A Bus to Saint Cloud

by Peggy Barnell

 Summary: A bus terminal in Wisconsin is the setting where the crew of Straight Arrow Bus Lines work and play.  The team finds renewed faith and hope as they weather the challenges of friendships, winter storms and the painful past one of their own is hiding.

Length:  90 minutes
Characters
Maggie:  assistant manager at Straight Arrow Bus Lines - late 20’s to 40-something – a talented singer and aspiring country music performer.  (This character needs to be a strong vocalist)
Sophie:  reservation clerk at Straight Arrow, age 30 – 60 – tough and funny (think Carla the Cheers barmaid and/or Selma Hakes)

Franklin:  security guard at the terminal – wise and kind, 40ish – 60ish (think Morgan Freeman-type)

Mark:  driver for Straight Arrow, age 30 – 50ish – average nice guy

Justin:  driver for Straight Arrow:  age early 20’s – 40ish – a discontented man - cynical and a sharp edge to his personality

Hope:  good friend of Maggie’s, 30 – 40-something.

Small speaking roles:

Customer 1

Customer 2

Customer 3

Customer 4
Customer 5

Robert, a homeless man

Multiple actors needed for lines/customers waiting at the bus terminal, employees passing through.
Staging:

All scenes take place in the bus terminal. It is winter – late November/early December.  Also needed is an area on the set that can serve as a break-room for scene 4
Scene 1

Scene opens with Maggie and Sophie at their desk.  There is a small line of impatient customers in line, additional activity going on with public and/or bus employees passing through.

Maggie:  Yes, I understand.  I’m sorry, Sir, but there’s not much I can do about this snow.  As I said, #42 is running about 1 hour and a half late.  It’s apparently even worse west of here.  
(a few groans/moans from customers in the line)
Customer 1:  I know there’s nothing you can do about the snow.  But why does this always happen when I use Straight Arrow Bus?  
Maggie:  As I said –

Customer # 1:  I know what you said.  But that doesn’t change the fact that if my daughter is an hour and a half late getting here on your bus, I will be an hour and a half late picking up my fiancée, who is meeting my daughter this evening for the very first time!
Maggie:  Well, I’m sure your fiancée will understand that some things are out of our control.
Customer  # 1:  You don’t know my fiancé, do you?

Customer # 2:  (speaks up from somewhere near the back of the line)  Maybe you ought to re-think that fiancée thing, buddy.     

Sophie:  You said it, brother.

Maggie:  Sophie!  (back to customer) #42 is keeping us updated with their progress, Sir.  I promise to let you know if anything changes.  

Sophie:  We’re all just doing the best we can. 

Customer # 1:  (still agitated but resigned) Whatever.  Don’t you have a snack bar or cafeteria or something here?

Maggie:  Yes.  (points)  It’s down that way and to the left – not far.

Sophie:  (sweetly) Try some of the sugar-cream pie, why dontcha – it’s really good.   (he walks away)  

Maggie:  Sophie, why in the world would you recommend anything from that place?  
Sophie:  (still sweet) Maybe some sugar-cream pie will sweeten that fella up a little – he needs it. (pause)  And I heard a piece of it made Ned sick last night.

Maggie:  (speaking to the customers in line) If anyone in line is here because of lost luggage, please form a line here (gestures toward Sophie)  If you’re here to purchase a ticket or if you have other questions, stay in the line you’re in.  

Maggie:  May I help you, Ma’am?  

Customer # 3:  One for Sheboygan, please.

Maggie:  (looking at computer screen) That will leave out of Gate 4 at 9:20 – though with the snow it may be running late, as well.  Be sure to watch the screens for updates.  That will be $24.45.

Customer # 3:  Thank you.  (money is exchanged – she exits)
Customer # 4:  Hey.

Maggie:  Can I help you, Miss?

Customer # 4:  (in a hurry) What’s the chance of getting a bus tonight that’s headed east? 

Maggie:  East? 

Customer # 4:  Listen, I know you probably can’t get me to New Jersey, but could you at least get me started in that direction tonight?  

Maggie: (looks at the screen in front of her)  Well, let me see… with this snow –

Customer # 4:  I know, I know.  I just need to get out of here tonight.  

Maggie:  Yes, Ma’am.  Let me see.  One way or round trip? 

Customer # 4:  One way.

Sophie:  (looking over Maggie’s shoulder)  # 7 will be coming in from Iowa City.  Looks like they’re on time, too.  

Maggie:  Yeah, OK.  At 9:15 I could put you on for Detroit.  

Customer #4:  Detroit? 

Maggie:  Yes, Ma’am.  You would have, let me see…  a couple of hours there, then you would leave Detroit at 6:00 AM headed for Newark. 

Customer #4:  Fine, that will be fine.  (hands her credit card) 

Maggie:  Let me see… that will be –

Customer #4:  Just put it on the card, please.  And there’s three of us.  My kids are in the car. 

Maggie:  Oh, OK.  Do you have bags to check, Ms. Page?  

Customer #4:  Oh, yeah, yeah.  I’ll bring them in.

Maggie:  (handing credit card back)  OK, here you go.  Sign here please.  We have a waiting area to your left.  Bring your bags back here to Sophie and you and your children can make yourselves comfortable.    

Customer #4:  OK, thanks.  Oh - and if anyone calls here, do you have a policy about giving out information? 
Maggie:  I’m sorry? 

 Customer #4:  It’s important that no-one know I’m on this bus.  In case anyone calls here, I don’t want any information given out. (pause)  I don’t want anyone to know we’re here.  

Maggie:  Yes, Ma’am.

Customer #4:  Thank you.  (she exits)
Sophie:  Whoa-a-a-… something’s going on there.

Maggie:  (gives Sophie a look)  Do ya think?  

Sophie:  I’d say she’s got a lot more baggage than what they’re gonna load on to #7.

Maggie:  Poor woman.

