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Song Number One:  Dear Mary 
 
Audience enters from upstage doors onto empty stage, crossing the stage to get to their 
seats.   
 
Once settled, Song number one starts.  Mid-way through song, George and Nadia enter 
from upstage doors.  They pull down fabric roll to create a swath of fabric crossing the 
floor.  They carefully roll the set pieces onstage. 
 
(video projector/microphone with stand/two chairs/small table/podium/chair and 
beanbag set/stand with board)
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Nadia stands at podium.  George sits on discussion chair. 
 
True Story Number One: 
 
 
In 1920, somewhere near Toronto, a man was born on a farm.  He grew up during the 
depression.  He lived in poverty. He learned how to live off the land.  Then there was a 
war.  He joined up to get a paycheck.  It was a good war and he was on the winning side.  
Then the war ended.   
 
He came home but not to a farm, he moved to the city.  He never wanted to be poor 
again.  
 
In 1950 he had a son who was born in the city.  The son grew up in times of prosperity 
and celebrations.  The men kept their shoes shined, went to the barber every few weeks 
and washed their cars on the weekends.  They watched their money carefully and never 
talked about the war.  Women went to the beauty parlour and took care of their homes 
and families.   
 
Then people were told that there was a new war coming and that they had to stay vigilant. 
Then there was a new war.  The son, now a teenager, and his friends thought that this was 
a bad war.  They didn't believe that the commies were going to take over the world.   
They protested the war and grew their hair long.  They didn't seem to care much about 
money.  They fought with their fathers and left home.  War is hell.   
 
Capitalism thrived from the war and the kids decided that capitalism was a bad thing. 
 They tried to say 'no' to capitalism but it didn't matter because capitalism can't take 'no' 
for an answer.   
 
 
Nadia goes and sits at discussion chair. 
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DISCUSSION NUMBER ONE:  MARKETING 
 
 
 
Nadia:  We are now going to start the first discussion.  The first discussion is on   
Marketing.   But before we start, let’s listen to this: 
 
Nadia presses play on small tape deck and holds her microphone to it to amplify sound.  
Tape of answering machine message from NAC marketing department. 
 
“ Hello.  You have one message.   
 
Hey, George, this is Michael Caplan calling, a voice from the distant past.  Something 
you might be aware of is that, for a living,  I sell Dance and English theatre at the 
National Arts Centre and much to my pleasant subscribe… uhh..subscribe.. uhh.. 
surprise..  (it’s Monday, bear with me, I was in Montreal for the weekend, I had a great 
weekend…from what I can remember)… there is your face in our brochure, my friend, in 
a play about your life, and it sounds fascinating.  So I’d love to chat with you about it a 
little bit at some point because we are selling you, my friend.   I’m thrilled and fascinated 
by it, I’m envious of you having a play written about your life, I mean, it doesn’t get 
much better than that, I would think.   So, anyway, there you have it.   Hope you are 
doing well. Look forward to hearing from you, man.   Bye. 
 
That was your last message.” 
 
 
Nadia sets microphone aside and sets timer to four minutes. 
 
Nadia:  I’m now going to set this timer for four minutes and when the buzzer goes off, 
the discussion will end.  So:  Marketing. 
 
PROJECTED ON HANGING FABRIC: MARKETING  
 
 
Nadia and George discuss topic.   They are welcomed to go completely off topic in all of 
the discussions.  Essentially this is an opportunity for them to discuss what is important 
in this moment, whether related to the play or something that is on their minds now that 
might be relevant to the play. 
 
Discussion ends when timer goes off. 
 
Nadia:  Thank you. 
 
Nadia takes mic and goes to microphone stand.   
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Play Number One:  Heaven on Earth 
 
 
PROJECTED ON HANGING FABRIC:  1967.  THIS IS PARADISE.  
 
Nadia at microphone stands speaks into microphone.  Her voice is altered with voice 
manipulator, into ‘George’s father’s voice’, called “Wally”. 
 
Wally:  I am you father.  You have everything that you need here.  You have a home, you 
have a television set, you have a warm bed, you have all the food you can eat. You have 
warm clothes.  You have your record player and records.  You can have all of this, but 
only if you cut your hair.  Why would you give all of this up?    What else do you want? 
 
George:  I don’t know.  I can’t describe it.  But there is something more. 
 
