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CAST 
[5 F, 2M + TIME ACTOR= 8]

TIME, timeless, male or female

BAMBI, a teen-age fashion doll

NORRIS, a young man, still in high school, younger brother of Maggie

JENNIFER, a young adolescent girl who gets suddenly older--younger sister of Shambhala

SHAMBHALA, a young adolescent girl who gets suddenly older--older sister of Jennifer

ELVIS, a young man, Navajo

POLICEWOMAN, also known as MAGGIE, a young woman, out of high school and the older sister of Norris
VORTEXIA, a young woman out on her own, Hispanic

DEAN (VOICE)
LONNY (VOICE)

TIME   

the present
PLACE

Flagstaff, Arizona (with environs), New York City and the highway in between. 

PART ONE--THE ARK OF THE DARK

[The play begins. Bare stage--waiting for something to happen. Seconds go by--it’s getting uncomfortable. At last, we hear the doors open back stage and footsteps running. A young actor enters, out of breath, and addresses the audience]

TIME
I’m Time. 

Let me catch my breath. Thanks.

[Catches breath]

So, I’m Time. Get used to me.

[Exit]

[Sound of a car traveling fast, then brakes,then the voices of a young MOM, and two  girls, SHAMBHALA, age 13, and JENNIFER, age 11]

MOM VO
If I hear ONE more word about that DAMN DOLL, I swear I'll throw it right out the car window--do you HEAR ME?!! It's been Bambi, Bambi, Bambi for goddam hours.
SHAMBHALA VO
It's NOT MY FAULT! I haven't played with Bambi all day!! She keeps taking her and pulling her pants down!!!

JENNIFER VO
Know what SHE DOES!?? She rubs herself down there with Bambi'S HEAD!! And now Bambi's hair smells like, smells like--TOOTY!!!!!

MOM VO
THAT DOES IT, GIRLS--it's all over, all over--GIVE ME THAT DOLL!! GIVE IT TO ME!!! GIVE IT TO ME RIGHT NOW!!!!

[Sound of car window opening]

GIRLS VO:
NOOOOOOOOOOOOO!!!!!!

MOM VO
OUT YOU GO, YOU LITTLE ANOREXIC PLASTIC----

[MOM throws doll out of the window]

GIRLS VO:
NOOOOOOOOOOOOO!!!!!!

[Sound of car speeding away.  Lights up on BAMBI, a teen-age fashion doll. She has landed in a "L" shape, with her forehead and toes on the ground and her butt up in the air. She remains there. Sound of the wind on the desert. She falls over, keeping her "L" position. A semi whizzes by.]

[Blackout. Sound of rain, it fades and stops. Sound of cars and trucks whizzing by.  Lights fade up on BAMBI who has been blown over on her back, with both legs up but slightly askew. She is surrounded by more trash]

BAMBI
Goodness.

[Beat, hums to herself, notices the trash]

Someone needs to clean their room.

[sings]

“Come to my party house, my party. . .”

[Sound of wind]

Uh-oh.

[Big wind.  BAMBI gets blown over again]

WHOOOOOOAAA!!

BAMBI
Bambi is bored of this.

[Sound of truck pulling up, stopping, two young  men getting out--NORRIS and DEAN--fiddling with some equipment--it should sound like an oil delivery truck]

DEAN V.O.
Norris?

Hurry up, Norris! We can dump the chemicals here!

BAMBI
Oh! Company! Come in, boys!

NORRIS V.O.
Dean? Head the hose down the arroyo and I'll release the valve.

BAMBI

Hi! I’m Bambi! Want to style my hair? It certainly needs it.

DEAN V.O.
Norris? Why are we doing this, Norris?

BAMBI
Can we watch TV?

NORRIS V.O.
Because, Dean, because I’m getting a motel room with Cheryl tonight.
BAMBI
All right. I’ll sing you a song while I wait.

[Sound of thick liquid being expelled from a tank.  It continues throughout the dialogue]

DEAN V.O.
Norris! No way! You’re finally going to do it?

[a green glow flows onto the stage]

BAMBI


[Sings]

“Come to my party house, my party house, my party house.

Come to my party house. . .”

[She sings through the dialogue]

NORRIS V.O.
Yes, Dean, I’m finally going to lose my virginity!

DEAN V.O.
Great, Norris!

I’ll get home in time for the game. Thanks, Norris!

NORRIS V.O.


Shit! I’m already late! I’ve got to get the forty ouncers!

[the green glow surrounds BAMBI.We hear the last glug]

BAMBI

[finishing song]

“--and we’ll have fun!”

[about the green goo]

Euuuuuw.

[Sound of valve turning off]

DEAN V.O.
I feel weird, Norris.  Like--not good.

NORRIS V.O.
Hurry up.

[Truck doors slam, truck speeds off]

BAMBI
[surrounded in green]

What’s this yucky stuff, anyway?

[Beat]

Water. . .In. . .My. . .Head.

[Beat]

Questioning the existence of God seems to be a tautalogical conundrum and futile, too. To question that which made me is to question the fact that I am made at all. For, yea, I am here--before myself and have a trademark to prove it, although I have never read it myself, being unable to bend that way. Or read. Although a loquacious bobbly-toy read me the entire contents of my backside, as he spent the night under me in the corner of the closet after a rare visit from a grandmother person who cleaned all my mommies' rooms, even the big noisy yelling mommy who's angry all the time and hates her job and the daddy. Normally, I always stay in my  Party House or reside, head first, in my speed boat. Anyway, God seemed nice--I remember her plastic-wrapped hands as she assembled me and put me back on the always-forward-moving rolling floor, before I gained my outfit and accessories and--

[really odd feeling]

Ooooo!

'Scuse me.

Oh my!

[Slightly lower voice]

OH MY!

I'M GROWING!!!!

[Blackout] 

[end of scene.  TIME passes through, bringing on ELVIS in the next scene]

=======

[ELVIS YAZZI, a Navajo young man, member of a road crew, is dressed in an orange vest and a hardhat, and guiding some vehicle that’s backing up. Sound of that series of beeps that lets you know a truck is moving backwards. BAMBI walks through the scene, draped in some plastic garbage bags and walking on tiptoe--she can’t put her feet down--her hair’s a mess. He just stares at her--she is sooooo strange, loses track of the truck. We hear it hit something, then the driver yells]

TRUCK DRIVER (LONNY)
[offstage]

Hey! Elvis! Come on!!

ELVIS
Sorry, man!

[BAMBI exits. Re-enters, comes right up to ELVIS]

BAMBI
Would you like to style my hair?

ELVIS
Are--are you all right?

BAMBI
Uh-huh. Bye.

[BAMBI exits]

ELVIS
[to the offstage truck driver]

Lonny?  Lonny!  Come here, man!

[ELVIS exits to find LONNY. BAMBI re-enters, again]

BAMBI
This is a very unhappy store. Dirty room. Bad, bad lawn. Someone left the lights on! Bambi is very, very--

[BAMBI can’t express herself--she is having feelings and it’s new to her. She exits again, very fast, a little frantic]

[ELVIS re-enters, looks around for her, can’t find her. Sound of a truck horn honking--impatient LONNY on the horn.  ELVIS doesn’t want to leave, but he has to, and does]

[TIME passes through. End of scene]

==========

[ELVIS talks to a POLICEWOMAN. They are in an office]

POLICEWOMAN
[on phone]

No, Mrs. Witenauer, I don’t know where your son Dean is. Wait a minute, he’s working with my brother, Norris, driving for the chemical plant. All right? Now I have to get back to work!

[She hangs up the phone]

ELVIS
So I found this woman in the desert. . .

POLICEWOMAN
Name?

ELVIS
Elvis Yazzi.

Y-A-Z-Z--two zees--right--”i.”

POLICEWOMAN
You been drinking, Elvis?

ELVIS
Just because I’m Indin, you think I was drinking? Fuck you!

POLICEWOMAN
Hey, you don’t talk to a police officer that way.

ELVIS
Hey, you treat me with some respect.

POLICEWOMAN
Okay, okay--let’s not have an incident that makes me have to fill out more forms than I’ve already got here.

ELVIS

[gives POLICEWOMAN a hand-drawn map]

Here’s where I saw her. There’s the mile marker and everything.

POLICEWOMAN

[looking at the map]

So, this was a white female?

ELVIS
Yeah. White. Actually, real white--weird-lookin white--kinda almost pink?

POLICEWOMAN
Sunburn? Exposure.

ELVIS
Yeah, maybe.

POLICEWOMAN
Dressed how?

ELVIS
Plastic garbage bags--it looked like. Barefoot. And that’s another weird thing, she walked on her tippytoes.

POLICEWOMAN
“Tippytoes?”

ELVIS
You know--

[ELVIS demonstrates]

POLICEWOMAN
You people use drugs ceremonially, don’t you?

[ELVIS just sighs, picks up his hardhat and exits.]

POLICEWOMAN
You ought to try Jesus, you know!

[Phone rings--she answers it]

Mrs. Witenauer--this is a police phone in a police station--for official business only! Don’t call again!

[She hangs up the phone]

I hate small towns.

[Says a prayer]

Dear Jesus--Maggie. I know I just talked to you an hour ago--GET ME OUT OF HERE!!

[She exits. TIME enters, bringing dusk. End of scene]

----------------------------

[Dusk. ELVIS is searching the area with flashlight]

ELVIS
I know this is where I saw her.

[Looking around]

Why did I give that policewoman that map?

[Flashlight light hits BAMBI, lying on her back]

BAMBI
Hi.

ELVIS
[thrown back on his butt in startled fear]

WHAAAAAAAAT??

BAMBI
May we go home now? It’s past my TV time, I think.

I NEED SOME TELEVISION!!!

ELVIS

Okay.

Sure. Of course. 

[ELVIS gets up, but he’s in pain]

Ow, dammit.  Got some piece of trash stuck into my hand.

[He pulls whatever it is out of his hand and throws it away]

Shit. I’m bleeding like a stuck pig here.

BAMBI
Change the channel.

ELVIS
Right. Okay. No problem.

[He wraps a bandana or something around his hand and helps BAMBI up]

Can--can you. . .stand all right?

[Helping her up]

Any injuries? Pain anywhere? Should we go to the hospital?

BAMBI
No. Just television. And a Handi-wipe.

ELVIS
Okay. Take it slow.

BAMBI
I’m Bambi, the teen-age fashion doll.

ELVIS
I’m Elvis.

BAMBI
I’ve heard of you.

[They’ve exited by now, him helping her walk, her still on tippy-toes]

[end of scene]

==========

[Dusk. POLICEWOMAN enters, carrying the hand-drawn map ELVIS made, and begins to search the area. She finds the piece of glass that ELVIS cut himself on. She picks it up, looks at it, puts it in a plastic baggie and searches some more, then exits]

==========

TIME enters, looks up and night arrives.  TIME exits]

[Night. In the closet in a motel. JENNIFER, age 10, is listening to a small radio, with earplugs. Sliding closet door opens and SHAMBHALA, age 12, enters, holding a board game and a large flashlight. She turns on the flashlight and shuts the door.]

JENNIFER
How long are we going to stay in the closet this time, Shambhala?

SHAMBHALA
Not long. Look, I’ve got Candyland.

JENNIFER
Not Candyland.

SHAMBHALA

[their joke]

Come on, Jennifer, we love it so much.

JENNIFER
What happened to the Chinese Checkers?

SHAMBHALA
Got left. In yesterday’s motel.

JENNIFER
Where’s Mama?

SHAMBHALA
Gone to use the phone somewhere. Phone’s here they charge you so extra, you know, it’s horrible.

JENNIFER

I miss Bambi.

SHAMBHALA
I do, too.

JENNIFER
Sorry I said you masturbated with her.

SHAMBHALA
That’s all right. Sorry I said you pulled her pants down.

JENNIFER
We need to remember not to be mean.

SHAMBHALA
It’s hard to remember. Everyone else is so--

JENNIFER
Not Mama--not all the time.

SHAMBHALA
She’s different than mean. I would never say Mama is mean. Never.

JENNIFER
Is gone mean?

SHAMBHALA
No. Gone is not mean. Mean is on purpose.

[JENNIFER thinks about this before she agrees]

JENNIFER
Yeah.

[Sound of the door to the room being jiggled. The girls turn the flashlights off and become instantly still. The door to the room is forced and then opens with a bang. The girls get closer to one another and shut their eyes. Sound of angry rummaging around--maybe a lamp gets broken. The girls open their eyes and stop breathing, certain that their closet door is next to be opened, but nothing happens. The noise stops and there’s silence for several beats. They don’t move. TIME tiptoes through, stops by the closet. The girls fall asleep against each other. Nighttime arrives and TIME exits. The girls awaken suddenly to the sound of the door to the room being shut.  SHAMBHALA tries to see what time it is on her wristwatch, by putting the dial right up to her eye. She then shows it to JENNIFER, who nods and then motions that she has to go to the bathroom. SHAMBHALA nods in sympathy. But then they hear the sound of the door to the room opening and someone coming in. They freeze]

NORRIS VO
Cheryl? Jesus! Cheryl?

[The door to the room shuts again. Beat. Then it opens again and they hear a bit of stumbling over some stuff, then the door to their closet is opened and NORRIS is standing there]

NORRIS
What in the hell?? You girls trash this room?

[The girls nods quickly “no”]

Where’s Cheryl? Is she all right?

SHAMBHALA
We don’t know her.

NORRIS

Anybody been here?

SHAMBHALA

[about the mess in the room]

Duh.

JENNIFER

We’ll clean it up. Okay? Don’t tell.

NORRIS
Wow--stuff is broken here!

SHAMBHALA
We’ll pay for it. We have money.

JENNIFER
Our mom is coming back. She said.

NORRIS
Oh man! Look at this! If you didn’t do it--why are you in the closet?

JENNIFER
Mom’s big bad boyfriend likes us to wait in the closet until he comes to pick us up in his big truck with the gun rack.

