice, who may or may not be human. Mommy saysd® h
for us as family,” but that's hard to do when y®ister
has branches for arms and legs. Plus, he just found
that Daddy is having “the sex” with his new kindamgn
teacher and he’s not sure how to tell Mommy. Asva-f
year-old entrepreneur, Ben prides himself on alwsgg-
ing cool under pressure, but this time... he mayhusst.
Cast Size: 3 Females, 1 Male, 1 Freaky Creation
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by Courtney Meaker



“Chaos: When the present determines the futuretheuaipproximate
present does not approximately determine the fitwrd&cdward Lo-
renz

“Gamow envisioned a prisoner sealed in a jail, sumded by huge
prison walls. In a classical Newtonian world, escap impossible.
But in the strange world of the quantum theory, don't know pre-
cisely where the prisoner is at any point or hiecity. If the prisoner
bangs against the prison walls often enough, you aaculate the
chances that one day he will pass right througmthie direct viola-
tion of common sense and Newtonian mechanics. Tiseeefinite,
calculable probability that he will be found outsithe gates of the
prison walls.” — Michio KakuParallel Worlds

“...you can always try to solve a problem by provthgt no solution
exists.” James Gleickhaos: Making a New Science

“You don't see something until you have the righgtaphor to let you
perceive it.” Robert Shaw, physicist



CHARACTERS
Frannie

Bach

Seth
Mack/Josie/Laurel

Setting: The space is a living room, but can also be angtalse—the
bar across the street, an office, department stoomn. Characters
can exist in the space without being with the cti@rain action. At
times, it is as if characters each occupy a sepasatity.

Scene Headings: Scene headings can be read, projected, fall from
the sky, or just about anything. They can be fuibticed as some-
thing outside the world that is announcing the enfraction, or incor-
porated into the set as a hidden, toy surprise siStancy should not
be considered in presentation of the scene headamig creativity.

For example, if one of the scene headings is daigdaby one of the
characters, perhaps the next scene heading ieg@rimt the cover of a
book one of the characters is reading. The chasaate building their
own reality and the scene headings are a parabf th

Time Line: At the top of each scene an undetermined amouirhef
has passed backwards or forwards. Maybe only sscanadninute,
hour, week, or month. Time jumps can be big or kmal

Bach: Bach is post-op FtM. Top surgery only. | mentitistonly
because there is a fixation on trans genitalsithdisturbing, annoy-
ing, invasive, offensive, and not this play’s reako I've taken the
guess work out even though the play itself makesaference to
Bach’s genitals at all. Bach should not be playgdatcis-gendered
male. Effort should be made to cast a trans*, gender, etc. actor.

Punctuation: No period at the end of a sentence represent&lyguic
spoken dialogue. Some overlap in dialogue is exgpkand encour-

aged though not specifically outlined unless otlisewnoted in the

text.

Appearance: The default appearances of these characters is not
white, thin, and able-bodied. If nothing else, tli®uld not be an all-
white production.
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CHAQOS THEORY

ACT ONE: INTRODUCTION TO QUANTUM MECHANICS
1. Inert objects vs. the external force
(Frannie sits in pajamas on the couch in her apartinlike she’s
been for many days. Perhaps there are scattereddss snack boxes,
DVDs, etc.)
SETH: How to pull your best friend out of the dusnp
BACH: Not quite.
SETH: How to help your best friend get over abamdent.
FRANNIE: I'm right here.
SETH: Shush, dear.

BACH: How about, how to get your best friend talize that sack of
shit isn’t coming back.

FRANNIE: Sitting exactly here. | can hear you.
SETH (verlapping; to Bach That's it.

BACH (overlapping; to Frannig That's cute.
BACH/SETH: Step One.

BACH: Get her drunk.

(Bach and Seth hand Frannie a bottle of booze.|&bles at it. They
nod. She drinks.)

SETH: Thatta girl.
BACH: Smashing.
FRANNIE: Smashed, you mean?

SETH/BACH: Step Two.



SETH: Make her put on real clothes.

FRANNIE: My pajamas are comfy.

SETH: Stop whining and go change.

FRANNIE: No.

SETH: If you do, we promise you don't have to ledlve apartment.
FRANNIE: You're lying.

BACH: You won't have to leave the apartment today.

FRANNIE: Do you have something more comfortablentlthe elas-
tic waistband?

SETH: We will strip you naked if we have to.

FRANNIE: I'd like to see you try.

BACH: No you wouldn't.

SETH: Please? Pretty please. For us?

(Frannie resolutely stays put in her pajamas.)

BACH: Step Three. Remind her she’s better off.

SETH: You'll be happier now. Think of all the tlgi; you can do
without checking in with someone. You can cook wyat want
for dinner without having to plan for an allergytaak. You can
admit you like brussel sprouts.

FRANNIE: | don't like brussel sprouts.

BACH: Monster.

SETH: You could go make out with a whole legionrnafmen. When
you're out past nine, you don’t have to call anyémesay you're

fine. Isn’t that awesome?

FRANNIE: It's not like she was a nag, Seth.



BACH: No. You're right. Not a nag. A jealous, rageth an expense
spreadsheet dependency who'd rather you cookee timesls a
day for her than have a decent paying job.

FRANNIE: She was perfect.

BACH: She’s a piece of shit.

FRANNIE: Don't speak ill of the dead.

BACH: She’s not dead. She left you.

FRANNIE: Whatever. Don't speak ill of the dead.

SETH: Step Four. Get her drunk. Again.

(Bach and Seth hand Frannie another bottle of boShe looks at it.
They nod. She drinks.)