Wally:     Your dollar is your best friend.  You may think you have lots of friends, but if 
you’re broke they’ll disappear pretty damned quick- you can count on that.  The next 
thing is that you need a job to make money.  I joined the army to get off the farm after the 
depression.  I worked and I didn’t like it.  Saying “Yes sir, no sir”- but that’s what we 
have to do- that’s reality.  What’s wrong with being a soldier?  
You can’t buck the system and you can’t bite the hand that feeds you.  I’ve given you 
everything you need.  What more could you want? 
 
George:  I don’t know.  I don’t want this.  I want something else. 
 
Wally: When I cut off all your hair, you stayed in your room all weekend crying like a 
big baby.  I thought to myself:  What’s wrong with this boy?  Why does he insist on 
making life difficult?  How is he going to live in this world?  He’s got no strength. 
 
George:  What’s the opposite of a soldier, because that’s what I’m going to be.  You 
represent everything that I’m fighting against. 
 
Wally:  Who’s gonna love you and take care of you if you don’t stay here and do what 
you’re told? 
 
George:  Are you kidding- that won’t be a problem at all. 
 
Wally:  George, if you walk out that door now- that’s it. 
 
George walks out upstage door.   
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Voice manipulator is changed to ‘Little Girl Voice’.  
 
Nadia: (as little girl):   
 
My name is Nadia.  I am seven years old. 
 
It’s you.   
 
PROJECTED ON SMALL BOARD: George, YOUNG HIPPY. 
 
 projected onto small board which Nadia is holding until George re-enters the stage. 
 
You have long hair and no shoes or socks.  And beads around your neck, lots of them, all 
different colors and sparkly, they are beautiful.  And you have earrings.  And you are 
walking very slowly, slower than everybody else.  And you have a little smile.  You’re 
different and I’m scared of you.  You stop right in front of me and you say: 
 
Voice manipulator changes Nadia’s voice to Young George.   
 
Nadia (as Young George):  Hey, what’s happening little girl?  You look sad.  Are you 
hurt? Are you angry?  What’s wrong? Did someone burst your bubble already? Wow. 
I’m sorry.  This world has been a bad place, but it’s all about to change.  There is a new 
breed of man coming.  I’m one of them.  We come in peace.  The truth is coming.  It’s a 
whole new kind of person that’s coming and I think you may be one of us.   Everyone is 
gonna be nice to each other and everyone is gonna love each other and help each other 
out.  
 
 
Nadia (As Little Girl):  And I was so happy to think that everyone was gonna be nice to 
each other.  I believed you because you looked special. You got down on one knee and 
looked me right in the eye.  Then you picked a dandelion from the crack in the sidewalk 
and put it in my hair.  That night, I fall asleep with the dandelion in my hair and it’s like 
the whole world is right next to my skin and it loves me.  
 
George enters from upstage doors with paper mache head.  
Small board projection goes off.   
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George:   Hello, my name is George.  Underneath this mask, I’m still George.  I ran away 
from home when I was a teenager because my Dad wanted me to get my haircut.   That 
shaped the rest of my life.   
 
I could never go home again.    
 
And the winter was coming.  The hippie movement started on the west coast. Winters 
weren’t as harsh there:  so out we went…  my best friend and I.  We got welfare checks 
and took the train to Vancouver.  We had ‘the look’ down and we had all of our worldly 
possessions on our backs.  We headed to the strip.  The closer we got, the more exciting it 
got.  There must have been 100 hippies on the sidewalks.  I saw an entire family with 
hippie kids.  As we walked along, looking for a cool place to hang out, everyone seemed 
to smile and flash us peace signs. I felt flattered and welcomed.  We passed health food 
stores and vegetarian restaurants, head shops with Hendrix music and incense that filled 
the air. We went into a place called ‘The Last Chance Saloon’- perfect.  I remember 
watching a girl in there carve a big penis out of wood; so liberated.  A normal looking 
guy with short hair walked in and looked around.  Someone shouted out ‘Hey, don’t 
drink the Kool-aid’ .  We all cracked up laughing. The guy who looked normal wasn’t 
trusted.  I felt like I was home, at last.  Beautiful. 
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Nadia goes to podium and reads the following story. 
 
 
True Story Number Two:  Abbie Hoffman’s Steal This Book 
 
Nadia:  (to audience) Have any of you ever read Abbie Hoffman’s Steal This Book? 
 
