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THE CAST:

MOUSE:  A Californian surfer in his late twenties dressed in t-shirt and boardies and thongs. 

A.D.:   A Scottish man in his early thirties dressed same as Mouse.

GINA-an Australian girl late 20’s early 30’s.  

THE SET:  Two chairs.  A box of A.D.’s stuff.  A magnetic dart board and darts. A surfboard.  A bag of potato chips. 

MOUSE

I’m Mouse.  These are my darts.  My board.  My place.  (Nods happily)  It’s goin’ off.  (throws a dart)  So I’m throwing.  Doing what I do to start my day when A.D. walks in.

ENTER A.D.

(A.D. walks in holding a cardboard box of stuff.  Plops it on the floor and slumps into the chair.  Watches MOUSE.)

MOUSE

A.D.!  Great to see you.

A.D.

(moans)

MOUSE

Now I’m not a nosey guy.  And I don’t get involved in other people’s business.  Live and let live, that’s what I say.  So I let him be.  I tiptoe around him. (beat)  I give him food (throws a bag of potato chips at him) that he won’t eat.  I give him my surfboard (puts it on A.D.’s lap) that he won’t take.  I offer him my darts (puts the darts in A.D.’s hands) that he won’t throw.  

A.D.

(staring into space)

MOUSE

So I say to myself, “let him be and he’ll come ‘round.”  I pretend he’s not there and I start my day.  (He throws the darts.)

A.D.

(moans and sighs)

MOUSE

(Throws.) It was easy for a while…

MOUSE

And then I start listening…to him hitting the chair that he sits on.

A.D.

(pounding on the chair.)

MOUSE

To him breathing.

A.D.

(breathing rapid and loudly)

MOUSE

To him sniffling.

A.D.

(sniffles)

MOUSE

To him sitting in angst biting his hand.

A.D.



(Sitting in angst, biting his hand.)

MOUSE

To him panting and moaning and burping and farting…

A.D.

(pants and moans and burps and farts)

MOUSE

…and I realise there is something about the box throwing off my tempo.

A.D.

(gets up. Picks up his box and places it on his lap.  He sits and stares with box in his lap.)

MOUSE

So I watch him watch the box.  I’m perplexed.  There is something in the box throwing off my rhythm. I try to steal a glimspe.

A.D.

(pulls the box away from Mouse)

(staring straight ahead)

MOUSE

What’s in the box, A.D.?

A.D.

(Caresses the box)

MOUSE

Curiouser and Curiouser I become.  A.D., what is in the box?

A.D.

Nothing.

MOUSE

Now A.D. is man of little words; when he speaks, you listen. You are carrying around an empty box?

A.D.

(staring straight ahead)

MOUSE

Now it seems that is all I’m going to get out of A.D. for the moment.  So I start throwing again because I don’t like the way my day is headed.  I have had one worse score than this: It was the day my father was killed.  But that’s a different story for a different time.  So I throw.  I want to have a decent day.  (To the darts) You mess this up on me my little feathery friends and I’ll tape you to the bottom of my surfboard and we’ll go for a little ride and then we’ll see how you like that!  (Sinister laugh.  He throws then walks to the board and adds up the score and sits down in despair.)

A.D.

(Puts the box down and opens it.  He takes a head shot out of the box and stares at it.  Moaning, he places the photo on his lap and gently caresses it.)





MOUSE

Gina.  I knew it!  It’s Gina again.




       A.D.

Can you not say her name in front of me?




      MOUSE

Don’t be like that, A.D.  Get rid of the negatory feelings.  (To audience)  No one does well with an attitude like that.  You don’t get the girl.  You don’t get the part.  You don’t get the wave.  I can see he needs to be pumped up so I give him the talk.  (To A.D.) She always comes back.  You argue. She comes back.  It’s the circular game.





A.D.

Not a game, Mouse-boy. It’s for real this time.





MOUSE

I can see this is worse than I suspected. (He leans down over A.D.) I’ve got a plan. I can help you.





