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Characters:
HARVEY: A recovering alcoholic. Late 20s to mid-40s.
DONNA: A recovering alcoholic. Late 20s to 30s.

PASTOR TOM: A pastor. An alcoholic. 30s to 50s.

Time: The present. 1:15 am. Early spring.

Place: A church basement.
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Clean
By Nina Mansfield

(A dim light illuminates a church basement. There are tables, chairs,
some cabinets, and a kitchenette with a large industrial dishwasher. A
church calendar hangs on the wall, with various meetings listed. Donna
paces back and forth. She stops, and makes a decision. She begins to
rifle through a large duffle bag. She pulls out a blanket and some cloth-
ing, from which she begins to construct an improvised bed on a bench, or
in a corner. She pulls out some pajamas. She is about to get changed,
but hears a noise. She rolls up her bed, turns off the lights and hides.
There is some clanking. Harvey enters. He lugs a bunch of heavy, cum-
bersome, dirty, pots and pans. He walks cautiously, quietly. Despite his
efforts, he trips and falls. Pots and pans fly everywhere. Donna turns on
the lights.)

DONNA: What the...

HARVEY: Sorry. Sorry...I didn’t realize...I didn’t think anyone was in
here.

DONNA: Who are you?
HARVEY: I'm...wait. Who are you?
DONNA: How did you get in here?
HARVEY: I have a key.

DONNA: Oh.

HARVEY: And you are...?
DONNA: You first.

HARVEY: (Cautiously.) Harvey.
DONNA: And you’re here to...
(Harvey lifts a pan.)

HARVEY: What does it look like?

DONNA: (Sarcastic.) You’re a one man band?
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HARVEY: No. I need to wash these.
DONNA: Wash...?

HARVEY: These pots and pans.
DONNA: I don’t understand.

HARVEY: I came here to wash these.
DONNA: But you brought them with you.
HARVEY: That’s right. They were dirty.
(Harvey holds up a pot.)

DONNA: Ew...

HARVEY: See.

DONNA: Wait a second. Let me get this straight. You just broke into a
church basement at 1:15 in the morning...to do your dishes?

HARVEY: There’s an industrial strength dishwasher. And I didn’t break
in. I have a key.

DONNA: I'm calling the cops.

HARVEY: Go ahead. What are they gonna do? Arrest me for washing
dishes?

DONNA: You don’t belong here.
HARVEY: And you do?
DONNA: Yes.

HARVEY: Idon’t think so.
DONNA: How would you know?
HARVEY: Oh I know.

DONNA: Oh do you. How?



HARVEY: So, what are you doing here?

DONNA: I live here.

HARVEY: In the basement?

DONNA: Yes. (Pause.) I'm...a nun.

HARVEY: It’s a Methodist church. They don’t have nuns.
DONNA: Well, I was here first. And you broke in.
HARVEY: Key.

DONNA: Oh, yeah. A magic key. Now you’re gonna tell me you’re a
priest.

HARVEY: No. A minister.
DONNA: You’re a minister?
HARVEY: No.

DONNA: Church elder? Deacon?
HARVEY: I have a key. Okay.
DONNA: Why?

HARVEY: Ican’ttell you.
DONNA: You can’t tell me?
HARVEY: So I can make the coffee.
DONNA: Coffee?

HARVEY: For my meetings.
DONNA: Which meetings?
HARVEY: The anonymous kind.

DONNA: Anon...Oh. Oh! I thought you looked familiar. Donna H.
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HARVEY: Oh. Donna. (Recognizing her.) Donna. Yeah...Harvey T. 1
know you. You just shared about—

DONNA: Getting kicked out by my husband—

HARVEY: And having no place to go. Oh...so you...you...

DONNA: Just stayed here. After the meeting.

HARVEY: Oh, I'm sorry. Did I wake you?

DONNA: No. Icouldn’t sleep.

HARVEY: Me neither. All that coffee.

DONNA: Me too. And, well, the no bed factor. I'd be out drinking but I
put my last dollar in the collection. At least there were cookies. (Pause.)
Did you just come here to do your dishes?

HARVEY: Well, yeah. Pots and pans.

DONNA: That’s really...strange.

HARVEY: Not really. Ilive just up the street.

DONNA: Still.

HARVEY: There’s this caked on grease. It’s really hard to scrub off.
Have you ever used an industrial strength dishwasher?

DONNA: Yeah. Ishowered in it tonight.
HARVEY: Seriously.

DONNA: Well, I considered it.
HARVEY: I wouldn’t recommend it.
DONNA: Oh, you wouldn’t?

HARVEY: They’re really pretty heavy duty. Might be a bit abrasive on
the skin. And hot.

DONNA: Hmmm.



(Awkward silence.)

HARVEY: Well, I should...do you mind? I mean, I’'m here. You're
awake. I could just pop them in and—

DONNA: Sure. Sure. I mean, go ahead.

HARVEY: Thanks.

(Harvey gathers up his pots and pans. He begins to load them into the
dishwasher.)