In 1971 Grove House Press publishes Abbie Hoffman’s “Steal This Book”.  He has 
written much of this book while at the Cook County Jail in Chicago.  He writes: 
 
It's perhaps fitting that I write this introduction in jail- that graduate school of survival. 
Here you learn the only rehabilitation possible- hatred of oppression. 

He continues later on in his introduction to say: 
 
To steal from a brother or sister is evil. To not steal from the institutions that are the 
pillars of the Pig Empire is equally immoral.  Inflated prices guarantee large profits 
while shoplifters are punished.  Murder in a uniform is heroic, in a costume it is a crime. 
False advertisements win awards, forgers end up in jail.  Politicians conspire to create 
police riots and the victims are convicted in the courts.  A modern, highly mechanized 
army travels 9,000 miles to commit genocide against a small nation of great vision and 
then accuses its people of aggression…  Everything is topsy-turvy.  

Nadia stays at podium but to the side. 
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George:  Out west, I hooked up with a girl called Georgia Jones.  She was gorgeous and 
fun. She had some money and I had some money from working construction.   We got a 
place together and we painted it flat black, filled it with plants and mirrors. We put the 
waterbed in the bedroom.  All that summer we used to hitchhike out to Wreck Beach.  
We’d head down to the end where it was a nudist beach.  Our first time there we saw 
some familiar faces and joined them.  I took off all of my clothes but Georgia left on her 
tank top and panties.  I went into the ocean.  I looked back and saw her following me.  
She’d taken off all her clothes and was radiant.  As the sun set, she braided my hair and 
whispered that she wanted to go to California. When the cold and rainy weather came, we 
took a leap of faith and headed to California with nothing.  A lot of my life has been 
about faith.  I thought, if my dad knew he’d think I was completely insane.  It took us 
three attempts at crossing the border, but finally we got a ride with some guy who 
suggested that I put my hair in a ponytail, tuck it under my turtleneck and let him do all 
the talking.  A few months later, down in Santa Cruz, Georgia dumped me.  She came in 
all excited one night to tell me she’d met some guy.  I was more concerned about the way 
a proper hippie would react than how I actually felt.  I said I’m glad for you and gave her 
a hug.  A few days later, all alone on my way to Big Sur, I remember getting that really 
happy, excited feeling inside- I still get that feeling- it keeps me going on and I don’t 
even know what it is.  Anyway, that winter of just trippin’ around California and Arizona 
was magic.  A playboy bunny saw me doing yoga on the beach in South Laguna and 
asked me to move in and teach her yoga.  That was fun. 
 
The cops kinda scared me though, ‘cos I was so free – I was afraid they’d put the arm on 
me and lock me away on some trumped up charge. But besides prison, what is the worst 
that could happen to me? 
 
Nadia:  You could waste your life.  End up a man in his mid-fifties with no income, no 
possibility of retirement…still struggling just to get by.  You could spend years having a 
good time once in a while, but, deep down, you would know that you have wasted your 
potential by just getting by.  But, sorry, I interrupted you.  So, it was beautiful? 
 
George:  Yes, it was. 
 
Nadia:  In what way? 
 
George:  I was free to be myself in a place where no one knew me.  I was a rebel who 
lived by his own rules.   
 
Nadia:  So what happened? 
 
George:  I flourished.  I became popular and well liked in the subculture.  I liked what it 
was all about.  Peace.  Free love.  Expand your mind.  Question authority.  Spirituality.  
Protesting the status quo just by the way I looked- you could actually do that back then.  
On sunny summer days, I loved walking through a crowd of office workers on their lunch 
break wearing my Sergeant Pepper’s jacket and my hair down to my waist.  I wished that 
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they’d take off their ties and watches, undo their top buttons and join the movement.  The 
music, the look, the times- it felt like the whole world was opening up to a new freedom 
where we’d stop being robots and numbers sacrificing today for tomorrow- where we’d 
stop being so serious and doom and gloom.  A world with more laughing, dancing, music 
and playing- a world where people lived fun-filled, meaningful lives. 
 
Nadia crosses stage to mic 
 
Nadia (voice modulator- little girl):  You’re happy.  And you’re nice. 
 
George:  Thank you. 
 
Nadia:  I like your beads. 
 
George:  Thank you. 
 
Nadia:  Where did you get them? 
 
George:  A girl that I know made them for me. 
 
Nadia:  They’re beautiful.  Do you think that she could make some for me? 
 
George:  Absolutely.  She’d love to make some beads for you.  I’ll ask her, next time I 
see her. 
 