Sophie:  Well, that’s quite an assumption.  What makes you think she’s the “poor woman”?   Maybe she’s the non-custodial parent that’s just snatched her kids – or… maybe she just shot her cocaine dealer.

Maggie:  No.  I know that look.  I’ve seen it enough times.  Whatever her circumstances, she’s afraid.  She’s running from someone, or something that she’s afraid of.

Sophie:  (looks after her) You may be right.  

Maggie:  I know I’m right.
Sophie:  Hey Maggie, what about your audition?  Weren’t you supposed to be riding with Mark to St. Paul in the morning? 

Maggie:  Yeah.  I need to call and see if that’s still a go with this storm coming in.

Sophie:  Whatcha singing for this one, Magpie?  One of your originals?  

Maggie:  I haven’t made my mind up yet.  This is a pretty well-known night spot uptown – the regulars are an old rock n’ roll/newer country type of crowd.  
Sophie:  Oh – you ought to do that one you wrote – you know, that one about the little girl and her parents!  

Maggie:  No, no.  This is more of a city-crowd – that’s too old-school, too touchy-feely of a story.  It needs to be something more upbeat – more of a trendy kind of song with some rock n’ roll flavor to it.

Sophie:  You do your research, girl!  Oh!  I know, I know!  Sing that one about the woman tearing up her cheatin’ boyfriend’s car!  

Maggie:  Sophie…

Sophie:  You do that one so good, Maggie – and I love it!  (she gets animated)  Give ‘em what he’s got comin! (punches the air, swings an imaginary bat)  Yah, girl!  You go – slice those tires and leather seats, bash in those leadhights – oh, I mean headlights, of that no-good , cheatin’ son of a preacher-man!  Whoo – hoo!  (sings now)  The only one who could ever reach me – was the son of a preacher-man… 
Maggie:  (deadpan)  Sophie.

Sophie:  What? 

Maggie:  You’re getting your songs mixed up again.

Sophie:  Yeah?  

Maggie:  Yeah.

Sophie:  Sorry.  I got carried away.  

Maggie:  You crack me up, girlfriend.

Sophie:  One of these days, Magpie, somebody’s gonna recognize the huge talent you are and you’ll be world-famous.

Maggie:  I hope you’re right, Sophie.

Sophie:  I know I’m right.  

Maggie:  We better see what we can do for the rest of these customers, don’t you think? 

Sophie:  Oh!  (looks at the line of people still waiting – some not patiently)  Yeah.

Suggested song:  Life is a Highway – by artist Rascal Flats - song plays as the customers are helped and the hustle and bustle of the bus station continues - people passing through, bus station and snack bar, custodial employees, some down & outers move through and all go through the motions of acting/interacting/arguing with each other.
Lights fade to black
Scene 2
2 weeks later
(Drivers Mark & Justin sit/stand at the counter, interacting with Maggie and Sophie, sipping coffee.  It’s quieter now. A few people may pass through or sit on station benches during this scene.)
Justin:  So just about the time the smell was finally beginning to let up from the little monster’s diaper, he lets loose with this blood-curdling scream.  The sound that came out of that brat didn’t even sound human!  It made the hair on the back of my neck stand up.  Everyone on that bus was on edge – including me.  And he wouldn’t let up.  It went on and on.
Sophie:  So what was any different?  You’re always on edge.  

(others chuckle)    

Justin:  (growls and makes a half-hearted lunge at Sophie) I was worse than usual then.  You know, I’ve been thinking about a transfer – this rotten weather is just getting to be too much.  Did you see that opening In Nashville that just got posted?
Mark:  Nashville?  You just started here, man.  Don’t you think you ought to at least learn the ropes a little before you go thinking about a transfer?   And, there may be less snow there – but there’s even more likelihood for freezing rain and ice.

Maggie:  That’s true.  And – even if you did get the transfer, you know you would still end up back in this area on a regular basis.  Low man on the totem pole gets those northern runs all the time.  

Sophie:  You’d probably get stuck with a regular Cleveland run. 

(all of them groan at the thought)

Mark:  Why would you want to move your wife and kids to Nashville, Justin?  At least here they’ve got her family and your mother around.  You’re never home with them.   

Justin:  You never let up, do you, man? 

Mark:  I’m just saying…
Justin:  Listen, I do the best I can - just like you.  I’m just trying to get by, you know?  At least if Nashville was my base, any extra taxi or limo work I could pick up would be in a warmer climate – not like here where we all freeze our hineys off six months out of the year.  I’m sick of this crud!

Maggie:  Cost of living is higher there.  You have to take that into account.  

Sophie:  Here’s the one you ought to talk to about Nashville, Justin.

Justin:  Oh that’s right – our little Miss American Idol/Nashville Star wanna-be.  So how come you left Nashville if you’re trying so hard to break into the music business?  Isn’t that the place to be?

Maggie:  (good-natured) You’re pretty nosey, aren’t you?   I left for several reasons.  I heard there were some good opportunities on the horizon in Chicago, as well as Detroit.  I was chasing regular work – which didn’t seem to be happening for me in Nashville. And after Tyler passed away, I needed a change.
Justin:  Tyler? 

Sophie:  Tyler was Maggie’s husband, you bosey-nozo!  Er… nosey-bozo.

Justin:  What did you just call me?  

Maggie:  I believe she called you a bosey-nozo – which when translated from excited Sophie-talk, means nosey-bozo.    

Justin:  You are one weird chick. (laughs from all) (to Maggie)  So you’re a widow? 

Maggie:  Yes.

Justin:  Sorry.

Maggie:  You didn’t know.

Mark:  Maggie is one talented lady.

Sophie:  She’s gonna make it big one day soon.  We’ll all be able to say we knew her back when…

Maggie:  I don’t know about that.  I’ve been working toward that for years, but it sure doesn’t seem to be happening.  
Sophie:  Well, I know.  It will happen for you.  But I also can’t believe some handsome singer or producer hasn’t snatched your finger and put a ring on it.

