CHARACTERS

IRENE Karapasha, 16 (Act One) and 32 (Act Two)
QUINN Lindsay, 16 (Act One) and 32 (Act Two)
JAY (Dhananjay) M dik, 15 (Act One) and 31 (Act Two)
GREG James, 22 (Act One) and 38 (Act Two)
NICOLE Zervas, 16
SARA Lindsay, 29 (voice only)
A WAITRESS, KATJA (voiceonly) al played by the same actress
SETTING

act one: The Arkwright College July Program, apre-college program
Arkwright College, Deep River, VT

act two: Minuit House, aluxury hotel, and other locations, 16 years after act one
New York, NY

You wanna know me?

Well, what's to know?

Do | amuse you

When the night is slow?

Do your eyelids ever close

Caught spirits in your waking woes?
—Wild Nothing, "Nocturne"

The days whispered and shouted
And everything counted

The signs wer e around

We looked, so we found

Been seeking a pattern

None of it matter ed

Watching the sky

Cycling by

Through windows of our past lives
—Wye Ogk, "Plains"



eight.

An acting studio. Nicole, seated on achair, holds
and sometimes strokes alarge pillow (standing
in for the head of her sleeping boyfriend, 1an)
and emotes in an inconsistent British accent.

NICOLE
lan. lan areyou aslegp? (beat) Bloody well good you are, dl the good | am to you when
you'reawake. (whispers) lan. lan, | know I'm not half good enough for you. Oh, | have
looks, for now, but | know what's in me, and it's cruel and angry and spiteful. I'm trying
to begood to you, | bloody am, but | didn't make mysdf thisway, and | (too flat on her
accent) cun't...(corrects hersdf) can't seemto...

Beat. Shetenderly, gently, kisses "lan's" hand,
replaces it carefully across his body .

NICOLE (CONT’D)
I'll et you fal aslegp before me every night when we livetogether, | will. So | can do this.
So | can fill your dreams with dl thelovel (carefully) can't gve you when we're avake.

She pats the pillow, suddenly fedls ridiculous
about it, laughs.

NICOLE (CONT’D)
(out, and out of character)
I'm so sorry, Katjal Can | do it again without the pillow?

nine, parts one and two.

Night. A distant corner of the End of the World;
an unkempt bench, the shadows of trees. Irene,
on the bench, flicks her lighter, lookingup at the
sky through aclearing. Quinn, with his
notebook, enters. Havinginterrupted each
other's attempt at solitude, they look a each
other. After an awkward moment, Quinn thinks
something needs to be said.

QUINN
Thestars are...they'reredly out tonight.



Irene smirks, hdf-rolls her eyes.

QUINN (CONT’D)
What?

IRENE
You could look up at stars likethis dmost every night if you wanted to. You and me are
from small places, Quinn. We're meant to run to brighter lights, away from the stars.

QUINN
| dunno. If we run, we'll miss this, eventudly. Future, bright lights me dready regrets
that current me never learned any constdlations.

IRENE
(pointing upward)
Cassiopeia. UrsaM gor, of course. And Orion, the hunter.

QUINN
That was way too quick.

IRENE
They’reup there. Just...not necessarily wherel pointed. (beat) Thefutureis goingto be
geat. I'll livein Brooklyn, if | don’t end up settlingin Paris. Depends how much | like
my junior year abroad there, of course.

QUINN
Of course. Bien sir.

IRENE
What?

QUINN
You don't spesk any French?

IRENE

No. That's, like, the point of goingto Paris. (beat) Wherever | end up, | know I’m gonna
strugde. | might even haveto modd.

Quinn laughs.



IRENE (CONT’D)
Or be abaristain an independent coffeeshop, or tend bar at some forgotten joint where al
the customers will be men and al themen’ll cal me sugar. It won't beeasy. AsI'm, like,
bouncing checks and fleeing apartments in the middle of the night and even missing my
mom and my shitty hometown for no good reason, | know I'll be asking mysdlf, “ Iris, is it
redly worth it?’ But, it will be. It will be abeautiful life.

QUINN
You'vegot it al planned out.

IRENE
It's not aplan. It’s anidea You don't have one?

QUINN
No. I’'mjust...enjoying mysdf right now, for thefirst timein forever. That’s al | know. |
keep havingthese dreams...they've very red. Like, they'rejust daysinthis July that
didn't happen.

