Happy Anniversary

Written by Lisa Eismen

Characters:

Ricky:  De Facto of Noah. 

Noah:   Fit.  The ultimate prankster.

Setting: Campsite.  Noah is wearing huge jacket with a small flask stuffed in one of the pockets, a tin of smoked oysters, a rubber snake and a necklace.  Noah carries sun-shade, harmonica, GPS, collapsible shovel and small pan in his backpack.  Bundle of small sticks backstage.  Noah has headlamp on.  Ricky is blind-folded.

Stage is dimly lit.  From off-stage we hear RICKY giggling and footfalls stomping as if pioneering through bush.

ENTER RICKY and NOAH. NOAH is giving RICKY a ride piggy-backed and she’s blind-folded. Noah has a head-lamp on.  Noah sets Ricky down.

RICKY
(Still blind-folded, has her arms waving in the air excitedly)  Come on, can I take these off now? (sniffs the air)  This is soooo exciting, where are we?  It smells like (sniffing) rotten wood and damp algae?  Maybe we’re at the entrance of Rancho Relaxo.  (squealing with delight) Or Massage Your Life Away…Massages, champagne, soft beds, room service in a three-roomed suite with a spa bigger than a pool, right in the heart of the bush..

(While she’s rambling on excitedly, he’s looking through his back-pack, desperately looking for his GPS.  He finds it, then quickly stuffs it back in his pack.  We can see the look of controlled panic come over him as he quickly thinks how he’s going to improvise.)

NOAH
(He rips the blind-folds off her)  Happy Anniversary!

RICKY
(Completely disappointed as she looks around at her surroundings but tries to feign surprise and happiness)

NOAH
Don’t you love it?  A whole week of this.  Nothing but nature.  To celebrate.  Celebrate our love for one another.  Our anniversary!

RICKY
(Ricky doesn’t say anything, searching for words)  

NOAH

(Nervously looks around)

RICKY
I thought… 

NOAH
(a little too quickly)  …well don’t.  (finds his GPS)  Just have a look at that.  (points out to the horizon)

RICKY
What?  What am I looking for?

NOAH
Nothing.  Everything.  It’s just so beautiful.  Isn’t it?  (looks at his GPS again)

RICKY
(hesitates)  Are we lost?  I thought we…

NOAH
No, we’re not lost, we’re here!  Right where we want to be!  (Takes her shoulders and points to somewhere in the distance)  See that over there?

RICKY
What?  What is it?  

NOAH
Look hard, RICKY.  Listen.  Uses your senses, baby girl.

They listen.

NOAH
The spring.  Pure Artesian water runs underground and fills a quarry.  The quarry is a lake that you can bathe in.  Swim in.  Dive in! Drink from!  (is over-whelmed with excitement)

RICKY
(Swatting at bugs and scratching, trying to look enthused)
NOAH
And this…(holds up the shovel) is your friend.

RICKY
(takes the shovel)  I don’t know what to say. 

NOAH
Ha!  That’s only the beginning! Look (he presents a tiny, old saucepan) at this.  This is all we need to cook our meals!  We’ll forage through the bush, searching for berries and…

RICKY
You…you didn’t bring any food?

NOAH
Of course I did, baby girl, just in case…we…I…You couldn’t, you know, it’s not easy.

RICKY
What?  Couldn’t what? What’s not easy?  (pause)  You didn’t bring any food did you?

(Noah takes her by the shoulders.  He doesn’t want to lie but he dare not tell her didn’t bring any food.)

RICKY
Admit it.  You didn’t bring any food.

NOAH
The food.  The food.  It’s not about the food, baby.  It’s about nature and berries and roots and wild rabbits.  (He embraces her.  She stays stiff in his arms.)  The wild rabbits shouldn’t be here anyhow, they’re not indigenous.  (pause)  We’ll eat them.

RICKY
I’m not eating wild rabbit.

NOAH
Good girl, that’s the way!  We’ll find edible berries and roots.  Absolutely no meat!  This is the ultimate in detoxing, baby, get it?

