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CHARACTERS
STAGE MANAGER (or DIRECTOR or NARRATOR—man perhaps middle-aged, but age unimportant as long as he is older than WAITRESS)
WAITRESS (young woman, perhaps a student)
MAITRE D’ (man perhaps middle-aged)
MAN (man, in his late twenties or early thirties)
WOMAN (woman, in her late twenties or early thirties)

Setting: Higher-end restaurant, clearly old-school
Time: Contemporary
Scenic requirements: Enough to give the appearance of a typical restaurant interior, but can be as minimal as a table with a couple of chairs. A stool with an easel for the STAFE MANAGER.

YOU

A Play in One Act

The stage is bare of furniture except for a small, round table at its center, draped in white linen, place settings for two. A pair of white napkins are poised like tiny peaks of snow next to the silverware; miniature floral patterns circle the rims of the porcelain. Two rattan chairs face each other across the table. A high stool is upstage right with a script on the easel in front of it.

The STAGE MANAGER (or DIRECTOR or NARRATOR) enters from stage right. He is dressed informally, not casual enough to be out-of-place in the restaurant where the action occurs, but not dressed as if for a special occasion either. Perhaps in a dark jacket over a dark turtleneck sweater or dark shirt, with black pleated pants and black loafers, so that he almost blends into the background whenever he moves into the shadows. He carries two menus in the crook of his arm.

STAGE MANAGER

(crossing over to the table as he speaks). The stage is bare of furniture except for a small table at its center, draped in white linen, place settings for two. A pair of white napkins are poised like tiny peaks of snow next to the silverware; miniature floral patterns circle the rims of the porcelain dishes. 
(He raises one of the plates, displaying its quality to the audience.) 
Wedgwood. 
(He returns the plate to its setting.) 
Facing each other across the table are two rattan chairs, their seats covered with thick cushions. 
(When the STAGE MANAGER notices that there are no cushions on the seats, he turns toward stage right and snaps his fingers toward the wings. The WAITRESS enters, carrying two heavy cushions. She crosses hurriedly behind the STAGE MANAGER, placing one cushion on each of the chairs, and then positions herself slightly downstage right, ignoring the menus the STAGE MANAGER is offering her. She wears a black tie, starched collar, and a starched white shirt, and whenever she is stationary, the white apron around her waist, which extends to the tops of her highly polished black shoes, seems to enclose her legs like a column. The STAGE MANAGER seems flustered by her positioning at stage right, but he nevertheless continues with his narration.)


STAGE MANAGER

To one side, awaiting one of the inexpensive California wines that comprise the better part of the restaurant's cellar, is an empty ice bucket on its stand.
(The STAGE MANAGER snaps his fingers again toward stage right, and the MAITRE D' , carrying a silvery ice bucket on a pedestal, enters. He places the bucket where the STAGE MANAGER indicates, and as he stations himself at stage right, he, too, seems troubled by the presence of the WAITRESS there. He wears a formal jacket, with a high starched collar and a black bow tie.)


STAGE MANAGER

The Maitre D’ stands in readiness at stage right. His posture is stiff, his arms are crossed, like a soldier at ease but in dress uniform. The Waitress, too, waits, she at stage left.

(The STAGE MANAGER extends his left arm to where the WAITRESS should be standing. At first she is unaware of the irony in his voice and his emphatic gesture, but then, as the silence intensifies, she suddenly realizes her mistake and, with a nervous smile, hurries to her proper spot.)


STAGE MANAGER

Like the Maitre D’ she wears a black tie and a starched shirt but would obviously prefer the comfort of a loose blouse and faded jeans. Two menus are nestled in the crook of her arm.

(The WAITRESS, the expression on her face shifting from discomfort to embarrassment when she notices the STAGE MANAGER extending the menus toward her, retraces her steps, retrieves the two menus from the STAGE MANAGER, and returns to her spot. The menus are heavy, bound in red morocco, gold tassels dangling from their spines.)
 
STAGE MANAGER

A Man and a Woman enter stage right.
(A MAN and a WOMAN enter stage right. He is wearing a silk sport coat, pleated pants, and a dark cotton shirt buttoned at the collar, and she is in a blue tailored suit.)

 
STAGE MANAGER

He’s wearing fashionable, casual, somewhat trendy clothes, and she is in an expensive tailored suit, having apparently been escorted here directly from her office ‑‑ a law firm or an executive suite ‑‑ after a long day's work. He nods to the Maitre D', who then leads them to their reserved table. 

