PAGE  
Good to Be Alone, p.1

Good to be Alone

by Dale Haas

premiered May 20th, 2001

Horizon Community Church

Woodridge, IL


Theme:
isolation and loneliness. A variation on the classic “stranded and praying for rescue” story, with a more relevant twist.


Characters:
Loner, a person who just moved in (can be male or female, but is referred to in the script as a “she”)

Props:
Chair, small table or stand, small flower arrangement, phone


Lighting:
nothing special


Sound:
doorbell and phone ringing SFX

________________________________________________________________________



LONER enters with flower arrangement in hand and looks around to find a place to put it. She finally decides to place it on the stand with the phone, and sits down.


Loner: 
Well, Lord, here I am. Moved in . . .again. Three transfers in four years. . .I must really be moving up! Either that, or you have a very twisted sense of humor.



And of course, once again, I get transferred to a city where I know absolutely no one. The closest relative I have in the Chicago area is my great-aunt Ossie, who I haven’t seen since I was four years old when she rubbed my head and asked my Mom when I was going to be getting my braces. I’m sure she’d just be tickled to see me. . .if she could even remember who I was. And I have no idea where Joliet is. All I remember about Joliet is that it’s where the Blues Brothers ended up in prison.



Oh, Lord, I’m really getting tired of this. I really don’t want to stay as lonely here as I did when I was in Seattle. Please, Lord, send me friends. Don’t let me stay here alone. I just want. . .



She is interrupted by the phone ringing. This irritates her.



AARRGGHH! Can’t I even get a prayer in before the telemarketers start up?



She gets up and answers, somewhat curtly.



Hello?.  .  .  Excuse me, I can’t hear you very well.  .  . Well, my phone was just connected and they may not have all the bugs out of it yet.  .  .  what was that?  .  .  .  welcome wagon?  .  .  .  what is that, some kind of store or something?  .  .  .  just moved in? Why do you want to know?  .  .  .  Well, I’m actually very busy getting settled and all. I can’t really tell you a specific time that you could catch me here.  .  .  Thursday night? (Looking around nervously) I’m sorry, I have plans for Thursday. Thanks anyway.



She hangs up quickly.



Gee, they really do pounce quick around here. What makes them think they can just stroll in here any time and do their sales pitch? Man. . .



As she starts to walk away, the doorbell rings. Once again, Sally is not happy about this. She walks downstage center to an imaginary door facing us and opens it only a little.



Yes? .  .  .  



As she listens, she studies the imaginary people carefully, looking into their hands. She feigns courtesy.



Oh, cookies, how thoughtful. Now who did you say you were with? .  .  .  And what denomination is that? .  .  .  I’m sorry, I’ve never heard of you people. Do you have a pamphlet or something that summarizes your beliefs? .  .  .  Well, maybe you could mail me something. Sorry I can’t invite you in, but my furniture is still mostly all wrapped up from the move. Maybe if you come back next week I could talk with you more.  .  .  Oh, no thanks, I’m on a diet. Bye now. 


She shuts the imaginary door and her courteous face turns sour. As she’s talking, she moves to an imaginary window beside the door and peeks out to follow the people as they leave.



Who do they think they are? They’re probably a cult, out to recruit unsuspecting people who have just moved in to an area. They think we’re all vulnerable and will join any whacked-out group just to make friends. 


She lets the imaginary curtain fall and moves away from the window.



Well, I’m not that gullible. I’m not about to fall for the first thing that comes along. I’m going to do my research before I commit to any group.



The doorbell rings again. This time she’s really angry. She rants as she moves to the window again.



If this is those cult members again, I’m going to tell them what I really . . .



She notices that these people aren’t the same ones who had just visited. She moves to the door and opens it, this time looking down. Once again, she feigns courtesy.



Hello, what can I do for you kids? .  .  .  Well, actually, no, I don’t have any kids. I know I look old enough to have kids, but I’m not even married. .  .  



She starts to close the door, but the kids are asking her another question, so she stops and turns back to them.



What’s that? .  .  .  Well, I’m still moving in, so I really haven’t even thought much about what kind of chores I need to have done.  .  .  .  That’s very kind, but I just can’t think of any.  .  .  



She starts to show her irritation a little.



You know what, kids? I just don’t need you to do anything here. OK? Come back when you graduate from high school.



And she slams the door.



Man, what kind of neighborhood is this? Can’t a person even get some peace and quiet for a change?



BLACKOUT
PAGE  
1