IRENE
What ?

QUINN
Daysthat could have happened, y'know? Like, it’ |l be acting class, but we're working on
adifferent script...or we re in the common room, but we re playing Uno.

IRENE
Why would we ever not be playing Batman Forever?

QUINN
| don’t know. Dream logc.

IRENE
What about me?

QUINN

You'rethere as much as you are here. Though you are slightly nicer in my dreams.
Beat.

IRENE
They sound like super-boring dreams.



QUINN
I’m just expanding the time. When July is over, I'm back to...I dunno. To asmadl island.
Tomy own head. | havelessto go back to than you.

IRENE
You'll befine. Just stay in the lighthouse another two years, and college will solve dl
your problems.

QUINN
Two years. (beat) Haveyou ever thought of suicide?

IRENE
What? No. (beat) | mean, when | was really depressed, sometimes I'd think of dyingin,
like, acar accident, painlessly...but | never thought of doingit to myself. Took too much
initiative. (beat) You havent.

QUINN
(holding out the scar on his left forearm)
"Why do you deny things you don’t know?"'

IRENE
No. Quinn/

QUINN
Sorry | lied, before. But, see, it's nowhere near my wrist, | was only....testingwhat would
happen. And then | didn't have the courageto play it out, either. | told my parentsthelie
| told you, with thetree branch. They didn't ask any questions.

IRENE
When was this?

QUINN
| dunno. February?

Irene hits Quinn in the chest.

IRENE
Don't you (hits him again) fucking do that. Don't you (hits him again) ever fucking do
anythinglike that again. You have books to write and places to explore and...your life
isn't just your fucking stupid teenaged now, okay ? (grabs Quinn's hand, hard) Say you
won'.



QUINN
| won't.

She kisses him. Beat. Both look surprised.

QUINN (CONT’'D)
That was an actud kiss.

IRENE
| know.

QUINN
Does that/

IRENE
| don’'t know. Just...stay normal.

QUINN

I’ve never been normal. How do | start? What did that/

IRENE
QUINN, I don't know. My lips moved themselves, like aOuijaboard. Let it breathe.

Pause. They sit on the grass; Irenerests her
head on Quinn's lap.

QUINN
| saw my own handwritingthe other day.

IRENE
I’veseen it too. It’ s redly bad, like asecret code.

QUINN
No, not like...I saw what looked just like my handwriting, on the wdl of the phone booth
of my dorm, okay ? My handwriting, scrawled on awall of aplacel’d never been before.
Isn't that crazy?

Irene laughs.

QUINN (CONT’D)
Hey, thisis meaningful. What, you think I’ d just make this up?



IRENE
Of courseyou didn’t makeit up. It was just someone else's handwritingis dl.

QUINN
Y ou have no sense of magic.

IRENE
It is magcthat thereis someone esein theworld, let alone New Engand, with
handwriting as bad as y ours. Why does it have to mean something? What did it say ? (no
reply) You told your story. What did thewriting say ?

QUINN
“Cadl your mother.”

IRENE
And did you? (no reply) After dl that, you didn’t even listen to your future past sdf?

QUINN
| don’'t understand how | can likeyou when you’re so intentionadly irritating so often.

IRENE
You irritate metoo. I'min irritation with you. Werrein astate of passionate irritation.
(looks up a thestars) You'reright. It isaredly beautiful nignt. | think/

Her thoughts are stopped by Quinn, who boldly
Kisses her and gets on top of her.

IRENE (CONT’D)
Easy! You're gonnagve me grass stains.

Quinn rises to his kness.

IRENE (CONT’D)
| didn’'t say stop. Let’s....let’s...make love. (laughs) Do peopleredly say that without
laughing? It doesn't matter. | meanit. Don’t fuck me. I’ ve been fucked. M ake loveto me,
Quinn. | don't think I’ve ever had that.

QUINN
Irene...Iris, I’ve never made love or fucked.



IRENE
I know. (kisses him) But you'll know the difference. You pay attention to things. (lying
down) All that said, don’t be afraid to yank my hair.

QUINN
Does that mean yank your hair, or/

Irene gently puts her hand on Quinn’slips,
silencing him.

