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  I love my appearance now.  The eyebrows slipping down toward 
the eyes.  The bags underneath.  The excessive fullness of the checks, and that 
air of sadness around the mouth that wrinkles always bring.  Yes.  Yes.  The 
moment has come to say, never again.  Never again shall I collapse, drunk with 
fatigue, into the smell of hay.  Never again shall I slide down through the 
solitary morning snows.  Never again, a man. 
 
     Simone de Bouvier 
 
 
 
   Let memory return 
   again and again 
   to the smallest color of 
   the smallest day 
 
 
   Time is the school in which we learn 
   Time is the fire in which we burn. 
     Delmore Schwartz 
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CHARACTERS 
 
Carson  A not unattractive woman, 46 

A really smart designer of state of the art mind-altering  
drugs.  Has an appetite for everything. 

  
Lisa   A not unattractive woman, 46 

Sweet, puppy-doggish, co-dependent, traditionally feminine,  
the “super fem” of the group. 

  
Marty  A not unattractive woman, 46 

The updated Eve Arden role; funny, peddles tough love, the  
sensible friend. 

  
Carole  A not unattractive woman, 55 

Carson's past and future boss, the bane of Carson's  
existence; arrogant, beautiful, powerful, regal, decadent and  
selfish; uses her beauty to get what she wants; frequently  
beds men on, and then fires them from, her gargantuan desk. 

  
All the men are played by one actor, a not unattractive man.  A single costume 
or hair/beard element should be used to indicate to the Audience that he is a 
different character each time—disguise is not the issue.  And he may change 
character in full view of the Audience, when necessary. 
 
Bartender, 40’s seen-it-all, unflappable  
 
Stevens, 50’s an ad man caught up in an impossible world forced to pitch 

the ultimate rip-off  
 
Mac, 30’s  hot office stud 
 

SETTING 
An extremely large desk is the only substantial set piece, and it needs to break 
up, or be reconfigured to form smaller tables, or the counter at a bar, etc.  At 
times it is lit with bright, bright, blue white halogen light. 
 
In every space, there are always pitchers of water, and glasses—always sleek 
and futurist looking. 
 
 

TIME 
In the very near now. 
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                                   ACT ONE 
   
 
 
 
 (A BILLBOARD floats in the air.  It’s not like a billboard 
 is now, exactly, but it’s clearly a billboard—an advertisement,   
 a seduction, a demand.  Maybe it emerges out of mist and  
 smoke.  Maybe it assembles itself electronically.  But it’s a  
 billboard.  That much is clear. 
  
 BILLBOARDS  
 

                               BILLBOARD 
 

BEAUTY 
It’s not just skin deep  

If you’re not getting the FIRST-RATE NOW you need 
To talk to your pharmacist 

This public service announcement brought to you by 
PHARMANOW 

 
 

 Then it fades away, or flies away, or spins away, or slides  
 away. 
 
 Anyway, it’s gone. 
 
 Another billboard appears, in a slightly different place.  It’s  
 different  from the first one.  Maybe this one has bells and  
 whistles of some visual kind that the public service  
 billboard didn’t.  Or not.   
 
  BILLBOARD 
 

WHO CAN YOU TRUST? 
the experts say we have 6 months left? 

the ones who say 6 years? 
who can you believe? 
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Trust the Beauty experts at PharmaNow 
 

 It fades.  A third billboard appears.  It’s another public service  
 billboard. 
  
  BILLBOARD 
 
                                        GET OVER IT 
                                    It’s not just a good idea.  It’s the law. 

            
 It vanishes too. 
 
 We hear the sound of wine glasses clinking in a  
 toast.  
 
 The lights come up on three women sitting  
 at a very long bar.  It is an upscale, but restrained 
 place where all the tabletop, and any minimal  
 design elements, are elegant, and just a shade too  
 futuristic to be right now.   
 
 The name of the bar is:  
                    THE BANG OR WHIMPER  
 Perhaps this is indicated in discrete neon. 
 
 All three women are comfortably well dressed—that  
 is, they are comfortable being well dressed.   Their 
 clothing, like the décor, is elegant and futuristic. 
 
 Marty and Lisa are wearing strange, but not 
 ridiculous or ugly necklaces—they’re beauty 
 charms.  Carson is not wearing one. 
 
 They drink.) 
  
  LISA* 
In Spain, when you’re making a toast, if you don’t look the person you’re 
toasting in the eye—you get seven years of bad sex. 

 
  MARTY 
Wow. 
 
  CARSON 
Wow. 
 
  MARTY 
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Seven years. 
 
  CARSON 
Seven years.  Of bad sex. 
 
  MARTY/CARSON 
WOW. 

 
  CARSON 
That’s like an entire itch, a whole, entire, seven-year itch.  
 
  MARTY 
It’s not the itch that’s seven years.  It’s the itch that comes after seven years.  
Of monogamy. 