SHAMBHALA
Stuff happens when “he’s” around. Yeah. He’s scary.

NORRIS
I’m outa here.

[NORRIS exits. SHAMBHALA shuts the closet door again.]

SHAMBHALA
“Mom’s Big bad boyfriend”?

JENNIFER
Yeah, the big bad scary one.

SHAMBHALA
You’re a genius, Jennifer. At lying.

JENNIFER
It’s a good thing to know how to do. 

[Handing her sister the other half of a set of earphones]

What if Mom doesn’t come back tonight?

SHAMBHALA

We’ve spent the night in smaller closets--

JENNIFER
I’m going to go pee now.

SHAMBHALA
Did he shut the front door? Because if someone saw you come out of here--

JENNIFER
I’m ready to go back with Dad.

[Her sister just looks at her]

Which is worse, though? I mean I kinda forgot Dad. He wasn’t so bad.

Was he?

SHAMBHALA
If that was him trashing the room, then he’s around. Or someone else is around who’ll just take us, take us wherever they want to.

JENNIFER

[about having to pee]

I can hold it.

[Listening to the radio]

Hey, it’s her--Vortexia. She’s called into some religious show!

SHAMBHALA
You listening to AM again? You’re such a freak. 

[Remembering to remember not to be mean]

Sorry.

[They listen in the dark]

[Lights up on VORTEXIA, a largish girl, on the phone]

VORTEXIA

[in a sweet, innocent tone, with a fake Texas accent laid on heavy]

--so I just knew that if I believed in God, in his power and his mercy, my wish would come true--and it did! Yes! I met the love of my life! Because, Crystal, just like you say on your show every day--pray and your prayers will be answered. So I prayed to God and He granted my wish, so that’s all I’m calling in today to say. Pray and your prayers will be answered. And see that’s why there are all those poor people everywhere--they haven’t prayed enough. And the 7 million Jews that the Nazis killed, they didn’t pray enough. And those starving children in Africa, they haven’t prayed, maybe at ALL. No, God blessed me with my new boyfriend, but he turned His face away from those million people in that earthquake in Columbia, and those crippled homeless children in Roumania--

[Just then, at the motel, the sound of the front door being opened and someone coming in. They freeze, turn off the radio. Lights out on VORTEXIA. After a long beat, SHAMBHALA carefully opens the closet door]

SHAMBHALA
Mama?

[She immediately realizes that it’s a terrible mistake, and shuts the closet door. JENNIFER looks at her--SHAMBHALA shakes her head “no.” They sit very quietly, but the closet door slides open slowly. They hide into each other. Lights up on POLICEWOMAN]

POLICEWOMAN
Hey, what have we here? You girls do all this damage? Get out of there! Come on, get out of there right now!

NORRIS
Cheryl. . .Hey, Cheryl. Wait up.

[But the POLICEWOMAN sees something else happening outside]

That looks like my little brother carrying beer!! NORRIS!!!

[To the girls]

You girls stay right there. NORRIS!!

[POLICEWOMAN exits. JENNIFER and SHAMBHALA shut the closet door]

SHAMBHALA
I’m never leaving this closet now.

JENNIFER
If I didn’t have to go to the bathroom, I’d live in this closet.

SHAMBHALA
We may have to--live here.

[They turn on their flashlights. JENNIFER hands her the earphones from the radio. SHAMBHALA gives one back and they share, listening to it. We see what they’re listening to--a cool, female voice comes over the airwaves]

VORTEXIA
[into the mike]

So the call into “Crystal’s Hour of Power” didn’t go too well. She decided I wasn’t sincere and cut me off. Too bad. Lack of faith on her part. A moment of silence for her.

JENNIFER
Hey! She’s on the emergency channel now!

SHAMBHALA
What’s her name again?

JENNIFER
Vortexia.

VORTEXIA
Okay. That’s enough for Crystal. Now do you want to hear some good news, babies? You want to hear some happy stuff from the world? Well, I’ve got it for you here. I’m Vortexia coming to you on A.M.--that 1450 on your dial, next to the disaster and bad weather channel--real close, in fact--and I’m here to say that there is good news. You just have to look for it. So right now--Vortexia is eating a big, fat Milky Way--not that wimpy low-fat kind, but the real gooey kind. I’d say the shelf life on this baby is about eight years, but I don’t care I love it. I’m also not having my period, so it’s just love of chocolate, period. Not dressed up with some hormonal psycho reason. Oooooo. . .last night I had a fantasy and I actually got the clothes offa my current love object and we had a night of love. Or, at least, a couple of seconds--however long it takes for REM sleep to give you a real good juicy subconscious party. More good news--my friend Tiffany isn’t knocked up, so that’s good. Uh-oh--time to end Vortexia’s Inner Thigh ‘cause the guys who run the real emergency station are arriving. Later. Bye.

[She signs off and exits, quickly, while. . .back in the closet]

JENNIFER
Shoot. She signed off again!

SHAMBHALA
I say we get out of here.

JENNIFER
But what about Mom?

SHAMBHALA

We’re gonna end up in social services unless we leave now.
[They exit the closet quickly. Sound of police sirens. JENNIFER and SHAMBHALA run through, followed by the POLICEWOMAN chasing them]

[end of scene]

------------------

[ELVIS and BAMBI are at the Chinle, Ganado or Many Farms mall, on the Navajo reservation, in Target or the equivalent. He is pushing a shopping cart containing some clothing items and a pair of shoes--he’s buying clothes for BAMBI. She is dressed in some of his clothes and is wearing some old mocassins--she still walks on her tippy-toes. She follows him closely]

ELVIS

[to someone he sees in the store]

Yeah-te-hey. 

[But the person he saw doesn’t welcome him as warmly as he expected. He sees somebody else]

Yeah-te-hey! Frank--

[Same thing happens--he speaks to BAMBI]

Do you have to walk so close?

BAMBI
No.

[She still walks close to him]

ELVIS
Come sit over here. I want to try these shoes on you.

[They sit.  BAMBI sits with her legs out straight as ELVIS tries to get the shoes on her feet. The shoes are, of course, connected with one of those plastic ties]

I wish I knew what size shoe you wear.

BAMBI
Pink.

ELVIS
I know you like pink, Bambi. We got as much pink as we could find. Indin girls don’t wear a lot of pink, I guess. Like they do market research on us. Like they fucking care. Still we may have to go to Tuba City or Flagstaff or somewheres.

BAMBI
Okay.

ELVIS

Can you put your heel down at all?

BAMBI
No.

ELVIS
Can you bend your legs?

BAMBI
The Bend-Leg Era began in 1965.

ELVIS
Does this hurt?

BAMBI
I have three knee positions.

[She moves her knees, jerking efficiently from one position to another, accomplishing all three--ELVIS finds this creepy]

ELVIS
We have to get some help on this. My old girlfriend Molly can help us, I think. Now-- underwear?

BAMBI
I don’t have to have it. I have no tooty.

ELVIS
. . .What?

BAMBI
I don’t have a tooty.

Down there.

I have no genitalia.

[Lonnnng beat.  ELVIS just looks at her]

ELVIS
Okay.

Let’s check out. We’ll take these shoes, anyway.

[They exit, BAMBI following closely behind ELVIS]

[end of scene]

[SHAMBHALA and JENNIFER are with the POLICEWOMAN]

POLICEWOMAN
Look, girls. You’re all right--alright? Now we don’t know where Mom is and what we’re going to do is make sure you are taken care of. So you’ll stay with people until we can find Mom.

SHAMBHALA
Don’t call her Mom she’s not your Mom.

JENNIFER
It’s “Mama.”

POLICEWOMAN
But this is the deal--we have to separate you.

[To audience--very tired, flat, losing energy]

You ever saw that program about the monkey and they separated it from all the other monkeys and they put it in this metal cage with no mother just a flat piece of wood, not even a light bulb for warmth sticking out of the wood and the little monkey got all neurotic and trembly and weird and then hostile and fucked up and couldn’t have--couldn’t be--you know--right. I see that all the time.

[Sits down next to the girls. Long beat, then talks to the girls]

So I have to take--what’s your name?

[Neither of the girls move]

Shambhala, you look like the oldest. I’m taking Jennifer--is that your name? Jennifer?

[Neither of the girls answer or move]

All right. I’m taking you--Jennifer, whatever--to social services--they have a placement program for younger children. I’ll be back for you--Shambhala, whatever. Interesting name. Your parents Indian? From India?

[The girls shake their heads “no”]

Hippies? Once? Kids of hippies?

SHAMBHALA
It’s a fragrant oil!!

POLICEWOMAN
Okay.

[Beat.]

So, Shambhala, you’ll be at St. Theresa’s tonight and then, tomorrow, we’ll call Youth Services for you tomorrow.

[POLICEWOMAN tries to separate the girls. Silently, they hold on to one another. Bit- by-bit, the POLICEWOMAN extracts JENNIFER from SHAMBHALA. No one says anything--all their energy goes into holding on or, in the case of POLICEWOMAN, extracting. No one is angry, just desperate or determined as fate must be. Finally, POLICEWOMAN gets JENNIFER free and begins to lead her away]

SHAMBHALA & JENNIFER
Nooooooooooooooo!

[JENNIFER is gone. SHAMBHALA doesn’t move for a few beats. She slowly sits on the floor, then curls up in a fetal position.  TIME enters and crosses to her]

SHAMBHALA
Who are you?

[TIME just looks at her]

SHAMBHALA

I have to grow up now?

[TIME nods “yes”]

SHAMBHALA
Good. Cool.

[TIME circles her several times--starting fast and getting slow, then exits.  SHAMBHALA stands up, in her late teens now]

SHAMBHALA
Good.

[She exits]

[end of scene]

-----------------

[Lights up on a space that contains a vanity and mirror. ELVIS enters]

ELVIS
Molly?  Moll? Yo, baby?

[BAMBI enters, dressed in cheap mall clothes, on her tippy toes, carrying the mall shoes]

ELVIS
She’s not here.

[BAMBI sees herself in a mirror and has a minor breakdown and starts jumping up and down, in distress]

ELVIS
Bambi! Bambi! What is it?

BAMBI
Back in the box! Back in the box!  Back in the box!!!!

[ELVIS grabs her and holds her in a tight grip. She calms down]

BAMBI
That’s nice.

ELVIS
What’s wrong?

BAMBI
I want back in the box I came in.

ELVIS
I don’t remember any box.

BAMBI

Lucky you. Once you’ve had a perfectly good box with a big plastic window to see out of and lots of twist ties to hold you in just the right places, you never forget it. I expect my box is lost somewhere. Recycled. Who knows. It’s sad. Don’t let go.

ELVIS
I won’t. Most girls don’t like this. Molly didn’t like it, anyway.

BAMBI
That was me in the mirror.

ELVIS
Uh-huh.

BAMBI
I don’t like it.

ELVIS
You look good.

BAMBI
I look very large.

ELVIS
You look alive.

BAMBI

My hair looks very, very terrible, Elvis.

ELVIS
We can get that fixed.

BAMBI
How? Where? WHEN?

ELVIS
I don’t know. 

[BAMBI looks frozen in panic]

Now. Sit.

[BAMBI tries to sit at the vanity table--they both work on bending her legs so she fits on the chair.  ELVIS finds a brush and stuff and begins to try to handle BAMBI’S huge mass of hair. He tries combing it--some of it comes out and he is horrified and hides the loose strands somewhere. He tries to put on a barrette--doesn’t work--starts going through the drawers of the vanity, then exits to look elsewhere in the apartment]

BAMBI
Don’t leave me with this scary-looking girl. Oh, that’s right--it’s me.

[Hyperventillation--she tries to calm down. Sounds of ELVIS rummaging through stuff]

BAMBI
What are you looking for?

ELVIS
[offstage]

Staple gun.

[BAMBI tries to do something with her hair, but her doll arm position won’t allow it]

BAMBI
God made me so I can never fix my own hair. She is stupid. What a stupid, stupid god!!

[ELVIS re-enters with a big rubber band]

ELVIS
I took this off of a bunch of carrots in the frig.

Okay.

[ELVIS grabs her hair and wrangles in into a pony tail]

There.

That didn’t hurt, did it?

BAMBI
I look good.

ELVIS
Bambi. Just don’t ever tell anybody I did this. Okay? Okay?

BAMBI
But you did such a good job.

ELVIS
Just don’t tell anybody.

BAMBI
Okay. I don’t know anybody to tell.

ELVIS
When you do--don’t.

BAMBI
Okay. I look good.

ELVIS
Okay. Let’s get out of here before Molly comes back. She wouldn’t understand any of this.

BAMBI
Is this hair spray?

ELVIS
You can’t take that.

BAMBI
Help me with these knee positions so I can stand.

ELVIS
Okay.

[He does]

This makes me just a little queasy. We have to find a way to make your arms work and these feet and--

BAMBI
Maybe things will be better in the morning.

ELVIS
Oh Jeez. Man. I have to take you home. You’ve got no place to stay.

BAMBI
Do you have a speed boat?

Fun house?

Closet?

ELVIS
I’ve got a closet.

BAMBI
That will be fine.

ELVIS
My life--has been so completely changed. By you.

BAMBI
Is that a happy thing? Are you happy, Elvis?

ELVIS
No. Come on.

[They exit. End of scene]

-----------------

[TIME enters and looks at the vanity, etc.]

TIME
Nothing to be done here.

[sits down at the “mirror”--can’t help it--makes hand animals and/or faces]

It’s strange to sit. I can feel the earth turning. One long breath.

[Breathes out]

There. It’s nice to make the Zen Buddhists feel like they’ve succeeded. Everyone is here, being now. Mid-stride, mid-sleep. Ping!

Well, that’s enough.