HARVEY: It’ll just be a couple of minutes.

DONNA: Take your time.

(Harvey finishes loading the dishwasher. Donna watches him. Silence.)
HARVEY: I could make some coffee.

DONNA: No. No. Had enough tonight.

HARVEY: Yeah. Me too.

(Silence.)

HARVEY: It’s really pretty quiet. For industrial strength. It’s so power-
ful though. You’d think it would make more noise.

DONNA: Hmmm.

HARVEY: I was a bit scared—the first time—that someone would find
me here.

DONNA: You’ve done this before?

HARVEY: Just a couple of times. When the pots and pans pile up. I
like to cook.

DONNA: Not me.

HARVEY: You don’t mind, if I just sit for a second. They were pretty
heavy.



DONNA: No, go ahead.

HARVEY: They shouldn’t be long. It’s really quite quick. Surprisingly
quick.

DONNA: Please. Stay. Sit a while. What do I care? Couldn’t sleep
anyway.

HARVEY: Me neither.

(Harvey sits.)

DONNA: So...you make the coffee.

HARVEY: Yeah.

DONNA: Hm...

HARVEY: Hard to sleep at first. I know.

DONNA: Yeah. I was gonna go for a walk. But I don’t have a key.
And I was afraid if I left, I'd get locked out, and well, it’s kinda cold out
there and...

HARVEY: It’s actually not bad. Getting warmer.

DONNA: Really?

HARVEY: No. Well, yeah. It’s still cold though. I used to go for
walks. To clear my head.

DONNA: Yeah. I could use a clear head.

HARVEY: But then...

DONNA: What?

HARVEY: Well, there’s that...you know. On the corner.
DONNA: On the corner?

HARVEY: You know. Just over the footbridge...

DONNA: On the corner?



HARVEY: Rocky’s?

DONNA: Oh. That place.

HARVEY: Yeah.

DONNA: Rocky’s.

HARVEY: Yeah, Rocky’s.

DONNA: (Disgusted) Oh God. That’s a dive.
HARVEY: Yeah, well.

DONNA: You’d go there?

HARVEY: Would walk right in.
DONNA: Oh.

HARVEY: Yeah. I know.

DONNA: That place is so...

HARVEY: Yeah, I know.

DONNA: I’ve been there.

HARVEY: It’s open late. I'll give it that.
DONNA: True. Buteven so.

HARVEY: Don’t tell me. I know.
DONNA: (Remembering something.) Oh.
HARVEY: What?

DONNA: Oh...Ijust...

HARVEY: What?

DONNA: I just realized why you look so familiar.

HARVEY: I thought...
10



DONNA: What?

HARVEY: The meeting?

DONNA: No. I mean, maybe, but...I'm new. I don’t even look at peo-
ple’s faces. Like I'm not supposed to. Anonymous, right? But, it was a
while back. A few months ago maybe.
HARVEY: What?

DONNA: Never mind.

HARVEY: Well, now you have to tell me.
DONNA: Don’t worry about it.
HARVEY: Rocky’s?

(Donna nods.)

HARVEY: I don’t remember.

DONNA: I wouldn’t think so.

HARVEY: Bad?

DONNA: No use reminding you.
HARVEY: Did we...?

(Harvey gestures with his hands.)
DONNA: God no! I'm married.
HARVEY: But...

DONNA: No. No! But you tried.
HARVEY: I...

DONNA: You don’t want to...

HARVEY: No. Better not.
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DONNA: They kicked you out.
HARVEY: I sort of suspected.
DONNA: I remember being worried.
HARVEY: That’s nice.

DONNA: I mean...I was pretty...
HARVEY: Sure.

DONNA: But you...

HARVEY: That’s fine. Please. I know.
DONNA: How did you...?

HARVEY: What?

DONNA: Idon’t think you were wearing shoes.
HARVEY: Hm. That explains a lot.
DONNA: So no more walks.

HARVEY: Dishes. I'm trying dishes now. And vacuuming. Windows
too. But mainly dishes.

DONNA: Better for you.
HARVEY: First I cooked.
DONNA: Now you clean.
HARVEY: Pot roast.
DONNA: I'm a vegetarian.
HARVEY: Gumbo.
DONNA: That’s got meat.

HARVEY: Vegetarian gumbo.

12



DONNA: Sounds pretty pointless.

HARVEY: Don’t tell me you’re one of those vegetarians that doesn’t
actually eat vegetables.

DONNA: Idon’t cook.

HARVEY: Yeah. I think you mentioned that.

DONNA: Do your feet...? Never mind. I shouldn’t.
HARVEY: My feet?

DONNA: Well, there was still snow on the ground then.
HARVEY: I should go.

DONNA: Your dishes.

HARVEY: I could come back.

DONNA: You know, coffee just might be nice.

HARVEY: I'll be up for a week.

DONNA: I think I saw some tea.

HARVEY: Herbal?