Nadia:  Really? 
 
George:  Yes.  These are love beads.  You can’t buy them in a store, and if you did – it 
wouldn’t be the same.  They’re made with love and given with love.  You have to give 
love away to keep it.  When you wear these beads, people know that you are spreading 
love in this world.  You’ll be one of us. 
 
Nadia:  I can’t wait to get mine.  Will you bring them to me the next time you come? 
 
George:  Yes I will. 
 
Nadia:  Where do you live? 
 
George:  Nowhere, really.  Where do you live? 
 
Nadia:  With my mom. 
 
George:  Where’s your Dad? 
 
Nadia:  I don’t know.   
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George:  You’re the sweetest little girl. 
 
Nadia:  I like you. 
 
George:  I like you too. 
 
Pause. 
 
George:  I should be going now. 
 
Nadia:  Where are you going? 
 
George:  To the feed-in to get something to eat, then over to a friends place to listen to 
music and talk about the meaning of life. 
 
Nadia:  Is that fun? 
 
George:  I think it’s fun.  And important. 
 
Pause. 
 
 
Nadia:  What are you doing tomorrow? 
 
George:  I don’t know.  Maybe I’ll take a bus to the outskirts of town and just stick out 
my thumb and go.   
 
Nadia:  You don’t work? 
 
George:  No.  I’ll work to get some money if I need some, but not as a way of life- that’s 
just nuts. 
 
Nadia:  My mom works.   
 
George:  Work is for people who don’t know how to live.  All we have to do is just get 
by, and that’s easy.  I used to go to temporary manpower to get a few days work once in a 
while, but not anymore.  
 
Nadia:  Why? 
 
George:  Because the last few times I went there, they gave me a job delivering flyers out 
in the suburbs.  I couldn’t stand being out there or what I was doing- polluting the planet 
with capitalist pig propaganda- I didn’t need their money that bad.    
 
Nadia:  What about school? 
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George:  School is there to brainwash you.  To make you into everybody else.  
Everybody is living a lie.  They all think they have to work all the time, do what they’re 
told and behave.  They don’t have to do that. If you follow your heart and just enjoy what 
God has given us, then not only will everything work out, but you’ll be an original.  Life 
is for having fun. It’s for adventure and experimenting. 
 
Nadia:   I hate school. 
 
George:  I know.  I hate it too.   Well, I got to go. 
 
Nadia:  Will you come back to see me? 
 
George:  Sure! 
 
Nadia:  Will you come here? 
 
George:  Sure! 
 
Nadia:  So I’ll see you tomorrow and you’ll bring my love beads? 
 
George:  Sure.   
 
Nadia: (back to normal voice) I waited for you the next day.  I waited and waited like the 
woman in Madame Butterfly.  I waited for you the day after.    I waited for you for so 
many days.  I got used to waiting. 
 
George:  I’m so sorry.  
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SMALL BOARD PROJECTION:  MOVING GALLERY OF IMAGES FROM 
GEORGE’S PAST 
 
During song, George moves projector to follow Nadia who is holding up small projection 
board and crossing stage.  Dance. 
 
Song Number Two:  You Broke My Heart (Lavender Diamond) 
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Nadia reads over song, You Broke My Heart, at the podium: 
 
True Story Number Three: 
 
 
Nadia: So the uprising of the 60’s ended.  A lot of your friends got jobs, got married, had 
children.  Some simply disappeared.  And there were those horrible years in between 
uprisings, when all they played on the radio were overproduced imitations of good songs 
but with no social conscience, no soul or message.  You cut your hair in 1973 because 
long hair didn’t mean anything anymore.  The pop culture was no longer in tune with the 
political dissidents or the seekers. The uprisings of the 60’s had simply been assimilated 
into the mainstream.  You got a job. You joined the Foreign Service, the government, to 
buy time and digest what had happened. You were posted to London, England when the 
punk movement was just starting to build- it became your lifeline.  You embraced its 
concepts.  The anger and the hurt.  You wanted anarchy.  How far can too far go?  You 
became more radical than ever.   
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Discussion Number Two:  7 important Things 
 
ON LARGE PROJECTION SCREEN:  7 Important Things 
 
Nadia and George sit at the discussion chairs. 
 
Nadia:  Discussion number two, on the 7 Important Things. 
 
Nadia sets a timer to four minutes. 
 