 
  CARSON 
Oh, right. I always forget that monogamy part. 

 
  LISA 
I wonder if Jack Lemmon would have had bad sex with Marilyn Monroe in 
the Seven Year Itch, if they had gotten around to having it. 
 
  MARTY 
It wasn’t Jack Lemmon, it was, you know, the guy in Sunset Boulevard.  I 
think. 
 
  CARSON 
No it wasn’t, it was…it was… 
 
  MARTY 
Well, whoever it was, yes, it would have been bad. 
 
  CARSON 
Well, since no sex is the definition of bad sex if you’re a man-- 
 
  LISA 
Would you rather have no sex, or bad sex? 
 

  MARTY 
Ummmm…no sex. 
 
  LISA 
Definitely.  No sex. 
 
  CARSON 
Bad sex or no sex…I don’t know, I suppose it depends on how bad it was. 
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  LISA 
How bad does it have to be to be bad enough? 

 
  MARTY 
If we knew the answer to that question, Lisa, they’d declare a national day in 
our honor every day. 
 
  LISA 
I mean, is bad sex when the guy is non-functional?   
 
  MARTY 
No, I think non-functional is no sex.  You know what we need?  We need 
some guidelines.  By sex, do we mean—penetration?   
 (But Carson seems to be thinking about other things.) 
Carson—earth to Carson--don’t go on walkabout—come on, you’re our 
expert, after all—is the definition of sex penetration, or-- 

 
  CARSON 
Well, the penetration thing is important, because if we were lesbians— 
 
  LISA 
We’re not lesbians.  We’ve tried—well, you and I have.  We all, everyone of 
us here, knows what bad sex is.  It’s sex, that after it’s over, makes you feel 
bad. 
 
  CARSON 
By bad, you mean— 
 
  LISA 
LOST.  SAD.  HOPELESSLY ALONE.  HOPELESSLY, HIDEOUSLY, 
LOST AND SAD ABOUT FEELING SAD AND LOST AND ALONE.   
 
  MARTY 
And ugly.  Don’t leave out ugly. 
 
  CARSON 
Ugly is the short form end of the world. 
 (They sigh.) 
 
  MARTY 
Bad sex is the ultimate beauty eraser.  Not just your actual beauty, or your 
imaginary-the-light-is-perfect-fantasy beauty, but your emergency supply 
“You should have seen me when I was 20” beauty. 
 
  LISA 
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You should have seen me when I was 20.  If they would just hurry up and 
invent a time machine— 
 
  MARTY/CARSON 
LISA!!! 
 
  LISA 
Hey, it’s fair to want that!  From the beginning of time, everyone who has 
ever lived has wanted to be able to go back when they were young and 
beautiful, right?  
 
  CARSON 
That is a technicality.   
 
  LISA 
So what, it’s a true one. 
 
  MARTY 
How does bad sex make us feel so bad about ourselves? 
 
  CARSON 
I do not know.  Unsolved mystery of the universe.   
 
  MARTY 
Bad sex.  Or no sex.  How do you think men would vote? 
 (Pause. 
 
 They all pull out their cell phones, start to dial.  Their cell  
 phones are, like the bar, just a shade smaller, or shinier, or  
 somethinger then cell phones are in the present.) 
 
  CARSON 
Three calls each, if you get voice mail, hang up, last one finished buys dinner. 
 
 MARTY  
Hello Harold.  If you had to choose between no sex and bad sex, which 
would you choose? 
 
                   CARSON 
 Peter, it’s Carson.  No, no, I don’t have time for that now, I just  
 need you to tell me, if you had to choose, between bad sex and  
 no sex-- 
 
   LISA 
  Mark?  It’s me.  We’re taking a poll.  Bad sex or no  
  sex, which would you choose. 
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 MARTY 
Thanks.  No, I chose no sex.  Of course I’d choose bad sex with you over no 
sex, specifically, but that wasn’t the question.   
 
  CARSON 
 What a surprise… 
 
 MARTY 
Honey I didn’t mean it like that.  Honey, I’d choose the worst sex we ever 
had over the end-all-be-all best sex with anyone else in the world.  You know 
I would. Yeah—me too-- 
 (Disconnects, speed dials.) 
 
  CARSON 
 Of course I’m kidding,  Yeah, yeah, men, they’d fuck a snake,  
 right, thanks.   
  (Disconnects, speed dials.) 
 
   LISA 
  No, bad sex is sex that makes you feel bad, and  
  with you, I never--well, we, we decided, okay, we 
  decided that’s what bad sex is/so that’s what it is.   
  Yeah.   
 
 MARTY 
/No, don’t put me on hold, Harold, just answer, if you had to choose—
/Harold? 
 
   LISA 
  /It doesn’t have anything to do with coming or not  
  coming. 
 
  CARSON 
 No sex or bad sex, that’s the question. 
 
   LISA 
  Well you shouldn’t feel bad about it, I don’t.  I don’t 
  care, why should you? 
 