RICKY
We’re going to stay here for a week?  Dig for food like wild animals?  Starve ourselves, shit in the woods, and bathe in freezing cold water.  (she throws the shovel at him)  I don’t wanna fuckin’ detox, baby.
NOAH

Ah, baby.  (pleading)  Baby?

(Ricky hears something)

RICKY
Did you hear that?

NOAH
What?

RICKY
Sshhh!

(they listen to silence)

NOAH
I don’t hear a thing.

RICKY
It’s getting dark and shouldn’t we…get the fuck outta here!?

NOAH
Baby girl.

RICKY
(shouting)  Will you stop it with the baby girl thing!

(Ricky sits down and sulks. Noah starts whistling and is content to start setting up camp.  He goes for the sun-shade and pops it up.)

NOAH
Good thing I brought this…Wa-La! (He’s trying to be suave and sexy and manly and he leans against the tent to show her how easy it all is then he slips and falls.)

RICKY
(Momentarily forgets how angry she is with him and smiles)

NOAH

(Goes inside the tent and tinkers.) 

(Ricky completely unimpressed continues to sulk.  There is stone silence as she looks around.  Rubbing her arms and scratching.)

NOAH
(From inside the tent)  Come on, baby girl.  It’s soooo, (sexy voice) nice in here.

(Still sulking she looks around and thinks she hears something else, decides to get up and look into the tent)

RICKY
(Gets up to look inside the tent, opens the flap.  Noah is in the tent, naked and masturbating- calling her over with his finger.  Audience obviously doesn’t see this.)  Ah, Jesus, NOAH!  (She storms away).  Your idea of foreplay, is…messed up!  Far out!  (Goes and stumbles around the camp for a while, kicks the back-pack and walks off back-stage)

NOAH
(calling from the tent)  Baby girl.  Ricky!  (listens.  Pokes his head out of the tent)  Ricky?

(Noah climbs out of the tent.  His jacket is off, he’s stumbling around as he’s buckling the belt on his jeans, bare-foot and stepping on twigs, he winces and hops in pain)

NOAH
Ricky?  Cooee? (waits for a reply) Cooeee?

(finally we hear a cooee from O.S.)

NOAH
Ricky?  I’m here.  I’m here.  (waits again for the reply.  Goes toward the exit off-stage and stops.  Realising he’s too frightened to go out in the dark with her, he sits down.  He fumbles through the backpack and takes out some string and finishes making a necklace.  Finally, he stops and looks around the camp again. shouting) Rickeeeeeeee?  Where are you?  You’re not trying to trick me are you?  You’re not thinking you can out-fox the fox are you? (Finally, mustering up the strength he goes to look for her.  He exits stage from the back.)

RICKY
(stumbles back onto stage with a small pile of sticks.  She drops them and looks around).  Think I’m starting to get the hang of this.  (Looking around for Noah)  Noah?  Where are you?  Noah?  (She arranges the sticks in a tee-pee and sits in front of them.  Nothing to light them with, she sits in front of the sticks, sees the harmonica and begins to play it.)

NOAH
(Comes sneaking in from back-stage empty-handed, sees her and tackles her scaring the absolute crap out of her.)  You’re here, you’re here.  I thought you’d gone.

RICKY
Noah!?  (Pushes him away)  What are you trying to do, scare me to death?  Get off me!

NOAH
I’m sorry, baby, I’m just so happy to see that you’re here.  You’re back…and you’re alive!

RICKY
Of course I’m alive. (completely annoyed)  I went searching for wood so we can have a fire.

NOAH
(starts laughing)  You call that wood? 

RICKY
Yeah.

NOAH
(picks up a tiny little twig and starts laughing)  I don’t know what it is, but it’s not wood.

RICKY
All right.  You don’t like my wood, go find your own.  Just give me a light.

NOAH
(He searches his pockets.  Uncomfortably trying to avoid the fact that he forgot any sort of ignition.) We don’t need a fire, I’ll keep you warm.  (Comes up from behind her again and nuzzles her)  See?  Isn’t this warm.

RICKY
You forgot matches.

NOAH
Didn’t forget them.