[TIME runs off, trailing night behind him/her]

----------------------

[Dark. Sound of thunder]

VORTEXIA VO
Babies? Are you there? In the dark? Two-by-two, riding out this terrible storm, listening to the creak of the gopher wood, hoping the basalt will hold, and wondering what a cubit is? Surrounded by the smell of your fellow animals and the tension of the agreement not to prey on each other for however long it takes to get to land? How are you doing in the ark of the dark? And if you’re not two-by-two--

[lights up on JENNIFER, holding her radio]

--then you’re not alone, because I’m alone. I’m your ever-present, when I can get the radio time, one-on-one. So, back to the story of the Littlest Girl who road a nightmare and tamed her into the most beautiful, high-stepper that ever pulled a sulky. It was the earliest morning the earth had ever seen, and the night mare was pawing at her stall, waiting for her warm-up, waiting for the first heat, and the Littlest Girl came into the stables--

[TIME is suddenly there in JENNIFER’S space. She sees TIME standing there and takes the earphones out of her ears, not sure what’s going to happen. They look at each other for a long time]

TIME
You’re already grown up.

[JENNIFER puts earphones back into her ears and turns away from TIME. He tries to make himself heard]

YOU’RE ALREADY GROWN UP!!!

[TIME reaches down and adjusts the channel on JENNIFER’S radio, then hands it back to her and exits. JENNIFER puts the earphones back into her ears and at that moment we hear what she’s listening to now--the blackest, evilest, most chaotic, screaming, hard metal rock we’ve ever heard. She rises like an automaton, holding the radio, and exits]

TIME
[looks at the audience]

The loss of innocence. I’m so sorry.

[TIME exits]

[end of scene]

[ELVIS is holding a fluorescent bulb, the long kind, and standing in the dark, outside. BAMBI enters, on tippy toe, but in high heels]

BAMBI
I just have to say, Elvis, that all this walking business is very, very, very, very, very--

ELVIS
I know--

BAMBI
I’m not finished. --Very, very, very, very tiring. And Bambi is very, very, very--

ELVIS
I understand! Okay?! We have to take you somewhere where someone can work on your joints and find your heels for you, so you can put your feet down.

BAMBI
I like these high heels.

ELVIS
Nobody wears those any more.

BAMBI

Who was that nice lady you got them from?

ELVIS
That was Carl. He’s a transvestite.

BAMBI
I never heard of that tribe.

ELVIS
They’re nomadic.

BAMBI
Oh. 

It’s dark.

ELVIS
I want to show you something.

[Now look far off in the distance? That big metal thing--looks like a Yei-bei-che

BAMBI
What?

ELVIS
Look like a corn dancer. And all those wires held up by it that run over the top of us and all the way to that other rack of the same big metal things?

BAMBI
Do they bring television to me?

ELVIS
No, Bambi. They’re power lines and they run electicity from Nogales, Arizona--right on the Mexican border to all the way to Canada in the north. Now right over there is my grandmother’s house. She’s got no electricity, but the power lines almost touch her roof, they hang so low. All the way from Mexico to Canada, and right over all our homes, and almost none of those homes have electricity. And what’s worse is this.

[He holds up the fluorescent, close to a power line above him. It flickers and lights up]

That’s just the leftovers. And this stuff runs through our bodies all the time. Who knows what it does, huh?

BAMBI
Can we visit this grandmother person?

ELVIS
I--I don’t think so tonight, Bamb. It’s--it’s her--ah--bingo night. Yeah.

BAMBI
Bingo?

ELVIS
It’s a game.

BAMBI
Like Candyland.

[Sudden grief hits her]

I MISS MY MOMMIES!!!

ELVIS
Stop crying. Stop crying.

[She does]

BAMBI
That was very strange. What was that awful noise I was making?

ELVIS
You were sobbing.

BAMBI

And this is--what?

ELVIS
Crying. You were crying.

BAMBI
I’m not sure I like it.

ELVIS
You are so strange. You are such a strange white girl.

BAMBI

I’m Bambi, the teen-age fashion doll.

ELVIS
Yeah, well, I’m Elvis, the dope. Come on, I’m getting you off the Res. We have enough problems as it is.

BAMBI
No more walking, Elvis. Please!

ELVIS
Okay.

[He hands her the fluorescent bulb and quickly puts her over his shoulder and exits, then we can see her holding the fluorescent bulb, now fully lit again, but by Bambi radioactive power]

ELVIS
This is some nightmare date I’m on.

BAMBI
Are we on a date? Are we on a date?

[They exit. End of scene]

-------------------

[POLICEWOMAN on the phone, opening a large manila envelope with lab results in it]

POLICEWOMAN
Yeah. They’re right here. DNA match--blood at the site and hair samples from one Elvis Yazzi--Y-A-Z-Z-I--Navajo. Lives in Flagstaff. I think it’s enough to go ahead and bring him in. No, no body, but this fragment of clothing--

[holds up some doll-sized pink thing that’s been torn]

--pink, with hair and skin fibers of two different females. I’m thinking a drug-related incident. Maybe some girls from Flagstaff trying to score some mescaline from their Reservation source--our Mr. Yazzi. I’m going to pick him up as soon as I get the judge to issue a warrant. You check UA and ASU and the local high schools--see if anybody’s reported missing--and don’t forget all the Catholic high schools.

[She hangs up the phone, puts the evidence away, and exits. End of scene]

----------------------

[ELVIS’S room, Flagstaff--neon lights flashing outside]

ELVIS
[about his room]

So this is my place, Bambi.

BAMBI
There’s no pink, Elvis.

ELVIS
I’m going back to the Res. ASAP.

BAMBI
There’s such a pretty pink light outside.

ELVIS
That’s the donut shop.

BAMBI
Is this the closet?

ELVIS
Yeah.

[BAMBI enters the closet, shuts the door]

BAMBI
‘Night, Elvis.

ELVIS
You can have the bed, Bamb. Really.

BAMBI
Don’t want it.

ELVIS
But it’s okay. I’ll leave you alone. No funny stuff.

BAMBI
I don’t want you to leave me alone. I like it when you hold me and keep holding on.

ELVIS
Then come out. And you can sleep on the bed.

BAMBI
I don’t sleep.

ELVIS
Well, rest, then.

BAMBI
I don’t need rest. I am made of a slightly flexible polymer that responds well to stress.

ELVIS
I wish I were made of that.

BAMBI
No, you don’t. Not really. You can bend.

ELVIS
And break. Can you break?

BAMBI
Nope. Maybe that’s the problem. Breaking and bending are related to the general flexibility issue.

Can we talk until you go to sleep?

ELVIS
Okay.

BAMBI
Because it’s not completely dark in here and I need the dark--I like the dark. The dark may be my rest.

ELVIS
There’s no light in there--why isn’t it dark? It should be completely dark.

BAMBI
I’m glowing.

ELVIS
That doesn’t seem right.

[He gets up and opens the closet door--inside in BAMBI glowing slightly. He shuts the door quickly]

Sorry, Bamb. It--it just frightened me.

BAMBI
Don’t be afraid. I’m sure there’s a reason.

ELVIS
So am I. But it might be a bad reason.

BAMBI
Elvis, I am sure that whatever is causing the glowing is a good thing. So just go to sleep and I shall put my head into these boxes you have in here.

[Muffled]

‘Night.

ELVIS
Don’t worry, Bambi. We’ll fix it whatever it is. Whatever it is. Jesus.

BAMBI

[muffled]

What?

If you want to have someone over, I won’t come out and scare them.

ELVIS
I won’t.

BAMBI
[muffled]

I can’t hear you.

ELVIS
‘Night.

BAMBI
[muffled]

Have you said g’night yet?

ELVIS

[loud]

GOOD NIGHT!!!
BAMBI
[muffled]

I said, have you said good-night?

[Since she can’t hear anything, she leaves a space for him to reply and assumes he does]

Okay, then. Good night.

ELVIS
Oh, man.

[He collapses onto the bed and tries to go to sleep, but can’t. He gets up and exits. TIME passes through, bringing early morning, then sneaks into ELVIS’S bed]. 

========

[Outside the donut shop, ELVIS is eating a cruller and drinking a cup of coffee, looking at the sunrise]

ELVIS
Look at that sunrise.

[toasting the sunrise with his coffee]

Pink. To pink.

[Suddenly, there’s a police siren and light on him] 

POLICEWOMAN
Freeze!!

[POLICEWOMAN enters and apprehends him]

POLICEWOMAN
Elvis Yazzi? 

ELVIS
Whoa. What?

POLICEWOMAN
You have the right to remain silent--

ELVIS
Hey, I found her. She’s back at my apartment.

POLICEWOMAN
[into her remote]

Backup. Miguelito’s Donuts. Search the apartment. I’m bringing him in.

ELVIS
Hey, she’s fine. Let me get her--

POLICEWOMAN

What you say can and will be used against you in a court of law. You have the right--

ELVIS
Shit. Bambiiiiii!!!!
[They are gone]

_____________ 

[Back at ELVIS’S apartment:  TIME gets out of bed, stretches, makes a cup of quick tea with a teabag in a cup and popping it into a tiny microwave]

TIME
Microwaves--very disordering to me at first, but now I don’t know what I did without one. Isn’t that always the way?

[TIME hears BAMBI stirring inside the closet, takes the cup of tea and exits. BAMBI opens the closet door, looks around]

BAMBI
Elvis?     Elvis?    Elvis!    Elvis?         Elvis?

[She exits, looking for him. We hear her calling his name. She re-enters]

Elvis?

[Long beat. She sits on the bed. Sadness comes like high water]

Elvis? 

Hmm. I’m crying and I’m bending. Are they related?

Noooooo.

[She climbs into his bed and begins to cry. Bit-by-bit, her body loosens up, until she can curl up into the fetal position. TIME passes through, but BAMBI is still crying]

============

[Lights up on VORTEXIA, at a mike]

VORTEXIA

Hey!  Call me!! Talk to me and tell me your real age and weight, remembering that the average woman weighs 140 pounds and wears a size 12--yes, that is the norm--it is norm-al .

[Phone rings]

Hello?

JENNIFER V.O.
Hello, Vortexia? This is Jennifer. I’m your biggest fan.

VORTEXIA

What is your dress size, Jennifer?

JENNIFER V.O.
I don’t know. I need your help. I have a life-threatening illness and I need, desperately need, an organ donation.

VORTEXIA
Bummer. Next call?

[Cuts her off. Phone rings again]

VORTEXIA
[expecting someone new]

Your true weight. And height. You may remain anonymous.

[Lighst up on JENNIFER, in a Catholic school girls outfit, talking to VORTEXIA on a phone. 

JENNIFER
I need to find my sister or I’ll die!  Do you hear me? I’ve listened to you in the dark so many nights, thinking you were the only one in the world with a true heart.

VORTEXIA
Wrong. Don’t have a heart. Size fourteens and above aren’t allowed them. They get broken too often!

JENNIFER
My sister’s name is Shambhala and she’s tall and funny and very pretty and I’ll die unless I get a--a--kidney from my sister. I’m at Shining Angels of Light Home for Children. I’m Jennifer. Shambhala? Shambhala of the fragrant oil? Find me! Please!!

VORTEXIA
Okay. Sad story. Maybe the nuns can help.

And now the fat GENIUS, Etta James, sings this for you.

[Cue some great Etta James tune.  TIME dances through on it]

=========

[Lights up on SHAMBHALA, on the shoulder of a highway, looking behind for whatever might be after her. She puts out her thumb for a ride. Truck whizzes by, then stops up ahead. She notices that it’s stopped.  That dinging sound of a truck backing up]

OFFSTAGE LOW VOICE
Where you going?

SHAMBHALA
Anywhere!

OFFSTAGE LOW VOICE
Come on.

[SHAMBHALA exits to get into the truck]

============

[BAMBI is lying in the bed. She’s been crying all this time]

BAMBI
Elvis?

[Beat. She stops crying]

All right.

[TIME enters and watches, sipping the tea he made earlier, as BAMBI gets up out of the bed--all her joints working now. She stands--on her tippy toes at first, then slowly puts her heels down]

My heels are down!

[She briefly takes in that her body is working normally, but it doesn’t make her happy. She surveys the apartment, sees nothing to take with her, and walks, heels down, out of the apartment and into the desert]

TIME
Keep busy. That’s all you can do.

[He exits]

[END OF PART ONE]

PART TWO -- TIME’S ELBOW
[TIME is sitting, heavy with attitude, making it obvious to the audience that, this time, he’s waiting on them. He checks his watch now and then. When the audience finally arrives, he begins to rail at them. As he talks, the characters from Act One gather in their separate spaces--in the scenes we left them in at the end of Act One]

TIME

[about the audience, not the characters]

Is everyone back!? FINALLY??

Okay! We have a situation here. I can feel your hatred. Admit it! Everyone here has wanted to do me in, and in the most nonchalant fashion. “So, what are you doing hanging around?” “Oh, just killing--

[points to himself, with a vengeance]

Oh no! You may be saying--”That’s just an expression! We don’t hate you, Time. You’re a part of life. You heal all wounds and wound all heels. And blah, blah, blah, blah, blah--”whatever! Well, I don’t buy it! Not for one moment--every one of which I am, by the way. And isn’t that the problem? I’m not just the boy at the valve at the reservoir that lets the water flow or not--I’m the water itself. And you blame me, for death--of those you love--your pets, your friends, your family. And, finally, yourself. 

But, at that last moment, you turn around and want more and more and more of me! You stand there, trembling, shaking the vessel of your life, hoping for one lasting drop--of me. And when that drop appears, you , every once in a while, breathe “thank you,” but inevitably to some god or other. And then you gobble me hungrily down and belch up your death. And everybody left in the room hates me.

But I move on, because I MUST keep moving--and the wails of sorrow engulf me until my next step lands me in the birthing room. Oh, and then, everybody loves me. They can’t wait to hold on and remember every moment of me, even wanting to stop me. Or--when the baby gets older, and is a surly teenager, they want to go back--they want to reverse me. 

