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BAD CONNECTIONS?
A new play

by Michael Levesque

On stage is a single chair.  Actor comes on stage and sits cross-legged on the floor.  As the lights come up we are with an East Indian Guru in his 60's.  He is in the middle of finishing a joke.
GURU

…and so finally a man in his 60's swims by and asks, “Hey, buddy, you need some help?”  And the man drowning says, “No, thank you.  I'm waiting for a miracle!”  (He laughs.  No one else does.  Pause.)

So, you see the point I am making.  Or maybe you do not, and that is the precise reason you are here tonight.  Maybe you don’t even know the reason why you are here.  Maybe you think you know the reason you are here, but will be pleasantly surprised that the reason you thought you were here does not turn out to be the reason you are indeed here for.  Or, maybe you all know exactly the reason why you are here.  Maybe there is nothing to know, and it is all only a matter of remembering.  Infinite possibilities, huh?  It is not coincidental that you are present this very evening.  The Universe is perfect, and if you are here, then here is where you are meant to be.  Take a breath, please.

(He breathes deeply.)  When I was just a child, my loving father was a professor at the University in New Delhi where he taught Metaphysics.  My father was always fascinated with the west.  He thought that the east and the west were a perfect mirror — Yin/Yang, Male/Female, Active/Receptive —two opposite energies that make whole the world as we know it, the world of relativity.  So, here we were, living in India, with many spiritual people but not experiencing much, if any, physical abundance.  Rent, money, health, food…  You see, poverty is very popular in India … almost as popular as money is here in America.  My father used to tell me that man was created so powerful, that with Focused Thought, he could “Will the World to his doorstep.”  How does one learn Focus Thought?  (He breathes deeply.)  Silence… Meditation… Prayer.  (He breathes deeply again.)  Now, it was a blessing to grow up in a belief system where that thought was not only verbally affirmed, but physically realized.  I saw my father consciously create the opportunity to come to the west.  Here, you had everything, physically, in abundance … everything BUT spirit!  So, here was my father's chance to not only come to the west and teach, but come to the west and learn.  For teacher and student are the same.  And it was in this blessed land that I learned one of my favorite songs.  I was six or seven.  We have come almost full circle.
(He sings)
Stop, Look, Listen, before you cross the street! (Repeats)

I want you all to Stop, Look, and Listen.  So, I invite you all to sit up straight, close your eyes, take a deep breath in … and breathe out.  Let all tension go.  If thoughts come up, let them come up.  Obviously they need to. Let us start with “Stop”.  So, get quiet… peaceful… quiet…  

Thunder, Lightening, Lights go to Black.  As the sounds of Thunder fade we hear the voice of Dwandra, 26-years-old, African-American, at a pay phone.


DWANDRA 
STOLEN!!  (She slams the phone against the booth a couple of times as lights come up.)  God damn mother fuckin' pay phones!  (Into phone.) YES, right on the fuckin' subway … a pay phone … I bummed a quarter … My whole fuckin’ purse! … My cell phone was in my purse.  (She touches her stomach.)  I know, God damn it, don't you think I want to stay calm?  (She takes a shallow breath.)  I did, too.  (She takes a deep breath.)  There, did you hear that one?! … Yeah, clam.  How's J. J.? … Make sure he only gets one treat … I know he's only a kid, he's my kid! …  Jackie, the last time you watched him the kid came home puckin’ Oreos and Doritos out his fuckin’ nostrils! … God damn it!  This bitch wants another quarter for three more minutes! … Then take this number! … 555-7677 …  212!  Now, tell Joey to call me here!  …  Hello?  (The line is dead.)  SHIT!  

(She slams the phone down.  After a beat, she approaches a passer by.)
Can you spare…?  (No response.)  Excuse me, can you please spare a quarter?  (No response.)  Now, I know you can hear me, bitch!  CAN ANYONE HERE SPARE A MOTHER FUCKIN' QUARTER?  Hello?!  Pregnant woman, robbed, rainin'!  Wha‘the fuck is wrong wi’chu people!!!