(The STAGE MANAGER saunters over to the stool. He will settle on top of it, open the script, and from there direct the action like a conductor leading an orchestra. All of the other characters will follow his instructions in their actions, expressions, intonations of voice.)


STAGE MANAGER

In a muted voice, appropriate to the ambience of the place, the Maitre D' offers the Woman her chair.

MAITRE D'

(offering the WOMAN a chair at the far side of the table). You?

STAGE MANAGER

The Woman smiles in acknowledgment and, betraying only a residue of fatigue, lowers herself gracefully into the chair. The Maitre D' crosses back to the other side of the table, but the Man, anticipating him, waves him off and seats himself. 
(Politely shrugging his shoulders, the MAITRE D' returns to his position at stage right to await the arrival of the next party. He will remain stationed there, gazing coolly into the shadows, until his attention is drawn back to the couple toward the end of the play.


STAGE MANAGER

The Woman removes the napkin and spreads it across her lap with long, silken strokes. The Man stares at her as if she were performing some obscure feminine ritual, and then, apparently having guessed its meaning, he follows her lead, unfurls his napkin, and after setting it across his lap, he lifts his eyes to meet hers, gazing into them as if he finds there the shade of a brilliant color never before seen on the visible spectrum, and in a languorous voice, expecting no answer or response, but merely stating a wondrous fact, he says: 
MAN

You.


STAGE MANAGER

She smiles back at him, finding in his countenance not only wonder but also a refuge after so many hours of hard work, and then, asserting not a fact but a desire, she replies: 

WOMAN

You.

STAGE MANAGER

The Man extends his hands across the table, and she clasps them in hers, and echoing his previous declaration, but now, like an echo, deeper and more resonant, he says:

MAN

You.


STAGE MANAGER

The Woman, too, echoes her previous desire, but, also like an echo, deeper and more resonant, she says:

WOMAN

You.




STAGE MANAGER

The Waitress approaches the table. . . . The Waitress, from stage left, approaches the table. 
(The WAITRESS, awakening from her reverie, approaches the table, halting near the WOMAN.) 
STAGE MANAGER (cont.)

The couple are, at first, oblivious to her presence, but, finally, the Man noticing her shadow on the linen, follows its course upward. The two reluctantly but unashamedly disengage hands as the Waitress offers them each a card with a list of the restaurant's aperitifs. After a moment, the Waitress -- smiling sadly, apparently envying their passion, but also eager to take their orders -- asks the Woman:

WAITRESS

You?

STAGE MANAGER

The Woman reflects for a moment and then as if seeking support for an extravagant whim, shifts the responsibility to her companion:

WOMAN

You?

STAGE MANAGER

The Man declines at once. The WOMAN, after a reluctant pause, also shakes her head, mimicking her companion's response and allowing the Waitress to proceed with her routine. She opens one of the menus expertly to the Specials of the Day, offers it to the Woman, and after duplicating the feat for the Man, she pivots sharply and returns to her position at stage left. 

(The WAITRESS wanders back to her position.)

The Man, still interested in something other than his dinner, lowers the menu so that he can peer over its edge toward the Woman, and in a tempting voice, eager to inform her that she is far more delectable to him than anything that might be found in the restaurant's kitchen, he says:

MAN

You.

STAGE MANAGER

The Woman, however, is hungry, and although she realizes she is being admired, it is some time before she returns his seductive gaze, and then after smiling briefly, endearingly, she quickly retreats back into the menu. The Man, rebuffed by his companion's failure to appreciate sufficiently his flattery and good taste, turns his chair toward you, the public, and, somewhat disgruntled, quickly and decisively selects his dinner.
(The MAN places the open menu on his lap, and once arriving at his decision, he turns back to the table and closes the menu with a thump.)


STAGE MANAGER

The Woman, still engrossed in the specials, fails to respond to his readiness, and the Man, having been kept waiting long enough, rebuking her indecisiveness, finally asks:

MAN

You?

STAGE MANAGER

She raises her head, smiling timidly as if expecting a compliment, but withdraws her smile when none is forthcoming, and, apparently confused by what she has read either in the menu or on the Man's face, she asks:

 
WOMAN

 You?

(The MAN opens the menu in front of her and decisively indicates his choice.)