 MARTY 
Harold, I asked you not to—I know, but /this will just take a second— 
 
   LISA 
  /Look, honey, can we talk about this later—just  
  answer, which one would you choose, /no sex or  
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  bad sex. 
 
 MARTY 
/No, this isn’t personal, it has nothing to do with—it’s just a poll.  Bad sex, 
/thank you. 
 (She disconnects, speed dials.) 
 
  CARSON 
 No, that’s no sex.   
 
   LISA 
  Thank you so much.  I had no idea it was bad.   
  Thanks for choosing it anyway, so many, many times,  
  especially on our anniversary.  If I had known, 
  I would have chosen no sex and saved you the  
  trouble. 
   (She punches the end button on her cell 
   as dramatically as possible.) 
  Bartender! 

 
  CARSON 
 Sex with the dead is sex, but it’s not funny.  No, no, this is our  
 poll, we make the rules.  Okay.  Bad sex it is. Thank you. 
  (She disconnects.  Speed dials.) 
 
  LISA    CARSON/MARTY 
 (The Bartender comes over as Carson and Marty connect on   
 their phones and talk, under Lisa)   
Thanks, we need another bottle of   C:     If you had to choose-- 
this, I’d like to look at your    M:    Peter, it’s a simple-- 
dessert menu, and if you had to    C:   --bad sex or no sex 
chose between no sex and bad sex—   M:  --bad sex or no sex 
 
  BARTENDER 
I’d choose the black forest cake.    
 (He takes the empty wine bottle and is gone.) 
 
  MARTY 
So you’re choosing--bad sex.   
 
  CARSON 
Bad sex. 
 
  MARTY/CARSON 
Thank you. 
 (And disconnect.) 
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  CARSON 
Well.  Looks like Lisa’s buying again. 
 
  MARTY 
You always lose.  We meet here every Thursday, and every Thursday, you 
call Mark, and he turns it into something so he can pick a fight. 
 
  LISA 
God, I wish they’d invent a time machine!  Then I could go back and not ask 
him!  God, I’d give anything to go back and not ask him that.   
 
  CARSON 
I don’t know why, you do this every time.  You act like you don’t know who 
he is.   
 
  MARTY 
Or, or like you think he’s going to turn into someone else, and surprise you. 
 
  CARSON 
If there is one thing you should know about Mark by now, it’s that he is not 
going to surprise you.   
 
  MARTY 
No, he does, obviously, he surprises her by not surprising her.  
 
  CARSON 
Which can hardly be a surprise.   
 
  LISA 
STOP IT.  STOP IT AND LISTEN TO ME.  He said we have bad sex. 
 
  CARSON 
What? 
 
  LISA 
He said it was the worst sex he’d ever had, but he chooses it anyway because 
he loves me.  
 
  MARTY 
He really said that? 
 
  LISA 
He did.   
 
  CARSON 
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But that means no first-rate now— 
 (Marty hits Carson, how could she had said that.) 
 
  LISA 
Don’t you think I know that!!!!! 
 (She starts to cry.) 
Here I am, thinking we’re having first-rate now when it isn’t, thinking we at 
least have a chance at heaven, and we don’t!   
 
  MARTY 
No, if he loves you and if you love him, that’s first-rate now, Lisa, you know 
it is— 
 
  LISA 
No I don’t, I don’t know that!  And neither do you!  Oh, God, I wish I 
hadn’t asked him.   
 (Lisa runs out of the bar, crying.) 
 
  CARSON 
Wow. 
 
  MARTY 
Wow.  
 (She sighs.) 
It’s my turn, isn’t it? 
 
  CARSON 
You know it is.   
 
  MARTY 
I know.  But that doesn’t mean I’m happy about it.   
 (Slides off her chair and heads after Lisa.) 

 
  CARSON 
Good luck.  
 (Carson drinks her drink.  Looks around, sighs.   
 
 To the Audience) 
Lisa was right, by the way.  Time travel is her only real option for happiness.  
She could go back 5 minutes, and undo the thing done wrong.  Instead of 
calling her husband, she could call her brother, her accountant, or her tennis 
partner. And she’d never have to know.  That the ground on which she 
thought she stood did not exist. 

 (She takes her drink and comes downstage.  Maybe  
 sits down on the edge of the stage.) 
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But you can’t go back.  It’s not just a bad idea.  It’s the law.  Of nature.  And 
by nature I don’t mean, local nature, like mother…nature.  Like wind and 
panda bears and fruit trees.  I mean big nature.  Gravity, E=MC2, the laws 
that rule the universe.  That nature.  And that nature says, there’s no going 
back in time.  The past is as unreachable as the stars.   
   