Mark:  Yeah. 

(Enter Franklin.  He is greeted by all)
Franklin:  Now what’s going on here?  So much genius in one spot is a little frightening.

Mark:  Sophie was just listing all of Maggie’s attributes and wondering why she hasn’t re-married.  

Franklin:  Well, I’ve asked her that myself.

Maggie:  Franklin, you know you are the love mf my life.  If I can’t have you, why would I ever re-marry?    

Fr:  Well, Mrs. Franklin might not be too happy to hear that.  (more laughs)  But like I’ve told you, Maggie, don’t give up.  God has  wonderful plans for your life – and a husband may be part of it.  You  don’t know.

Justin:  (snorts) I didn’t figure you for the Pollyanna-type, Franklin. 

Fr:  Pollyanna?  
Sophie:  Not only are you nosey, you like to pop off, don’t ya?

Justin:  I don’t believe I was talking to you, weirdo. 

Sophie:  Boy, you better be glad this counter is between us.  (she reaches out across the counter as if to hit or grab Justin, but it’s all in fun)

Maggie:  Down, Sophie.

Fr:  I’m no Pollyanna, son – just a man of faith trying to live it out.  

Mark:  I respect you for that, Franklin. But you, Justin – you better tread lightly around these ladies.  They have the power to change your route.

Justin:  Huh?

Sophie:  (dances and sings)  I got the power! 

Justin:  Whatever.  I think you all are one taco short of a combination platter.  

And faith?  Well, you’re entitled, I guess.  

Mark:  Oh, you’re so clever.  What you’re trying to say is that there’s a hole in the screen door?

Maggie:  Elevator doesn’t go all the way to the top?

Sophie:  Not the brightest crayon in the box?

Mark:  Not the sharpest tool in the shed? 

Franklin:  You all go on and have fun – trading your barbs back and forth.

Sophie:  Oh come on, Franklin. (they all wait, expectantly)
Fr:  But what you really mean is that we’re one camel short of a caravan?  

(all are laughing now)

Mark:  Everybody’s got some faith, Justin.  Maybe it’s private, maybe it’s personal, but everybody has faith in something larger than themselves.  

Justin:  Speak for yourself.

Mark:  You really don’t believe in God? 

Justin:  I believe in what I know – what I can see and feel and touch.

Fr:  You’ve never considered the unseen forces around you?  Where it all comes from?  The purpose of your life?  

Justin:  And you, oh wise one, have the answers to those questions?  I learned a long time ago the only thing that can be understood and trusted is self – numero uno.
Mark:  Let me see…  “All that I have seen teaches me to trust the Creator for all that I have not seen.”
Maggie:  Ralph Waldo Emerson?

Fr:  Very good.  No, I don’t have all the answers, Justin – don’t pretend to.  But my faith is in the God of the bible, because of what I do know – I am certain about the truths that God has shown me, taught me through out my life.

Justin:  (mocking)  And behold!  A great light shown down from the heavens and rested the head of Franklin – and Presto!  He threw down his crutches and walked.  Praise the Lord!

(Brief silence)

Mark:  Justin…

Fr:  Well things didn’t happen exactly that way, son – not quite so theatrical.  But God did heal me.  And in doing so He changed my life.

Sophie:  You don’t ridicule somebody’s faith.  What’s wrong with you?   

Mark:  Yeah… you’re crossing the line, Justin. 
Fr:  It’s OK.  People tend to make fun of what they don’t understand – what they haven’t experienced for themselves.  

Justin:  What is this?  Quoting philosophers and thumping your Bibles at work?  

Maggie:  It’s what friends do, Justin – they talk about everything.  

Justin:  (checks his watch) Yeah, well whatever.  I gotta go.  Duluth is calling me.  (he exits)

Maggie:  (to Mark) So what’s with him? What’s his story?

Mark:  I’m not sure.  I know he has a wife and a couple of young kids.  And I know he works a lot – he drives for city cab as well as Straight Arrow – full time I think.

Maggie:  He works two full-time jobs?

Mark:  Yeah.  He’s got his fingers in all kinds of things – limo work, deliveries, I don’t know what all.  I’ve heard him a time or two on the phone to his wife – doesn’t usually sound like happy conversations.

Sophie:  Well no wonder.  He’s a jerk.

Fr:  Marriage is tough.  
Mark:  I’ve tried to talk to him a couple times.  But he’s usually walking around with a chip on his shoulder.       

Sophie:  Hey!  I forgot to ask you about your Saint Cloud audition.

Maggie:  Oh, I didn’t get it.  

Sophie:  No way!

Mark:  Sorry to hear that, Maggie.  They must be crazy.  

Maggie:  it’s OK.  I’m kind of getting used to rejection by now.

Sophie:  Did they tell you why?  What did they say? 

Maggie:  The usual spiel – I wasn’t quite what they were looking for, wasn’t the right fit…

Fr:  Don’t give up on the dream.  

Mark:  Yeah, we need to live vicariously through you, Maggie.  Otherwise there’s not much for us to look forward to. 

Maggie:  There’s not much happening for me either.  

Sophie:  Speak for yourselves.  I’ve got a third date with Fernando this weekend.

Mark:  Fernando?  He’s the electrician, right? 

Sophie:  No.  Fernando is a meat cutter.  Raymond is the electrician.

Mark:  And Raymond is old news?

Sophie:  Let’s not put Raymond down for the count just yet.  But I do really like Fernando.  He’s very sweet.

Fr:  Is this one of the fellas you met on-line?

Sophie:  Uh-huh.

Fr:  Be careful.  
Mark:  You ever get into a tight spot with one of those guys, call me, Sophie.  (He hits one fist into the other)  I’ll straighten ‘em out.  