They don’t think about if the sperm could back up out of the egg whenever it wanted to, on some cosmic whim, like bad weather coming in--”Today, we have a cold front meeting a giant Cosmic Whim”--and, you’re, like, sitting somewhere and wham! you suddenly start to shrink, undevelop, ungrow, simplify, until “whoosh”, you’re split back into an egg in your mother’s womb and a sperm in your father’s testicles. So, one moment you’re here, the next moment--think of where your parents are right now--PING! You’re back in their bodies!

And this is the most important thing--without me, everything would happen at once! You tired of Time’s Arrow and its relentless constancy? Okay--say goodbye to sequence, order, shape, sense, LIFE! 

So this is what I came to say. This is my elbow. Watch it as I walk out that door. Right. I’m outa here. And I’m not coming back until I am LOVED and NEEDED for who I am!

[TIME exits the theatre. As soon as the door slams, pandmonium hits. Although the following lines are written in sequence, they should happen all at once, with characters talking at the same time]
VORTEXIA
[standing on a chair--shouting at her “roof”]

What do you mean, you butthead? You’re turning off my power? You don’t have the power to turn off my power. Not to mention the cojones!

SHAMBHALA
[Running on]

Hey, man! All I wanted was a ride!! You leave me alone!!

NORRIS
Cheryl? Cheryl? Dean! What happend, dude?

JENNIFER
I’m looking for a trailer? With a radio station in it? 

ELVIS
[to POLICEWOMAN]

I’m telling you that there’s been no crime!

POLICEWOMAN
[to ELVIS]

Your place has been searched and no one is there. Now why don’t you save us all a lot of trouble and just confess!!

VORTEXIA
Hey, man! You’ll hear from me again! I’m not giving up! Vortexia will rise again--like Quetzocotl!

NORRIS
[on phone]

Dean, man--I’m so sorry, man. Sorry you’re sick, but it can’t be that chemical stuff we dumped because I’m fine.

JENNIFER
[as if she’s in the trailer]

Vortexia? Hey! Where are you? You’re my only friend.

SHAMBHALA
First, loser parents, then loser men!

ELVIS
[to POLICEWOMAN]

I can’t believe this is happening. I’m innocent!

POLICEWOMAN
[to ELVIS]

We’ll let the judge decide that. 

VORTEXIA
Some shit, man. Some major dukka going down.

JENNIFER
Shambhala! Where are you?

SHAMBHALA
Where am I?

ELVIS
[to POLICEWOMAN]

You’re doing something terrible! A terrible wrong! Habeas Corpus! Habeas corpus!

POLICEWOMAN
[to ELVIS]

I don’t speak Navajo!

[TIME re-enters, sheepishly, a little ashamed of his outburst. Suddenly, all the action repeats, but this time, in sequence and separately]
VORTEXIA
I have a message and I’ll find a microphone somewhere!!

[She exits]

NORRIS
Dean is sick. And it’s my fault. I can’t ever make it right. I’m--I’m like some war criminal or some really bad king--I’ll be remembered for messing things up! And who will hire me now? All I know how to do is drive.

[He exits]

SHAMBHALA
[to some guy she sees offstage]

No, I’m not doing anything. I’d love to go for a ride.

[She exits]

JENNIFER
What can I do? I’m alone.

[She exits]

ELVIS
I can’t believe this is happening!

[He’s escorted off by the POLICEWOMAN]
[After everyone is gone, BAMBI walks through. POLICEWOMAN re-enters and sees her exiting--considers what’s she’s seen]

POLICEWOMAN
Could I have made a mistake?

[Prays again]

Jesus, this is Maggie again. . .Jesus. . .Jesus. . .

[She exits, upset]

TIME

[to audience]

I know you missed me.

[TIME runs around the space, behind the audience, a couple of times to rev things up. He talks as he runs]

TIME
[as he runs]

While I’m revving things up again, passing an ert, no, a ”year” and a--what do you humans call it? A “month”? Anyway, shall I tell you why there’s hope? Good. I will. The Second Law of Thermodynamics says that all systems move toward molecular disorder, not order. But this is the hope part--there are these systems that spontaneously self-organize, that create and maintain a structure in conditions in which very little equilibrium exists. They create brand new structures and modes  of behavior that are so complex, with interconnected networks of feedback loops, that causal relationships can’t even be established. 

LIFE is one of these systems. 

And, again, no need to apologize. I know you know you need me.

[TIME exits. End of scene]

-------------------

[VORTEXIA enters with a cart full of Tupperware-like products]

MALE VOICEOVER
Poly-Vinyl Burpee Ware Audition Number 124, take one.

VORTEXIA
Does anybody want some goddam poly-vinyl Burpee Ware? So this goes on this and you burp it. And inside is your two pieces of lettuce and your milagram of boiled chicken. Yum. I’m full. 

And in this one you can put your ten white grapes. Dessert! Oh no, not another one--please. I couldn’t possibly eat ONE MORE GRAPE!

And then, if you ever go out to dinner, and have something left over from your daily allowance of three meats, four breads, and two fruits, or is it four fruits, two meats and no breads? Because bread isn’t the staff of life, you know--it’s actually evil. It’s made by Satan in his subterranean bakery. Anyway, if you have something left over when you’re eating out and have put your fork down between each bite. Or, perhaps, you’ve been a really good girl and haven’t picked up your fork in two or three years, if you have even a bite left over, you can put it in this purse-size Poly-vinyl Burpee Ware container and take it home to eat later--if you can take the anxiety and guilt of ever eating again. And then you can wash it out to use over and over, unless, of course, you’ve shoved it down the garbage disposal just to listen to it shred, like your pride has been shredded every time you eat or watch someone else eat while they lecture you on how to watch your weight and then give that big sigh after they’ve told you you have such a pretty face.

And you can use your poly-vinyl Burpee Ware containers for those home-made TV dinners of a piece of fish and green--by the time you’ve nuked them--gray beans you can nibble at while your watch hours of soft-porn food ads and ads for diet pills and products presented by thin, thin women who are telling you what you should do about your problem when they could be drug addicts, but, hey, they still look “good.”

So buy this poly-vinyl Burpee Ware with its rubber seal lid, so whatever food you haven’t gulped down in that way you think all fat people eat--all that extra food will be protected for the next fat person to suck up!

VOICE
Vortexia? Is that your name?

VORTEXIA
Yeah.

VOICE
That is the worst poly-vinyl Burpee Ware presentation I’ve ever seen.

VORTEXIA
Yeah?

VOICE
That’s the worst presentation of anything I’ve seen.

VORTEXIA
Oh, I don’t know. I think it got across a point.

VOICE
You won’t be one of our poly-vinyl Burpee Ware presentors.

VORTEXIA
No?

VOICE
No.

VORTEXIA
Fine.

[Exiting]

Tupperware’s better. At least you get a party.

VOICE
Next?

VORTEXIA
I’m going to go to New York and have my own talk show, Pendejo!

VOICE

NEXT!!?

[As she exits, she runs into JENNIFER, now dressed in a Catholic school girl’s uniform from Our Lady of Perpetual Help.]

JENNIFER
‘Scuse me.

VORTEXIA
No problema.

[VORTEXIA exits.  JENNIFER pauses for a second--something’s familiar, but she dismisses it]

JENNIFER
[taking center stage]

Audtition number 125!

VOICE
Oh no, it’s you again.

JENNIFER
I can do it.

VOICE
Go back to school. I do NOT want to hear from Sister Brünhilda AGAIN!

JENNIFER
Baptista.

VOICE
Whatever. Attila the Nun.

JENNIFER
I have the voice. I can do it. I want--need to be on the radio.

VOICE
Go away.

JENNIFER
I have things to say.

[No answer]

JENNIFER
You know?

[No answer]

JENNIFER
I mean--I have some issues that I want to--but, mainly, I just want to be, you know, heard. YOU KNOW? I want someone to hear my voice. 

[No answer]

I could be selling whatever you want. I just want my voice out there.

[No answer]

In case someone who cares about me might actually, like, hear it.

[No answer]

And come and. . .get me. . . .or. . .something. . . .

[No answer]

Are you still up there?

[No answer]

Look. I could just stay here all night and wait for you.

[No answer]

Eventually, you’re gonna have to show up.

[No answer]

Okay.

[She sits on the stage. The lights go off on her. After a beat, we hear her beginning to cry]

[in the dark]

Okay. You win. 

[She stands to leave--a small light comes on for her to see by]

What are you gonna do when I’m not afraid of the dark any more?  Huh? Huh? How are you gonna get rid of me then????

[That light goes off]

Okay. Okay! I’m leaving!

[Smaller light comes on, maybe off stage--she exits]

[end of scene]

------------------

[Lights up on a room in the prison.  ELVIS is putting his belt on and re-lacing his shoes. POLICEWOMAN enters with the manila envelope with all his belongings. She hands it to him]

POLICEWOMAN

I think it’s great you’re getting out today.

ELVIS
They sent you?

POLICEWOMAN
I asked for this.

ELVIS
Thirteen months of my life--gone!

POLICEWOMAN
I know.

ELVIS
My job--gone. My apartment--gone--well, no big loss there. But my life just stopped while I was in here!

POLICEWOMAN
I know.

ELVIS
I should sue for false arrest! If I had the money to get the lawyer--

POLICEWOMAN
A public defender would do it.

ELVIS
Oh, you’re being so helpful now.

POLICEWOMAN
I’m sorry.

ELVIS
And you call yourself a Christian? I’m accused and I will be for the rest of my life. No one will really believe I’m completely innocent. You people always do this to us.

POLICEWOMAN
I’m sorry.

ELVIS
And where is Bambi?

POLICEWOMAN
We don’t know, sir.

ELVIS
I’d better shut up. You’ll put me in the looney bin next for even imagining a missing white girl.

[Notices something in the envelope]

What’s this?

POLICEWOMAN

It’s a ticket for two to New York City. And my savings. For you. To get a new start.

ELVIS

New York City?

[about the money]

And all this? So this is your idea of a new start. You are like some pet cat bringing in a dead bird and laying it on my bed, thinking that’s what I want to eat. You have to understand--I don’t want a new anything. Take me back to the old. Take me back to a time when--

[about the money]

--this wasn’t everything.

POLICEWOMAN
Take it.

ELVIS
You’re trying to buy some peace of mind?

POLICEWOMAN
It’s of the most importance that I be on the side of good--not evil. I can’t live unless I’m good. The world is really so bad, Mr. Yazzi--really bad people doing awful, awful things all the time. I’m the police--I became that to be on the good side. I can’t live with anything else.

ELVIS
It’s a lot of money--Jesus!

POLICEWOMAN
Yes, He played His part in this. I’ve been saving it for a while.

ELVIS
No. This is a set-up. I get out of town and you have me arrested. No way. No way.

POLICEWOMAN
All right. I see your point. I’ll--keep this money for you. I’ll put it--

ELVIS
Don’t put it anywhere. I don’t want it!!  Keep it. Get it away from me!!

POLICEWOMAN
I’m not going to touch it--ever! It’s your money!!

ELVIS
Put it back in the damn bank or wherever you kept it! And let me get out of here!

POLICEWOMAN
You can cash in your tickets if you want! They’re in your name and you can use that money! And this is your money, too, I swear! I’m not going to touch it!

[ELVIS exits. POLICEWOMAN puts the money in a large mailer, marks it “ELVIS YAZZI, Navajo Reservation, Ganado, AZ” . Just then NORRIS enters]

NORRIS
Hey.

POLICEWOMAN
Hey.

NORRIS
Dean’s out of the hospital again. I’m gonna go pick him up. His mother’s coming from Kingman.

POLICEWOMAN
He okay?

NORRIS
Something made him real sick. And it’s my fault.

POLICEWOMAN
You’ve been saying that all year, Norris. However much he drank at that motel party of yours wouldn’t make him sick. I don’t think any hangover lasts that long. Even if it feels like it.

NORRIS
He wasn’t even at the motel, Maggie. But it started that day. I’m telling you, it’s my fault he’s sick, Maggie. I made him sick.

POLICEWOMAN
Look, Norris. There’s enough guilt in this family just from what I do. You don’t need to take on anything else.

[POLICEWOMAN sits him down and gets him putting stamps on her mailer addressed to ELVIS]

NORRIS
You know, you live so carefully. Step by step, doing the right thing. And then one day you get too excited about one item, just one item, and you lose all the rest. I’ve never had a girlfriend, Maggie.

POLICEWOMAN
Look, little bro. There are so many guys in this town that drink a couple of forty ouncers every night--just because you try to have one and it doesn’t stay down--

NORRIS
You think I’m talking about barfing on Cheryl? That’s nothing! I never expected to have a happy life! All I ever wanted was to go to college and study history and now I know why. I just wanted to have my worst fears confirmed! We’re doomed, Maggie. We’re human. We poison everything we touch!!

POLICEWOMAN
Norris. It was a bad date. And it was a year ago!

NORRIS
A bad date with destiny.

POLICEWOMAN
[about the mailer envelope to ELVIS]

Mail this. Okay?

NORRIS
What’s in it?

POLICEWOMAN
Just mail it.

[They exits in separate directions. End of scene]

[TIME saunters in, reading Stephen Hawking’s book, A Brief History of Time.]

TIME
I’ll never finish this. . .

[Reads a bit more]

I read slowly. All right? 

[Closes the Hawking book]

A moment of sychronicity is arriving. 

[Sniffs the air]

Car exhaust, dust, human sweat, clean sheets, perfume, wet dog, savory, sage, rosemary--

[sniffs a big breath]

--ahhhh. It’s here.

[He exits. SHAMBHALA enters, hopping, tied up and gagged. She is outside on the desert. BAMBI enters.  She's looks like someone who’s been in the desert for a long time and had to scavenge for clothes, but still has tried to maintain some “fashion sense.” She watches SHAMBHALA for a moment]

BAMBI
Stop hopping.