The future, however, is as conveniently located as a Walgreens, and we 
travel through time to get to it every day.  If we travel fast enough, we get to 
the future before other people who are traveling more slowly.  This is the 
way the theory of relativity looks to a set of twins: If you spend your life 
circling the globe in a jet at supersonic speed, and your twin stayed on earth, 
when you return to earth to celebrate your 100th birthday with her, she’d 
have a party, but you’d have to wait for yours.  She’d be 100, you’d still be 99. 
You would have traveled to the future to your twin’s 100th birthday, 
approximately two days earlier than yours.   
 
Why you would want to do such a thing escapes me.  Why you would want 
to spend your time escaping time—I have no idea. 
 
  MARTY 
 (Enters the bar, a bit winded and rejected, limping,   
 without Lisa, stands in the entry, catching her breath.) 
That was so pointless.   
 
  CARSON 
 (To the Audience) 
But regretting your wasted life when you return to earth, two days shy of 100 
years old and, let’s face it—mythically jet lagged—regretting your wasted life 
when you see your twin surrounded by her dozens of children and 
grandchildren and great grandchildren--well, that’s an unsolvable problem.  
Like an obsessive runner who has spent every minute she can running 
because running will add years to her life, but doesn’t understand that she 
has spent those extra years running.   
When you spend your time escaping time you can’t get it back.  
 
  MARTY 
 (To the Bartender) 
A double please. 
 
  CARSON 
 (To the Audience) 
You can’t get back in your supersonic jet and say “go backwards, or sideways, 
or rip a piece of time in two and patch this hole in the heart of my life—I 
regret my choice and I’m going back and fix it”—no one gets to say that. 
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Or maybe, everyone gets to say it.  Essentially, that’s what story is, and 
poetry is, and a movie is.  A time machine, to the past--even when it’s about 
the future.  A repeatable set of feelings you can have now, and when now is 
later, because you had those feelings yesterday, every day you can have them 
again tomorrow.  Voila!   A past you can go back to.  
 
  MARTY 
 (Sitting back down in her seat with her drink.) 
Lisa moves so much faster than I do.  We should make her wear heels, give 
us better odds. 
 
  CARSON 
 (To the Audience) 
Some literary theorists say that all art is a time machine, that from the 
beginning of recorded time, the artistic impulse has always been the desire 
to travel back in time and undo the thing done wrong.  Or do the thing 
undone.  To be young and lovely and our crimes unwritten.  Some literary 
theorists say that if we could travel back in time there would be no art at all.  
That the artistic instinct is, in function, and in essence, regret. 
 (Carson gets up from the edge of the stage, and goes back 
 to her seat, still talking to the Audience.) 
Okay, no one said that.  I said it.  I made it up just now.   
 
I made it up because time, for me, is regret.  I’m not proud of that.  That’s 
just the way it is.   
 
  MARTY 
One of us should call Mark, I guess.  I think it should be you because I ran 
after Lisa.  Or it could be me and then you’d take the next two turns 
running.  Yeah.  Is that okay with you?  Carson?  Carson!  Snap out of it!!!  I 
know where you are, Carson!!  
 
  CARSON 
 (To the Audience) 
Time is regret because that is what my time on earth has been so full of.   
 
  MARTY 
Carson.  CARSON!!!  I hate it when you do this to me.  I am here, in the 
room, talking to you, and you’re on walkabout in the past, aren’t you?  Earth 
to Carson!!!  Talk to me. 
   
  CARSON 
 (To the Audience) 
This is another one of those times when time travel would come in so handy.  
I could think everything I want to, and still not be late responding in the 
now to my friends. 
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 (To Marty)  
No.  I was not in the past.  I was just thinking. 
 
  MARTY 
Then you were thinking about walkabouting in the past. 
 
  CARSON 
Well, maybe, but that’s two different things. 
 
  MARTY 
Only by a technicality. 
 
  CARSON 
I heard every word you said, and we’re not calling Mark.  I sympathize, I 
really do.  With Mark.  How else are you going to get any now if you don’t 
put up with it when it’s bad and pretend it’s good when you know it’s not?  
 
  MARTY 
Oh please, it’s not nearly that noble, it’s just hunger.  
 
  CARSON 
Please, don’t mention hunger.  Not with what I just ate expanding in my 
stomach like an anaconda in heat. 
 
  MARTY 
Do anacondas expand? 
 
  CARSON 
Yeah.  They squeeze you till you’re dead, and then they swallow you whole. 
 
  BARTENDER 
 (The Bartender brings over the black forest cake and  
 another bottle.) 
Anacondas don’t do anything anymore.  The last one in captivity died.  
Three days ago. 
 
  MARTY 
No, that can’t be—the Amazon is full of them— 
 
  CARSON 
You can’t believe any of the reports from the tree-hugging-panda-
worshipping nut jobs who do the animal counts, they wouldn’t know the 
truth if it bit them. 
 
  BARTENDER 
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Well, if the truth bites them again it will not be in the form of a reptile.  
The anaconda that died was the last snake, lizard, or amphibian alive—
apparently its massive size kept it insulated from some of the incongruities 
that are attacking the reptile brain first, but it succumbed, none the less.   
 (He points at Lisa’s place.) 
Is she coming back? 
 