A.D.

I…I don’t think I want that.





MOUSE

Do you have any other suggestions?  Like, do you have a plan? 





A.D.

Yeah,if you call sitting here moaning and lamenting for the rest of my life a plan…(pause)…then I’ve got one.

MOUSE

(To audience)  Now see, I don’t want this.  Don’t get me wrong. A.D.’s all right.  But I don’t want him sitting in my chair for the rest of his life.  This is my place and it’s…it’s just not big enough for him to sit there forever. (To A.D.)(Disgusted)  That’s no plan.  (Getting excited)  You’ve got to have a real plan, bro.





A.D.

Look, Mouse, there’s nothing concrete about my plan.  I’m open to change.  I might get up in five years.





MOUSE

Dude, let me help you.  (To audience)  Five years is just as bad as forever.  So I ponder my situation.  (thinking)  Then…the light bulb goes on.  I love the light bulb; it sheds light on darkness. 





A.D.

(Picks up the box and puts it on his lap again.  He opens it.)

MOUSE

The box again.  (Mouse sits down next to A.D. and watches him pull out a ring box.)  Now I’m watching him take something else out. A box within a box. (An engagement ring box)





MOUSE

What’s in it?





A.D.

What do you think is in it?  Open it.  (Throws it to Mouse)





MOUSE

(Opens the box and looks at the ring)  It’s pleasant.  (He takes it out and looks at it in the light.  Holds it up to the ceiling.  Bites it.)  I would go it.  (pause)  If it was real.  





A.D.

How do you know it’s not real?





MOUSE

I used to work in the diamond industry.





A.D.

(laughs)  The diamond industry, yeah, my arse.





MOUSE

(To audience)  A lesser man would take offence at A.D.’s quizzical nature. (To A.D.) “Tis true, my friend.  My uncle was once a fine jeweller. I learnt many things from my uncle.  And one of them was how to spot a fake.  (pause)  A.D., why did you give your woman a fake?





A.D.

Why do you think?

MOUSE

(To audience)  How do you guess something so foreign to your way of thinking?  There is only one way: I be him.  I sit down next to A.D. and ponder.  (Mimics A.D.)  And then I get it.  He doesn’t love her.      





MOUSE

Anyhow, what did she say, A.D.?

A.D.

She said yes.  (Gets up angrily)  What do you think she said?  She said no.  She wasn’t ready.  





A.D.

I said that she was the one.  (pause)  I told her that the thought of anyone other than myself touching her soft skin and hair…makes me…feel like smashing his fucking head in.





MOUSE

Whose head?





A.D.

Whose head?  No one’s head.  Anyone’s head.  It’s hypothetical.  





MOUSE

(To audience)  His randomness mystifies me. I don’t even know what he’s talking about anymore. (looks away-completely disgusted with A.D.)  I’ve got to get him out of my place and back into society.  (whispering) Here, take the darts, we’re going to trick the board. 





A.D.

And why would we do that?





MOUSE

Do you want Gina back or not?





A.D.

Yes, I want Gina back. Life is not living without her.





MOUSE

(to audience)  Good God.  Can you understand my position?  He’s helpless and loveless and (pause) uncommonly handsome I notice for the first time. (sweeps the darts off the table and presents them to A.D.)  You’ve got to try to get her back if you are so fond of her.  Let me help you.  Get a bullseye.

A.D.

I can’t get a bullseye on demand.  





MOUSE

Do you want her back or not?

A.D.

What if I play your stupid…





MOUSE

(Pulls the darts away) Let me just give you another tip…it’s not such a good idea to call the chalice that you seek wisdom and solace from…stupid.





A.D.

This is dumb.  

MOUSE

(To audience)  He knows so little.  I must help him help himself.  I take another tactic:  everyone has their eye on her, A.D.  She’s quite…wholesome, you know.





A.D.

Wholesome?





MOUSE

As in…she’s the whole, entire package. (looks suspiciously at A.D.)

