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SCENE 1
Livingroom - Night

(The living room is furnished with two large couches, a rocking chair and a number of antique decorations. There are a number of old lamps, but only a few are on, keeping the lights relatively low. In one corner, there is a grandfather clock that stands menacingly over the other furniture. Upstage there is a stairwell up to the second floor.
Dolores, a woman in her mid-sixties enters her living room carrying a tray of coffee and a pie.  She wears a house dress and apron. 

Sitting on her couch is Ethan.  He is in his later twenties.  He wears a pressed, 1960’s, gray suit that is slightly too large.  A matching hat is on Dolores’ coffee table.  Ethan is holding a steno pad and pencil.)
Dolores
Does that about cover everything?
(Dolores serves Ethan a large slice of pie.  He dives in immediately and struggles to swallow his bite to answer.)

Ethan

Yes.  Yes I think it does.  But now, like I said in the beginning, I am going to have to go through it with you all over again.

Dolores

I remember, Mr. Lott. Self corroboration.

Ethan

Fantastic. So, from the top.
Dolores

From the top.

Ethan

When did you first see … him?

Dolores

About six months ago. Right at the start of spring.
Ethan

And your reaction?

Dolores

I was frightened.

(Ethan checks his notes)

Ethan

Yes. You said ‘anyone would be frightened seeing a man saunter into your bedroom in the dead of the night.’

Dolores

That’s right.

Ethan

Sure. Then what did you do?

Dolores

I went to sleep.

Ethan

To sleep. So being frightened was just your initial reaction? 
(Ethan continues to work on the pie, taking another slice after he finishes the first.)

Dolores

Yes. Like I said, I thought somebody had been in this house a good long time.  And seeing him, well, he seemed nice enough.  He waved to me and went on his way.  What else could I do but just go right on sleeping?

Ethan

And you’re sure you weren’t dreaming.  

Dolores

Very sure.

Ethan

Just to be inquisitive and risking being an inquisitor, how sure, Mrs. Randolph?
(Dolores laughs just a bit.)

Dolores

Whether I was dreaming or not that time, he started dropping in on a regular basis. At dusk or around midnight.

Ethan

You said about twice a week?

Dolores

That’s right.

Ethan

And again, what was your motivation to call in a specialist?

Dolores

Really it was his change in demeanor.  I had stared thinking that Gordon, my late husband, had just sent someone around to check on me, you know to see how I was fairing all by my lonesome.

Ethan

Uh-uh.  But recently his behavior changed?

Dolores

Yes.

Ethan

How is that?

Dolores

He seems sad. More somber.

Ethan

Last time you used the word ‘grim’.

Dolores

Grim, yes.  But more sad then grim.

Ethan

Okay.  ‘Sad’.

(Ethan scribbles out an entry on the steno pad and writes sad.)

Ethan

And this prompted you to call me.

Dolores

Well, yes.

Ethan

Can you be more in depth, Mrs. Randolph?

Dolores
Did you ever do any pictures, Mr. Lott? 

EThan

What? Movies? Ah, no.

Dolores

I did some in my youth, in the fifties, before I met Gordon.  In that suit, I just can’t help it, you look like man I acted with in a film.  Oh, what was it? 

(Ethan is surprised at the direction the conversation has suddenly skewed to.)

Ethan

I’m afraid I can’t be of any help here.

Dolores

Wait, wait, I remember.

(Dolores rises and pulls a photo album from the foot of her bookshelf and flips a few pages. As her back is turned, Ethan seizes his opportunity to take another slice of pie.)

Dolores

Here we are.  ‘Angels and Pistols’ in fifty eight. Mr. Sean Parley. No relation I imagine. It’s the cut of that suit more than anything else, see? 
(Dolores passes her scrapbook to Ethan.)

Ethan

Hmmm. What do you know? ‘Angels and Pistols’?
Dolores

It wasn’t much of success.  None of my pictures ever were.

(Ethan flips through the pages.)