SHAMBHALA 

[seeing BAMBI]

UHNG!

[She regards BAMBI for a second, then hops towards her]

Uhnnnnnn!

UHHHHHNNNNNNN!   UHNG!  UHNG!  UHNG!

AAAAAAHHHHHHHHHHHHHNNNNNNNNNNNGGGGGGG!!!!!

BAMBI
Stop hopping it doesn't help it makes you look pathetic. It's a futile action. Futility is pathetic.  Stop being pathetic. I'm sick of feeling sorry. The show I see by this roadside you wouldn't believe. Kittens, puppies, babies thrown out the window, WITH all the trash.  Kittens and puppies can be wild, but babies don't know how. They just lay there and fuss and scream and then stare up at the big black cosmic sky, full of meaning to readers of cereal boxes and other word people, but just big, black, deaf and dumb to them. A legless spider with a zillion eyes twinkling down while they die. I’ve saved the ones I could and tucked them into cars stopped while their owners get rid of their internal liquids.

Perhaps you think I sound bleak.Wait until you have a Big Beach Fun House and it gets taken away. Wait until you have three perfectly good mommies and they throw you out the window. Wait.

[BAMBI exits]

SHAMBHALA
AHHHHHHHNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNGGGGGGGGGG!!!

[Sound of a car pulling up. Headlights catch SHAMBHALA]
SHAMBHALA
SHIT!!
[She ducks. Sound of brakes, then car door opening, then an official U.S. MAIL bag is thrown at SHAMBHALA from offstage]

MALE VOICE OFFSTAGE
Take that, you psycho, dogooder bitch!!!

SHAMBHALA

[through the gag]

Asshole!

[Then we hear the sound of a clank of road sign against metal, then against flesh. Sound of SAME MALE VOICE IN PAIN, then car screeching away. BAMBI re-enters. Her roadsign is damaged.]

BAMBI
He bent my sign. I hate that.

Was he looking for you?

[SHAMBHALA makes incomprehensible noise]

How come?

[SHAMBHALA makes incomprehensible noise]

I can't understand you.

He might come back. Come on. I have a fashion apartment near here.

Is this your mail? Oh, you have a lot. Any catalogues? 

[BAMBI finds something that pleases her in one of the catalogues]

Look at this outfit--I love those shoes.

[BAMBI picks up the mail and exits. SHAMBHALA hops after her. BAMBI re-enters, cuts through SHAMBHALA's ties around her feet.  SHAMBHALA and BAMBI exit]

[end of scene]

[TIME enters, licks his finger, then sticks it up in the air as if to test for wind]

TIME
They are clustering--like little hexagons on the surface of boiling water. Turbulence, turbulence and then “ping”--a honeycomb of design.

[ELVIS takes his place by the highway, thumbing a ride to the Res. He holds a sign that says, “Navajo Res.” He looks at the ticket MAGGIE gave him.]

ELVIS
How in the hell is a ticket to New York a new start? My grandmother’s right. They are nuts. All that westward expansion for them to get a new start. And now I’m supposed to go back East to get a new start. Well, I’m going back to the Res. And not leaving for any reason. The end. 

[JENNIFER enters, across the highway, hitchiking, going in the opposite direction.  ELVIS sees her and tries not to care. But she is so young and what is she doing on the highway? Finally, he can’t stand it any longer and crosses the highway to her]

ELVIS
Are you hitchiking?

JENNIFER
No. I’m waiting for my dad. He’s driving one of the trucks for the World Wide Wrestling Federation tour. He told me to wait here and he’d pick me up. It’s safer than the truck stop. He’s a very big man and travels with a full arsenal, but he’s afraid SOMEONE MIGHT BOTHER ME at a truck stop and HE’D HAVE TO KILL THEM.

ELVIS
Uh-huh.

JENNIFER
My FATHER happens to be the Terminator!  That’s what the other wrestlers call him--The Terminator.
ELVIS 

Look. A young blonde girl hitchiking would be safer lying down in the highway and waiting for a truck to run over her.

JENNIFER
I’m not hitchiking.

ELVIS
Where are you going?

JENNIFER
New York.

ELVIS
Well, that’s just a terrible idea.

JENNIFER
I want a new start. 

ELVIS
Do you know anybody there?

JENNIFER
If I did, it wouldn’t be a new start.

ELVIS
Well, you can’t hitchike.

JENNIFER
You’re not my boss.

ELVIS
Look. Put that thumb away and come with me to my Grandmother’s house.

JENNIFER
Who do you think I am? Little Red Riding Hood?

ELVIS
No, you’re Little Blonde Stupid Girl, and you’re coming with me.

JENNIFER
I could scream that I’m being. . .abducted!

ELVIS
Come on--I’m buying you a bus ticket back to Flagstaff.

[She resists. A big semi races past, too near them]

Or you could go with him. Were those tattoos on his arms or just a lot of hair?

JENNIFER
If you call the police and turn me in as a runaway, I’ll scream that you kidnapped me!

ELVIS
I’m not going near the damn police. I can guarantee you that.

-----[She gives up and exits with him]

[TIME enters, fighting, with an umbrella that’s been turned inside out]

TIME
Turbulence. Approaching a supercritical level.

[He exits, bringing in the next scene--SHAMBHALA and BAMBI enter for the scene in the “fashion apartment.”]. 

[Inside BAMBI's fashion apartment.  She has made quite a place from roadside throwaway stuff.  SHAMBHALA is untied, dressed in a fetching outfit made from throwaway stuff.  BAMBI is fixing SHAMBHALA's hair]

BAMBI
Well, enough about you and don't worry about it. No one has ever thrown mail at me--right at me, anyway. But they’ve tried to do other things, but it never works. They just hurt themselves--bad. On account of I have no orifice. I have a little tiny orifice on my back--for air.

SHAMBHALA
What?

BAMBI
People think when they throw you away, you go away, but it's not true. You still are somewhere. There's no escaping anything on this rock. Nope. I wouldn't say my days out here have been easy, but I think I've learned some things.

SHAMBHALA
I just can't believe he would do this to me. He’s a postal worker. Aren’t they supposed to be trustworthy?

I’m dancing at this club. But I keep it funny, so they won’t jump me. And no guy ever has. But my boyfriend, like, he wakes up one day and says our love is so special, he says, and I ruined it. He was screaming so loud, I couldn't make it out. He woke up another day and decided that the earth was church. So I stopped using hair spray. For him. And then I say something about the mail being a little late--and this happens.

BAMBI
You stopped using hair spray?

SHAMBHALA
Right.

BAMBI
You stopped using hair spray?

SHAMBHALA
Right.

BAMBI
How do you keep your hair UP?

SHAMBHALA
Gel.

BAMBI
You mean Jel-LO.

SHAMBHALA
It's made from the same stuff.

BAMBI
I like strawberry.

I'm having a memory. I'm head first in a bowl of Jello and my skirt is over my head. Oh well.

SHAMBHALA
You don't eat it--you wouldn't want to.

BAMBI
I don't eat.

SHAMBHALA
Are you. . .anorexic?

BAMBI
I have no internal organs.

I am hollow.

SHAMBHALA
That's what my boyfriend always said about me.

BAMBI
Do you have internal organs?

SHAMBHALA
Yes.

BAMBI
Then you're not hollow.

Men!  They don't think.

[about SHAMBHALA's hair]

There!  Something a little higher on top would be better, but that's the best we can do.  Unless we could get some of that stuff.

SHAMBHALA
Gel.

BAMBI
And it really works?

SHAMBHALA
Great.

BAMBI
Where do we find it?

SHAMBHALA
Where do you buy your bread? Deodorant? Oil for your car? Candy? Newspapers?  Tampax?

BAMBI
I don't eat.  I don't sweat.  I don't have a car.  I don't eat.  I don't read.  And what?

SHAMBHALA
Oh god, where am I?

I need to find help.

BAMBI
For what?

SHAMBHALA
I am lost.  I've been tied up and dumped and hit with a bag of junk mail.  That's not right.

BAMBI
Isn't your hair nice, though?

SHAMBHALA
HELP!  HELP!  HELP!

HELP!

HELLLLLLLLPPPP!

HELP!  HELP!  HELP!  HELPHELPHELP!

[long scream]

AAAAAAAAAAAAAHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNN!!!

[Beat]

BAMBI
Maybe you need food.  

[BAMBI picks up some yarn in her treasures and begins stuffing a strand of it into SHAMBHALA's mouth, like a little girl feeding her doll]

Open up.  Yummy, yummy.

SHAMBHALA
[spitting it out]

Ptui!  PFT!  What is that?

BAMBI
That's how my mommies fed me.

SHAMBHALA

I must have had a head injury. And I’m in the hospital. . .and you’re probably, like, my nurse or something.

BAMBI
I fell and knocked a hole in my back--see?

[BAMBI lifts up her shirt to show SHAMBHALA the hole.  SHAMBHALA recoils, but then is locked in morbid fascination.  Very slowly, she looks inside the hole, then puts her finger into it]

The piece is in there somehow.

[she bends her torso to the side--the piece rattles]

It's in my shoulder now.

I think I can make it come out.

[BAMBI nearly stands on her head]

There it goes!  Did you see it?

Wait--

[BAMBI takes something out of her mouth--it's the piece from her back]

Here it is.

You keep it for me until you can show me how to fix it.

[BAMBI puts the piece into SHAMBHALA’S hand]

SHAMBHALA

Eeeeeeeeuwwww.

[SHAMBHALA gives it back to BAMBI quickly]

BAMBI
That’s all right. I’m used to it. I’ll keep it inside me. I don’t mind rattling a little. What is more important is what is rattling inside you that makes you find such terrible boyfriends.

[BAMBI cocks her head, as if listening] 

SHAMBHALA

[a little alarmed--are the boys coming back?]

What? What do you hear?

BAMBI
Myself. I just say these things that I don’t understand. I don’t like it. I don’t like it at all. They make my head buzz.

SHAMBHALA
No, we’re both probably delirious. I think I can hear my heart monitor. Beep--beep--beep.

BAMBI
I had one boyfriend and his name was Elvis, and I stayed in his closet, and then he was gone.

SHAMBHALA
Closet? Did you say “closet”?

BAMBI
I prefer the closet. Even a nice ditch isn’t the same.

SHAMBHALA
I like closets, too. They’re safe.

BAMBI
That’s what I think.

[They look at each other for a long time]

SHAMBHALA
I miss my sister.

BAMBI
I miss my mommies.

SHAMBHALA
Okay. You’re really crazy. You’re probably going to kill me, but I’m too tired to go anywhere else.

BAMBI
I know the feeling. I’ve been tired for a long time. Ever since the water in my head. I haven’t much liked things since that day.

SHAMBHALA
What happened on that day?

BAMBI
My mommies’ mama threw me out the window.

SHAMBHALA
Wow! That’s horrible. I mean, really horrible

BAMBI
Maybe that’s when that piece got knocked out of place.

SHAMBHALA
I guess so--whoa.

BAMBI
So how did your piece get knocked out of place?

SHAMBHALA
One day I just stopped caring what happened to me. It became too big of a job for just one person. Alone. So I just stopped. And nobody said different. And it took a burden off me.

BAMBI
How can we fix these things?

SHAMBHALA
I don’t think we can.

BAMBI
What shall we do? I’d like to find a television. It’s been very, very long. I have missed my shows--even the ones I watched upside down.

[They stare at each other again. BAMBI slowly turns herself upside down to get a better look at SHAMBHALA--there is something familiar about her]

BAMBI
[ride-side up again]

What’s. . .your name? 

SHAMBHALA
I’m shamb--

Cindy. . .Sue.

BAMBI
Oh.

It’s a nice name.

SHAMBHALA

I like it.

What’s your name?

BAMBI
Bambi.

SHAMBHALA
Oh. Oh, you’re one of those women who have all the surgery and bleach your hair to look like Bambi, the teen-age fashion doll.

BAMBI
Women do that???

SHAMBHALA
Yeah.

[About BAMBI--case in point]

Duh.

Oh my god, I am living with the looneys!

Jennifer!! Where are you?????

BAMBI
[hearing a familiar name]

What?

[BAMBI considers this while lights up on JENNIFER and ELVIS. JENNIFER stops, as if she heard her name]

ELVIS
What?

JENNIFER
Where are we going?!! What’s the point??? Sky--land, sky--land!! I feel like an olive in the biggest sandwich in the world!! And someone is gonna take a huge bite at any moment!

ELVIS
What do you want?

JENNIFER
I want civilization!! Buildings! People! Noise! Sidewalks!! Cars and stores. And people--did I say that? I mean, what do you get out of it--out here? All this silence. And--and beauty--and crap like that??

ELVIS
What’s your idea of civilization?

JENNIFER
Phoenix.

ELVIS
And you think you like cities.

JENNIFER
I know I do. And I’m going to go to one!

Look! Fine! Call the police on me. Wherever they take me, I’ll escape and get to a city! I don’t care who I have to ride with to get there! Tattoos all over his body! I don’t care!

[She puts her thumb out again]

ELVIS
All right! Okay! Just stop that and I’ll take you to a city--a big one.

JENNIFER
Who are you. . .some weirdo like I’ve seen on TV?

ELVIS
You willing to ride with some tattooed stranger and you’re worried about me? Look--as it happens, I’m not doing anything right now--with my life, in fact. So, I’ll take you to a big city.

JENNIFER
You will? But how can you? You’re not much older than I am.

ELVIS
I have some resources. But you have to. . .not run off and be crazy and throw your life away.

JENNIFER

I’m NOT throwing it away, I’m just throwing it into the future!

ELVIS
Well, until this “future” catches it firmly in its hands, let’s just, you and I, hold on to your life and keep it safe. For a while? Okay?

JENNIFER
‘Kay.  When do you stop being nice to me, so I can, you know, be prepared?

ELVIS
[really seeing her]

What have you been through?