BACH: Step Five. Make her leave the house. | doate that you're
wearing your pajamas. We're going to the bar actiosstreet.

FRANNIE: No thanks. You go. Have fun.

BACH: I'm not kidding around.

FRANNIE: She could call.

BACH: You have a cell phone.

FRANNIE: Or, the kidnapper might leave a note.

BACH: Then you'll see it when you get back.

FRANNIE: | thought you weren’t going to make mave the house.
SETH: That was two weeks ago. We've changed oadsi

BACH: Ah. Two weeks ago. When we were patientjrigyeople.
SETH: Wears thin, don't it?

BACH: Come on. We're leaving.



FRANNIE: No. Thank you.

SETH: Step Six. Find someone. Anyone. And seubper
BACH: She’s still in her pajamas, Seth.

SETH: Do you have a better idea?

BACH: She’s not presentable.

SETH: Nothing like real company that says, “Itimé to put on
pants.” Wouldn't you agree?

(Knock at the door.)

SETH: Ah good. Here she is.
(Laurel enters.)

BACH: Whoa.

FRANNIE: Mack? You're not Mack.
BACH: She’s way hotter than Mack.
SETH: Frannie. This is...

LAUREL: Laurel.

SETH: It sure is. She looks like Mack. Sounds kack. Might as
well be Mack. But hey, she hasn't left you. Why dojou two
talk?

BACH: | bet you both like things. Discuss.
LAUREL: Hi.

FRANNIE: She’s not Mack. She looks like a dog persNo thank
you.

BACH: Can | call dibs on Laurel, then? Since yawm'dwant her?
(Laurel smiles at Bach as she exits. Bach watckegb.)
BACH: So cute. Come on, Frannie.

FRANNIE: No one’s stopping you, Bach. Go get Hgmoiu want her.
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BACH: Step Seven. Tough love.
SETH: Already?
BACH: Do you want to watch her wallow for anotmonth?

FRANNIE: Well, what's one more month in the scheofi¢hings? |
could die in another month.

SETH: You're right. This has to stop.

FRANNIE: Are you guys even listening to me anynfore
BACH/SETH: No.

FRANNIE: What about what | want?

BACH: We'll discuss what you want in another momthen you're
finally beyond this.

FRANNIE: Beyond what? I'm great. Look. I'm knitgjragain!
SETH: Dear lord. This is terrifying.

BACH: Seriously. You need to get over it. Mackang. Who knows
where. She was a piece of shit and you're ten tinet¢ter off with-
out her. Frankly, it's pathetic that you're stillhiming about it.
Wah ha. She’s dead. She’s kidnapped. Boo hoo. Pewplstarv-
ing you know. She’s not coming back and it's digougs that
you're still in your pajamas. You reek. March irttee bathroom.
Take a shower. Put on clean underwear. Brush yeetht And
move on.

(Frannie looks as if to do as she’s told. Then Isios like she might
hit Bach. Then she collapses back to her previastipn, looking
darker.)

FRANNIE: It's just. It's just.

SETH: Step Eight. Get her drunk so she can recénn Step
Seven.

(Frannie snatches the bottle. And guzzles.)

FRANNIE: You guys didn’t really get her, you knout Mack. She
was wonderful. She picked me up from the airpone #as there
when my dad got sick. She helped me get that job.
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BACH: The one you lost?
FRANNIE: It wasn't her fault.
SETH: We remember that differently.

FRANNIE: Not everything was her fault, you guyfieSvas beauti-
ful, kind, and supportive.

BACH: When she wasn’t being critical and keepingre of all your
fuck-ups.

FRANNIE: Stop it. She loved me. | love her. | missr. | need to
find her. Maybe she’s hurt. Do you think she’s Rurt

(Seth and Bach look at each other. They sigh.)
BACH: Step Nine. When all else fails
SETH: The last resort

FRANNIE: A puppy?

BACH: Fraid not.

SETH: | wish.

BACH: Me too.

SETH: But | guess the time as come.
BACH: We've waited long enough.
SETH: No more fooling around.
BACH: No other options.

FRANNIE: You're going to kill me, aren’t you?

SETH: Step Nine. Give her a book about chaos thaod parallel
dimensions.

(Seth hands Frannie The Book.)
BACH: | wish it hadn’t come to this.

(Frannie opens The Book. Reads.)

12



2. Only pansies trust Occam’s razor

(Frannie’s apartment. Frannie holds The Book. A rdo&ry erase,
chalk, clear) is present with the beginnings ofesoperhaps.)

FRANNIE: After analyzing the facts of Mack’s digsgarance, | have
come to several probable conclusions.

SETH: Oh goody.

FRANNIE: The method dictates you should make tdfspossible
scenarios that would account for the facts.

BACH: All the facts?

FRANNIE: Of course, all the facts. You think I'ngrioring evi-
dence?

BACH: |
SETH: We

BACH: We think you're a failed musician baristaefanding to know
something about scientific method. So, yeah.

FRANNIE: Physics can explain the disappearance.

SETH: Okay.

FRANNIE: It's possible.

SETH: Just. Don’t get your hopes up.

FRANNIE: Scenario One. Mack packed her clothesaftast minute
business trip. She left a note on the table tHabféand slipped
into the vent. It's happened before. On the wath&airport, she
realized she forgot her phone charger. Now thighisre it gets a
little fuzzy. I'm not sure where her flight was ggi but there was
a plane overtaken by hostile insurgents on the twagora Bora
that same night.

BACH: Where did the plane leave from?
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FRANNIE: Moscow.
SETH: How did she get to Moscow?