Nadia and George discuss topic.  They can go off topic with only one rule:  George must 
state what all his 7 Important Things are.   
 
Discussion ends when timer goes off. 
 
 
Nadia:  Thank you. 
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Play Number Two:  Descent 
 
ON LARGE PROJECTION SCREEN:  1975.  ALL IS WELL 
 
George:   I sit at my little desk in this huge office with lots of other desks and people like 
me, sitting.  This office is in a big building with many other offices just like this one.  
This building is one of many owned by the government.  They are pumping musak 
through the air.  Not too loud, just loud enough to make me insane.  They could be 
playing The Beatles or Mozart.  But no, someone in one of these offices chose…musak.  
They chose it to kill me.  It feels like someone has sawed off the top of my head and is 
pouring lukewarm porridge into my skull.  I don’t like it.  I look longingly out the 
window at the beautiful summer day.  The people who work with me talk about the 
weekend a lot.  What they are going to do for the weekend.  On Friday, they say:  
‘T.G.I.F**.’ That breaks my heart.   
 
Nadia:  This is a quote from one of our numerous interviews.  You say:  “It was soul 
destroying. All my worst fears were confirmed.  I was a round peg trying to fit into a 
square hole and I would never fit in.  I felt despair.” 
 
George:  There was a guy there who wore a shirt and tie and roamed the halls selling 
lottery tickets.  I think he was an officer, but I don’t know what his real job was.  People 
spent a lot of time fantasizing about winning the lottery.  I knew another guy who spent 
all his time with an atlas planning minute details of his next vacation.  Then there were 
the ladies that were constantly on the phone talking about their little doggie or their little 
niece or what they watched on TV.  They did a lot of laughing and whispering. Lots of 
talk about home improvement projects, sports on tv, their kids, their savings and retiring.  
They were all perfectly normal people.  
 
Nadia:  So you didn’t like working in an office.  
 
George:  No, I didn’t. 
 
Nadia:  There are people here tonight who work in those offices and don’t find it that bad.  
What do you have to say to them? 
 
George:  They are all perfectly normal. 
 
Nadia:  It’s the problem with survival.  All modern work has an element of despair or 
drudgery in it. So you went from: “Peace and love” to “anarchy”.  And it was during 
those years that you started using narcotics.   
 
George:  Yes. 
 
Nadia:   Let’s continue with your story.   You’ve quit your job. You are alone. You have 
no money.   And what did you do? 
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George:  I moved to Toronto.  I became a hairdresser. 
 
Nadia:  Your Father kicked you out of your house when you were a teenager because you 
wouldn’t cut your hair.  And now you cut hair for a living.  That’s funny. 
 
George:  I know.  My Father died.  His last words were 
 
Nadia:  No, let me say it.  Your Fathers’ last words spoken to your mother and your 
mother alone were:  “I’m sorry”.  And your Mother asked you:  “what do you think he 
was sorry about?”  And you said 
 
George:   I don’t know. 
 
Nadia:  What do you remember about him now?  In retrospect? 
 
George:   He had a twinkle in his eye and he was quick to laugh.  He used to play the 
accordion and sing. 
 
Nadia puts cassette into cassette deck.  Pushes play on tape deck and holds mic to deck.  
‘Old Smokey” by his father and sister.  
 
Nadia:   and now? 
 
George:  He’s gone. 
 
 
PROJECTION ON LARGE FABRIC SCREEN:  1984. NON-STOP BEAUTY 
 
 
 
Nadia: (goes to voice modulator.  Changes voice to younger woman).  I am 18 years old.  
You are in the bar.  I am a waitress.    
 
It’s you.  
 
SMALL BOARD PROJECTION:  Picture of George 1984 
 
You look like someone who goes out every night to places I’d like to go.  Your name is 
on the guest list for all the clubs in town.  I would like to be like you.  You don’t even 
look at me when you walk into the bar.  I’ve been waiting for you.   
 
George:  Waiting for what? 
 
Nadia:  For you. 
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George:  Well here I am, what do you want? 
 
Nadia:  Absolutely nothing. 
 
George:  I don’t believe you. 
 
Nadia:  What do you think I want? 
 
George:  My life?  Go ahead, take it.  I’ve had it with all of this bullshit. 
 
Nadia:  You’ve given up? 
 
George:  Let’s just say that when I go to bed at night, I hope I don’t wake up. 
 
Nadia:  If I attacked you with an axe, you’d defend yourself. 
 