Maggie:  Sophie, now that I think about it, it seems you have a lot more dates than I have auditions.   

Mark:  Well, really… a date is a little like an audition...

Sophie:  Huh?

Mark:   Yeah, think about it – people putting on their best act, showing off their talents, their charm…

Maggie:  Trying to “land the role”.

Sophie:  (laughs) I never thought of it that way!  I’ll tell Fernando at the end of the evening he was being “auditioned” for the role of boyfriend/potential husband.

Mark:  That ought to scare him away. (laughter from all)
(Maggie’s cell phone rings and she takes the call as she steps away from the others) 
Maggie:  Hello.  (Pause)  Oh, hello, yes.  Thank you so much for calling me back.  Yes.  Yes, I know – I’m so very sorry.   (pause) Well, I was hoping I could convince you to give me another opportunity to sing for you.  (Pause)  Yes, I know your time is valuable.  But I thought that – (Pause)  I don’t know what happened.  Stage-fright, maybe?  That really is not typical for me – and if you would just allow me to come back and try once more, you’ll see that I really can – (Pause)  OK.  Yes, I understand.  I appreciate you returning my call.  
(she hangs up, composes herself and returns to the group, though she is now quiet)

Sophie:  You OK, Magpie? 

Maggie:  Yeah, I’m alright.  

Fr:  You sure?  

Maggie:  I’m fine.  What did I miss?  

Sophie:  Mark was just saying he’s given up on romance and dating.

Maggie:  What?

Mark:  I didn’t say that, exactly.

Fr:  You know, what’s in the past is in the past.  It doesn’t have to define the rest of your life – who you are now.

Mark:  All I’m saying is that some people are just not cut out for  marriage - for parenthood.  I screwed up not just my own life, but the life of my former wife and maybe my sons, too.  Why would I want to do that all over again to someone else?

Fr:  Who says you have to?  Do you really think you’re doomed to repeat your mistakes?   As I recall, you got yourself right with God a while back and the slate was wiped clean.  I’d venture to say you learned a few things through everything you experienced. 
Mark:  I don’t know.  I hope so.
Fr:  Well, I know.  I know you, Mark.  You made things right as best you could.  And God’s forgiveness is complete.  

Maggie:  That’s right.

Fr:  Your relationship with your sons and their mother isn’t over.  It continues.  You’re in the process of re-defining it now.   I don’t know what God has in store for you – but neither do you.  Never say never with God.  Just trust Him and let Him lead you.

Sophie:  Whoo-hee – y’all are getting too deep for me.   I’m gonna go take my break.  

Maggie:  And just what do you call this?

Sophie:  This was a lull.  Now I’m gonna take my break. 
(Maggie shakes her head) 
Fr:  Well, I need to get moving.  Think about what I said, Mark. 
Mark:  Thanks Franklin.

(Sophie, Mark, Franklin exit) 

Maggie:  See you guys.  (she returns to her desk/computer)

Lights fade

Suggested song:  The Voice of Truth by Casting Crowns
Option:  This song can be sung and directed at Maggie-if done this way,  keep her  in dim light as she works at the desk, oblivious to the song/soloist.

Lights fade to black
Scene 3

(Scene opens with a few people in line at the counter. 
 Sophie is at the desk alone)
Customer #5:  This is ridiculous!  Just how many seats did you over-book?  

Sophie:  It is the company’s policy to over-book a few seats –

Customer #5:  I don’t care about the stupid policy.  I need to be on that bus to Atlanta tonight, or I will personally –

Sophie:  Listen Buddy/lady – don’t you threaten me! 

Customer #5:  No, you listen.  You get me to Atlanta tonight, or, or…

Sophie:  Or what? 

Customer #5:  Or… or…  I’ll never use this bus line again!  And I’ll tell all my friends to never use this bus line, too!
Sophie:  Good!  Take a plane!  Take a train!  Take all your stupid friends and take a flying hike for all I care – just get outta my face, or I’m calling security to escort you outta here!  

Customer #5:  (shocked) You can’t talk to me that way.  I am a paying customer.  I want to talk to your manager.   (looks around) 

Sophie:  Right now you are stuck with me.   I’m in charge.
Customer #5:  You are in charge??

Sophie:   I’m it.  Me.  And if you would just stop flapping your jaw long enough to listen, you would hear me say that you are first on the overbook list – and that we’ve already had a couple of no-shows, so you’re good to go.   
Customer #5:  Oh.  Well.  (Pause)  All right then.

Sophie:  All right then.

Customer #5:  OK.

Sophie:  OK.

(Maggie enters while Sophie & Customer #5 continue to 

glare at each other)
Maggie:  Everything OK?

Sophie:  Fine.  Everything’s fine.  I was just resolving a little customer service issue.  

(To customer)  You can have a seat now.  Just listen for your boarding announcement.   (customer exits)
Maggie:  Thanks for holding down the fort.  It was 3:00 AM before I got in.  #10 was behind schedule.  

Sophie:  How did it go?  

Maggie:  Ugh.  Remind me not to ride on #10 again.  Between the smell of stale Chinese food, body odor, the broken toilet, and the guy drooling beside me, I was writing a whole new kind of country song in my head.  

Sophie:  What?
Maggie:  The bus.  The bus ride.

Sophie:  What about the audition?  How did the audition go?

Maggie:  Oh - no-go.

Sophie:  Oh man, I just don’t get it.     

Maggie: Thousands try for years to get their break – and for most it never happens.

Sophie:  But you are so good, Magpie.

Maggie:  (To customer in line)  Who’s next? (To Sophie) There’s lots of people who are ‘so good’ that never get there, Soph.
(Person walks by, shouts in Maggie & Sophie’s direction)

Person:  I don’t know who’s in charge of this place, but those restrooms down there need some serious attention!

Maggie:  Sophie, call housekeeping, would you?  (to customer who has stepped up to the counter)  What can I do for you?