FRANNIE (as if she didn't hear) I've been in touch with the em-
bassy, but they’re impossible. They won't see reaso

BACH: Imagine.

FRANNIE: She could be in their hands right now &g would
have no way to get in touch with me.

SETH: Dare we ask what the next scenario is?
FRANNIE: It's complicated.

BACH: Simplify it.

FRANNIE: Aliens. They beamed her and her thingsaab.
SETH: Scenario Three?

FRANNIE: Kidnappers.

SETH: Very respectful kidnappers to let her takeofher things,
don’t you think?

FRANNIE: When Mack wants something
BACH: And Scenario Four?

FRANNIE: That's the least likely.

BACH: Yes?

FRANNIE: And involves bears.

SETH: Right. No black holes in your list?

FRANNIE: Spontaneous black holes are incrediblljkety and sci-
entifically unsound.

BACH: Right, but aliens
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FRANNIE: There is significant

BACH: Frannie. Please stop this. The only realangtion is
FRANNIE: No.

SETH: Frannie.

FRANNIE: No. That can't be. She said she. Whenlsftefor work
she said. And if that’s true. If that fact is tryeur scenario is im-
possible.

SETH: Right.
BACH: Sorry.

FRANNIE: | know I'm difficult right now. But it'sjust. You know,
sometimes when I'm still. Reading or writing. Oftetmen I'm in
the kitchen. In a moment of pause. | get that figeliThat feeling
of Mack wrapping her hand just here, on my hip. Whee slept,
she’'d leave her hand there. It's always brief. fitge The delu-
sion of being temporarily bonded to someone aghiknow. |
know that she. | know that. But | just can’t

SETH: It's okay. She’s not

FRANNIE: Because if she’s not

BACH: If she’s not, then

FRANNIE: Then the evidence points to a fallacymisrepresenta-
tion of the data set. One lie repeated many tirieskews the re-
sults. Too many outliers. But, if we look at ittae micro level,
zero in and zero in and zero in and zero in, atdiapattern
emerges. If there’s a fractal pattern, then theoed®r to it. It can
be decoded even if there aren'’t straight lines.

BACH: Fractal. Fractured.

FRANNIE: But if this one piece of data is changkmh't it better if
she’s missing or dead?
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3. Big Bang My Ass
(Frannie reads The Book. Then.)
FRANNIE: | have some terrible news.
BACH: Great.
SETH: Yes. Please share.
FRANNIE: It comes with good news, too.
BACH: Well, that doesn’t sound promising.
SETH: Who wants good hews anymore?

FRANNIE: Guys, listen. The universe is expandingaa alarming
rate. This expansion causes the temperature afrtiverse to drop
as everything expands away from its heat source. stim, guys.
The sun. Essentially, every second the univerggeisng a little
colder. At some point, this will end in what astooamers call a big
freeze extinguishing all life in the universe. Bxtaing.

SETH: Fuck

BACH: Seriously

FRANNIE: It's billions of years away. Theoreticall

SETH: The theoretically is what bothers me.

BACH: The alarming rate. That means it could spgedThat means
SETH: A billion could turn into

BACH: A hundred

SETH: Or, less.

FRANNIE: Maybe. | don't think the science backsthat hypothe-
sis.

BACH: But we don’'t know.
SETH: Not for sure.

FRANNIE: But here’s what's really interesting.
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SETH: You mean that wasn’'t good news?
FRANNIE: We can change it.
BACH: Change what?

FRANNIE: Change everything. The Book details ttiea of millions
of parallel worlds and | think we could get to them

BACH: Not following.

SETH: Parallel worlds? Wouldn't that be the sahiag that we have
now?

FRANNIE: We make a million choices a day. But evemwe just
look at the big things. The big events in our livéthere we went
to school. Our first best friend. The city we moved Each of
those choices has a million paths that we coulde hzhosen in-
stead. So we could find the one.

SETH: The one?

FRANNIE: The one where everything is perfect. Whitack didn’t
disappear. Where we're still together. Oh! Withogd

SETH: Right.

BACH: That's your perfect universe? Why do you wher back so
badly? | mean. You finally took a shower. Can't yjust keep
going on that upward trend?

FRANNIE: Getting her back is an upward trend. o yant to see
the graph?

SETH: You made a graph?

FRANNIE: Nevermind. But maybe there’s one whereravdetter
off. All of us.

SETH: Where we keep the band together, maybe?
BACH: We sucked, Seth.

SETH: Na-uh! Fishery will ride again! Cast yourt m&d pull them
aboard!
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FRANNIE: Or, we're all millionaires.
SETH: No one listens to me.
BACH: Or, | was born right?

FRANNIE: Don't say that. You were born right. Whae you talk-
ing about?

BACH: It's nothing. Forget it.
SETH: There’s nothing wrong with you, Bach.
BACH: | got it. Move on.

SETH: You're a thousand times the man | am. And fiave been
since you were a kid. I've never done a push-up lastill can’t
grow a mustache.

FRANNIE: Your definition of manliness disturbs me.
BACH: My ability to grow facial hair is impressive

SETH: How would you define masculinity then, srppants?
BACH: Oh this’ll be good.

SETH: Popcorn?

BACH: Way to prepare.

SETH: | got your back, bro.

FRANNIE: Masculinity. It's you know. Being a dudé’s. Well.
Social conditioning. And. Um.

BACH/SETH: Yes?

FRANNIE: Shut up. Stop distracting me from my goin
BACH: Nailed it.

SETH: What was your point?

BACH: Oh. | remember! Universes!