  MARTY 
No.  But leave it, we’ll eat it. 
 (He leaves the cake and the bottle.  They pour themselves  
 each a glass.) 
 
  CARSON 
To the anaconda. 
 (They drink.) 
It was the largest snake in the world.  
 (They start eating the cake.) 
Not bad.   Now, my mother could make a black forest cake that-- 
 
  MARTY 
Your mother has been dead for 20 years, Carson, stop tasting her cake!  Stop 
living in the past. 
 
  CARSON 
Jesus, when did you join the past police?  Lighten up. 
 (She sighs, and they keep eating.  To the Audience.) 
She’s right, of course. Whenever I eat anything I start talking about my 
mother’s cooking.   How much better it was.  How much I wish I were 
eating it.  I remember one time my mother said to me, before one of our big 
Thanksgiving dinners, where she was making her famous pumpkin pie, she 
said that nobody ever woke up the day after Thanksgiving and said, “Oh, 
GOD, I wish I’d eaten another piece of pie.”  That instead people said 
exactly the opposite thing.  Most of the advice my mother gave me has 
turned out to be true, but not that.  I wish I’d eaten another piece of that 
pumpkin pie.  Of every pie.   
  
And that’s why time is regret for me.  I wish I’d eaten every piece of it. 
 (She and Marty have finished the cake.) 
 
  MARTY 
 (Pushing the cake plate away.) 
That was good.  But I still think we should call Mark. 
 
  CARSON 
 (To Marty) 
No!  The guy’s being a hero!   
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  MARTY 
A hero? 
 
  CARSON 
It’s bad sex but he has it anyway.  Talk about courage.   
 
  MARTY 
Don’t start in, Carson. 
 
  CARSON 
I know you think I should throw in with you guys and choose no sex.  But I 
can’t.  I always believe that first-rate now is right around the corner.  Under 
the next rock.  If I have to have a lot of bad sex to improve the odds on 
that—I’ll take my chances.   
 
  MARTY 
If I thought like you I’d slit my wrists. 
 
  CARSON 
What? 
 
  MARTY 
You heard me.  

 
  CARSON 
Really? 
 
  MARTY 
 (Pause) 
Yes.   
 
  CARSON 
Wow.  Isn’t that a little—closed minded and judgmental?  You’ve been 
happily married since you were 19, what do you know about going out there 
and trying to get some now? 
 
  MARTY 
You know I don’t approve of how you—it’s no secret how I feel. 
 
  CARSON 
Yeah, sure, but slit your wrists?  SLIT?  Your WRISTS?   
 
  MARTY 
Okay, maybe not—kill myself— 
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  CARSON 
That’s what slit your wrists means.  It means taking the Red Route. 
 
  MARTY 
You’ve always known what I thought about it, you never got upset before-- 
 

  CARSON 
Yeah, but before I didn’t know that what you thought was that if you were 
me, you’d hate yourself. 
 
  MARTY 
It doesn’t mean that I hate you— 
 
  CARSON 
No, it’s worse, it means you think I hate myself. 
 
  MARTY 
Well why would you do what you do if you didn’t? 
 
  CARSON 
What I do?  You don’t have the faintest idea what I do. 
 
  MARTY 
Carson, I only meant— 
 
  CARSON 
You haven’t the slightest idea what every single woman does in the 
desperate search for first-rate now.  But apparently that doesn’t stop you 
from judging me. 
 
  MARTY 
I’m not judging, I’m trying to help here.  So you have a random, magnificent, 
blinding, earth shattering 45 minutes.  How is that the kind of now you 
need?  So you make something that feels great but it doesn’t matter, it 
doesn’t last— 
 
  CARSON 
It never lasts, Marty, it’s a thing you have to do over, and over, and over 
again.  Perhaps you’ve noticed--sex is a thing that does not stay done.  Oddly 
enough, the better it is, the more often it has to be done over again.  
 
It never lasts, especially when it matters. 
 
  MARTY 
Look.  It just, it hurts me to see you do this.  It’s like you’re spending your 
life trying to drink a cup of water without the cup. 
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  CARSON 
 (To Marty) 
That’s what those of us who are thirsty and don’t have cups do, Marty.  We 
drink out of our bare hands, out of puddles, out of half empty champagne 
glasses we find left behind at the bar.  Oh, but you wouldn’t know about 
that, Miss Happily Married! 
 