Ethan

You certainly looked every bit the movie star though, Mrs. Randolph. Glamorous, really.
Dolores

Mr. Lott, don’t be a charmer.

(Dolores coaxes the book out of Ethan’s hands and returns it to the shelf)

Dolores

Dolly Randolph, that was my stage name. Dolly Randolph can smell a charmer I mile away.

Ethan

I’m sure she can. Now you said you called me because your visitor was ‘Sad’.

Dolores

That’s right.

Ethan

And I am guessing you contacted me to broker a communication.

Dolores

That’s right.  I want to see if there is anything I can do for him.  You don’t think that’s to odd, do you.

Ethan

Oh no.  You’d be surprised how often I’m called just to check in and makes sure everything is ok.

Dolores
Oh good.

Ethan

Now I just have to ask you some other, more detailed questions.

Dolores

Oh, are these the quack-questions, Mr. Lott?

Ethan

I’m sorry?

Dolores

You’ve been listening to me babble on without even batting an eye. I’ve been waiting for the quack questions right from the start.
Ethan

I am a professional, Mrs. Randolph.  

Dolores
You can be a professional and still call me, Dolores.

Ethan

Fair enough, but then we’ll have to trade Mr. Lott for Ethan.

Dolores

All right, Ethan.  I don’t know what you’re going to ask me but I am sure this is not just some imaginary friend.  I’m not looking for any outside attention.  I’ve got family. Do you want anymore pie?
Ethan

I’m fine, it was delicious.  And I believe every word you’ve told me, Dolores.  But I try to follow my own policy even when I’m the surest of the sure.
Dolores
I’ll try and get them right, then.

Ethan

There’s no wrong or right …

Dolores

Just crazy or sensible I’m sure.
Ethan

No, just answers that are more traditional. Corroborated. And those that are relatively original experiences.

Dolores

Mmmm, which of those means the real McCoy?

Ethan

In my experience it’s somewhere in the middle.

Dolores

I see.

Ethan

So, just answer with the bare facts. All right? Okay. When you saw him, what was the temperature in the room?
Dolores

Temperature?

Ethan

The climate.  Is it hotter, colder?

Dolores

I never noticed a change.  Is that wrong?

Ethan

No.  Some people report a chill that comes over them when they experience a visitation.  But it’s not necessarily the rule. 
Dolores

Okay.

Ethan

Have you ever seen him outside the house? Maybe in the yard? Or sitting in your car.

Dolore

No. Never. He’s always in the house.

Ethan

Does he ever speak?

Dolores

No. Not a word.

Ethan

Now, when you see him, to what degree is he transparent?

Dolores

Oh, I would say to no degree at all.

Ethan

So he looks solid?

Dolores

Yes.  Oh Ethan, I don’t think I am doing very well at your questions.

Ethan

Dolores, your doing fine.  Really. But I do have to ask, if he’s completely solid, you’re visitor, how do you know he wasn’t just a man? How so you know he was …
Dolores

A specter?

Ethan

I guess that’s as good a term as any.

Dolores
I know. Not to be morbid, but you know when you see someone and they’re not alive.  Have been to funerals, Ethan?

Ethan

I have.

Dolores

Well, I’ve been to too many.  I’m seventy. I’ve seen plenty of folks with that look to know.

Ethan
Solid.  Understood.
Dolores

Is that wrong, Ethan?  Are they supposed to be see through?

Ethan

Like I said, Dolores.  People experience different things.  Some experts have claimed the transparency, the degree to which one is incorporeal, might be considered a measure of intensity.  So a man who is very physically strong would have a large and defined physique.  

Dolores

So what does it mean that he looks solid?

Ethan

It can mean a number of things, but it does suggest you’re being visited by a rather concentrated, intense …
Dolores

What? Intense what?

Ethan

Will.  An intense force of will.  When the body is shed, that’s what I believe is the measure of strength.

Dolores

Oh.

