
DISTANCE 
  

  

This can be done in a living room.  At least one cat should be nearby, distracting from the scene 

as happened in some early silent movies. 

  

PAUL and JOANNE stand about 10 feet apart.  Each has a cellphone at-hand on a piece of 

furniture.  The BOY, maybe 6 years old, stands halfway between them.  He’s sickly, sunken-

chested, his face covered with sores, his head bald.    

  

PAUL AND JOANNE start to beat their heads against opposite walls.   The BOY is close 

to losing consciousness. 

  

PAUL:  It’s summer.  We should be in a little boat made of the date of your birth. 

  

He calls her.  The phone rings on her side.  

  

JOANNE (feeling something internally):  Oh damn, oh damn, no. 

  

Her tongue appears to fall out and hit the carpet.  (The fake tongue is covered in catnip to draw 

the cat.)  She finds a bottle of water, drinks.  A new tongue grows.  She flicks it around to 

limber it up, but the phone has stopped ringing.  She looks heavenward for a second in 

frustration. 

  

JOANNE:  So little comes across anyway.  But if some bird, like a guacharo or 

jacana, were to carry the signal… 

  

PAUL:  Or, since you love water, if we could talk through our faucets… 

  

JOANNE goes to a wall mirror on her side and practices speaking emotionally, silently 

mouthing the words.  PAUL waves a shaving mirror, trying to catch her reflected face.  He 

thinks he has it, smiles at it, but the audience can see the angle of the mirror is off. 

  

JOANNE:  There’s love in my silence, like blood in infrared. 

  

The BOY perks up a little.  



  

PAUL rolls a tuxedo jacket around a tube and speaks through it. 

  

PAUL:  I go on and on, trying to say it precisely… 

  

Silence. 

  

JOANNE:  I could maybe see you in a couple of months. 

  

The BOY straightens. 

  

PAUL:  Maybe. Let’s start by sending two robots to a town halfway between us.  We 

can each control one, interact that way, and see how it goes… 

  

The BOY slumps again. 

  

PAUL:  But I’m rooting for you. 

  

JOANNE:  I’m rooting for you too.  I’m sending you positive energy. 

  

The BOY makes a jerking off gesture, then finds himself slightly energized. 

  

She throws a wiffle ball against the wall on his side and catches it when it bounces 

back.  Making feints, she does this several times. 

  

A neighbor hits the wall with a broom. 

  

PAUL (calling):  I’m sorry!  It was Joanne! 

  

He plucks out some hair from his hairline.  

  

PAUL:  I’ve labored almost 7 years and it looks like I’ll only be marrying the feeling 

of you, like a slab of gyro meat in my torso. 

  

She takes a few steps, tries to turn to her right, freezes, keeps forcing herself, freezes again, moves 

to her left.  He does the same. 



  

She begins crying. 

  

PAUL:  I need a translating device. 

  

He gathers his cell phone, the shaving mirror, the tongue, wraps a rubber band around them, 

and points one end of this device toward her mouth, the other toward his ear. 

  

The sound of her recorded crying. 

  

She hears this and gets ready to hit her head against the wall again. 

  

Suddenly he crosses the space.  He cushions her head with his hand, then turns her around and 

kisses her forehead. 

  

Both open their mouths.  The BOY listens.  He has a newborn baby swaddled in his arms.  

  

BABY (among gurgles, one or two intelligible words.) 
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