  MARTY 
All I’m saying is, don’t you think it makes more sense to get the cup first, 
and then-- 
 
  CARSON 
Depends on how thirsty you are.  Sometimes, you just can’t wait for the cup. 
Sometimes you just get sick and tired of being thirsty.  Since thirsty is all you 
are. 
 (To the Audience.) 
And she still doesn’t get it.  The world is ending and my best friend doesn’t 
get it.  I admit it—it pisses me off.  We met 10 years ago, the day they made 
the announcement.  Lots of people’s lives just popped like balloons that day.  
But we held on.  To our lives, to each other.  And she springs this on me 
now? 
The other thing that happened the day I met Marty, and we found out the 
world was ending, was I lost my job.  Like the world ending wasn’t bad 
enough.  I was a brain barrier drug designer—I designed top of the line, total 
experience drugs where you can’t tell you’re on a drug, the drug is so good?  
Well, I’d come up with the drug design of a lifetime.  It created a stable, 
navigable interface with the memory centers of your brain so that you could 
pinpoint any part of the past you wanted—your first kiss or the day you met 
your soul mate, even small things like the best meal you ever ate—and then 
live it all over again.   
 
In other words, I’d invented a kind of time machine.  A time travel drug that 
was as close as we would ever get to going back.  Back to when we were 
young and lovely.  And our souls were pure and clean of sin and regret. 
    
There was just one catch.  To metabolize the drug, we were going to have to 
develop a new kind of delivery system—and there was only one delivery 
system designer whose work was parallel with mine.   
 
The good news was—the designer worked for the same company I did.  The 
bad news was I had this boss, her name was Carole, and well, Carole had this 
big desk.  And she liked to lie down on it and invite whatever man had 
caught her eye to join her in a little—expedition on it.  And then, because 
she was married to the nicest man in the world, after she’d slept—or should 
I say, desked a guy—she’d put his name on her “over my dead body” list and 
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fire him.  The designer I needed had just been sacked.  It didn’t matter how 
I begged.  She refused to hire him back.   

 
We developed and launched the drug anyway.  You couldn’t get it to take 
you back to breakfast last Thursday, let alone to your sweet sixteenth.  It 
was a spectacular flop.  Carole told everybody in the business it was all my 
fault, that I was phony, a hack.  She washed her hands of the whole project, 
fired me, got on a plane for a sudden family vacation to South American to 
avoid the blowback.  And an hour later they made the announcement—and 
it’s been ten years, ten years when I could have made a difference, could 
have helped develop these-- 
 (She pulls some pills out of her purse.)   
--god knows they need some engineering--or worked on formulas to dampen 
the slippage or the memory storms, I’m good, I could have helped.  But no 
one would hire me.  And there hasn’t been a day I haven’t thought about 
Carole and dreamed of revenge, of some way to get her back. 
 
  MARTY 
Okay, that’s enough. 
 
  CARSON 
 (To Marty) 
Enough what? 
 
  MARTY 
You know how dangerous that is.  You know, and you still won’t stop. 
 
  CARSON 
I’m always so impressed that you can tell when I’m obsessing about her.   
 
  MARTY 
The past is no good, Carson!   It will trap you and when we hit the event 
horizon you’ll be too far away to make it!  You know what the billboards say-
-be here now.   Since I’ve known you I’ve seen you throw away a dozen guys 
you could have settled down with and gotten the kind of first-rate now you 
need to make it to eternity.  
 
  CARSON 
I’ve still got time—maybe a year-- 
  
  MARTY 
You can’t believe the billboards!   You can’t!  
 
  CARSON 
Why not? 
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  MARTY 
We can see it with the naked eye!  It’s right here!   
 
  CARSON 
Of course I don’t believe it.  But I’d like to.  Wouldn’t you? 
 (Yes.  Of course she would.  Beat) 
It could happen anytime.  Tomorrow.  Next week.  An hour from now. 
 
  MARTY 
But it won’t.  It probably won’t. 
 
  CARSON 
No, it probably won’t.  I think we’ve got 6 months.  Probably.  Give or take. 
 
  MARTY 
The billboards say— 
 
  CARSON 
Fuck the billboards.  I hate the billboards.    
 (A celestial bell sounds.  The sound seems to come from 
 everywhere—as if from their cell phones, the bar, 
 the street outside the bar, all at once. 
 
 Marty and Carson open their purses, and take out  
 futuristic, fabulous pill boxes.) 
I’m 3 blues, a green, and a pink this week.  What are you? 
 
  MARTY 
3 blues, 2 greens, and an orange. 
 
  BARTENDER 
 (The Bartender comes over to them carrying a lovely  
 large circular pill platter, with 20 or so small compartments,  
 each filled with a mound of a different color pill.) 
Ladies?  Does everyone have what they need? 
 
  CARSON 
Thanks, we’re good. 
 (They take their pills.    
 
 The bartender takes the platter back to its place on the bar,  
 helps himself to some of the pills, and takes them with a beer.) 
 
  MARTY 
They say the orange make you dream. 
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  CARSON 
Yeah, but have you had one lately? 
 
  MARTY 
No.  
 
  CARSON 
They used to say the red ones were the ones that made you dream.  And for a 
while, rumor was that if you took a green and a blue with a coke, that would 
do it.  I don’t know how these rumors start.  I think people just miss 
dreaming.   
  