STAGE MANAGER

He shows her what he’s going to have and, as if having anticipated his selection, the Woman shuts her menu and lets it fall to the table with a thump. The Man, like a poker player reassuring himself he has the winning hand, glances back into the menu to confirm his choice, and then he, too, drops it down, lightly, onto the cloth. The Waitress . . . (The STAGE MANAGER raises his voice) the Waitress, reacting to the closing menus as if they were signal flares, hurries over to the table.

WAITRESS

(having returned to the WOMAN’s side, her pencil poised over the notepad). You?

STAGE MANAGER

The Woman, the coolness of aristocratic deference frosting her voice, defers to the Man.

WOMAN

You?

STAGE MANAGER

The Man, satisfied that after rational consideration he has chosen wisely, points to one of the specials. 
(The WAITRESS, looks over MAN’s shoulder.) 
The Waitress registers his selection approvingly and then returning to the Woman, in a muted voice, as if fearful of cracking the delicate, crystalline shell that seems to have settled over the pair, asks:

WAITRESS

 You?
STAGE MANAGER

But the Woman is deep in thought, raising the suspicion that she is reflecting over something far more significant than her dinner. Finally, as if having determined to undertake a perilous course of action against the reasoned advise of cooler heads, she brandishes the menu so that neither the Man nor the Waitress can have the slightest doubt about her decision. The Man, in an astonished yet vaguely dismissive voice, asks:

MAN

You?

STAGE MANAGER

The Waitress, surprised by his response, quickly recognizes that the Man's crude insensitivity is the Woman's concern, not hers. She completes the order, executes her military turn, and resumes her position at stage left. The Man, wallowing in the backwash of incomprehension, still wonders why his companion should now be challenging an arrangement so meticulously negotiated, so efficiently managed for so long, and pointing to the menu, he says again:

MAN

You?

STAGE MANAGER

She, convinced of her rectitude, targets the source of her grievance. 

WOMAN

You.

STAGE MANAGER

He, as if activating a device that has been in disuse for some time but still remains primed and ready for just such an occasion as this, replies sarcastically:

MAN

You.
(The WOMAN shifts her weight forward, pressing both hands against the table's edge.)


STAGE MANAGER

The Woman, shifting her weight forward as if to hurl herself across the table toward the Man's unprotected softer parts, says, bristling:

WOMAN

You!
(The MAN flinches, and then he, too, flattens his palms against the table.)


STAGE MANAGER

He braces himself against what seems to be a nasty incursion, and with a steely assurance, unconcerned about the escalation he is about to provoke, he says:

MAN

You.

(The WOMAN falls back into her chair and crosses her arms.)


STAGE MANAGER

The Woman, as yet unwilling to deploy her full force, raises her shield and justifying herself to anyone who might be listening, anyone but the person sitting across from her, she replies:

 
WOMAN

You.

STAGE MANAGER

The Man, perhaps sensing a weakness, holds his position, and says:

MAN

You.
(The WOMAN again shifts forward, resuming ‑‑ but with her arms still crossed ‑‑ her former stiffened posture.)


STAGE MANAGER

The Woman, intent on controlling but not concealing her anger, now prowling like a savage hound not yet unleashed but given a wide range to roam, replies: 

WOMAN

You.

STAGE MANAGER

He remains silent at his post, observing her maneuvers, and the Woman, receiving no reply, continues her complaint like a dripping faucet, slowly, steadily, inexorably.

WOMAN

You. You. You. You. You. You. You. You. You. You. You. You. You. You. You. You.
(The WOMAN falls slightly back to collect her strength. The MAN, never taking his eyes from her, has slipped gradually from his forward position back into his seat. He, too, has crossed his arms and also his legs.)


STAGE MANAGER

She finishes and awaits the response. There is none, but this was not entirely unexpected, and so she leans forward again, and, objectively, as if she were chronicling the reigns of kings and cataloguing one-by-one their misdeeds, she continues:

WOMAN

You. You. You. You. You. You. You. You. You. You.

STAGE MANAGER

She stops, holding her breath, immobilizing her body, as if in the complete absence of sound and movement, a reply is sure to be sucked forth into the vacuum. But the Man is now considering everything but her, ignoring equally her silence and her increasing discomfort at his inattention. Blithely, as if addressing nature, merging her complaint with its rhythms, she shifts her direction toward stage front and the possibility of finding a sympathetic audience there:

WOMAN

You. You. You. You. You. You. You. You . . .
(The MAN suddenly throws his weight forcefully towards her. Her appeal disrupted, she stops. His sudden movement draws the attention of the MAITRE D’ and the WAITRESS but they do not intervene.)