(Justin enters, angry) 

Justin:  Who’s supposed to take care of this place?  
(He gestures to a few down and outers who are sitting around) 
What gives here?   Maggie?  Do you realize there’s a bunch of homeless camped out down by Gate 2?  Where’s security?  Where’s Franklin?  

Maggie:  (steps aside from waiting on customers)  Justin?  Come over here.

Justin:  I don’t know who is supposed to take care of this kind of stuff, but this isn’t right.  

Maggie:  Justin, keep your voice down.  There are customers right here.  

Justin:  Well, it’s pretty easy for the customers to see for themselves what’s going on around here.   We’re not supposed to be a homeless shelter, in case you didn’t know that.  (loud now - to customers now)  Did you know you’re all rubbing shoulders with pick-pockets, drug dealers and child molesters?  

Maggie:  (getting angry now)  Shut it off now, Justin.  Keep your voice down.  

Justin:  Yeah, well –

Maggie:  Justin!  Listen to me.  I don’t’ know what you think you’re doing, but you’re not in charge here – you’re over-stepping your bounds.

Justin:  And are you in charge?  

Maggie:  I’m in charge of you if I need to be - and I’ve been here long enough to know how things work around here.  It is bitter cold out there tonight – probably the coldest night we’ve seen so far.  And sometimes – sometimes we choose to look the other way where some of the less fortunate are concerned.  

Justin:  You’ve got to be kidding me.  

Maggie:  I’m serious as a heart attack.  

(Enter Franklin)

Justin:  So you just allow it?  What about the safety of Straight Arrow customers?  The employees?  There’s people with kids here.
Franklin:  It’s a matter of survival for many of them.  The local shelters are not equipped to handle everyone that needs a place to stay – and it’s always women and children first in those places.   So on nights like this, we don’t put up a fuss if someone just needs to get out of the cold.  

Justin:  That’s crazy!  

Fr:  No, it’s survival.  It’s having respect for other human beings, son.  Those men wont’ bother anyone.  They’re thankful not to be bothered here, and generally respectful of the privilege.   

Justin:  So you just look the other way?

Fr:  No.  The security team keeps an eye on them – like we do everyone else.

Justin:  You people are nuts.

Fr:  Have you ever talked to one of those fellas, Justin?  

Justin:  Why would I?

Fr:  They’re people, just like you and me.  Each one –

Justin:  They are not like me!  Those men are nothing like me!  

(he storms off – leaving Maggie & Franklin looking at each other)

Sophie:  There must be a full moon tonight! (to line of customers)  Next!

(woman enters ) Maggie?  

Maggie:  Hope!

Hope:  Maggie! (embrace like old friends)  

Maggie:  Oh my word! How… how…

Hope:  How are you? I’m so glad to see you – Maggie, I’ve been so worried.

Maggie:  (she gradually leads Hope away from the counter area)  What a shock.  I didn’t expect to see you.

Hope:  I don’t’ suppose you did.  It took some detective work for me to track you down.  Let me look at you.  Are you all right?

Maggie:  I’m fine, fine… just…  surprised.  

Hope:  When you left, I was so worried.  I kept thinking you would call me or e-mail, or something.  You just disappeared.  

Maggie:  (to Sophie) Sop, could you handle things on your own for a while longer?

Sophie:  I’m good.    Next! 

Maggie:  (leads Hope away to a place to sit)  This is such a shock.

Hope:  I’ve missed you, Maggie.

Maggie:  I’ve missed you, too.

Hope:  Why didn’t you respond to my e-mails, or return my calls?  Everyone was so concerned about the way you left.

Maggie:  I… I don’t know.  I wanted to… I…  (sigh)  I don’t have a good answer.  

Hope:  The way everything happened… I mean I know you were devastated.

Maggie:  I’m fine now.  I’m over it.  

Hope:  Really?  

Maggie:  I just needed a fresh start.  I needed to be some place where everyone wasn’t looking at me like they were feeling sorry for me.  

Hope:  Huh?  

Maggie:  (changing the subject)  What are you doing here?  How did you find me?  

Hope:  You know, the internet is a wonderful tool...  And – I made a few calls.  I asked a lot of questions - and when I knew I was going to be making the annual family pilgrimage-Christmas-shopping trip to Chicago, I decided to just rent a car and drive on up here to see if I could locate you.    

Maggie:  Wow.  You went to a lot of trouble.  

Hope:  A little.  I wanted to see you.

Maggie:  How long are you here?

Hope:  I should head back tomorrow.   I fly out of Chicago the day after.
Maggie:  You’ll stay with me, of course.

Hope:  I’m just so glad to see your face, to know you’re OK.  

Maggie:  I’m fine.

Hope:  So are you singing?  Writing?  

Maggie:  Yeah… yes – well, I’m still trying.

Hope:  Well tell me – details.  Local stuff?  Anything exciting?  What are you doing?  

Maggie:  One good thing about working for the bus line – I get to ride for free.  So I’ve been able to make it to most all of the auditions that I’ve wanted to and still be back here to work the next day.

Hope:  Yeah? 

Maggie:  Yeah.  I auditioned last night in Chicago – a small thing really.  

Hope: So we were both in Chicago last night – how bout that?  How did it go?

Maggie:  Not so hot.  I didn’t get it.  

Hope:  Goofs.  How could they not love you?  What else?  Tell me about the gigs you’ve done.  

Maggie:  Actually, there’s hardly anything - singing, I mean.  This keeps me pretty busy.  I’m an assistant manager – lots of hours…
Hope:  You’re not singing?  

Maggie:  Well, no.  I mean yes, I go… I try… but I haven’t been able to land anything.

Hope:  You’re kidding.

Maggie:  Nope.

Hope:  That’s surprising.

Maggie:  Yeah, it’s made my confidence a little shaky.  