A.D.

Get your fukin’beady little eyes off of her.

MOUSE

My eyes aren’t upon her.

A.D.

(distrustful)  You swear?




  MOUSE

That’s affirmative.





A.D.

(Pushes the darts away)  I’d rather sit and mope, thanks.  Moping is fun.  (He sighs)

(Mouse watches A.D.)





A.D.

(Sighs and mopes)





MOUSE

(to audience)  Moping maybe something fun to do, but it is hardly worth watching. (Looks at his watch)  Time is slipping away, each wave takes another grain of sand.  Another perfect wave gone.  

A.D.

She was perfect.  Ever have perfect before?





MOUSE

(Thinking and smiling) Perfect?  Hmmm.  Yes.  I have had perfect. It’s nice. (He looks hard at A.D.)  And you my friend are an embarrassment to the male sector of the human race.  (He turns and flicks a few more darts at the board)





A.D.

(Looks at the photo again)

MOUSE

(Rips the photo out his hands and attaches it to the dartboard.)





A.D.

What are you doing?  (He chases Mouse)





MOUSE

Just leave it.  (Hands him the darts)  Now throw.





A.D.

I can’t throw them at her.





MOUSE

She doesn’t love you. (to audience) More to the point, he doesn’t love her.  





A.D.

(hesitates but takes the darts.) What am I aiming at?  





MOUSE

(He looks at photo closely)  Her perfectness.  Throw anywhere you like.





A.D.

(Throws)

MOUSE

(To Audience)  Now we wait…(he waits)…for Gina.

ENTER GINA





GINA

(Watches A.D.)





A.D.

Ha, I got her right in the chops.  





MOUSE

(Standing in the awkward silence that follows the throw)   Gina! 





A.D.

Gina?  

GINA

(stands there in surprise and looks at Mouse for an explanation)





MOUSE

Gina.  Sit down.  Relax.







GINA

I can’t marry you right now, A.D….







A.D.

You told me that yesterday.  What are you going to do? Follow me around the rest of my days and tell me over and over again to torment me?  (pause)  Gina, I understand the word “no”.

MOUSE

(to audience)  Gina doesn’t want to lose him.







GINA

I don’t want to lose you.  

MOUSE

(Looking smug.  Sits down and watches them.)  What does she want him to do?  Waste his time waiting for her to make a decision? Time is slipping away.  There are some faultless waves out there…waiting…just waiting…

A.D.

What do you want me to do, Gina?  Waste time hanging out waiting for you to figure out if I’m the one.  





GINA

I believe that love grows.  





A.D.

I loved you straight away.





MOUSE

(Takes the darts from A.D. and hands them to Gina)  Throw for it then, man.  The darts don’t lie.





GINA

(She looks from Mouse to A.D. and back again.)  You guys are mental.  (pause)  Dysfunctional.  (She puts the darts down)  I’m not going to throw for you A.D. because it doesn’t count.





A.D.

Whatever, Gina.   You’ve already made your decision.  I’m going to have to be okay with that.

MOUSE

Seriously, what choice does he have?  Now she’ll ask for more time.





GINA

We can still be together.  (pause)  I need some time to think.

MOUSE

(looking smug and clever)

A.D.

(Takes the darts from Gina)  You won’t throw?  I will.  Nose-I wait.  Anywhere else? It’s too late.  





MOUSE

(Watches A.D. with admiration)

A.D.

(Misses the board completely in all three throws)

(Gina stands in silence watching him miss on purpose.  Finally, she EXITS stage without another glance.)





A.D.

(Gets the photo off the dart board and tears it up.)

MOUSE

Sweet north-easterly.  3 metre swell.  (Hands A.D. his surfboard).

A.D.

Sweet North-Easterly.

EXIT A.D. with surfboard.

MOUSE

(Nods his head in approval to A.D.’s revelation)  In the end, he got it.  I knew he would.

EXIT MOUSE 

LIGHTS FADE TO BLACK

THE END
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