Phone rings.  She picks up.

Hello!  …  What took you so long?  …  yeah, stolen  …  the subway… the 9 …  The hospital, remember?  Jesus, this is your kid, too  …  I’m there now, two blocks away  …  You think them tight-ass Mother Fuckin’ Meds are gonna lemme use their phones?!  Shit, they don’t even let you wipe your butt ‘less the know you got insurance or not  …  Wait, wait, wait, Joey stop!  What do you mean, “supposed to” go see him?  He's your grandfather!   …   I don't give a fuck whether he likes me not  …  Because, we’re both gonna be at the hospital, we could meet for lunch  … No, I have to talk …  to-DAY … ok, 2 o'clock … I wont be late … I wont, I'm writin' it down!  (She tears a flyer from off the phone booth but has no pen.  To a person passing, sotto voce.)  Excuse me.  (Motions pen, there's no response, so flips them off.)  Wait, one more thing:  I want your cousin Lorenzo out of the apartment … because I do!  (Looking at her watch.)  Shit, I'm gonna be late … 10 o’clock … 10:20 … well, they always keep my sorry ass waitin’ … Yeah, 2 o'clock … I wish you were here, too.  (Reads the flyer.)  Hey, I got somethin' to give ya  … you pig, not that!  …  I'll give it to ya when I see ya  …  'ight, bye.

Dwandra hangs up the phone and then puts the flyer in her front pocket.  The Lights fade as we hear Thunder and now the sound of Rain. We now see Dr. Alex Redding, late 40s.  Then we hear the voice of 23-year-old Sonia, Dr. Redding’s secretary.
SONIA
Dr. Redding, you have a call on line two.  It’s your wife again.

DR. REDDING

Thank you Sonia.  (He puts her on speakerphone.) … Good morning to you, too, dear … She's not Spanish, dear, she's Puerto Rican … That's because she speaks Spanish … Puerto Rican … From Puerto Rico … I don't know what part … Of course she’s legal … You tell her I’m married every day when you call … Not everyone finds being a doctor as impressive as you happen to find it, Debra … I know you could have had any man … Yes, I remember the great looking actor … I know he did … Yes, but … I … I was trying … forget it … nothing dear … WHAT? … Of course I still find you attractive …  Debra, don't cry  …  I do not get pleasure out of making you cry … Are you out? … (He picks up.) Out, you know what I’m talking about …  I just brought you home a three-month supply, a month ago … Aright, a month and a half … Do you need me to bring some more home? … I did not emphasize the word need! … Fine, I’ll bring some home … I'm making a note of it right now.  (He is not.)  More Dexfenfluramine Hydrochloride capsules.  All right, dear …  No, I'm not trying to get you off the phone … The what?  Group what?  When did I agree to that? … well, I do have plans … Debra … Debra, don’t cry … Debra, I'll get out of it!  …  No, you're not making me do anything … Yes, I swear … you, too … I love you, too …  No, you didn't just make me say it … I would have said it anyway … Bye … Yes, I'll remember the prescription.  (He hangs up the phone, takes out his cell phone and makes a call.)  Hi, it's me.  Call me when you get a chance.  I need to talk to you about tonight. 

He ends the call, takes a moment, then decides to open door to speak directly to Sonia.

Sonia, what part of Puerto Rico are you from?