(The grandfather clock strikes nine.  Ethan and Dolores are quiet and attentive to their surroundings.)

Dolores

I don’t know if he will put in an appearance tonight.

Ethan

That’s fine.  These things take time.  

Dolores

Should we keep a vigil?

Ethan

A vigil?

Dolores

A watch.  A lookout for our mutual friend.

Ethan

I suppose that is a good idea.  But, Dolores, before I take on your case …
Dolores

Oh, oh course, your fee.

Ethan

Yes. One Hundred dollars per night, plus a room to stay in for the week.

Dolores

Oh. What exactly does that get me?

Ethan

Corroboration for one.  I will be investigating the house to see if the physical structure itself has some kind of resonance. Also, there is a fair amount of backgr… genealogical research that has to be done.

Dolores

I see.

Ethan

Plus, of course, the nightly vigil, as you say.  Now, if I can identify your visitor, and I do make some manner on contact, what is it exactly …

Dolores

I just want to know why he’s looking so sad lately.

Ethan

Uh-huh, well okay, Dolores, I will do my best.  

Dolores

I don’t suppose we could do fifty dollars per day, room and a very special brand of board?


(Dolores notes the half eaten pie on her coffee table.)

Ethan
Whatever do you mean?

Dolores

Well, I am certain a man like you would be interested in a fine preparation of breakfast, lunch and dinner. 

Ethan

Uh-huh.  Normally the fee is not negotiable.

Dolores

Oh. I just thought, well, I have my children arriving tomorrow, and I’ll be cooking for all of them anyway. I’ll probably be cooking all day long. My Gregory has a bit of a sweet-tooth so I can’t help but spoil him now. And I don’t have much …

Ethan

Say no more. Fifty a day for one week, plus room and your special brand of board.  Can I ask that perhaps we shouldn’t mention our arrangement with your children.  I’ll need to be conducting some involved, intense, research.
Dolores

Oh, I’m sure.

Ethan

The kind that doesn’t get finished if I’m asked about the nature of my work, the ins and outs that some people, ah …

Dolores

Have a hard time believing in?

Ethan

Exactly, Dolores.

Dolores

Well, I’m sure my daughter would believe.  Millie, she knows what a strong mind I have. And that I wouldn’t be hiring you if it wasn’t important. Now, Greg, he’s more like his father …

Ethan

So, um, wouldn’t it be easier to say, you know, to phrase it as, I’m just a student – because I am, after all studying both history and genealogy.

Dolores

I suppose.

Ethan

This way I can focus my full attention on your visitor.
Dolores

Well, Lyn, Greg’s wife, can be a bit pessimistic sometimes. And Millie’s fella, well, I imagine he might not be amendable to things outside the ordinary.

Ethan

Doubters are not going to help our cause.

Dolores

All right, you’re a student attending the university across the river.

Ethan

Excellent.

Dolores

A history student. Maybe a graduate student…

Ethan

Fine.

Dolores

And you’ve come on break, or sabbatical, or whatever they call it.  You’ve come for some peace and quiet for your research. Research for a book?
Ethan

Sure.

Dolores

Yes, a history book about our little town.  Which is why you have to do research on the house …

Ethan

In my experience, Dolores, when the facts need a little glossing over, it’s best to keep the story, ah, as detail free as possible.

Dolores

Oh, oh, you’re right. Mum will be the word.

Ethan
Mum has become one of my favorite words.

(Dolores rises, laughing at Ethan’s pun and gathers the remainder of the pie and coffee cups back onto her tray.)
Dolores
Ethan, you are quite the wit.  My late husband was quipper.  He dabbled as a writer actually.  That’s how we met.  He was an assistant on a picture, ah, what was it, something horrible, a surfer movie. They were just getting big and Gordon didn’t know the first thing about surfers.  He was from around here, but more South in the Hudson Valley. Can I get you a nightcap, Ethan?
Ethan

That sounds great.

Dolores

I’ll be right back.  Just going to wash up.  Make yourself comfortable.