FRANNIE: Yes. Thank you. We could find a univergeerein we're
all where we want to be and happy.
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BACH: And rich.

SETH: And together.

FRANNIE: With Mack.

SETH: I'min. Not for Mack. But for us. Sounds fun

BACH: | can rearrange my calendar and squeez®mmesuniverse
hopping.

SETH: Where do we start?

FRANNIE: | need to do some more research. We nedzlild The
Machine to get us there.

BACH: A machine?

FRANNIE: Yes. The Machine that will take us where want to go.
It's all right here.

SETH: Is there a blueprint?

FRANNIE: Not exactly. It's more like suggestionsdaequations. |
don’t quite understand, yet. But | will.

BACH: So. We're gonna build a machine. Sorry. Mchine.
SETH: And in the mean time the universe is expagfli

FRANNIE: We can find a world where that's not hapmg, | bet. |
think. | hope.

BACH: Or, we'd find the universe where it's alrgadappened and
be dead.

SETH: You're so dark these days.

BACH: Seeing things as they are is not dark.dbservant.
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4. Bullshit deterministic systems

(Frannie is in her living room. She’s intermittgntieading from The
Book and writing things on the board, then erasingm. There may
be a diagram, but it does not (and likely should) taok like anything

really connected to physics, but should not goas@$ to look like a
horse.

Seth is asleep in the apartment somewhere visible.)
FRANNIE: No. That's not right. What is it? Whatitamissing?

(Bach is at a bar, but exists in the same spacErasnie. Bach sees
Josie, who is not Mack but someone who looks lie They ex-
change significant glances.)

FRANNIE: That's it. It's two masses meeting. THeré¢his thing.
This. Maybe it's chemical. No it can’t be chemicBut magnet-
ism? Maybe. Magnetism is physics, right? And itdated to
chaos. This uncontrolled, barely explainable thiMpasses are
inexplicably drawn to each other. The masses.

(Josie and Bach get a little closer. Size eachratipe)

FRANNIE: But then. Wait. That doesn’t make seriBlge Machine.
The Machine is one of the masses, right? No. Thdtebe three
of us and one machine. So if there are four magssd.they are
moving toward an alternate dimension. A parallelrldiovhere
bees are the overlords, or something.

(Josie and Bach decide they are going to go horgether. Neither
one speaks.)

FRANNIE: Or even, the parallel dimension whereiadW's still with
me. Or, maybe. Possibly. Even preferably. She'sld&hat’s not
nice. I'm sorry. Getting ahead of myself. In orderget to that
point, we need to power The Machine.

(Josie and Bach kiss. Bach leads Josie away frenén.)

FRANNIE: Well, obviously, we need The Machine firkike H.G.
Wells or something. Something big like that. Butr@enot mov-
ing through time. Well, maybe we are. | guess wdatbe moving
through space. But but but. We need the massesBiesause the
masses are what's going to accelerate through.Jleus. That's
not right.
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(Josie and Bach enter the apartment in a “fit obpian” as Frannie's
mom would say. They are in Frannie’s space, nowsbet does not
see them. They are kissing intensely and mightngaged in what
Frannie’s dad would politely call “necking” and dagkeky call
“wink wink; nudge nudge.” They get progressivelyrenintense and
rough during the following.)

FRANNIE: Okay. Start over. At the beginning. THereentary stuff.
So, let x equal mass times acceleration. But. Wétdmow how
fast we're accelerating. Velocity maybe. Yes. Leequal mass
times velocity. Squared. The squared is importi&isttiwo masses
moving. Maybe together. Maybe separately, but e@ghme space.
They have to touch, or ricochet at some point. 'Shahat creates
the. The. Come on. Mass times velocity. Fuck. Mames veloc-
ity squared equals. What. It creates. X is. X is.

(Frannie searches through books.
Bach grabs Josie’s wrists and pins them over hadhdosie laughs.)

FRANNIE: Force! Mass times velocity squared equalse. That's
it. It's not magnetism. It's force. So when appli@dthe problem
of The Machine, moving through dimensions not asetaéore
discovered, the force will have to be greater tthenmeasurement
of force here. Or less than?

(Frannie starts writing more on the board and tleemveys the work.
Bach and Josie resolve. Josie sleeps. Bach ligbigaxette.)

BACH: So, you think you've got it figured out.

FRANNIE: | think... I'm making it up. No. | definilg know I'm
making it up.

BACH: But it might work.
FRANNIE: If | think it will work, maybe. Maybe th& the key.
BACH: All right, Tinker Bell. When do we leave?

FRANNIE: | don’'t know. We have to build it firs&We need a power
source. A power source to get us up to velocityaseg.

BACH: What's that number?
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FRANNIE: 137

SETH (waking up) (he’'s speaking French, but they caneusicdind
him). Cent trent sept quoi? Gigawatts? [137 what? @ags?]

FRANNIE: Meters per second.
SETH: C'est pas trés vite. [That's not very fast.]

FRANNIE: We could probably go faster dependingvdmt we get
to power it.

SETH: Que pensais-tu utiliser? [What were youkimg you could
use?]

FRANNIE: Sheer determination.

SETH: Sois pas idiote. [Don’t be a dumb.]

BACH: How about uranium?

FRANNIE: Maybe. Maybe something less difficultget.

BACH: | can get us uranium.

SETH: Tu nous chiet. [You're full of shit.]

BACH: Real nice, Seth. | can, too. See. That gitiere.

(Frannie notices the girl blissed out from her fpraith Bach.)

FRANNIE: Has she been here the whole time?