We are now with Joey, 22, in the basement of his family's grocery store.  He’s on his cell phone placing an order with one of his vendors.
JOEY 
Spanish, I said Spanish nuts!  …  Yeah, that's it.  Later.
Joey ends the call.  Again we hear the sound of RAIN.  He starts to sing a Neapolitan song, “Funiculì, Funiculà”, then makes another call.  
Hey, Sal, what the hell happened to my order, huh? …  Mamma Luch', what do you mean, what do I mean?!  I only got half my fuckin' order here?  …   Hey, fangu!  You know, if not, you’ll be diggin' your fuckin' family out the God damn East river, capisc?  (He begins to laugh.)  A chubby, huh?  Get the fuck outta here, eh?  … Yeah, half my order!  …  Oh, now you see what happened, eh?  The idiot faggot forgot that whole fuckin' page  …  Oh, so you're the idiot faggot! …  Yeah, that'll be cool.  (Pause.  He is visibly uncomfortable.)  Huh? …  He's alright.  …  yeah, no he's doin' good  …  No, I haven't been to the hospital  … I haven’t had a chance yet … (Joey pantomimes covering boxes with a tarp.)  Look, I'm runnin' the fuckin' store, alright?  …  No, we're not married yet!  Why you always givin' me grief about that shit, huh?  …  Yeah, yeah, yeah, hey listen, I gotta get goin’… yeah, to call him … Ok … yeah, I'll tell 'em … yeah, ciao!
He ends that call and makes another call.
Good morning, uh, Mr. Marino's room, please … his grandson … he came in an ambulance the other day … room 1128.  Ah, could you connect me, please?  (He waits very uncomfortably.)

Hey!  Ciao, nonno. Buon giorno, it’s Joey! …  No, I, I know.  It's been real busy … Huh?  I can barely hear you … Oh yeah, the respirator … No, I called … yesterday and, uh, the day before, too.  What, they didn't tell you?  Stupidi, eh?   So, uh, you sound good  … what?  …  Hey, don't talk like that … Don't say that … Jesus, nonno, stop, you don't mean that! … Listen, I'm gonna grab Lorenzo … and uh, we'll be right down!
Joey ends call, places another call, and makes the sign of the cross.

Lorenzo, pick up the phone… Lorenzo, PICK UP THE FUCKIN' PHONE!!! ... Hey, what the hell's the matter with you, huh?  Can't you hear me fuckin’ screamin’ at you?  …  How fast can you meet me at the hospital?  …  What's wrong?  What's Wrong?!  What the fuck do you think is wrong?  What the fuck is wrong with you?  What's wrong, you, you know what the fuck is wrong, FUCK!  …  Dwandra?!  No, not Dwandra, your Grandfather!  Minchia!  What the hell did you come out here for, huh?  …  Yeah, well, while you’re busy “visiting” I’m fuckin’ runnin’ the fuckin’ store  …  Yeah, well he didn't raise you.  My own fuckin' father won't even speak to the old man … Well then fuck you, don't go!  …  (A beat.)  All right, thanks, cuz. so how long till you get there?  …  Maybe 20 minutes.  I need to stop somewhere on the way.  Hey, and uh, go by Jackie's and pick up J. J.  It's time that old fuck finally met his great grandson … Yeah, I called him … Not good man, not good  …  You wanna know what he said?  …  He say's he wants to die! 
   DEBRA 
Die, not lie  …  That's what I said!  I could just die, mother …  Why??  Well, how would you feel if daddy was having an affair on you? …  Oh, you would not … You would not! … You wouldn't! …  It has nothing to do with being Jewish … Well, the only Jewish man I was even remotely interested in happened to be an actor … See, I know! …  Well, because I suspect it …  because I do …  What, you don't think I could get another man?  Thanks a lot, Ma!  I think I look pretty good for a woman of… well, you know my age.  Hell, if I went by the age you tell people you are, which, by the way, I’ve been meaning to tell you, no one believes you anyway, that would make me 32! … You do too … You do too lie about your age  …  I said, you lie about your age!  (No response.) Yeah, well, my Yoga instructor thinks I look pretty damn good, too … Yoga! … Yoga!  Y-O-G-A.  It's stretching, mother … Twice a week, same day I have therapy … because I need it, that’s why … no, he comes to the house … Mother, NO! … Well, of course I thought about it, but that's irrelevant … Yes it is! … It has nothing to do with my age …  no, it … It doesn- … He's gay, alright?  Gay, G-A-Y, GAY!  …  because he told me … It came up in conversation …  well, just like my being married would come up in conversation  …  It is the same thing.  The only difference is he's getting schtuped! … No, I'm not disgusted, I'm jealous.  I wish to God someone would schtupe me … I have one, thank you, it's not the same thing … Because it's plastic … He bought it for me … No, not my husband, my yoga instructor … Mother, it was in a box.  It was sealed, brand new.  Stop worrying!  Besides, I ran it through the dishwasher … Yes, he's the one who told me about the group tonight … I told you … Yes, I did!  Mother, you're just like him, you never remember anything about my life … No, not my yoga instructor, my husband … The group I'm going to  … Yes, that one … No, I don't think he's Jewish.  Maybe Islam, Indian, I don't know…  Mother, don't cry … I'm doing this to help our marriage … What do you mean you didn't realize my marriage needed help?  That's the whole reason I called you … Yes it was, mother …  I'm telling you, that is the reason I called  …  I know we talk everyday, but today  …  Listen, I can't continue this conversation now …  No, it's not because you're right … No, it’s not … Mother, no, it's because I need to get peaceful and centered before Tommy gets here … Yes, the one that bought me the dildo! …  I'm supposed to have thirty minutes of quiet time before he even gets here … Quiet time!  What the hell do you mean “what is it”?  It's quiet time — time you spend being quiet.  It's supposed to help you  …  Oh, don't start …  Alright, fine, cry … No, I don't know why you're crying … Alright, why are you crying, mother?  …  It is not a cult!  It's one guy meditating  …  That is not how they start!  …  G-bye, mother.  I'm hanging up!  …  All right, how is uncle Gary?  …  Goodbye, mother, I’m hanging up.  (She hangs up.)  Where are those friken pills?
Ocean Music.  We are now with Tommy, 37, who is taking his vitamins.  The PHONE RINGS.  He answers.
 