(Dolores exits stage right.  Ethan waits for her to leave and then stretches out, placing his feet on the coffee table. He speaks to himself.)
Ethan

I sure will, Dolores. Easy as pie.  And even with pie. 

(Ethan laughs to himself and rubs his face.  There is the sound of footsteps from the floor above.  Ethan instantly snaps to attention.  The sound is audible again.  Ethan checks the grandfather clock and scribbles into his notebook.)
Ethan

9:18 pm. Sounds.  Possible heat moving the floorboards.

(Ethan hears the sound a third time.  He rises and moves upstage to the stairwell. He has a mix of fear and excitement in his face as he cranes his neck to look up.)

Ethan

Possible footfalls.
Ethan (Calling Out)

Dolores?

(Dolores enters from downstage right with snifter glasses and a filled decanter balanced on her tray.)
Dolores

Are you alright, Ethan?

(Ethan is startled and whirls around to face Dolores.)
Ethan

Oh, you scared me. Yes, uh, where do you see your visitor usually? Upstairs.

Dolores

All over the house. Upstairs sometimes.  Did you see something?

Ethan

Yes.

Dolores

Um, should I have mentioned my cat?

Ethan

Ah. Cat.

(Ethan scrawls the word into his notebook.)
Dolores

My apologies.

Ethan

No Problem.

(Ethan returns to the couch, barely hiding his disappointment.  Dolores pours Ethan and herself a drink and sits opposite him.)

Dolores

Yes, Ivanhoe.  He’s old. He was Gordon’s cat more the mine.  
Ethan

Ivanhoe.

Dolores

He’s been surly since Gordon’s been gone.

Ethan

Cats can be like that.

(Conversation trails off.  Ethan and Dolores take turns consulting the grandfather clock.)

Dolores

I set up your room, it’s just through the kitchen and to the right.

Ethan

Oh thanks, that will be great.

(Again there is an awkward silence.  Dolores and Ethan sip their drinks.  Ethan checks over his notes.)
Dolores

Do we just wait? Is there some way to give him an invitation?

Ethan

The best invitation is a little absent mindedness. Say if we’re just chatting, or our attention is drifting.

Dolores

You certainly seem to have a lot of experience for such a young man.

Ethan

I’ve been doing this since I was a child.

Dolores

Really?

Ethan

Yes.

Dolores

Why? … What got you interested?

Ethan

I lost my father when I was eight.  A stroke. Kind of a fluke thing, he was young and in good shape.  His number, it just came up I guess.  And I started looking for him.

Dolores

Oh, I’m sorry to have …

Ethan

No, don’t be.  He inspired me to this off-beat profession.

Dolores

Did you ever see him … again?

Ethan

Yes. Once I did.

Dolores

Yes?

Ethan

Yes. I remember … It seemed very precarious for him to … return.  He was slow and stern, like I’d woken him up from an afternoon nap. And he was so quiet. Quieter than he’d ever been.  Even quieter than when he took some time out to think, because when he was thinking to himself he’d just talk out exactly what he was thinking.
(Dolores leans back in her seat, slowly drifting to sleep as Ethan speaks.)

Ethan

And he’d lost that look playful look. That look that said, ‘I am a very cunning man.’ And he was.  Very cunning and the possessor of a great will.  A will that could blow through a whole town in just a day.    

(Ethan sees Dolores is nodding off.  He smiles and keeps speaking.)
This suit that you liked, this suit was his.  He wore to impress mar … to impress clients. But he never was in the pictures. He was a traveling business man all the way up through 1980.  I’d seen just about every state by the time I was five.  That time on the road grows you up quick.  
(Ethan smiles again at Dolores who is now sleeping soundly.  He finishes his drink and then hers. He starts to head off stage but then turns back.  He pulls a blanket off the couch and tucks it around her. Ethan exits)
SCENE 2 Livingroom – Night
(All lamps are lit bringing an early-evening zest to the room.
On one couch, Millie and her boyfriend Tad sit coolly beside each other.  Millie, in her mid-twenties, is dressed with her individual, artistic style.  Tad, a vaguely attractive man in his mid-thirties appears in the very definition of work-casual attire.