BACH: Yeah. You didn’t notice?

FRANNIE: No.

BACH: Too bad. It was hot.

SETH: Il se peut que j'en ai vu — ou pas vu —aarmoments, mais
je tiens a soutenir la remarque de Bach avec um fivg. [| may

or may not have seen parts of it, but | would likeback up
Bach’s statement with a high five.]
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(They high five.)

FRANNIE: Can't you fuck in your own living room?
BACH: Your living room was closer.

FRANNIE: She looks like Mack.

BACH: Nu-uh. Not everyone looks like Mack, Frannie
SETH: Je le vois. [l can see it.]

FRANNIE: What's so special about her?

BACH: She’s our connection at the nuclear plant.
FRANNIE: And where’s that exactly?

BACH: It just happens to be down the street.
FRANNIE: How come we didn’t notice it before?
BACH: | don't know.

SETH: On en aviat pas besoin, pas vrais? [We batked for it, did
we?]

FRANNIE: Huh. | guess that's true. If you arenit meed of some-
thing. Does it exist? Especially if simply needihgnakes it ap-
pear.

(Frannie writes an equation for this on the board.)

FRANNIE: When did you start smoking?

BACH: Now.

FRANNIE: | see.

SETH: Quand es-tu devenu physicien? [When did lyecome a
physicist?]

BACH: When did you become a physicist?
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SETH: C'est ce j'ai dit. [I just said that.]
FRANNIE: Now, | suppose.
BACH: | see.

SETH: Merde. Quand ai-j'appris a parler en frasgdiCrap. When
did I learn to speak French?]

FRANNIE: We’'re contradicting ourselves.
BACH: We might be getting in a loop.
SETH: Nous sommes foutus. [We're fucked.]

FRANNIE: Well, we're not really messing with tine® maybe we
won't encounter a paradox.

BACH: Or, maybe we will.

SETH: Tu me donnes... Le Creeps. [You are givingmeecreeps.]
BACH: That’s not French, Seth.

SETH: Je sais. [l know.]

FRANNIE: Do you think we could be responsible foe collapse of
our world?

SETH: Pour sur. [Most definitely.]
BACH: No. Of course, not. Well. Maybe. But it's wb it, right?

SETH: Personne ne m'écoute. [No one listens tp me.
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5. Regarding the movements of particles

(Overlapping scenes that become a dance. The dalast have to
be the same genre, but could be.

SETH is at work, sitting at his desk. He looks abustretches,
drinks coffee, types, clicks, gets up, sits doelsflike his life is go-
ing nowhere, hopes his life is going somewheresttd call Frannie,
tries to call Bach, misses them, avoids his cowsrkgets more cof-
fee, stands on his chair, then sits down befor@aeysees. Maybe not
in that order. Things can repeat. Eventually, hisvements start to
become a dance.

FRANNIE is in her apartment reads The Book, looksha door,
hopes it's Mack, hopes it's not Mack, sits down$won music, turns
off music, reads another book, writes on the boatdrts revealing
the framework of the machine, realizes Mack propagh’'t coming
back. Maybe not in that order. Things can repeaterifually, her
movements start to become a dance.

BACH is in his apartment. He looks in the mirraxamines his chest,
adjusts his pack, examines his facial hair, prepaard takes a testos-
terone shot, thinks about Frannie, hopes Frannm iinking about
Mack, wonders if Frannie thinks about him, almosswers a call
from Seth, decides not to, pours a whiskey ned#l§ dasie. Hangs up
on Josie. Maybe not in that order. Things can répEaentually, his
movements start to become a dance.

JOSIE (does not enter until near resolution) ansaaand is happy to
have received the call, but sad when Bach hangs up.

They all collide.)
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6. Repeating failed experiments, or the definitiomf insanity
(Seth, Frannie and Bach are building The Machine.ehvelope is
either slid under the door, or falls into the apagnt somehow. Fran-
nie sees it, goes to it, and opens it. Frannie pdahree shots on the
table. She downs them one after another. Pours Hygaim.)

BACH: Uh, Frannie.

FRANNIE: What?

SETH: You want to share those?
FRANNIE: Not really.

BACH: Why not?

FRANNIE: I'm getting evicted.
BACH: You can't get evicted.
FRANNIE: First notice. Right here.

SETH: Wait what? Let me see.

FRANNIE: | haven't been able to pay rent since Mé&ft. She was
the one who could afford this place.

SETH: But you

FRANNIE: Make $11.50 an hour as an assistant nemagd live off
Ramen.

BACH: It can’t be that much to stay here.

FRANNIE: Mack could afford it. She wanted to livea nice place.
BACH: Fuck.

SETH: You never said

FRANNIE: | paid. | paid for some of it. | meanwlasn't letting her
pay for everything. | have my pride.
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SETH: Well, yeah. But pride

FRANNIE: Pride doesn't pay bills. I'm screwed.

BACH: How much time did they give you on the nefic

FRANNIE: Eight weeks. Eight weeks to pay, what bat now? A
lot. Let’s just say it's a lot. Essentially | hatee pay all back rent,
plus current, and the next two. Lucy has had ihwite.

SETH: Lucy the landlady. I still find that funny.

BACH: Seth. Please take this seriously.

SETH: Why don't you just sic Bach on her. Straigltmen beware,
this trans queer whatthefuck is coming for your mgnher
friends’ promise to pay rent, and your panties.

BACH: Very funny.

FRANNIE: She’s got a cane.

BACH: That’s kind of hot.

FRANNIE: She had a hip replaced.

BACH: Oh.