STAGE MANAGER

Finally, he reacts. His voice is soft, his message clear, an ultimatum beneath the veneer of civility:

MAN

You.

(The WOMAN stares blankly back at him.)


STAGE MANAGER

He repeats himself to ensure that he has not been misunderstood, that the razor‑sharp edges beneath the tranquil surface have not been overlooked:

MAN

You.

STAGE MANAGER

The silence which he surely expected to be sustained a few breaths longer is suddenly interrupted by the Woman's unrestrained reply . . .:

 WOMAN

You. You. You. . . . . 


STAGE MANAGER

 . . . a racing engine, accelerating to the limits of its power.

WOMAN

You. You. You. . . . . 

STAGE MANAGER

Hardly interrupting her, he growls . . . :

MAN

You.


STAGE MANAGER




. . . but she ignores him as her voice reaches a crescendo:

WOMAN

You. You. You. YOU. YOU! YOU!!


STAGE MANAGER

He slouches forward, his demeanor now threatening enough to penetrate even her anger, and barely controlling the strain, as if assuring her that the dialogue will be resumed elsewhere, in private, where the potential for violence might safely be realized, he says:

MAN

You.

(The STAGE MANAGER descends from the stool and approaches the couple in case he is needed. Both the MAITRE D’ and the WAITRESS are also concerned and move a few steps closer.)


STAGE MANAGER

She is shocked by the dangerous calm behind the intensity of his voice, appalled at the heights they had now reached where the air seems hardly breathable, and as if she had not heard correctly, as if she had mistaken the guns thundering in the distance for a summer rainstorm, she asks:

WOMAN

You?

STAGE MANAGER

He reassures her that there’s been no mistake, that she has heard correctly:

MAN

You.

STAGE MANAGER

She replies, nervously, shaken. . . . 

WOMAN

You.

STAGE MANAGER

. . . but he is contemptuous, as if all his life he had anticipated this conversation and sensed its inevitable end:

MAN

You.
(The WOMAN pushes herself from the chair, crumpling her napkin and tossing it onto the table.)

STAGE MANAGER

 No longer hungry, she is now, in fact, rather nauseated, and her voice sounds like fine crystal shattering on jagged rocks.

WOMAN

You.
(The STAGE MANAGER walks upstage, addresses the audience.)


STAGE MANAGER

Like a conductor celebrated for a single symphony that he now despises -- and as a result has vowed never to schedule it, never even to listen to it again -- but suddenly finds himself on the podium, the baton in his hand, the dreaded score before him, and a provincial audience at his back, awaiting the opening chords, he replies: 

MAN

You.

STAGE MANAGER
She turns, takes a step, reverses herself, and with both hands on the back of the chair, stares down at the Man, and says, as if over a corpse lying in state:

WOMAN

You.
(The MAN rises and is about to reply, but she is too quick for him, sharply pivoting and striding toward the wings, stage left.)


STAGE MANAGER

He wants to reply, but she has already turned away, and addressing no one in particular, unless it is the god she knows will hear her appeal, she declares: 

WOMAN

You.

STAGE MANAGER

The Man, angered by her abrupt withdrawal, stares helplessly at her receding form, and certain that no god will ever hear his appeal, he addresses the void.

MAN

You.

(The MAN also abandons the table and begins his exit, stage right.)


STAGE MANAGER

The Woman, on her way to the ladies’room, stops, halted by the worried look on the face of the Waitress, who’s concerned that a hasty, untidy readjustment in the orders might be required from the kitchen. The Man, on his way out the front entrance, has also paused, halted by the baffled expression on the face of the Maitre D' who apparently fears that there might have been some breach in decorum, a failure in service. The Woman, speaking to the Waitress, but really addressing anyone who might be willing to listen, declares:

WOMAN






Him.

STAGE MANAGER

The Man, speaking to the Maitre D’, but really addressing anyone who might be willing to listen, declares:


MAN

Her.
(They exit, and the STAGE MANAGER returns to the table, folding the napkins again into tiny peaks.)

STAGE MANAGER

They go their separate ways and the stage darkens. The Maitre D' and the Waitress resume their previous positions and await the arrival of the next reservation, a party of ten, complete with the future bride and groom, coming directly here from the wedding rehearsal.
Blackout.
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