Hope:  The R & R Label sure had plenty of confidence in you – you were going places, babe.  I can’t imagine you’re not even getting some smaller venues around here. (she’s thoughtful)  And what happened with the contract they were gonna sign you to?  I thought you had that wrapped up.
Maggie: (changes the subject)  Hey, how’s Elliot?  And Morgan -  and Les?  

Hope:  They’re good.  They send their love.  We all miss you.    Maggie… have you heard anything – anything at all from Tyler?  

Maggie:  No.  You? 

Hope:  Not a word.  (pause)  That was so hard, Maggie – for everyone, but especially for you.  
Maggie:  (she’s silent for a moment) You know, this is exactly why I left Nashville.  I really don’t want to talk about him. 

Hope:  OK.  We don’t have to talk about him.  It’s just that I’ve been concerned about you, Mag.  It really worried me when you left almost the same way Tyler did.  

Maggie:  What I did is so not the same and you know it.  

Hope:  OK, maybe not exactly the same.  But you still left in a cloud of mystery - left people behind that love you, that care for you.

Maggie:  I have simply re-written the script and taken Tyler out of it.   I desperately needed a change.   Everyone here believes that I am a  widow - which I kind of am anyway.
Hope:  What?  What are you talking about?  Why would they think that? 

Maggie:  Because that’s what I’ve told them.  I re-created a life for myself here, Hope - one that I can handle – on my own terms.  I can handle people thinking that my husband died – what I can’t handle is people knowing that my husband abandoned me along the side of the road like some shelter dog!

Hope:  Oh Maggie…  (pause)  You think Tyler leaving you is somehow a reflection on you?   (Maggie gives her a “duh” look)

Hope:  You need to talk about this, honey.

Maggie:  Don’t start.  Don’t tell me what I need.  What I needed was to move on with my life.  It’s what I did when I left Nashville.  

Hope:  (carefully) Maggie, can’t you see you that ran away?   You ran away from facing the pain of loss and betrayal – that’s understandable. 
Maggie:  Don’t start with the psycho-babble crap, Hope! 
Hope:  OK, all right.  I didn’t go to the trouble of tracking you down just to argue with you.  I just wanted to see your face.  I wanted to know that you’re alright.  

Maggie:  (softening a little)  I’m alright.  I’m glad you’re here.  

Hope:  So tell me more.  Are you writing?

Maggie:  Some, yeah.

Hope:  I’d love to hear it.    

Maggie:  Absolutely – maybe a little later?  I need to get back to the desk.

Hope:  Then I’ll wait.

Maggie:  Come on.  I’m afraid the food here is a little scary, but the coffee’s decent.  

Lights fade on scene

Suggested song:  We Are Not Home Yet-
as recorded by Steven Curtis Chapman

(Idea – have enough light for the soloist to sing directly to a few different characters/actors in the scene – though the actors remain oblivious to the singer – the singer could move about the stage and direct some of the lyrics to a few of the known, as well as unknown characters)  

Lights fade to black.
Scene 4

(Scene opens in the break-room area for Straight-Arrow employees.  Maggie is alone, playing her guitar, relaxed and singing.
[Suggested song:  Power of Your Love]

Franklin enters, un-noticed by Maggie – he listens to Maggie sing)

Franklin:  (claps softly) That’s certainly a gift you have.  Lovely.

Maggie:  Franklin!  I didn’t know you were there.  

Fr:  Sorry, I didn’t mean to startle you.  

Maggie:  How’s everything out there?

Fr: The natives are a little restless.

Maggie:  This is a first – I’ve never been snowed in with 200 other people before.

Fr:  The plows are beginning to make some headway – at least that’s what the state police tell me.  But it’s still coming down, too.  I guess every now and then it’s OK for the good Lord to remind us that He’s the one with the final say – not the weather man.  (he moves to get coffee)
Maggie:  I’m glad Hope was able to get on her way before it started.

Fr:  Nice lady.

Maggie:  Yeah – she’s a good friend.  She went to a lot of trouble to see me.  

Fr:  Oh?

Maggie:  (continues to strum softly on her guitar)  The people I knew in Nashville… I kind of…well, I just kind of broke rank when I left. (Franklin gives her a puzzled look)  I left without saying good-bye – or telling them that I was leaving.  

Fr:  I see.

(pause)
Maggie:  Franklin, are you ever afraid?  

Fr:  Sure.

Maggie:  So what are you afraid of?  What scares you, Franklin?
Fr:  (he ponders it for a moment) Oh, sometimes I think about what it would be like if my wife or my kids were to go first.  I guess that’s a selfish kind of fear.  I’m afraid of the hurt and violence around us that just seems to keep growing and escalating – how it affects us all.

Maggie:  That’s all? 

Fr:  That’s pretty much it.  (pause)  Where did that come from?   

Maggie:  Just thinking.

Fr:  Fear used to be one of my demons – though I didn’t recognize that for a long time.   

Maggie:  Yeah?

Franklin:  That’s what motivates a lot of folks, you know – fear.   Down deep a lot of people are simply afraid.  They’re afraid that somehow they’re not good enough, smart enough, strong enough…  So they start to hide some of who they are – heaping on things like anger, un-forgiveness, jealousy, control, substance abuse, boasting.  They use those things to escape what they fear, to hide their true feelings from others - and from themselves.  
Maggie:  Really? 

Fr:  Most people never get to the place that they can recognize that though.  They’re too busy hiding – defending and feeding the protective layers they’ve built to even see it in themselves.  

Maggie:  I’ve never heard things explained like that before.

Fr:  Well… I’ve always found that kind of thing interesting:  psychology, faith, motivation…  but, I didn’t start to realize some of those things until I hit bottom myself.  

Maggie:  You?

Fr:  I’m a very different man now than what I used to be.  Alcohol nearly cost me my family and my life.  Thankfully, I was delivered by the blood of Jesus before that happened.   And when you go through that valley and emerge in one piece…  Well, there’s not much left to be afraid of. (pause) So what are you afraid of, Maggie?
Maggie:  Lots of things. (pause) Everything.