FRANNIE: It's fine. It just means

SETH: | got fired.

BACH/FRANNIE: What?

SETH: | haven't wanted to say anything about it Bince we're
confessing, | figured now is the time.

FRANNIE: Why?
SETH: Budget cuts. I'm expendable.

BACH: Holy hell.
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SETH: I'm expendable. | never made myself indigadate, which
means I’'m expendable. | was also called a “goofémwheceiving
my pink slip, so maybe that had something to dditit Who
knows? It happens.

FRANNIE: You never think it's going to happen touthough.

SETH: You dread it, but you don't think

FRANNIE: But you don'’t think

SETH: That you'll actually be abandoned.

FRANNIE: Right.

(Seth and Frannie share significant looks. Bacttogmizing some-
thing takes action.)

BACH: Well I'm beat. You both look exhausted. kefdike we've
knocked as much off as we can tonight. Good waramt. Why
don’t we call it a night?

SETH: Yeah. That's good.

(Seth and Bach make to leave for the door.)

BACH: Goodnight.

FRANNIE: Night.

BACH: Coming, Seth?

(Seth shrugs. Frannie keeps working. Bach hesitéttes leaves.

We see Bach exist in the same space though oufsatmie and
Seth’s current reality.)

BACH: How not to sleep with your best friend wheou feel lost.
Don't linger after feeling that spark, that reatiea that this would
be easy. Just go.

SETH: Well. | guess.

FRANNIE: You taking off?
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SETH: | mean. Yeah. Have you seen my coat?

(Frannie hands him his coat. He starts to put it @ally slowly.
Frannie doesn’t notice.)

BACH: Don't get drunk together.

FRANNIE: Want to stay for a drink? Drinking help&ou know with
the insufferable pain of it all.

SETH: Yeah. All right.
(Frannie pours more shots. They sit and drink.)

BACH: Don't talk or even think about the last timeu had sex. No
matter how long ago it was, it was too long.

FRANNIE: | can’t get over how empty it is.

SETH: Quiet. When Jeannine used to

FRANNIE: | miss her.

SETH: Yeah, me too.

FRANNIE: | meant Mack.

SETH: | meant Jeannine.

BACH: Don't touch each other. Right now you areydiu. Physical
contact isn’t platonic and you can't delude yourseto thinking

that it is.

(Frannie almost reaches out to touch Seth on &tiredly benign area.
But stops.)

FRANNIE: It's gonna be okay. We're gonna be fivge're just
lonely is all.

SETH: You talking to me, or to you?

FRANNIE: Whatever insight-o-man.

29



(Frannie lightly pushes him. He pushes her bacleyTlhugh and fall
into a familiar, comfortable position with one dfem is holding the
other.)

BACH: Really? | thought we cleared that one. FiRime. Hormone
bombs. If at all possible, don’t bring up that tigeu almost.

SETH: Do you remember that night in college?
BACH: Fuck.

FRANNIE: Which night? There were a lot of nightdiaven't done
the math on it or anything but there were a latights.

SETH: The night that we walked around with a leotif wine and
watched the trains?

FRANNIE: Oh. That night. Yeah. | remember. Remembeing
afraid to look back. Finding those abandoned baxcar

SETH: All that graffiti.

FRANNIE: Crack dens. Most of them. | think one wdefinitely
used to cook meth. It had that methy smell, youkho

SETH: | really don't.
FRANNIE: It did.

SETH: But that one with the big heart on it. Ahé tountdown mes-
sage. You don’t remember? It read,

FRANNIE: “It's ending tomorrow.” | remember, Seth.

SETH: Yeah. Why didn’t we?

FRANNIE: The cop. The cop with the flashlight. Eleased us out.
SETH: Right. But why didn’t we continue?

FRANNIE: We were just making out, Seth. Stupid lsmpores in

college. It wasn’'t magical or anything. Bach andad a similar
thing happen. It happens sometimes. It doesn’t mean
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SETH: | know. | know. But it felt like we could ha
FRANNIE: | suppose we could have.

SETH: So, why didn’'t we?

FRANNIE: Cause it would be a bad idea.

SETH: Do you think so, now? | mean then, | thiduywere right.
But now. Wouldn't it just be

FRANNIE: A friendly exchange? Is that what youfneposing?

BACH: Don't try to rationalize, or work up to thecision by talking
about how reasonable this solution is. It's notuMawe only suck-
ing each other into a safe delusion. An alternatdity wherein
consequences melt away in one moment where it'erets be
with someone than without anyone.

SETH: Well, why not? | mean. We're close. We'reayr friends.
This wouldn’t ruin anything. We know what this lsmean. I'm a
straight cis-male. And you're. Well, you're a

FRANNIE: Queer.

SETH: But it wouldn’t mean anything. It wouldn’ate to mean any-
thing at all. It would just be two friends trying pass the time.
Trying not to feel lonely.

FRANNIE: | guess. | mean. We wouldn’t get weirdoabit. We
would keep doing what we're doing. Right? And whesmwant to
stop. We stop.

SETH: Right.

(Seth and Frannie both down the rest of their dsinkhey look at
each other and pour more. Drink.)

BACH: | can't look.
(Seth and Frannie try to kiss. It doesn’'t go whllfact it goes horri-

bly. Think of the most awkward kiss you've ever. auplify it by
10,000. That's this kiss. Bach peaks through péit.)
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BACH: Oh. It's so much worse than | imagined.
SETH: Well that was

FRANNIE: Awful.

SETH: Pathetic really.

FRANNIE: We could try again.