IRENE
Just come here. There's nothingto fear.

Scene fades out as Quinn lowers hislips to hers.

After aextended darkness, lights fade up. Irene,
blank-faced, is buttoning her shirt; Quinn,
happy, has acigarettein his hand. They don't
face each other, dthough Quinn sneaks gances
a Irenés inscrutable face. A moment passes like
this. Quinn puts the cigarette over his ear.

QUINN
| want to smoke but it seems, y'know, cliched. To smokeright after sex.

Quinn picks up thelighter from off the grass,
lights his cigarette. Unnoticed by Quinn, Irene
statsto silently cry.

QUINN (CONT’D)
But most cliches exist for areason, right? (inhaes with pleasure, coughs a bit, exhales)
Can't beievel let you get me hooked. (semi-sings, from Wilco's "M isunderstood™)
"Cigarettes taste so good...but you're so misunderstood..." | am noticing your silence, by
theway. | canfill it up, it'sfine, but | wanted you to know | noticed. | redly only blabber
like this when/

Quinn findly notices that Ireneis crying.

QUINN (CONT’D)
Hey, Iris, what's wrong? (no reply) Iris/



IRENE
STOP cdlingme that!

Irene grabs Quinn's cigarette, smokes.

QUINN

Okay. Irene, then. Fine name, dway s liked it. Irene? Can you tel mewhat's wrong?
IRENE

Nothing.
QUINN

Nothing That's...nice to hear, but random crying might constitute a problem too.

IRENE
| wish you could tak less right now. Fewer words, smaller words. (beat) Tomorrow's
Sunday . I'll go to church. Theonly nearby oneis Unitarian, but only me and Catholic
God need to know I'm having Catholic thoughts and making Catholic pray ers.

QUINN
What areyou prayingfor?

IRENE
We can't do that again.

QUINN

Did I do somethingwrong? (beat) You can't do this. You can't just dump your guilt on
me.

IRENE
I'm not/

QUINN
It's not fair.



IRENE
It'snot! I'm sorry! But | can't makeit fair! (almost breathlessly) I'm sorry | got caught up
inyour words and the stars and this place and the feding that maybethisis a Specid July
and we'redl Specid young peoplewhen wereredly here becauseyour parents were
worried about you and | was afraid | wouldn't survive another summer lifeguarding and
fightingwith my mom. (breathes) I'm sorry | let my guard down long enough to let dl the
fuckingmagc in and let you in...it was so unfar to you.../

QUINN
Please stop.

IRENE
But the moment you rolled off me and told me you loved me, again, it was like....likethe
curtain fdl, right off therungs. | don't even fed quilty. Just stupid.

QUINN
You're not stupid.

IRENE
| wasn't/

QUINN

You're being stupid now, but that's because...| don't know why! | don't know what you're
doing or how redl this placeis, or if it's changed you, but | know how | fed about you.
That is red, no matter why were here. You can't just...knock that away .

Quinn touches her hand. She moves it awvay .

IRENE
| know what you think this month means to you/

QUINN
Don't do this.

IRENE
But you won't dways be so isolated...so done. I'm not specid either/

QUINN
You don't get to decidethat.



10.

IRENE
Someday you'll strugdeto remember my name. And sure, you'll remember me,
eventualy, but only because you never forget your first. (beat) It's redly late. I'm going
to get another warning. Well talk about this, okay ?

QUINN
Why? About what? There's nothing rea here, right?

IRENE
Quinn!

Quinn storms off. Irene breathes, looks up at
thestars.

ten.

Oneof thetwo theaters of the Deep River Cine.
Quinn and Jay, holdingagant bag of popcorn,
seated beforeamovie. Jay points a the screen.

JAY
Brad Pitt.

QUINN
Jay ...athree-year-old could get that. M ovie scrambles aren't supposed to be difficult.

JAY
| know. But | got it beforeyou did. I won.

QUINN
| wasn't...(beat) Do you think | could pull off "Q?" You know, like, as anickname?

Beat. Jay laughs wildly.

QUINN (CONT’D)
Okay. "No" would've worked.

JAY
Q isthe Omar Epps character from Juice. Or the dude with the devices from the Bond
flicks. Q sounds like...like aman of mystery. You'renot that. You're...y ou're Quinn.