Fr:  Do tell.

Maggie:  What would you say, Franklin, if I told you that I think I see my husband…  like, all the time?   That I think I see him here at the terminal, and all the places I go, and then I realize that it’s not really him, and then I start to get afraid that I might be going crazy.

Fr:  (consider this for a moment)  I think I’d say that I don’t think you’re going crazy.  

Maggie:  No?

Fr:  Not likely.

Maggie:  What then?  

Fr:  I don’t know.  You loved him.  You miss him.  You still hurt.  The loss of a husband or wife is huge.  
Maggie:  Yeah.

Fr:  Maybe it’s just that your soul is still grieving.  The physical part of you has moved on, but your heart, your soul hasn’t caught up.  

Maggie:  So how does a person stop grieving?  

Fr:   I’m no authority, Maggie.  All I know is that things like that take time.  Sometimes you just gotta let it be what it is for a while.  If you need to grieve – grieve.  Don’t be afraid of it – don’t run away from it.  It won’t stay forever.  And you pray – you ask Jesus to love you through it.  

Maggie:  Hope seems to think that I ran away when I left Nashville.

Fr:  Did you?

Maggie:  I don’t know. (pause)  Maybe.  I bailed on a recording contract – Left right before I was supposed to sign the paperwork.

Fr:  Why?

Maggie:  I didn’t think I could live up to their expectations.  

Fr:  I see.

Maggie:  I was afraid that without Tyler…

Fr:  Your husband?

Maggie:  Yeah.  Tyler was my husband and my manager. 

Fr:  OK.

Maggie:  When he wasn’t there for me, everything kind of fell apart.

Fr:  Including you.

Maggie:  Including me.

Fr:  You depended on him -

(Sophie bursts into the break area)

Sophie:  Franklin!  Fick!  Kite!  Uh, uh, ah, I mean, quick!  Fight!  There’s a 

fight – come on!! 

(Franklin, Maggie & Sophie rush to the main area where a few on-lookers are surrounding the action.  Mark is holding Justin’s arms from behind, another driver or security person or two is holding back an un-named homeless man.  There has obviously just been some sort of altercation and tension  is high)

Maggie:  Whoa-a-a…  Justin!

Fr:  What in the devil is going on here?

Mark:  That’s what we’d like to know!  I find these two shoving and pushing each other, then Justin started punching.

Homeless man:  He’s crazy, man!  Keep him away from me! 

Justin: (so full of contempt he nearly spits out his words)  You piece of low-life filth!  You think you’re so sly - I saw what you were doing!

Homeless man:  I don’t know what you’re talking about! I wasn’t doing nothing, man!  He’s just all up in my face telling me I gotta get out of here.  

Justin:  I saw you!  I saw the way you were looking at that woman!

Man:  Man, what are you talking about?  

Franklin:  OK, Justin – (then to homeless man) Robert – enough - there’s not going to be anymore fighting.    

Man:  Don’t try to make this all about something else, man.  

Justin:  Shut up!  Shut your face!

Man:  Why don’t you tell them what your real problem is? 

Justin:  (struggles/tries to lunge after him)  I said shut up!  You’re a liar –  a messed up piece of crap!  Get this guy out of here, Franklin!
Man:  This dude has hit me up more than once – always looking to score some smack.

Justin:  (reaching/grabbing toward him) Why you…  shut up!
Man:  A little too close for comfort now, Mr. Bus Driver?   You scared cause I’m in your territory now?  

Justin:  (still trying to get at him) When I get my hands on you I’m –

Fr:  Robert, that’s enough.     Justin, stop it now – or we’re going to get the police here – and I don’t think you want that.

Justin:  He’s crazy, man!  He doesn’t know what he’s talking about.  

Man:  Oh come on, man.

Fr:  Alright – let’s just back off, both of you.   Justin, you’re done with this.     Mark, take him to the lounge.  (he does)   Robert, I want you to step back and calm down.  You’re gonna walk away from this.  

Man:  You know me, Franklin.  You know I’m straight up.  I’ve been clean over three months. 

Fr:  I know, Robert.  Now walk away and forget this happened.   

(Robert walks away and the small crowd begins to dissipate)

Maggie:  Wow.  What in the world just happened?

Sophie:  I knew it – I knew there was something not right with that guy.  What a jerk.

Fr:  (big sigh) This would explain a lot.

Sophie:  I could’ve taken him.

Maggie:  Huh?

Sophie:  I should’ve jumped him –given Justin my left hook, then an elbow to the sternum, and my knee right in –

Maggie:  Sophie, this is serious.

Sophie:  Well, I would seriously like to hurt him.  I haven’t liked that guy from the get-go.  It’s no wonder his wife walked out on him.

Maggie:  What?

Sophie:  Mark just told me.  Apparently the little wife packed up the kids and went to stay with her parents last week.  

Maggie:  (exasperated sigh) Is there anyone who stays together anymore?

Fr:  Whatever is going on, Justin needs our help.  (gives Sophie a look)

Sophie:  Ok. Geez… why are you looking at me like that?

Fr:  This could explain why Justin was so nervous when the police did a random search on his bus last week.  

Sophie:  They didn’t find anything?

Fr:  No, but I don’t think they searched him personally.  Drug problem or not, something is going on.  He’s gonna need the support of the people around him.  

Maggie:  You know we’ll have to report this.  He’ll have to do a drug screen.  

Fr:  Yeah.  (sigh) I’ll go talk to him. 

Maggie:  Thanks, Franklin.

(Franklin exits, Maggie & Sophie head toward the desk)

Sophie:  There must be a full moon or something.  

Maggie:  This has been one long night – and it’s not over.