[She doesn’t answer.]

Ever been on a plane?

JENNIFER
Wow.

ELVIS
Right.

[He exits with her]

[NORRIS is driving a bus. MAGGIE is sitting in the seat behind him. She’s no longer in her uniform]

MAGGIE
It’s this vision I had, Norris. So clear. 

NORRIS
Well, you haven’t eaten in four days.

MAGGIE
I’ve had coffee.

NORRIS
So have I, but I ate something.

MAGGIE
What?

NORRIS
A couple dozen of these Ho-hos.

MAGGIE
Where are we?

NORRIS
We’re driving until we find a direction.

MAGGIE
We are on a vision quest.

NORRIS
I’m beginning to understand--I’m beginning to get these flashes of clarity.

MAGGIE
Don’t get too agitated like you did last night. You need to concentrate on the driving.

NORRIS
But understanding, Maggie. Understanding is more important than, than anything. Even safety.

MAGGIE
I agree. 

I hated to leave in some ways.

NORRIS
What ways?

MAGGIE
The ways that are comforting and familiar.

NORRIS
No more familiarity. We can never have it again.

MAGGIE
Right. Everyone knows I’m a failure.

NORRIS
Me, too. I’m one, too. My GPA went into the toilet--with my scholarship hopes.

MAGGIE
Good thing Mom and Dad are gone--

 NORRIS
--they’d see how badly we have screwed up.

MAGGIE
I was going to be Police Chief someday.

NORRIS
Police make mistakes--don’t they? 

MAGGIE
Not me. Not mistakes like that. I ruined somebody’s life.

NORRIS
I killed someone.

MAGGIE
But Dean is still alive.

NORRIS
For now.

MAGGIE
I’m still a worse person than you are.

NORRIS
I threw up on my girlfriend.

MAGGIE
She wasn’t really your girlfriend.

NORRIS
And won’t ever be. . .now.

MAGGIE
You’re sure this bus will last. We’re driving it all over these rough little roads.

NORRIS
It’s got low mileage and lots of room. They just used it to haul old people around.  And then, I figure, we’ll just live in it until we find a place.

MAGGIE
And where is our place, Norris?

NORRIS
We’ll drive around, free, like John Wayne on the prairie and find the best of all possible worlds.

MAGGIE
Free. Unlimited choices. And no more mistakes. Praise God. 

[TIME enters, reading a Wall Street Journal  while MAGGIE reads her Bible and NORRIS eats another Ho-Ho]

TIME
The law of increasing returns. VHS rules--what happened to Beta?  Why are all the geeks in Silicon Valley and on Route 128 outside of Boston? And, more importantly, why would a bunch of farmers try to start a new country on land that is hilly and rocky and hard to farm? All the experts knew Beta was better, but the Mayflower got lost and had to land at Plymouth Rock so other boats followed, and a geekdom was established on both coasts, instead of evenly around the country.  Lock-in, habit, nuclear power and the internal combustion engine. And they’re still using the QWERTY keyboard to write all this!!! But who listens to me? It’s not my area of expertise, but I do have to watch it happening, again and again. Lock-in on bad ideas--oops--case in point.

[VORTEXIA enters, hitchiking, with a backpack. She puts out her thumb and then holds up a sign that says “New York City But Don’t Think You Can Mess With Me, I’m Armed.” MAGGIE sees her]

MAGGIE
Norris, stop!

NORRIS
I see her.

MAGGIE
Our vision quest is over. We have our answer. And our guide. Pick her up and put her sign on our bus. We know where we’re going.

[NORRIS puts on the brakes and honks his horn. VORTEXIA looks up. NORRIS and MAGGIE wave. VORTEXIA points to her sign--he honks in response.]

VORTEXIA
Dios mio, may they not be axe murderers.

[She exits to join them]

[end of scene]

[Lights up on BAMBI and SHAMBHALA by the side of the road. SHAMBHALA is trying to figure out where they are. BAMBI is staring, with her head cocked to the side, completely empty of thought.  SHAMBHALA looks to her for help, acknowledgment of their plight, something, but BAMBI doesn’t move or blink]

SHAMBHALA
How do you exist like that???

BAMBI
What?

SHAMBHALA
You just stand there and stare!!

BAMBI
Well, Cindy Sue, I am a toy.
SHAMBHALA
And I thought I had low self-esteem. I have to get out of here! But where am I?

BAMBI

[About the catalogues from the mailbag]

Do you want to look at pictures of clothes?

SHAMBHALA
That won’t help! How can that help!!

BAMBI
But it always helps.

[Offers her a catalogue--she rejects it]

Where are you going? 

SHAMBHALA
Nowhere, Bambi.

[BAMBI goes into passive toy mode again]

BAMBI
Okay.

SHAMBHALA
Nowhere fast.

[Sound of a bus whizzing by]

That’s where I want to go. That little bus that just went by is going to New York--it had a sign taped to it that said, “New York City But Don’t Think You Can Mess With Me, I’m Armed.”

BAMBI
Okay.

SHAMBHALA
But how do I get there?

BAMBI
What is it?

SHAMBHALA
It’s a city. It’s the fashion capital of the world.

BAMBI
Fashion?

SHAMBHALA
Yeah. Everyone there wears fashionable clothes. And they’re rich. And beautiful.

BAMBI
Like me. Except for the rich part. And the clothes.

[Begins opening the mail, madly, looking for something]

I have to go there.

SHAMBHALA
What are you doing?

BAMBI
Opening your mail. 

SHAMBHALA
But it’s not my mail.

BAMBI
But a postman threw it at you. Isn’t that delivery?

[Finds the envelope MAGGIE packed up to mail to ELVIS]

Wait--wait.  This name looks like a name I know.

E-L-V-I-S.

SHAMBHALA
Elvis. He’s dead.

BAMBI

No, he’s not! Don’t say that!!

[BAMBI opens the envelope--out falls a gun, badge and a lot of money]

Can we get to New York with any of this?

SHAMBHALA
Oh, I think so.

BAMBI 
All this time, I’ve been living next to Mile Marker 26S on Interstate 61 and I was supposed to be in New York! That’s where I belong! I’m a teen-age fashion doll. I’m supposed to be modeling fashions!

SHAMBHALA
Me, too! That’s what I wanted to do a long time ago. Why did I forget?

BAMBI
And--and that’s where my mommies can find me, Cindy Sue. They’re probably looking for me right now!

SHAMBHALA
Whatever. Let’s go.

[SHAMBHALA and BAMBI gather the gun, badge and money up and exit]

[TIME enters, holding a nice kite, looking at the sky]

TIME
The edge of chaos. I’ll chance it.

[He exits]

[VORTEXIA is sitting next to MAGGIE. MAGGIE is reading the Bible]

VORTEXIA

So we’re not going to sing any more--right?

NORRIS
We only got to fifty-four bottles of Sprite on the wall--

MAGGIE
She doesn’t like that song, Norris.

VORTEXIA
[in Spanish]

They’re not axe murderers--they’re dorks, God help me.

MAGGIE
Are you speaking in tongues? I think you’re a special person. I think you have the hand of God on you.

VORTEXIA
Look, nobody touches me--even Him.

What is your dress size?

MAGGIE
Five.

VORTEXIA
Isn’t there something about lying in that book?

MAGGIE
It’s the Bible. Do you know the Bible?

VORTEXIA

Check out Numbers, Chapter 31, Verses seventeen and eighteen. See how Moses thinks the enemy should be handled.

MAGGIE
[reads]

“Now therefore kill every male among the little ones, and kill every woman that hath known man by lying with him.”

VORTEXIA
Go on.

MAGGIE
Well, they were at war.

NORRIS
Read it, Maggie.

MAGGIE
[reads]

“But all the women children, that have not known a man by lying with him, keep alive for yourselves.”

I’m sure they worked as housekeepers and maids--that’s what it means. Or--or they were “kept” by the family, like a foster child.

VORTEXIA
Here. 

[Reads]

“Then Menahem smote Tiphsah. . .And all the women therein that were with child he ripped up.”

MAGGIE
Well, I don’t know who that Menahem was, but--

VORTEXIA
[reads]

“Thus saith the Lord of Hosts. . .slay both man and woman, infant and suckling.”

MAGGIE
Look, everybody has a bad day once in a while, even God.

NORRIS
I have a lot of questions I need answers to. I definitely have some questions I need answers to.

MAGGIE
It’s warm in here.

I could use a Sprite.

VORTEXIA
[to NORRIS]

Right. Or a beer, like normal people.

MAGGIE
We try to avoid the subject of. . .beer.

VORTEXIA
Well, it's not some sin.  Lots of people drink beer.  Beer is an old part of civilization.

NORRIS
What civilization?  From the Sumerians with that absurd cunieform writing--what was all that about?  And Mis-anni-padda, is King of Ur--what a name for a country?  "Ur--I'm from Ur."  What a name for a King!  "Mis-anni-padda?"  Sounds like some character on a stupid kid's show.  And speaking of Urs--they lost the city of Agade--yes, it disappeared!!  Sorry, everyone, particularly those of you with relatives in Agade, but, we lost it!  We have no fucking idea where it is?  Yes, a city and it's gone.  We thought it was there, and it's not, and we looked over there and it's not there, either.

And in Norway, they are carving pictograms on rocks, and what do you think it is?  Stars to show them which way is South, so they could find their own fucking way out of there?  No, it's some jerk on skiis that a 4-year old kid could have drawn.  And Egypt?  They start regulating the sale of beer in 1500 B.C., heading off any problems with world-wide alcoholism, and, boy, didn't they clear that right up before it got started.  And then the Germans started migrating--hold on to your pigs and your daughters and don't get them mixed up.

[to another driver]

WHAT'S WRONG WITH YOU YOU MANIAC!!

And then some Greek names the strophe and antistrophe and didn't the world rest easy that night.  What time is it?  No problem!  We got the water clock--some Assyrian invented one, so all his contemporaries could tell what time it is TO GO TO WAR which they did and did and did and still do--don't get me started.  And Sappho, the famous Lesbo, wrote her poetry-o, so muff-divers could have some art since no one without a penis was allowed into to see the Greek plays on the great White Way, in between getting pelted with pitch, sulfur and charcoal, the beginnings of chemical warfare from the Spartans.  Meanwhile, the Aztecs are throwing sacrificial victims down the two zillion stairs of their sun temples while gladiators are beating the literal crap out of each other to the delight of audiences who now have their own water clocks since some Roman re-invented the damn things.  And the Chinese come to India--

[to VORTEXIA]

Did you see that?  PEOPLE THINK THEY OWN THE ROAD!!

VORTEXIA
I’ve got to be dreamin this.

NORRIS
--and the Japanese re-invent wrestling and London is founded by the Romans who have no right to be in Britain, but, what the hell--nobody has the right to be anywhere, except in Africa where we all started from the same small woman who, feeling decidedly unwell, laid down in some mud, staring up at the big yawning, uninterested sky, not knowing that she has already dropped a kid or two who will eventually be head of the African National Congress as well as driving this damn bus, wearing a big band-aid from skin cancer surgery because he's so white.  But that was forty-thousand years ago, and we're already up to the year "one."  Why "one"?  You ask.  Or not.  Because all the calendars which didn't even have pictures of the Grand Tetons or cute kittens on them were deemed unsuitable because NOW--

Whoa!!  This road is dark.

--we've got to number from the birth of various saviour types like Mithra and Buddha, but, whose kidding, it's JESUS who fucked up the counting--sorry, Maggie.  And in North America, people are making mounds of snakes and pyramids and being very, very quiet so as not to wake up the huge mass of land filled with more and more unhappy, poor, desperate, not to mention, greedy and power-mad types who are fixing to be on the move again, like the Germans.  And, speaking of which, the Visigoths invade Italy, alchemists look for the Elixir of Life, and Anglo-Saxons finally start wearing shirts.  And some Chinese sailor named Tamo brings tea--get this--from India to China--China didn't have the stuff yet.  And Theodoric gives King Gundebald of Burgundy--what?  Yes, a fucking water clock!  Then a plague hits, starting in Constantinople and spreading everywhere, and there are disastrous earthquakes all over the world and, guess what?  WE'RE ONLY UP TO 542 A.D.!!

VORTEXIA
I need to wake up now.

NORRIS
I'D SAY WE ALL DO!!  I'D SAY WE ALL NEED TO WAKE UP AND SMELL THE FUCKING COFFEE!!

VORTEXIA
OKAY!!  OKAY!!  LET ME OFF THIS BUS!!!  STOP THIS BUS AND LET ME OFF!!!

MAGGIE
Sit down. It’s not good to bother the driver.

VORTEXIA
What if the driver is bothering ME?

MAGGIE
It's the miles.  The miles and miles and miles and miles.  A couple of lines on your left and a ditch on your right.  It adds up.

NORRIS
Yeah.  But to what?  TO WHAT??!

MAGGIE
We've agitated him. I think it’s sugar high and now it’s over.

NORRIS
Hmmmmmm--out of Ho-Hos.

VORTEXIA
He won't fall asleep at the wheel?

NORRIS
In this world?  Not bloody likely.

[NORRIS has left the driver's seat again and xs to VORTEXIA]

NORRIS
You’ve really got me thinking. I’ve been thinking a lot.

VORTEXIA
[whimpering]

Why aren't you at the wheel?

NORRIS
Because we're stopped. It’s a Gas N’ Go.

[NORRIS exits]

VORTEXIA
I'm getting off.

MAGGIE
Don't go--where are you going?

VORTEXIA
I'm going to--to get some air, too.

MAGGIE
You want to leave us.

VORTEXIA
Tell you what--I think I'll just get off and get a candy bar or something.  Oh!  I'd better take my backpack--my money is buried in there somewhere.

MAGGIE
Here's a dollar.

VORTEXIA
Oh, I couldn't.  I'll just take my backpack and--

MAGGIE
Get me a Zagnut.