RICKY
Forgot them.

NOAH
Didn’t forget them.  (sheepishly)  Didn’t bring them.

RICKY
I hate you.  (She turns away from him, rubbing her arms and legs from bug bites and the chilly night air.)

NOAH
(Goes into the tent and gets his jacket and puts it around her.)  Here, this’ll keep you warm.

RICKY
(She throws the jacket off her)  Hate you.  Hate your jacket.  (pause)  (Her voice escalating)  Think I’ll just go into the tent now and have a good night sleep without a sleeping bag or any other clothes on an empty stomach!

NOAH
That’s my baby girl.  (pause)  Happy Anniversary!  (blows her a kiss)

RICKY
(Goes into the tent and rummages around the small area trying to get comfortable)

NOAH
(Still sitting by the unlit campfire he pulls out the harmonica and plays and then calls out again)  Happy Anniversary, baby!  I love you!

RICKY
(from inside the tent, she calls) Hate, hate, hate you!   And it’s not even our fucking Anniversary!   (Starts screaming, comes running outside the tent)  Oh God, Noah, there is something in there. 

NOAH
(Gets up)  Really? 

RICKY
Really!

(They look at one another.  Ricky pushes him towards the tent.  Noah is not wanting to go)

RICKY
(Looks at him and pushes him in towards it.)  You’re not going in there are you?  

NOAH
Of course I’m going in there.  I’m just thinking that really, to get this thing fully, the entire essence of this camping trip, we should sleep under the stars, honey.  Think of all the hot sex under the stars.  Let’s experience each other under the stars!  (sexily) All night long.

RICKY
(hands out, feeling droplets of water)  Stars?  Not with a cloud bank like that.  It’s raining.  Raining?!  (shouting)  It’s fucking raining!  

NOAH
Sprinkling.

RICKY
Noah, if you don’t get in there and deal with it…with whatever is in there, we’re through!

NOAH
(Looks at her pleadingly)  You don’t mean that.

RICKY
Oh, I mean that. 

NOAH
All right then, have it your way.  (musters up the strength to go in)  

(Noah goes into the tent and rummages around.  He comes out holding the rubber snake.)

RICKY
(squeeling)  Get that thing away from me!

(Noah wriggles it more realising she thinks he caught a real snake-he tries to make it look like it’s writhing in his hand.)

NOAH
Don’t be afraid of the little snake, it’s harmless.  (He wriggles it in her face.)

RICKY
Get that thing away from me now!

NOAH
All right, all right.  (Throws the snake against the back wall)

RICKY
I meant kill it.

NOAH
(In disbelief.)  I’m not going to kill it.  Here, (hands her the shovel), you want it dead, you kill it.

RICKY
(Takes the shovel)  All right, I will.  (Ricky takes the shovel and slowly approaches the snake, as she moves towards it awkwardly, she gets a close look at it.)  It’s not moving.

NOAH
It must be stunned.

RICKY
It’s not stunned.  (closer look)  It’s…(she picks it up)…rubber.  You put a rubber snake in our tent.

NOAH
(turning away from her)  Na.

RICKY
You did too!  You put a rubber snake in our tent!  And then pretended to kill it.  What’s next, fake dog shit?  A whoopee cushion?

NOAH
They’re jokes.  They’re stupid gag jokes all right? (Sits by the sticks completely dispirited)  Ok, so the rubber snake joke back-fired.    (Tosses the rubber snake into the fire)  It all back-fired.  I wanted to see you laugh again.  Wanted to see if you could.

RICKY
My God, Noah.  Rubber snakes and no bed and a fucking freezing, cold night with no fire and no food and no romantic getaway and we’re lost and you won’t admit it!

NOAH
All right, all right already, I get it.  We’re a little bit lost ok?

(there is long, pensive silence between them)

RICKY
I laugh.

NOAH
Not as much as you used to.

RICKY
Maybe because there isn’t any reason.  There is no one waiting for me with a big toothless grin.  Arms wide open in anticipation of that warm hug.

NOAH
I’m still here.  I know it’s not the same.