TOMMY

Namaste. … Good morning, doctor! How are you this glorious morning? … You don't sound so fine … Right, work … Me?  Great, just took the new vitamins …  No, you're not going to bring my morning down.  Remember, you don't have the power to do that.  I am 100% responsible for my day.  It’s the same for you … Yes, it is … No, it is … IT IS … alright, so it isn't.  So be it.  (No response.)  Hello, you still there? … Oh, good, you're alive! … Well, that’s a good thing isn't it? …  Isn't it? …  It isn't?  Why do you talk like that?  …  I know it's how you feel, but … all right, you don't want to talk about it.
(He turns on his blender. Yelling.) What? … I'm making my power shake!

(He turns blender off.) Apple juice, frozen banana, blue berries, Spiralina, and Noni juice  …  Noni!  …  No, it's Tahitian.  Oh, guess what I did?

I Feng Shuied my apartment.  (Pause.)  So, how about you?  …  Nothing?  Don't you have someone dying or somethi-?  … You do? … Oh, well, you know what I think about that … Yes, I do think he has that right …  No, your responsibility is to do everything you can for him that he wants you to do … I understand you're trained for saving lives, I just wish you'd save your own life for once … Nothing … No …  Let it go … My morning is not ruined.  You can't ruin it, remember? … Alex, stop!  We'll talk about it tonight … No, I don't answer my phone in the morning.  I do my journaling, stretching, meditation, bathe, and then I eat.  Maybe when you finally spend the night you'll see my morning routine … Right, I guess it would be noon by then, wouldn't it?  Cute!  The point is: No, I did not get your message … WHAT? … WHY?! ... Oh, I can't believe you … That's not the point!  I had something I wanted to take you to … It was a surprise … No, I'm not going to tell you.  Especially if you're canceling again! … YOU ARE NOT DRIVING ME CRAZY, YOU CAN'T DO THAT, REMEMBER? … Right!  (Long pause.)  I'm here … what? … I’m disappointed … No, I don’t want to call it quits.  Do you? … Well then stop asking me that … What about dinner? … Why not?  If she gets you for the whole evening why can't I at least have you for dinner? … Do that! … I look forward to hearing back from you  …  yeah, you, too  … You know,  …  no, nothing … nothing! …  Alright!  It’s just, it's so ironic to me that here you are always taking care of so many other people but the last person you ever take care of is yourself … right … alright, Ciao! 