VORTEXIA
Oh.  Oh!  Yes, I'll get you a Zagnut and take my backpack and get me something.

[MAGGIE grabs VORTEXIA’S backpack and holds on]

MAGGIE
If you take the backpack, I'll never see you again.

VORTEXIA
I need my money. I’ll be right back.

MAGGIE
Don't lie so soon, we just met.

Besides, it's not like you.

VORTEXIA
You don't know me.

MAGGIE
Yes, I do.

VORTEXIA
Who am I?

MAGGIE
You're a person heading into destiny.

[this stops her]

Look at me, really look at me.

[She does]

Don't you ever look into your own eyes--really look?

VORTEXIA
No.

MAGGIE
Let me.

[She stares into her eyes]

VORTEXIA
Can I stop now?

MAGGIE
Oh god.

VORTEXIA
What?

MAGGIE
You're heading for greatness.

VORTEXIA
You’re freaking me out completely.

[NORRIS re-enters, shuts door, starts up engine]

VORTEXIA
No, let me off!!  I want to get off!

NORRIS
No need to. We have our own bathroom.

[hands VORTEXIA a candy bar]

Here’s a Milky Way for you and give this to Maggie.  They were out of Charleston Chews, so I got her a Zagnut.

MAGGIE
Thanks, Norris.

NORRIS
You got to watch her.  She has these drops in blood sugar that are evil.  I try to keep her sugared up.

VORTEXIA
This is a really weird dream.

But I'm going to enjoy it now.

MAGGIE
Why do so many children die everywhere?

VORTEXIA
Your candy bar’s melting.

MAGGIE
How could God let Stalin kill 20 million people?

NORRIS
Why are we so different from the other animals? If we're all part of the same world, why don't snakes have clocks?

VORTEXIA
Maybe I was dreaming from the first moment. Maybe I’ve been dreaming since I stood on the side of the highway, waiting for a ride.

MAGGIE
That's what everybody says.

But they're not.

Why don’t trees sing? They have all that time and they’re not going anywhere.

NORRIS
 Where is the dog technology? Why haven’t all the pets in the world for all this century figured out how to work a can opener?

VORTEXIA
STOP THIS BUS!!!! LET ME OFF LET ME OFF LET ME OFF!!!!!

MAGGIE
Don't go.

NORRIS
It's the middle of the desert.

[He stops the bus]

MAGGIE
Don't leave me.

VORTEXIA
[to MAGGIE]

Nothing personal.

MAGGIE
If it's between persons, it's personal.  Don't tell me it's not personal.

[VORTEXIA exits the bus]

NORRIS
We’ll be normal. What can we do to make you stay? Please tell us.

MAGGIE
Come back. We’ll do whatever you say!

VORTEXIA
Whatever I say?

MAGGIE & NORRIS
Yes!

VORTEXIA
Will you go all the way with me?

[MAGGIE and NORRIS exchange a look]

NORRIS
To. . .New York?

VORTEXIA
Of course to New York. I have plans for all of us.

[End of scene]

[TIME passes through, with his kite, now blasted]

[Lights up on the bus again, but VORTEXIA is driving.  NORRIS and MAGGIE are sitting, eating grinders]

VORTEXIA
And when you finish those. Drink your milk and start in on the raw vegetables!

NORRIS & MAGGIE
Yes, Ma’am.

VORTEXIA

[in Spanlish]

Crazy shit. I don’t know.

NORRIS
What’s that?

MAGGIE
What are all those lights?

VORTEXIA
It’s New York City. Well, it actually smells like New Jersey, but it will be New York City soon.

MAGGIE
I got a feeling--things are going to happen so quickly now.

[They stare ahead into the lights of the city. TIME saunters in, wearing a large coat. Lights down on them and TIME yawns]

TIME
Syn--chronos--city!  Some places, my work is done for me.

[He opens his coat, revealing a lot of watches which he hawks to the crowd]

Hey! Real Rolexes! Cartiers! Omegas! Mickey Mouses?

[All the characters walk in and around, not seeing each other because they’re looking up at the buildings]

[TIME comes to the edge of the stage]

TIME
It’s the last interstices, but come back now. Then just thirty more drops of sweat from me--you call them ”minutes.” And keep you hands on your money--we’re in New York now.

[End of part two]
PART THREE--A COSMIC WHIM

[Sound of the city. Lights up on TIME, in shades, in flowered shorts and shirt, on vacation, lying on a towel, drinking a drink with an umbrella in it]

TIME
Ah. Vacation. The thing about some places--like one of my favorites--here at the intersection of Broadway and 45th--is that all the bioforms are in such a hurry that I don’t have to worry about moving things along. The humans are racing to make pollution and the other, less complex bio-trinkets are racing to ingest it, so I can just hang. It’s not that I’m a state of suspended animation, nor is the world, heaven forbid--it’s just that some places grow food and others momentum.

Shoot. I’m out of Quantum Kwush.

[Gets up, sucking the last of the drink through the straw]

At the edge of chaos, complex systems exhibit three characteristics: 1. Spontaneous self-organization, like birds forming a flock as the migrate; 2. adaptation--complex systems are not passive, they respond to transform whatever happens to their advantage, and number three--complex systems elicit the interconnectedness of all things.

[To a cosmic barkeep, offstage]

Hey, plug in the blender--I need a refill! And more stardust this time!

[He exits, taking his towel]

[Lights up on JENNIFER looking out the window of a minute apartment in New York City and talking to ELVIS who is offstage]

JENNIFER
They call it the city that never sleeps.

ELVIS
[offstage]

That’s right.

JENNIFER
It needs sleep.

ELVIS

[offstage]

You’ll find a job--don’t worry.

JENNIFER
I don’t know what I’m qualified to do.

ELVIS

[offstage]

You could sell things. You’re good at talking to people. Besides, you don’t need to worry since I’ve got a job.

[ELVIS enters, dressed in a police uniform--he’s a security guard]

JENNIFER
It’s just not right. I should be able to support myself.

ELVIS
You’re just a kid. Besides I like making real money for once.

JENNIFER
You’re only six years older than me.

ELVIS
Yeah, but I’m an endangered minority--at least, out here I am. Back home, I’m just considered a pain in the butt.

[He hugs her]

JENNIFER
It’s nice the way you take care of me, Elvis.

ELVIS

You take care of me, too, Jen. 

[She hugs him very tightly]

You’re the only woman that ever hugged me back as tightly as I hugged her.  

I have to go to work.

JENNIFER
What are you policing today?

ELVIS
Don’t use the word “police.” Please.

JENNIFER
Right. Sorry. Where are you assigned today?

ELVIS
I’m working some fashion show at the Javitts, so it’s real close by.  It’s being televised so just watch it on the new TV we bought and relax for once in your life. No more worries. No more closets. No more nuns. Ever.

[He kisses her good-bye and exits]

[end of scene]

[On the sidewalk outside the Javitts Center, NORRIS and MAGGIE are picketing, holding signs that say “FASHION IMAGES EXPLOIT WOMEN” “MODELS CAN’T MENSTRUATE.”]

VOICE ON AN ELECTRONIC HORN
Please clear the entrance or we will call the police!

NORRIS
[yelling back to the VOICE]

Bring them on! And the news!

MAGGIE
[To NORRIS]

The police? Are you sure?

NORRIS
We have to follow through, Maggie. We have to do something right.

MAGGIE
We have to make amends to the human race.

NORRIS
She saved us and gave us something to fight for.

MAGGIE & NORRIS

For her--

[chanting, with renewed vigor]

Yes, you can be too skinny!  Yes, you can be too skinny!

[End of scene]

[Inside the Javitts Center, in the hallway of a huge fashion show. VORTEXIA enters, walking quickly. ]

VORTEXIA
[to the general unseen crew]

Sorry I’m late, guys--the limo.

Now where is Oprah’s microphone????

[Finds it, picks it up]

[We hear the Oprah theme and VORTEXIA enters the space with the runway, in Oprah drag, dressed well and fabulous-looking, holding a microphone and talking to an unseen camera. Lights up on the apartment containing JENNIFER, now watching the TV]

VORTEXIA
Welcome! Here we are at the very edge of a runway--not for airplanes, folks! I’m not hanging out on the tarmac at La Guardia! No, we’re inside, at the Javitts Center, waiting for the unveiling of the of the new spring line of the latest in fashion from Milan--

JENNIFER
That’s isn’t Oprah! 

VORTEXIA
--Paris, London, Tokyo, and, of course, the center of the universe, New York City. And I got you here because girlfriend knows how to pull strings!  Outside you can hear the protesters, but I shall not be moved from this spot!  We are here to see that famous model who’s been in more print ads this year than the Duracell Bunny-- 

[Techno music and strobes start]

JENNIFER
That voice. That voice--

That’s Vortexia!  That’s Vortexia!

VORTEXIA
Here we go!

[Out comes BAMBI dressed in waif mode and very unhappy]

It’s that pouty look she’s famous for.

[BAMBI stands there, turning one way and another, working the poses, but without joy or enthusiasm]. 
VORTEXIA
Isn’t she beautiful, folks?

[To BAMBI, but for the benefit of the audience]

Girl, you are looking so fine!

JENNIFER
Look at this! A fashion show filled with anorexics!!  That tall blonde girl looks positively  plastic.  And Vortexia is loving all of it!!!

[BAMBI exits]

VORTEXIA
I can’t wait to see what’s next. Can you? It’s fabulous, isn’t it?

JENNIFER
Oh my god, I’m sick! I can’t stand it!

[SHAMBHALA enters on the runway, dressed in some absurd number]

JENNIFER
And she looks--looks. . .familiar.

VORTEXIA
And what is this number called? Let’s ask the model.

[VORTEXIA sticks her mike up to SHAMBHALA]

SHAMBHALA
It’s a design based on the photos from the Hubble Telescope.

JENNIFER
I’ve had it. I’m going down there.

[SHAMBHALA exits.  BAMBI re-enters, wearing something even more strange. JENNIFER exits the apartment]

VORTEXIA
And this is tre-fabulous! But she’s not smiling. Let’s find out why.

[VORTEXIA sticks her mike up to BAMBI]

Why the sad look and pouty face? Is that your trademark or do you really feel that way?

BAMBI
My trademark in on my back, right above my butt. But thanks for asking about how I feel. I feel--not pretty.

VORTEXIA
Oh, but you are.

BAMBI
No.

VORTEXIA
What do you mean?

BAMBI
Clothes aren’t pretty. 

Hair isn’t pretty.

Shoes aren’t pretty.

No pink at all!!

[BAMBI exits]

VORTEXIA
Well, we’ll get back to our models in a moment. In fact, we’ll be interviewing them backstage--after this commercial break.

[Camera off.  VORTEXIA addresses the booth]

What the kind of answer is that? What the hell am I supposed to do with that, huh? Get that bimbo out here and fill her in. This is expensive air time! Oprah promised the public a fashion show and she’s going to give them what they want!! Or my name isn’t Oprah Winfrey!

PA VOICE [FROM THE BOOTH]
You’re name isn’t Oprah Winfrey. You’re filling in for Oprah Winfrey who turned down this gig. According to your W-2 Form, your name is Anna Maria Theresa Guadalupe Torres. And you’re back on the air in two minutes, so you’d better get backstage right now.

[VORTEXIA exits. ELVIS enters]

PA VOICE [FROM THE BOOTH]
Guard?

ELVIS
Yeah? I mean, yessir?

PA VOICE [FROM THE BOOTH]
There are some protesters at the main entrance. Get rid of them.

ELVIS
Yessir.

[ELVIS exits]

[end of scene]

[Lights up on backstage.  BAMBI is sitting, dejected.  SHAMBHALA enters in some other absurd number]

SHAMBHALA
Isn’t this great? I love these clothes! They’re so--so--

BAMBI
Ugly. Stupid. Look what they made me do to my hair.

SHAMBHALA
I look great in this. I can’t wait to go out there. Is Oprah coming back to talk to us?

BAMBI
Cindy Sue? I don’t want to do this any more.

SHAMBHALA
But, Bambi, you said you always wanted to be a fashion doll.

BAMBI
No! I said I was a teen-age fashion doll! But now I’m a teen-age fashion human and I hate it! I want to go back! I can’t stand it anymore!

SHAMBHALA
But--but we’re in a fashion show--right now!! We’re in New York and we’re working!! We’re a success!!

I hear the music--I’m going back out there--maybe they’ll let me wear your next outfit.

[SHAMBHALA exits]

BAMBI
[sings to herself, desolately]

Come to my party house, my party house, my party house--

Come to my party house--

[NORRIS and MAGGIE enter, carrying duct tape and a big bag]

Hello. Is that my next outfit? Well, at least it’s prettier than the last thing I wore.

[BAMBI stands and puts her arms over her head and closes her eyes, ready to be stripped and dressed again]

Strip me. I don’t care anymore.

[NORRIS and MAGGIE are momentarily confused by her request and then take advantage of it. They slip the bag over BAMBI]

Where are the arm holes? Is it a new design element?

MAGGIE
We forgot the tape--

NORRIS
--for her mouth--damn.

BAMBI
Where’s the hole for my head? Does my hair look that bad? I guess it does. I know it does.

[They ease BAMBI into a supine position so they can carry her]

Let me know when I get to the runway and you want me to stand. And turn. Maybe you’d  better turn me. I might fall off the stage.

[They carry BAMBI off. VORTEXIA enters with her microphone and the invisible camera]

VORTEXIA
And here we are backstage where the models dress.  And here is the famous model Bambi Teen, of the famous pout look. She’s a sort of sullen Blonde Bombshell. She’s taken New York City by storm and--she’s getting dressed right now. But--but here are some of her make-up items. Handiwipes, Windex, 409--a staple gun. . .

[SHAMBHALA enters]

And here’s--what’s your name?

SHAMBHALA
Where is she?

VORTEXIA
Maybe she went to the little girls’ room. Folks--even models have to follow nature’s calls.