  MARTY 
I know I do.   Is there some reason why they can’t make a pill for dreaming 
that works?   
 
  CARSON 
Who knows?  Maybe the pills are working, and that’s why we don’t dream.  
Maybe our dreams would be so horrible that they make sure the pills don’t 
let us.  Who knows?  Maybe dreaming makes our brains more susceptible to 
the gravitational tides.   
 
  MARTY 
 (Marty puts her pills back into her purse, pulls out a 
 wrapped package.) 
Oh, shit, I almost forgot. 
 (She hands it to Carson.) 
 
  CARSON 
Oh, Marty—you shouldn’t have-- 
 
  MARTY 
Shouldn’t have?  Hey, it’s not everyday somebody gets a new job, is it?  Three 
new jobs in the entire metropolitan area this month, and you got one of 
them?  To your job— 
 (They clink their glasses again, and drink.) 
The last new job, maybe, in the world.   It’s practically a miracle! 
 
  CARSON 
It is not. 
 
  MARTY 
A new job is almost a piece of the future, isn’t it?  And that’s a miracle 
nowdays. 
 (They sit for a moment.  Wistfully:) 
Remember the future? 
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  CARSON 
Like it was yesterday. 
 (She stops unwrapping the gift, lost in her memory.) 
I remember when the future was just this casual, everyday thing.  Of course, 
that was before Carole ruined mine.  
 
  MARTY 
Jesus, Carson.  What is wrong with you?  Is it your meds?  Did you 
take three blues or just two? 
 
  CARSON 
I am not slipping, Marty. 
 
  MARTY 
Are you sure? 

 
  CARSON 
My levels are fine.  Hating Carole gives me comfort.  You want to worry 
about someone slipping, worry about Lisa.  
 
  MARTY 
I don’t need you to tell me that, I worry about her all the time.  Every day at 
work, I’m scared I’m going to see her walk in.   
 
  CARSON 
She wouldn’t do that to you, Marty.  She’d go to another station.   
 
  MARTY 
Oh, no, if she decided to do it, I’d want her to come to my station.  You 
wouldn’t believe the things we hear about what happens at some of the other 
ones.  I’d take good care of her.   
 
  CARSON 
I know you would. 

 
  BARTENDER 
 (The bartender arrives with the receipt and a dazzling 
 little credit card.) 
Here’s your card, ladies, and your receipt.  Let me know if there is anything 
else I can get you. 
 (He turns, and goes.) 
 
  MARTY 
Did we pay the check?   I don’t remember paying the check.  Did we? 
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  CARSON 
I don’t think so. 
 
  MARTY 
Oh, no, we’re both slipping-- 
 
  CARSON 
We are not, it’s just a little sideways slide.  
 
  MARTY 
Oh, I hate when I get snared in a time slide, it really creeps me out. 
 
  CARSON 
Calm down, they said this would start happening more and more, it’s no big 
deal.   
 
  MARTY 
Maybe I need four greens.  
 
  CARSON 
Calm down, we can ride it out.  Sliding forward is creepy, yes, but it isn’t 
dangerous like falling back.  Here’s your credit card—put it back in your 
wallet. 
 (She hands Marty the dazzling little credit card, 
 and crumples up the receipt and throws it away.) 
Okay.  If we wait, he’ll bring us the check.   We’ll pay it.  Then he’ll bring us 
the receipt and the card back.  Everything in the right sequence.  You’ll see.  
 
  MARTY 
Okay, okay.  You’re right.  We’ll ride it out.  A little piece of time got 
snipped out, but it will slip back in. 
 (They sit for a moment, waiting.) 
Did you see the sky last night? 
 
  CARSON 
Yes, wasn’t that something?  
 
  MARTY 
The sky looked like the sky, for like—an hour.  First time in over two years. 
Harold and I went outside and just sat there—everybody else in the 
neighborhood did too.   
 (They wait.  Marty sighs.) 
Why couldn’t we have been born a hundred years ago?  Lived our lives.  Died 
old in our beds.  

 
  CARSON 
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What do the billboards say?  Get over it. 
 

  BARTENDER 
 (The Bartender appears with their check.) 
Are you ready for the check, Ladies? 
 (Carson and Marty smile big smiles of relief, and nod, 
 yes.  
  
 Carson reaches for the check.  Marty pushes her hand 
 away, and takes it.) 
 
  MARTY 
Hey—this is to celebrate your new job.  You’re not paying. 
   
  CARSON 
But you got me a gift— 
 
  MARTY 
Which you haven’t even opened. 
 (Marty hands the waiter the check and her credit card.) 
 
  CARSON 
Oh, Marty, I don’t know what I was thinking.   Sorry.  

 (Carson opens the package.) 
Oh.   
 (She disappointed.) 
A beauty charm? 
 (She holds up a necklace with a red snake-like pendant 
 hanging from the end of it. 
 