George:  Probably, yeah. 
 
Nadia:  Why? 
 
George: Because it would be painful and messy. 
 
Nadia:  Because you want to live? 
 
George:  Do I? 
 
Nadia:  Why are you destroying yourself? 
 
George:  Because I’m a trendsetter and a leader of men. 
 
Nadia:  Where are you leading us to? 
 
George:  We’re all dying.  Our work is done here. 
 
Nadia:  What work? 
 
George:  The experiment is over.  It’s time, Gentlemen. 
 
Nadia:  Why do you want it to end? 
 
George:  To get away from all of this insanity. 
 
Nadia:  What insanity? 
 
George:  Don’t you see it? 
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Nadia:  Maybe. 
 
N:  So, like are you in a band?  You look like a rock star. 
 
G:  No.  I coulda been in lot’s of bands.  Most of my friends are musicians and they 
always want me to be their front man.  I have an excellent voice and an incredible 
presence on stage.  I think that for me to have been in a band would’ve been just too 
predictable- too common in my crowd.   
 
N:  Can you sing something for me? 
 
Pause 
 
G:  Sings part of a song  ‘Carrick Fergus”’ 
 
Pause 
 
N:  That was good! 
 
G:  Good?  No no no my little friend.  That was the most beautiful voice you’ve ever 
heard in your entire life. 
 
Pause 
 
G:  Ya, I coulda been in a band but I hate hangin’ out with a bunch of guys all the time.  
They just talk about chics and getting’ laid.  I’d rather hang out with the chics and get 
laid. 
 
Nadia:  Why are you a junkie? 
 
G:  I’m not a junkie- I’m a heroin addict- and it’s to kill the pain of being a man. 
 
N:  What’s the pain of being a man? 
 
G:  Let me tell you a little story. I was traveling in North Ontario by train.  We were out 
in the middle of nowhere, in the dead of winter, in the middle of the night.  There was a 
native elder on the train. A big, fun loving fellow.  He’d had a few drinks.  They stopped 
the train and kicked him off, in the middle of nowhere, in the deepest forest, in the dead 
of winter, in the middle of the night.  When the train started again, I looked out of my 
window and he was just standing there, up to his waist in snow, in the forest, laughing 
and waving …….  His audience left. 
 
N:  So that’s the pain of being a man?  Do you really believe that? 
 
G:  Sometimes. 
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Pause 
 
 
Nadia:   Where are you going? 
 
George:  To get high. 
 
Nadia:  Can I come?   
 
George:  If you can pay, you can come. 
 
Nadia:   I can pay.   
 
George:  Here’s your dope. 
 
Nadia:  oh no.  oh, no 
 
George:  What? 
 
Nadia:  It hits the spot.  I feel complete.  Everything is satisfied.  I am complete. 
 
George:  So what do you want now? 
 
Nadia:  Just to be with you.   
 
Pause. 
 
Nadia:  I am complete  
 
Pause. 
 
Nadia:  I am still complete. 
 
Pause. 
 
Nadia:  It’s starting to change a bit. 
 
George:  What’s happening now? 
 
Nadia:  I’m starting to feel again.  Coming back here.  Here is awful.  Now is awful.  It’s 
nothing like there. 
 
George:  Cry me a river. 
 
Nadia:  Can you get me some more? 
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George:  Are you rich? 
 
Nadia:  I’ve got eighty dollars. 
 
George:  Up it puppet. 
 
Pause 
 
Nadia:  Thank you.  I am complete again, but a little less complete than I was the first 
time.  Why is that? 
 
George:  It’s a bad joke.  Nothing is ever like the first time. 
 
Nadia:  I can remember the first time I saw the color white. 
 
George: Was it ever like that again? 
 
Nadia:  It was so strong, so illuminated, so perfect and peaceful.  Now, I am coming back 
again.  And it is more awful than before. 
 
George:  Ya, ya, ya, ya. 
 
Nadia:   You seem kinda angry. 
 
G:  What are you talkin’ about- I feel like a million bucks.  You’re all mixed up.  
 
Pause 
 
Nadia:  How many times will you go out and get me more dope?  Forever? 
 
George:  As long as you’re rich. 
 
Nadia:  How long will it last? 
 
George:  Diminishing returns.  Just like capitalism. 
 
Nadia:  Will we ever be able to stop? 
 
George:  What do you mean, stop?  Stop and do what?  Get a job, have kids?  Get a 
mortgage?  Retire then die? 
 