On the other couch are Greg and his pregnant wife Lyn.  Greg is thirty but dresses casually and wears a Georgetown baseball cap.  Lyn, an attractive woman of Millie’s age, attempts a conservative but elegant dress.  
Dolores enters with a plate of cookies for her children and their guests.)

Millie
Do you need help, mom?

Greg

Those smell great.

(Dolores places the tray on the table and Greg helps himself to a handful of cookies.)

Lyn

Go easy, Greg.

Greg

Relax, sweetie.  You should have some.

Lyn

No thanks.

Greg

Well I know my son wants some.

(Greg offers the cookie to his wife’s round belly.)

Greg

Come on, Kiddo.  Kick if you want a cookie. Give dad a little kick for your grandma’s cookies.
Millie

Oh my God, Greg.  That’s your kid in their, not Mr. Ed.
Greg

What, come on.  Is he kicking?

Lyn

No, but I will be in minute if you don’t get that cookie out of my face.

Dolores

Tad, would you like some?

Tad

No thanks, Mrs. Fastow.  I’m still a dentist even when I’m out of uniform.

Dolores

Oh.

Greg

Yeah, right. How is the old tooth-picking business, Tad?

Tad

Good.  Really good.  I started a whole family on caps last week so that’s been keeping me busy. And I am seeing a small rise in emergency visits …
Greg

Uh-huh.  Well that’s just great, Tad.

Millie
Tad’s really made quite an impression on the town.  The second grade had him come in to do a show and tell on plaque…

Greg

I’d say the next step is key to the city, right? Or do they give a Nobel for dental work? 

Lyn

Why do you have to be like that?

Greg

Tad knows I’m joking.  Come on.  We’re close, its just family here.

Dolores

How are you liking the new house, dear?
Millie

Oh, it’s beautiful.  Spacious.  And the light, the light in the afternoon is gorgeous upstairs.

Greg

Light in the afternoon, huh?  I guess that means your still looking for a J. O. B.

Millie

No. I’m freelancing.

Greg

Oh, yeah? Good.  It’s not that water coloring for the blind thing, is it?

Millie

No. But that was a beautiful project! And …

Greg

Oh, Millie, come on.

Dolores

Greg.
Greg

Ma.  Come on.  You thought that was way crazy too.

Lyn
Why don’t you have another cookie and chew with your mouth closed, darling.

Millie

It’s editorial work for the local paper.  And I’m still seeing some more graphic design work.

DOlores

That sounds delightful.

Lyn

Wonderful.
Greg

Yeah. Nice going.

Millie

Well, thanks. Its paying the bills I guess.

Tad

I keep telling her she should come work for me.  Dental assistants make good money …

Greg

Especially when their hanging with the dentist after hours …

Tad

But she says, ‘it isn’t me.’

Millie

It isn’t.

Dolores

No.

Lyn

I don’t think so.

Greg

So mom, tomorrow we’re going to do the bedrooms.  Is there anything you want to keep from dad’s closet.

Dolores

No. I’ve been through most of it.

Millie

You’re throwing out his clothes?

Greg

Here we go.
Dolores
Honey, I really won’t have room for them …

Millie

I know, but there has to be some other thing to do than just send them off to the landfill.

Greg

What?

Millie

We could give them away.

Greg

To who?

Millie

I could take them.  I’ll have a yard sale when I get back home …

Tad

Millie, I don’t think we’ll have the space.

Millie

So were just throwing out Dad’s clothes?

Dolores
I really don’t think he’s going to be coming back for them, dear.

Greg

I’ll take care of it.  Tomorrow, you and Lyn help mom pack the kitchen.  You won’t see a bit of it.

Millie

It doesn’t help that I won’t see it.

Greg

Yeah it does.
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