We are now with Joseph, 72, who is in the chair like a hospital bed.
JOSEPH

(Waking from a dream.)  Ciao, bello.  …nurse!  Nurse!!  (To his roommate.) Hey, Paesano, how you makin’ out today, huh?  (Takes a deep breath.)  Benne, Benne, Benne.  Buono, Buono Buono… means it’s all ok.  My throat feels better since they took out those God damned tubes.  Now I just have to work on getting these… this oxygen thing outta my nose.  (Pause.)  Still can't speak yet, eh?  That's all right.  So!  Ready for un viaggio, eh? …another little journey?  Where can I take you today?  Oh, I know!  Pull back the curtain for this one, so I can see you, eh? … No?  All right, suit yourself.  Close your eyes … Good!  Well, I went there, my friend.  Yeah, I went there… I saw The Light!  Who’d a thought, eh, me and The Light?  Like oil and vinegar.  It was real.  I mean it was real!  Not like this, this isn’t real.  That was real.  Jesus, it’s beautiful!  Light…  all white… and music… voices… angels singing… like a majestic choir at Midnight Mass.

(Opens eyes.)  No one's gonna believe me… You ain't gonna tell any one, right?  Hell, you ain’t got no one to tell… like me.  Only you, you really don't have anyone around.  With me, they're around, they just can't stand me. That's all right.  It’s all changed now.  Forgiveness is an amazing thing … There you're always forgiven.

(A Beat.)  My grandson is a terrific singer.  You're gonna meet him today.  He runs the store… hasn't sung in years.  Listening to him sing was the last time I remember knowing peace… that and… our little secret!  Hell, that’s all it is… Peace.  (A beat.)  Hey, Paesano, can I tell you somethin’?  I wanna go back.  Yeah, I do.  I want to go.  (Pause.)  Paesano? … Hey, Paesan! … Oh, shit! (He has passed.) Sure is beautiful, eh?  Benne, Benne, Benne, Buono, Buono, Buono.  (Looks at body.)  Nurse!  Nurse!!  Can anyone hear me?!?

We are now with J. J., Dwandra and Joey's 4-year-old son.
J. J.


I hear you … I hear everything.  I see everything, too!  I’m a Super Hero.  Aaahh! (Plays, runs around, grabs two PEZ dispensers.)  Let’s build a castle, a secret castle so no one can find us!  Hurry!  (Moves chair.)  Now let’s get inside before the storm comes and blows us all away.  Come on! (Brings PEZ to chair.)  Ok, storm's over!  Wow!  Look, a magic kingdom!  Shhh!  The beautiful princess is back in the castle. (Looks around.)  Where's daddy?

(In the male PEZ’s voice.)  Working in his kingdom.   

(In J. J.’s voice.) Then who are you?

(In the male PEZ’s voice.)  His cousin, the Duke, Lenzo.  (Slowly, he brings the two PEZ dispensers together.)

(In the Princess PEZ’s voice.)  Oh, you like?
(As the Duke)  Yes!
(Princess)  Then kiss me!
(Duke)  But the King!
(Princess)  Kiss me! 

(Duke)  But the King!  (Repeats, until J.J. makes the two PEZ kiss one another, with accompanying kissing sounds.  Then pulls princess PEZ away.)
(Duke) You can't stop now!
(Pricess) Yes, I can!
(Duke)  No, you can't!!! 

(Pricess) Yes, I can!
(Duke.)  No, you can’t!

LORENZO

J. J.?!  We’re gonna go meet your Great Granddaddy!  Come on, it’s uncle Lenzo. 

J. J. 

The Duke!

(Actor puts PEZ away and becomes Guru.)

GURU 