SHAMBHALA
Not her. Not ever. She’s gone! I’m telling you--she’s gone!

VORTEXIA
[not knowing what else to say]

Back to you, Ken.

[ELVIS enters]

ELVIS
Did you see two crazy people with signs? They came this way, but I lost them in one of the voms.

SHAMBHALA
My friend is gone! I’m telling you she’s gone! She was talking about leaving, but she wouldn’t just go like that without saying good-bye. I know she wouldn’t.

[VORTEXIA is sneaking out--she manages to do this]

ELVIS
[to SHAMBHALA]

Maybe she went to the john.

SHAMBHALA
Not her. Not ever. Don’t you understand? She doesn’t have any orifices except a hole in her back!!!  She’s gone! I’m telling you--she’s gone!

ELVIS
No orifices?

SHAMBHALA
Oh, nevermind. I’m going to have to find her myself.

[SHAMBHALA exits. ELVIS xs to where BAMBI’S stuff is, picks up the handiwipes and the staple gun]

ELVIS
No way.

[He exits quickly to find SHAMBHALA]

Bambi!

[end of scene]

[VORTEXIA is getting out of her Oprah drag--JENNIFER finds her]

JENNIFER
Vortexia.

VORTEXIA
So many people make that mistake. Because she’s so famous--Vortexia--and I’m her greatest fan. But I’m Oprah--Winfrey.

JENNIFER
No, you’re not.

VORTEXIA

All right, all right, you got me--I’m Toni Morrison.

JENNIFER
No, you’re not. Vortexia. 
VORTEXIA
You’re right--I’m not Vortexia. I--am--the great Etta James. But I have to travel incognito or I’m mobbed and asked to sing again and again.

JENNIFER
Sing.

I’m mobbing you.

Sing.

VORTEXIA
I don’t have my--band or my music--

JENNIFER
You don’t need them. If you’re Etta James, sing.

VORTEXIA
Can’t remember the words, have nodules on my nodes, am suffering from nervous exhaustion, am in rehab and can’t be pressured--

JENNIFER
You’re not really Etta James, the fat genius--you’re Vortexia.

VORTEXIA
Yes.

JENNIFER
You have been my hero for so many years! You had integrity! You were a pioneer in the fight for women’s freedom to eat without guilt and accept their bodies!

VORTEXIA
Yes.

JENNIFER
And now you’re pretending to be someone you’re not and working a terrible fashion show that goes against everything you’ve stood for! How can I go on now?

VORTEXIA
Easy. Come with me.

JENNIFER
What?

VORTEXIA
Just come.

[They exit]

[Back in the bus. BAMBI, still in the bag is sitting up. NORRIS and MAGGIE are there]

NORRIS
Maybe we should feed her something.

MAGGIE
We can’t take off the bag--she’ll be able to identify us, then.

BAMBI
Are we there yet?

NORRIS
Are you hungry?

BAMBI
I don’t eat.

MAGGIE
You can now, honey. You’re out of that terrible world that was starving you.

BAMBI
I hated it.

NORRIS
Yeah. Are you thirsty?

BAMBI
I don’t drink.

MAGGIE
We’re not trying to feed you alcohol. We don’t believe in it.

NORRIS
That’s for damn sure.

BAMBI
I don’t eat. I don’t drink. I have no internal organs.

MAGGIE
Oh my god.

NORRIS
Are we--too late to save her?

[VORTEXIA enters--she dressed like a guerilla--in fatigues]

NORRIS
Commander!

VORTEXIA
At ease.

MAGGIE
We have the prisoner.

BAMBI
Is someone special here?

VORTEXIA
I brought someone--

NORRIS
Are they safe?

BAMBI
You know--your voice sounds familiar.

MAGGIE
Who is it?

VORTEXIA
Someone on our side--someone with a lot of integrity.

[JENNIFER enters]

MAGGIE
You look familiar.

NORRIS
I was going to say the same thing.

BAMBI
Oh, who’s here!! Is it a party? Let me sing:

Come to my party house, my party house, my party house--

Come to my party house--

NORRIS
That singing. It’s taking me back, Maggie. It’s taking me back somewhere I don’t want to go.

MAGGIE
What is it, Norris?

NORRIS
Make her stop, Maggie!

MAGGIE
The poor girl is probably delirious.

JENNIFER
[joins in the song]

--and we’ll have fun!

[JENNIFER walks very slowly over to BAMBI in the bag, still singing, and starts to take the bag off, but is stopped by VORTEXIA]

VORTEXIA
She’ll be able to identify us that way! It’s kidnapping, after all! 

MAGGIE
It’s a federal offense, you guys. The--Death--Penalty.
[ELVIS enters, holding a gun on them]

ELVIS
Okay--nobody move.

[To JENNIFER]

Come to me, Jennifer--stand behind me.

JENNIFER
[moving his gun away]

It’s not what you think.

BAMBI
Bambi is bored of this.

ELVIS
Bambi! Is that you?

BAMBI
Elvis!!

NORRIS
I thought he was dead.

VORTEXIA
What is this?

MAGGIE
Elvis?

ELVIS
You!

JENNIFER
Bambi? Wait--something--

[SHAMBHALA enters, dressed in some bizarre outfit]

SHAMBHALA
Where’s Bambi? What have you done with her?

JENNIFER
Shambhala!

SHAMBHALA
Jennifer!

Oh my god!

[They embrace and cry]

BAMBI
Shambhala? Where’s Shambhala? And Jennifer? They’re my mommies!  My mommies! WILL SOMEONE TAKE OFF THIS HOOCHIE-MAMA BAG!!!!????

[The girls remove the bag. BAMBI sees JENNIFER, looks at her with wonder]

You’ve gotten older.

And you’re Shambhala? I thought you were Cindy Sue.

SHAMBHALA
I’m Shambhala of the fragrant oil.

JENNIFER
And I’m Jennifer.

ELVIS
And I’m Elvis.

MAGGIE
And I’m Maggie. I found you girls hiding in a closet a long, long time ago.

JENNIFER & SHAMBHALA
And you separated us!!

ELVIS
And you arrested me! And put me in jail for the supposed disappearance of her!

BAMBI
[to NORRIS]

And you--you’re the one who poured the green water than got into my head and made me grow and not be a doll any more so I had to come and live in the world of humans which I’ve pretty much hated every minute of.

MAGGIE
Green water?

NORRIS
I dumped toxic waste in the desert because Cheryl told me we were going to do it that night if I could get a motel room and I was afraid of being late because I had to get the forty ouncers and so I talked Dean into doing it so we could get off work early--HE DID HAVE A GAME HE WANTED TO GO TO--and we dumped the stuff and Dean inhaled the fumes and got sick and has been sick off and on since then.

ELVIS
Dean Witenauer?

NORRIS
Yeah.

ELVIS
He has hepatitis. From a week-end in Las Vegas. He sleeps around all over the place. He’s notorious, man.

NORRIS
No.

ELVIS
Yeah. My friend Lonny used to be his friend--won’t go near him now.

MAGGIE
See, Norris?

VORTEXIA
But you still killed a mile of desert, not to mention the water underneath. It’s probably still reaking with the stuff.

BAMBI
Take me there. I want to go there.

JENNIFER
Why, Bambi?

SHAMBHALA
Why, Bamb?

BAMBI
Because maybe the green water could turn me back into a doll.

VORTEXIA
Or make you twenty feet tall.

BAMBI
[crying]

I have to try something!

ELVIS
Don’t cry, Bamb.

VORTEXIA
Here we go again--the high maintenance skinny blonde gets all the grease.

SHAMBHALA
She can’t produce tears--only pain.

BAMBI
Cindy Sue--my eyes are wet. We’d better hurry while I’m still a polymer!

[NORRIS turns on the engine and they start off--everyone falls into a place]

NORRIS

[starts to sing]

Ninety-nine bottles of Sprite on the wall--

VORTEXIA
Where’s the gun? Elvis--give me your gun.

BAMBI
I like that song--even if you did ruin my life.

But let’s sing my song--because I’m almost happy--

Come to my party house--my party house--my party house--

[Lights down on the bus and up on TIME sitting at his spot, sunning himself with a reflector screen]

TIME
What? Oh man.

[Shouts to the offstage bartender]

Cancel the Stardust Sling! I have to go back to work!

[He gathers his stuff and exits]

[end of scene]

[Night. The desert.  BAMBI is lying down.  ELVIS, JENNIFER, SHAMBHALA are holding her hands and feet. NORRIS is farthest away, with MAGGIE and VORTEXIA, in between the groups]

BAMBI
Are you sure this is the spot?

NORRIS
Yeah. That’s why I’m over here.

VORTEXIA
I think I’ll join you.

MAGGIE
Me, too.

BAMBI
You guys--maybe you shouldn’t be here, either.

JENNIFER
I’m not leaving.

ELVIS
Me, either.

SHAMBHALA
Cindy Sue will never leave you, Bambi.

BAMBI
I hated that real fashion world, Cindy-Shambhala.

I mean, no pink. And all those fabrics? Silk--yuck. Cotton--yuck. And what was with that imitation vinyl--what did they call it?

SHAMBHALA
Leather.

BAMBI
Right. I wasn’t fooled you know. No plastic clothing at all. I like plastic. I’m plastic.

And what they did to my hair! They washed it and then pinned in up and stretched it back until I looked bald! It’s the look. They wanted me to have the look. I didn’t want the look. All I wanted was my shimmering wavy blonde avalanche of beauty.

And then they made me dress by myself because my body scared the other models.

SHAMBHALA
That’s true. Only me with her.

BAMBI
You know. . .The hole. The trademark. The no genitals. The way my legs attached. Frankly, their bodies scared me. SKINNY, SKINNY, WITH BONES STICKING OUT.

SHAMBHALA
She’s right. Scary.

VORTEXIA
We have so much work to do, my comrades.

MAGGIE
We’re still your troops, Vortexia.

NORRIS
Yes, Commander.

BAMBI
I long to be small! When is it going to happen?

What do you long for, Elvis?

ELVIS
Love.   Rain.   Money.

Well, I’ve had two of those three things, so maybe I’m happy. Maybe it’s enough.

BAMBI
Something is happening! Something is happening!

SHAMBHALA
I don’t want you to go, Bambi! You’ve been my best friend!

JENNIFER
And I just found you!

ELVIS
Bamb--don’t go. Don’t go, Bamb.

BAMBI
It’s happening! It’s happening. Water--in--my--head!

[Green light and blackout]

[Lights up and everyone is flat on their backs. BAMBI’S empty clothes are lying where she was]

Oh my god! Oh my god! Where is she? Where is she? Be careful! 

[Someone, probably SHAMBHALA lifts the clothing and finds a naked Bambi doll underneath. She takes her carefully out. JENNIFER straightens her hair and ELVIS wraps his handkerchief around her. Everyone gather around her, like she’s a religious object, even VORTEXIA]

[TIME enters--he’s sunburned]

TIME
Oh no--will you look at this? This is just impossible. We can’t have this. Honestly, I leave you people alone for a couple of heartbeats and THIS happens. Really.

[He positions himself to guide in a large 747]

I give myself one of these every gigga-eon when things just need to be reversed. It always wears me out and makes me slightly nauseous, but--clearly--it’s necessary.

GIANT COSMIC WHIM COMING IN!!!

[Big lights and cosmic whim/747/whatever comes in--he guides it across the stage]

[Sound of a car traveling fast, then brakes,then the voices of a young MOM, and two  girls, SHAMBHALA, age 13, and JENNIFER, age 11. TIME enters with a dowsing rod, finds the right spot and sits in it. He folds the Wall Street Journal up and begins to cut it, as if for paper dolls--he does this throughout the next three scenes]

MOM VO
If I hear ONE more word about that DAMN DOLL, I swear I'll throw it right out the car window--do you HEAR ME?!! It's been Bambi, Bambi, Bambi for goddam hours.
SHAMBHALA VO
Okay, Mom.

MOM VO

I don’t want to have to stop at some motel. I want to make it to my sister’s. Okay?

JENNIFER VO
We’ll play something else.

MOM VO
Okay. You girls are my strength and sanity, you know that?

GIRLS VO:
Thanks, Mom.

[Sound of car speeding on. Lights change to late afternoon next day. Sound of truck pulling up, stopping, two young  men getting out--NORRIS and DEAN--fiddling with some equipment--it should sound like an oil delivery truck]

DEAN
[offstage]

Hurry up, Norris!  The’re no cars.

NORRIS
[offstage]

No way, Dean. Not happening.

DEAN
[offstage]

Come on , Man.

NORRIS
Get back in the truck.

DEAN
[offstage]

I’ve got to get home in time for the game.

NORRIS


[offstage]

And I have to get home to study for my history exam. But we’re going to the legal dumping sight first.

Hurry up.

[Truck doors slam, truck speeds off]

[ELVIS YAZZI, a Navajo young man, member of a road crew, is dressed in an orange vest and a hardhat, and guiding some vehicle that’s backing up. Sound of that series of beeps that lets you know a truck is moving backwards. ELVIS is distracted by something he feels--there’s something about this spot]

TRUCK DRIVER (LONNY)
[offstage]

Hey! Elvis! Come on!!

ELVIS
Sorry, man!

[More to himself]

The sky is so beautiful here! Look at it, Lonny!

[LONNY honks the horn]

I can smell--rain.

[LONNY honks again.  ELVIS exits to meet him]

VORTEXIA
[At her home-made microphone]

Hola, encuinches, my babies. Are you hanging tough in the ark of the dark? Just remember that a calm sea may be restful and pretty but it is death. Grab on to your favorite creature and ride that turbulence, for that is your home.

[TIME is finished with his paper-cutting project. He stands and unfolds the Wall Street Journal--he’s cut it into a beautiful geometric design. He holds it up to the light from the setting sun. The light goes to dark]

END OF PLAY