 To the Audience.) 
Beauty charms.  Should be banned.  The beauty industry needs to have 
stricter regulations.  Yes, it’s the only industry left.  But does that mean they 
can betray you?  Lie to you?  This is the kind of marketing that ought to be 
against the law.  Selling fake hope.  Selling-- 
  
  MARTY 
What’s wrong?  Don’t you like the color?  They had them in silver too, but 
they say red works best. 
 
  CARSON 
Marty.  You know how I feel about beauty charms.  You know. 
 
  MARTY 
Oh, you know it all, don’t you. 
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  CARSON 
Yes!  When it comes to brain chemistry, I do!  The pills stabilize and 
enhance our chemistry, that’s obvious.  But how is 5 ounces of plastic and a 
computer chip going to alter my brain chemistry?  How? 
 
  MARTY 
It’s not supposed to alter it, it’s supposed to protect it. 
 
  CARSON 
Same thing! 
 
  MARTY 
No it’s not.  
 
  CARSON 
Beauty is chemical, Marty.  
 
  MARTY 
Yes!  It is!  So you need every bit of beauty you’ve got.   
 
  CARSON 
Yeah, so?  Everyone does.  Your point? 
 
  MARTY 
I hate the beauty industry as much as anyone—maybe more!  When the 
billboards started announcing that beauty was our best hope--it went against 
every thing I ever believed.  Everything women had ever fought for.  All I 
could think of was, I’ve spent my life trying to be smart and compassionate, 
I’ve spent my life serving humanity, and it turns out that being pretty, in the 
end, is the only thing that matters?  Who could believe that?  Being kind or 
smart or good should have given us a better chance at eternity.  But that’s not 
what the science said.  So?  I accept it.  I move on. 
 
  CARSON 
You move on to this?  A piece of junk?  
 
  MARTY 
It’s the latest model—very expensive--not only does it keep other women 
from stealing your beauty, but--  

 
  CARSON 
Marty!  You cannot steal another woman’s beauty.   
 (She shakes it in the air in front of Marty’s face.  Marty  
 quickly pushes it away.) 
 
  MARTY 
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Be careful!  It doesn’t just keep women from stealing your beauty, it 
diminishes theirs if they try.   
 
  CARSON 
You don’t seriously believe that! 
 
  MARTY 
There’s only so much beauty in the universe—if someone gets more, 
somebody else gets less.  
 
  CARSON 
But that’s ridiculous—   
   
  MARTY 
I saw them demonstrate it.  The salesman customized it for a woman, and 
when the woman on either side of her tried to steal her beauty she got old 
and worn out looking and-- 
 
  CARSON 
Oh, god, I just can’t believe you fall for this stuff!  That woman was working 
for the store.  
Look.  Beauty changes key functions in the brain.  The more beautiful you 
are, the better chance you have of making it to the event horizon.  And how 
beautiful someone else is has nothing to do with it. 
 
  MARTY  
You drive me crazy when you talk like that!  You do!   
 
  CARSON 
Do you really think, if Marilyn Monroe were young and gorgeous and sitting 
on this barstool, do you really think there is any way you could steal the 
things in her brain to make your brain better at making it to the event 
horizon?  Of course not!  Even plastic surgery didn’t work, did it?  No, the 
people they tested it on were just as good or bad at sustaining first-rate now, 
they were just as susceptible to the gravitational fields as they were before 
they had it.  The relationship of your brain to your beauty is deeper than 
that.  IT’S CHEMICAL.   
 (She holds up the beauty charm.) 
So why do you persist in believing in this crap!!!   
 
  MARTY 
Because—it gives me hope?  Even though I know there isn’t any? 

 (All the wind goes out of Carson’s sails. She nods her head.) 
 
  CARSON 
    Thanks, Marty.   I’ll be sure and wear it. 
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  MARTY 
    No you won’t.   
 
  CARSON 
    No, I won’t. 
 (The Bartender brings back Marty’s credit card chip and  
 the receipt, exactly as he did before.) 
 

  BARTENDER 
Here’s your card, ladies.  Let me know if there is anything else I can get you. 
 (He turns, and goes.  Marty takes her credit card and the 
 receipt.) 
 
  CARSON 
See.  Just like I told you.  Time’s back on schedule. 

 (Carson stuffs the wedding charm back into its box.) 
    Speaking of which-- 
 (They stand up to go.) 

 
  MARTY 
Yeah, big day tomorrow.  Are you nervous? 
 
  CARSON 
About what? 
 
  MARTY 
Your new job? 
 
  CARSON 
Oh, right.  My new job.  

 (Lights slam down on The Bang or Whimper.) 
 
BILLBOARDS  
 (A billboard appears, as before, or differently… 

 
  BILLBOARD 
 
  TIME  PLUS 7 
                                                7 times the fun! 7 times a day! 
                                                      Easy to swallow tablets 

                          Another great product from the folks at 
                                              PHARMANOW 
  
 The billboard fades. 