SETH: Yeah. We could. But

FRANNIE: But it seems like it's a

SETH: A really bad

FRANNIE: A really dreadful idea. | guess you shibul
SETH: Yeah. | guess I'll be

BACH: When someone says they should leave, orogbed, let
them. Don't hesitate. Let them go.

(Seth goes toward the door.)

FRANNIE: Hey. Seth. It wasn’t the worst idea.

SETH: I didn't think it was at the time.

FRANNIE: | don't think

SETH: In the end it's not going to be worth it.

FRANNIE: | really wish that we could though. P#ss time.
SETH: The close our eyes and think of England kihftiends?
FRANNIE: We'll find people.

SETH: | hope so. You've been single for a few rhanfTry a year.
Night.

(Seth starts to exit. Seth joins Bach.)
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BACH: Thank god.

SETH: Don't judge.

BACH: Not judging. Just.

SETH: Jealous? Really.

BACH: It's probably nothing.

SETH: You should. You know. Go in there.
BACH: What? | couldn't.

SETH: You could. You could try.

BACH: You think?

SETH: Go for it, stud.

(Bach does a breath check and enters. Frannie da¢ssee Bach.
Bach comes up behind Frannie, turns her. And kiksesThis kiss is
the kiss kisses are made of.)

SETH: How not to sleep with your best friend.
(Frannie stops the kiss.)

SETH: | was kidding! You totally should!
FRANNIE: That was.

BACH: Tremendous, | know.

FRANNIE: It was. But. Bach.

BACH: Oh.

FRANNIE: It's just.

BACH: That's fine.

SETH: Bach, don't you dare leave. Frannie!
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FRANNIE: I'm sorry. | just have too many
SETH: Frannie, don't.

BACH: Hey. Don’t worry about it. We get The Machinp and run-
ning. Get Mack back and it's all golden.

FRANNIE: It's not about Mack anymore.
BACH: Sure.

FRANNIE: It's not.

BACH: You said.

FRANNIE: We're okay, right?

BACH: Of course. Why wouldn’'t we be? It was a grédzought, any-
way. Feeling lonely is all.

FRANNIE: | guess it's in the air. | wish

BACH: It was just an impulse.

FRANNIE: | impulsed back. It was a really greati
BACH: | have many skills. Night, Frannie.

(Bach, Seth, and Frannie occupy different realitiEsey are not ad-
dressing each other. But they are.)

SETH: We can bounce back from this right?
FRANNIE: | wish I. | just need to finish working.

BACH: I'm going to kill Mack.
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7. Because, a joint thesis

(Seth, Bach, and Frannie exist in many differemte8 and spaces.
Sometimes it is as if they can hear each otherotAer times it's
something they’'ve never voiced before.)

FRANNIE: Because | still get a whiff of you. I lstsmell you on my
clothes. My pillow. | have tried to find its sourdecan’'t do laun-
dry. | can't. | can’'t wash it off. A part of me derét. | don’t want
to get rid of it. Not yet.

BACH: Because that part of me won't go away. Watisappear
fully like it should. It haunts me. That girl. Soamy parts. So
many fucked up parts that don’'t mesh with who | mow. Who
I've always. Never her. Not her.

SETH: Because I'm still here.
BACH: I'm still here. Right?
FRANNIE: It makes me think you are still here.

SETH: With you. With both of you. | can’t get rid you. Of the time
exponentially multiplied to be more time than anljey person or
persons on the planet.

BACH: I'm me. These are the parts that have madewmat | am.
Elbow. Knee. Shoulder. Face. Hair. Always so muah.Every-
where. How could | be anyone else? I'm me.

SETH: Because when you're not here. Both of yoterighing falls
a part. | have no one. | have nothing. I'm not tiie. like things
are missing from my apartment. When we’re not toget

FRANNIE: Sometimes, when | find that smell agamroy clothes, |
won'’t shower for a couple of days so | can keepase. Pathetic, |
know. I'm not ready to give up that feeling of ysiill being here.
| think, This can’t be who I've become. | think, should be
stronger than this. | am stronger than this, right?

BACH: I'm not that. That girl. That fucking girl mo wished. Who

was. Who is now not her anymore. And. And nevellyegas her.
Not really.
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FRANNIE: Because | can't.

BACH: Because it's always about a girl, right?idpMack, Frannie.
Dammit, Josie. |. Fuck.

FRANNIE: Because | can't do this. Because | deveint to get up in
the morning one more day. Face another morninghd\it With-
out your taste.

BACH: Her taste, my taste, my fingers, toes, stdmda hese parts.
These concrete parts that can be explored, disseeklained.
And yet.

SETH: And yet.

BACH: | don’t know what to do. Because it's notncoete at all. Not
at all.

SETH: Fucked up, right? There should be a reagtind it. A path
to choose. So there we are. Because sometimes itha® dis-

cernible reason. Why we're drawn to this or thdte people who
come into our lives.

FRANNIE: Because thinking of you. Smelling thoseedls, tasting
that familiar. The saddest part. It makes me didikerally want to
vomit your smell. Expel you. And yet.

SETH: And yet.

FRANNIE: | still want you. What does that say abme?

SETH: It doesn’'t make sense. | don't know why Yoo resonate so
perfectly with me and who | am. When I’'m not aroyw | fade
away. Nothing to bounce off of, nothing to revetd vibrate. Oh

that sounds dirty. Reverb me. Vibrate me.

BACH: That's why. We need to build The Machine.eTtvhole
world is in chaos. Lacks reason. We're fucked. Bu¢ Machine.

SETH: | guess itis dirty.

BACH: Focus, man.
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SETH: Sorry. Focusing.