Nadia:  Is that so bad? 
 
George:  What do you think? 
 
Nadia:  It’s difficult.  Is there something I can give you? 
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G:  You mean like a sexual favour or something? 
 
N:  It could be that…. Or my love…. or my money. 
 
G:  I want your soul. 
 
N:   How would I even go about doing that?  Why do I want to give you everything? 
 
G:  Because you want to join my fan club. 
 
N:   Why do you think that you have fans? 
 
G:  (mocking Nadia) Why do you think you have fans?   
 
N:  Did you just mock me? 
 
G:  (mocking) Did you just mock me? 
 
N:  Why are you mocking me? 
 
G:  Because you’re starting to sound like a probation officer or a social worker talking to 
some lame duck.  I ain’t no lame duck.  I’m one hundred percent perfect exactly the way 
I am. 
 
N:  I never called you a lame duck. 
 
G:  You implied it.   
 
N:  I didn’t 
 
G:  You know what, I think that you’re the lame little duckling that’s a mess.  I think we 
oughta just go back to my place and have our own little party. 
 
N:  Ok. 
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Song Number Three:  7 and 7 Is 
 
George does a dance as Nadia empties the stage of all the set items.  He cuts the fabric 
roll and rolls himself up in it.  
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N:  Can you get me more dope? 
 
George:  I’m all out.  If you give me your money I‘ll go get us some. 
 
N:  Ok.  Here’s all of my money.  I’ll wait for you here? 
 
George:  Yes.  Wait here.  I’ll be right back. 
 
N:  You promise? 
 
George:  Bye, bye. 
 
Nadia:  Of course, you never came back. 
 
Pause 
 
George:  No, that was the beginning of a chain of events that changed my life.  You 
won’t believe what happened that night.  
 
I took a cab out to my dealer’s place and walked into a bust.  My life as I knew it came 
crashing down.  Until then I’d been too proud and stubborn to question it.  Besides I was 
busy and comfortable.  I could see that I’d become a shell of the man I once was.  I’ll try 
to explain what hitting rock bottom was like for me.   
 
I remember thinking:  how can I stop the party from ending.  It’s been going on for so 
long now it’s all that I know.  I sense my harrowing loneliness waiting in the wings.  It’s 
growing more powerful and impatient with me.  I don’t have the strength to keep it away.  
What’s worked for so many years doesn’t work anymore.  Even in a crowded bar I feel so 
lonely.  Another shot of dope only postpones the inevitable sickness of withdrawal.  I am 
so tired and I am so weary.   
 
So, this is it….that unexpected glimpse into my own miserable self. 
 
…That flash moment where I can’t decide whether to break down and cry- or fight.  
What is that feeling?  I feel misunderstood- surrounded by idiots.  A victim.  The feelings 
are so intense that I’m speechless- tears of rage?  A frustration without boundaries.  
Handicapped.  I need to fight but someone’s tightly wrapped me in layers of saran wrap 
up to my chin so I’m like a fish on a hook.  I want to make a dignified, powerful sound 
but my mouth is full of food.  I refuse to cry- a pathetic fish-man with his mouth full of 
food.  I let out the ugly sound of a monster.   
 
I’m not helpless, but I cannot live in this world.  This is my dad’s world- the one I ran 
away from.   
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 I don’t know how to take my rightful place in this mess that we live in- my opinions are 
not popular. Democracy never worked for me, nobody I ever voted for got in.  I have 
searched everywhere.  There is no way in and no way out.  I have lost everything. 
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Nadia goes to where podium once was 
 
True Story Number Four: 
 
Nadia:  This is an old story.  An angel goes to speak to a soul in heaven.  The angel says 
to the soul:  you are now going to be born on earth, and you will have no say in the 
matter.  You will be born and you will live as a human being.  One day, you will see me 
again and I will come to take you back.  You will have no say in the matter.   
 
 
.  
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DISCUSSION NUMBER THREE:  ON TIME AND LONGING 
 
Nadia goes to where discussion chair was.  George is still wrapped up in newspaper. 
 
ON LARGE PROJECTION SCREEN: Time and Longing 
 
Projection on fabric screen that has been cut apart.  Some of the projection will hit back 
wall. 
 
Nadia:  Discussion number three, on Time and Longing.  I will now set the timer to two 
minutes, since I will be doing this discussion alone. 
 
 Nadia sets a timer to two minutes. 
 