DONNA: Yeah. I was bored. Started snooping. I could make tea.
HARVEY: I could go for some tea.

DONNA: I'll make some.

(Donna begins to look for tea in a cabinet.)

HARVEY: We probably shouldn’t. It belongs to the church.
DONNA: You're right.

HARVEY: But we could just replace it.

DONNA: Yousit. I gotit. It’s in here somewhere.
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HARVEY: Here, let me help.

DONNA: I thought I saw some in the...hold on...Wait...I got some-
thing...

(Donna reaches back into one of the cabinets and pulls out a big bottle of
bourbon.)

DONNA: Oh.

HARVEY: That’s...ironic.

DONNA: Is it ironic, or just a coincidence?
HARVEY: No, I think this counts as irony.
DONNA: Do you think it’s a sign?

HARVEY: From God?

DONNA: Idon’t believe in God.

HARVEY: (Sarcastic.) 1 thought you were a nun.
DONNA: Yeah, right.

HARVEY: G-O-D. Group Of Drunks.

DONNA: I think it’s a sign.

HARVEY: Of impending doom.

DONNA: I don’t know about you, but—
HARVEY: We should pour it out.

DONNA: We can’t do that. It belongs to someone.
HARVEY: Just get rid of it. I don’t want to see it.
DONNA: Okay.

(Donna starts to take a swig, but Harvey stops her before she drinks any
of the bourbon.)
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HARVEY: Ididn’t say drink it.

DONNA: Well, we can’t just throw it away. Belongs to the church,
right.

HARVEY: What, it’s not communion wine.
DONNA: I think Methodists use grape juice.
HARVEY: Whatever. Now give it to me.

DONNA: Don’t get all self-righteous. You forget. I’ve seen you down
wall beers.

HARVEY: I've got ninety-eight days.

DONNA: Twenty-four hours. One day at a time. Could start again to-
MOITOW.

HARVEY: Just hand it over.

DONNA: My house, my rules.

HARVEY: This isn’t your house.

DONNA: It’s not yours either.

(Harvey actively tries to get the bottle from Donna.)
HARVEY: Give me the bottle.

DONNA: No.

HARVEY: Give it to me!

DONNA: No way!

HARVEY: Do you want me to remind you why you’re here?
DONNA: No thanks. I’d rather forget.

HARVEY: You drove your four year old—

DONNA: I’'m not—
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HARVEY: Drunk—

DONNA: —listening—

HARVEY: —to ballet lessons.

DONNA: Never made it out of the driveway.
HARVEY: That’s because you crashed into your own house.
DONNA: No one was hurt.

HARVEY: That’s your excuse?

DONNA: I'm not making excuses.

(They fight over the bottle.)

DONNA: Let go of me!

HARVEY: This is for your own good!
DONNA: Get off of me.

HARVEY: I’'m doing this for you!

(They continue to fight over the bottle. Suddenly, they hear a noise. They
look at each other.)

DONNA: What was...?
HARVEY: Shhh! Hide!

(Donna plops the bottle down on the table. They shut the lights out and
hide. Pastor Tom enters. He wears a robe, slippers. He goes to the
cabinet, gets himself a glass. He opens the cabinet, reaches in.)

PASTOR TOM: Now, where are you? In here somewhere. (He sees the
bottle on the table.) Oh, now that’s odd.

(Pastor Tom glances over his shoulder, in the direction of the door, and
then cautiously moves to the bottle. He stares at it for a moment, then
pours himself a drink.)

HARVEY: (Whispering.) Is he...we should...
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DONNA: Shhhh...

(Pastor Tom stares at the drink. Harvey and Donna look on from the
shadows. )

HARVEY: (Mouthing words silently and shaking his head.) Don’t do it.
Don’t do it.

DONNA: Shhh.

(Pastor Tom drinks down the entire glass, quickly. The warmth shakes
him. Harvey cringes. Donna licks her lips. They all exhale. Pastor Tom
thinks he hears something. He gets up and looks around.)

PASTOR TOM: Must be mice.

(When Pastor Tom is convinced that he is alone, he picks up the bottle.
He decides to pour himself another drink. He stares at it, contemplating.)

HARVEY: (Sotto voce. Growing more frantic.) We should stop him.
(Harvey is about to step out of the shadows. Donna holds him back.)
DONNA: (Sotto voce.) What’s your problem? Let the man drink.
(Pastor Tom quickly drinks the second drink. He feels satisfied. He is
about to pour himself a third, but the buzzer on the dishwasher rings. He
nearly spills the bottle of bourbon, but he manages to hold on to it.)
PASTOR TOM: What the...?

(Pastor Tom clutches the bottle as he walks over to the dishwasher. He
turns on the lights and sees Donna and Harvey hiding. They move out of
the shadows.)

DONNA: (Sheepishly, to Harvey.) 1 think your dishes are done.
HARVEY: Yep, I think you’re right.

PASTOR TOM: Who...?

HARVEY: Yeah...So, um, if you don’t mind, I'll just get them and be
running along.
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