BACH: There’s too much unknowable shit. When actimg for the
chaos factor.

SETH: The human factor.

FRANNIE: Because it doesn’t make sense.

SETH: We're better when we don't try to make sense

BACH: Because there’s something clearer. Sometbitid. | hope.
SETH: Because | need you.

FRANNIE: Because there must be something quabtdiaSome-
thing that wouldn’t make me ill to think on.

(Seth and Frannie join the same reality. Seth ksiaghox into Fran-
nie’'s apartment labeled “Seth’s things”.

Josie enters Bach's reality. They share a momedteadit in the same
direction.)

37



8. New research on the paradigms of emotional pabbonding
and social media usage

(Seth and Frannie work on The Machine.

Bach enters. Slams door with back to it.)

BACH: HIDE ME!

(Laugh track.)

SETH: What bee crawled into your bonnet?

BACH: What the hell is a bonnet?

(Laugh track.)

FRANNIE: A fancy hat.

BACH: Why would a bee be in it?

FRANNIE: “Bee be init.” You crack me up.

(Laugh track.)

BACH: Jesus fucking Christ. | listen to your crapthe time and you
won't take one second to stop talking about bugkhaats to listen

to me.

SETH: Wow. Bach’s arrived in the mysterious larfdNm Humor.
Population one.

(Laugh track.)

FRANNIE: Did you hear that?
SETH: Hear what?

BACH: The laugh track.
(Laugh track.)

SETH: Oh. | didn't notice.
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FRANNIE: How could you not notice? It's obnoxious.

SETH: | hear it all the time. In my head. I've alys thought | lived
in a sitcom. | think I'm naturally funny enough fibr

(Laugh track.)

SETH: See? Naturally funny.

(Laugh track.

Bach snaps fingers. The laugh track stops abryptly.
SETH: Ah, man. You guys are no fun.

BACH: Can we get back to the issue here?
FRANNIE: Right. The bee in the bonnet.

BACH: Right. So there’s this girl.

(Pause. Everyone stops and waits for the “whoa’ckalt doesn’t
happen.)

BACH: | was expecting the “whoa” track.
FRANNIE: | guess it's not going to happen.
SETH: Too bad.

(“Whoa” track plays.)

SETH: You're timing is off, God! Go back to Comed@1. Am I
right?

FRANNIE: So there’s a girl?
BACH: Woman.

SETH: Isn't there always a girlwoman? | mean fouy Isn't there
always another girlwoman.

BACH: Yeah. Only this one didn’t leave this morgin
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FRANNIE: So?

BACH: So? | cooked her breakfast.

SETH: Was it warm and tasty?

BACH: It wasn’t a euphemism.

FRANNIE: So you made her breakfast.

BACH: How long have you known me?

FRANNIE: Well. Time’'s relative.

BACH: Well. Relative to right now. How long havely known me?

FRANNIE: A long, long time. Eons at least.

BACH: And in that time, have | ever cooked breakffor anyone,
ever? You, Seth, any nameless girl? Woman. Hawerl eooked
breakfast?

FRANNIE: Oh my.

SETH: This is serious.

FRANNIE: You.

SETH: You cooked.

BACH: | cooked breakfast. For a girl. Woman.

FRANNIE: So, does that mean that you have feelinGause that
would

SETH: That would be big.
BACH: | called her.
FRANNIE: But you already cooked breakfast.

BACH: I'm saying. She left my apartment after egtbreakfast to go
to work. I. I. It's so much worse. I'm embarrassed.
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FRANNIE: What could be worse?

SETH: Oh my.

BACH: Shut up.

SETH: You texted, didn’'t you?

FRANNIE: You called and texted? Right after shig?le

BACH: With an emoticon.

FRANNIE: Oh Bach. That's pathetic.

BACH: It was winking. What am | going to do? Yoaue to hide
me. Tie me down. | can’t be near social media.a&0phone. Or, a
keyboard. | can't be trusted.

FRANNIE: Well. | mean we could hide you.

SETH: Yeah. We could. | have rope. We could tia glown.

FRANNIE: You have rope?

SETH: Don't pry your nose into my bedroom and €bntinue to
pretend | don't hear a loud buzzing coming fromrymom in the
middle of the night.

FRANNIE: You do not.

SETH: You should really be subtle with the Hitaddse a muffler
with it. A towel. Something. It sounds like it's igg to vibrate
your clit off.

FRANNIE: You have no idea.

BACH: Can you two focus for two minutes?

FRANNIE: Right. Well the thing is.

SETH: Yes. The thing is.

FRANNIE: Is this that bad?

41



BACH: | made breakfast.

SETH: Right. We heard you.

FRANNIE: But. You see.

SETH: You made breakfast.

FRANNIE: Do you think it's really the worst thing?

BACH: But the calling. And, the, the, the, the,

SETH: Texting. You can say it.

FRANNIE: | think that maybe you're making too bégdeal out of
this. You like someone. That's okay. | know it'sthdo face, but |

think you’ll be stronger in the end.

BACH: Okay. | mean. Let's put this in perspectilt&s not like we're
in a relationship. It's not like we’re. Together.

FRANNIE: Pair bonded.

BACH: Pair bonded. Right. It was just breakfast.
FRANNIE: Right.

SETH: Warm, tasty breakfast.

BACH: But what if it's more than that? What if, atif

FRANNIE: Shush now. Everything's going to be firldere's a
wrench.

(Frannie and Seth return to The Machine. Bach loaksis phone
and eventually, bravely smiles.)

END OF SAMPLE
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