RICKY
Nothing is the same.  Nothing will ever be the same again.  How can it be?  He died.  Our baby boy died and my laughter went with it.

NOAH
You’ve got to move on.  We’ve got to move on.  (pause)  I have to move on.

RICKY
 I’m not ready. (turns away from him)  I’m just not ready yet. 

NOAH
It’s not doing us any good.  We’re letting time slip away.  Let’s try again.  Let’s have another baby.

RICKY
God, Noah, it’s not so easy.  

NOAH
I loved him just as much as you did.

(Ricky puts her hand up in disagreement so he can’t talk anymore, he slaps her hand back down again.)

NOAH
It’s true.  You gave birth, but I gave him the other half of his life.  You carried the weight of him, but I was right there with you as much as any man can be.  Have any idea what it’s like to see the woman you love writhing in pain and not being able to do anything for?  (pause)  And when he came out.  (pause)  Remember when he came out?  And we saw him, it was love at first sight.  I never thought I could love anyone as much as I love you.

(There is a long silence, tears well in her eyes)

RICKY
I’m not ready.  (she brushes tears away)  

NOAH
Have we come to an impass?

RICKY
Is that what you brought me out here for?

NOAH
Maybe.

(Ricky looks away)

NOAH
It’s not an ultimatum.

RICKY
What is it then?

NOAH
I want you to face me and tell me what’s going on in your head?  You don’t tell me anything.

RICKY
Because it’s all the same.  The same shit I’ve been telling you for years.  Maybe I’m tired of hearing my own voice.  I see his face.  I hear his laugh.  I hear his cry.  I smell his baby smell.  (pause)  I can’t focus…(pause)  On anything.

NOAH
Not true.  You’re focussing right now.  You’re here with me right now.

RICKY
I wish I wasn’t.

NOAH
What does that mean?  (loudly)  What does that mean?

RICKY
I don’ know.

NOAH
Think!  You don’t want to be camping?  (pause)  Or you don’t want to be here with me?

RICKY
I fucking hate camping and you know it!  And even more than that, I   hate being lost in the bush with stupid sun shade, an old pan and a rubber snake!

NOAH
(Relieved)  I’m glad you didn’t say me. (he reaches into his pockets and pulls out a tin of smoked oysters, a flask and a home-made necklace)  Here, Happy Anniversary.  Smoke oysters, not caviar.  Tequila in a flask, no lime, no salt-not exactly Moet…oh, and one god’s eye necklace I made from some string I found.  For you.

RICKY
(smiles and  picks up the necklace)  When did you make this?

NOAH
(down-plays it) Oh, I don’t know, when I was worried sick waiting for you while you were out hunting for that wood.

RICKY
(Looking at the necklace.)  A god’s eye huh?   (They sit in silence for little while)  Well are you gonna put it on me or what?

NOAH
Yeah, here...  (He takes the massive rough necklace and ties it around her neck)

RICKY
Nice.  (She starts laughing)

NOAH
It’s the only string I could find.

RICKY
Not bad.  Not bad.  (for the remainder of the play she’s scratching her neck where the string rubs against it)  

NOAH
Thanks.  (awkward silence)  

RICKY
Uhm, it’s raining.

(still sitting in silence in the rain, Ricky plays with the god’s eye around her neck, the string is itchy and bulky)

NOAH
It’s a little raw.  The string.

RICKY
(she laughs)  Doesn’t hurt that badly.  (she plays with it)  Really.  (looking up to the skies)  What do you say we bust out the oysters and tequila?

NOAH
What d’ya say we get the hell outta here?  (He stuffs the oysters and flask back in his pockets and puts his jacket back on.)

RICKY
(smiling)  We’re not really lost are we?  

NOAH
Not completely.  (Gets up and starts packing up the pan, torch, GPS , I know this cosy little place about 300 metres up the road…called the Rancho Relaxo or something…  (He picks up the pan, harmonica, torch, GPS and puts it all back in his pack.  She’s watching him hesitate before he picks up the sticks and puts them in his pack too.)

NOAH
Just in case.

(They walk off stage hand in hand)

THE END 
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