Nadia discusses topic alone.    
 
Discussion ends when timer goes off. 
 
Nadia:  Thank you. 
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Play Number Three:  Entering the NOW 
 
 
 
 
Nadia:  Are you completely broken yet?  Can I do whatever I want with you?   
 
Nadia helps George out of the fabric that he has wrapped himself in.  She then gets the 
paper mache mask and places it near him. 
 
Your Father used to hold your hand, when you were a little boy, and call you “chum”.   
What did his hand feel like? 
 
George:  Warm. 
 
Nadia:  What would he tell you? 
 
George:  You’re a good boy.  If you do what you’re told and behave like a normal person, 
you’ll be just fine.  
 
Nadia:  Maybe we can get to the bottom of this.  Really see what is there when you break 
into pieces.  You know what that looks like.  You know how nourishing it is to see what’s 
behind everything.  It’s like a deep rest.  And we both need to rest. 
 
Nadia to George (she places mic stand centre stage):  Can you put that (indicating paper 
mache head) on top of the microphone stand, please.   
 
George places the head on the microphone stand. 
 
George;   Like this? 
 
Nadia:  Can you stand in front of it, please. 
 
George: Like this? 
 
Nadia:  Actually, could you kneel down please? 
 
George: Like this? 
 
Nadia:  Yeah, that’s great.  Now,  say the word:  “Dad” 
 
George: No- I can’t do this. (starts to get up) 
 
Nadia:  You have nothing left to lose.  It’s a leap of faith.  
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George:   Aahh!  Leap… of…. Faith.  
 
 Nadia:  Say the word “Dad”. 
 
George: Dad. 
 
Nadia:  I love you Dad. 
 
George: I love you Dad. 
 
Nadia;  I love you so much. 
 
George; I love you….so much. 
 
Nadia:  You are everything to me, Dad.  Without you, I don’t exist. 
 
George: You are everything to me, Dad.  Without you, I don’t exist. 
 
Nadia:  I love you.   
 
George:  I love you. 
 
Nadia crosses behind paper mache head. 
 
Nadia:  What is it that you want George? 
 
George:  I guess I want some answers.  You broke my heart.  Why did you break my 
heart?  Was it to make me hard because it’s a hard world?  If I’d been born in 1920 would 
I have gone to the war like you?  Would I have had a family and been a good provider 
like you?  Your last words before you died were “I’m sorry”.  I never heard you say that 
in your entire life.  What were you sorry for? 
 
I know that you didn’t come into a perfect world either. 
 
But I like what I’ve become.  I am this way because of you.  Thank you for bringing me 
into this world.  It’s been quite a process.  It’s perfectly safe here. 
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GEORGE’S LIFE NOW 
 
 
LARGE PROJECTION SCREEN:  NOW.  YEARS HAVE PASSED. GOOD NEWS 
FROM THE SUN.  
 
 
Nadia places a small tape deck with Song Number Four (Once I was by Tim Buckley) 
near where George is kneeling.  She removes the head and microphone stand.  She brings 
George a chair and helps him to sit in it.  She rolls the chair back, making George part of 
the audience.  She moves the small projector in front of him.  She holds up the fabric that 
has fallen on the ground.  On it, is projected a video of George’s Life Now.   
 
Projection on small screen:  movie of George’s Life Now 
 
 
George:  This is my life.   It may not seem like much on the outside.  I get up, I make my 
coffee.  I go to work.  I only work twenty hours a week.  I am a barber.  I cut people’s 
hair.  The people who come to see me feel better about themselves when they leave.  At 
the end of the day, I go home.  I eat.  Usually, I have some company.  We sit around 
listening to music and talk about the meaning of life.  Eventually, I go to bed.  This is 
what I do.  Outside of a small circle of friends, I don’t exist, really.  And it is marvelous.  
It’s beautiful. It’s paradise. 
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Nadia goes to George and helps him up.  George and Nadia start to walk off stage.  
Nadia stops. 
 
Nadia: George, the show is about to end but, before it does, I’d like you to do one last 
thing.   
 
George:  Ok. 
 
Nadia:  Could you look out into the audience?  I want them to see what I see. 
 
 
George takes his time to look out at the audience.  This is the first time in the play that he 
has looked out to the audience. 
 
Nadia (to George):  Thank you George.  (to audience)  Thank you for coming out. 
 
 
 
 
George and Nadia exit through upstage doors. 
 
 