Lights dim

Suggested song:  A Bus To Saint Cloud, as recorded by Trisha Yearwood.  If at all possible, Maggie sings this song herself.   Lights dim on stage but stay up on Maggie who is thoughtful and troubled..  As song begins, all the actors on stage should freeze-frame in the dim light.   As it seems appropriate, while Maggie sings she can move about and gaze  outside or into the face of one or two the actors who remain in freeze-frame mode.
There is a musical interlude in the song – during the interlude Maggie has dialogue.  She cries out to the heavens:

Maggie:  Oh Jesus, how long do I have to hurt like this?  I miss him so much!

Song finishes and Lights fade to black

Scene 5

Lights up at the desk.  The storm is over, business is back to normal.  Maggie is looking at the computer screen, half-listening to Sophie. Mark and Franklin are there, too.
Sophie:  So the guy says to me, “Riding Straight Arrow Bus Lines is about as much fun as passing a kidney stone every few hours.”  

Mark:  (chuckles) Did you ever find his luggage?  

Sophie:  I’m still chasing it – think it might have ended up on #19 to Fort Worth.  

Fr:  Fort Worth?  Poor guy.

Sophie:  Well, you know, sometimes when it rains, it pours.  I’m just glad I have the customer service skills to deal with bozos like that.

Mark:  There are so many things wrong with what you just said.  

Sophie:  What?  I have excellent customer service skills.   (Franklin & Mark laugh at her)   People just don’t always get my sense of humor.  Right, Maggie?  

Maggie:  Huh? (she’s not really listening)  Oh yeah, right.  
Mark:  I need to get going.  I’ve gotta get some sleep before my Nashville run in the morning.  You’re riding with me, right Maggie?

Maggie:  What?  Oh, yeah, yeah.  I just have to get everything caught up here for the two days I’ll be out.  

Sophie:  I’m on it, Maggie.  Everything is under control.

Maggie:  I’m feeling really nervous about this one.  (she continues to work)

Fr:  Why’s that?  

Maggie:  This is a big one.  I mean really, there’s potential here.   A producer I did some work for a couple years ago tracked me down and asked me to come audition.  It’s a theme song for a TV pilot they’re filming in LA.  

Sophie:  Wow!  This is it – your big break, Maggie!

Maggie:  I did a few commercial jingles for him a while back.  I can’t screw this up!  I have to be on – I just have to be!      

Mark:  You’ll do great, Maggie.  You can sing to me all the way to Nashville if you need to rehearse.  

Maggie:  What I need to do is pray all the way to Nashville.

Mark:  Then that’s what we’ll do – we’ll pray all the way there. 

Sophie:  This is so exciting – Maggie’s gonna be our famous friend!

Fr:  We’ll be praying for you, Maggie.
Mark:  Hey, I gotta scoot.  I’ll see you bright and early, Maggie.  (he turns back after starting to exit)  Oh, I almost forgot to tell you – I talked to Justin yesterday. 

Fr:  Yeah? 

Mark:  Yeah.  He’s doing OK.  He said he and his wife are at least talking now.  She’s agreed to counseling if he’s willing to go through with the rehab treatment.  

Fr:  Wonderful.  And he’s already begun that, right?

Mark:  Yeah .  If he ever hopes to drive anything for a living, he’s got no choice.  But I really think he’s sincere.  He gets it.
Fr: Good.
Mark:  We actually had a good talk.  He has a whole lot of things he’s gonna have to deal with – it’s not just the substance abuse.  But I think I may be able to help him with some of the marriage stuff – you know, at least relate to some of the things he’s going through.

Fr:  I think God has put you in Justin’s life for a purpose, Mark.    

Mark:  Could be.  He let me pray with him – actually he wanted me to – about his drug use and his marriage.  And – he wants to go with me to church.  

Fr:  Wonderful – for him and for you, Mark.  Good for you for reaching out to him.  I’ll be praying for you both.  

Mark:  Thanks.  See you all.

(good-byes from all)

Sophie:  So Maggie, talk to us.  Whatcha singing?  Are you excited?  

Maggie:  (still trying to focus on the computer screen) I’m more nervous than excited.  

Sophie:  Ah, you’re gonna be great.  

Maggie:  Don’t say that.  I don’t even know if I can do this.  

Sophie:  Course you can do it!  Sing for us now, why don’t you?  

Fr:  I’m not sure Maggie feels like singing right now, Soph.  (he’s aware something is not right with Maggie)

Sophie:  Well, why not?  It would be good for her – you know, sing for the practice…  And we love to hear you.  Sing, Magpie.  We’ll be your test audience.  

Maggie:  Look, I haven’t received the actual song from the producer yet.  And I really need to focus here.  

Sophie:  I told you, I’ll take care of all that.  Come on, Maggie.  You haven’t sung for us for a long time.  
Fr:  Sophie…

Maggie:  I don’t want to sing, Sophie.  

Sophie:  You don’t need to be nervous about this one.  The guy knows you – knows your work, and he’s personally invited you to audition.  You’ve got the job already.   

Maggie:  (testy) I don’t have the job - I don’t have anything!

Sophie:  Well, I’m just saying –

Maggie:  Listen to me.  I haven’t had any singing jobs for over a year, Sophie!  I haven’t been able to get any of that kind of work.  Nothing!  Zippo!   Nada – not one!  Do you el-comprehende that, amiga?  

Sophie:  It’s just that you’re so talented, Maggie.

Maggie:  You have no idea what its like – the pressure to perform when the lights come down and the spotlights are focused on you and everybody’s waiting for you to produce – to put out excellence – even when you think you really don’t have it inside you to give!

Sophie:  But that’s what you do.  I mean, that’s your dream, your goal.  It’s everything you’ve worked toward.  And if anybody can do this, you can.  

Maggie:  (now she blows) Shut up!  Just shut-up, Sophie!  Shut-up!!  For once in your life, stop talking because you are not helping!!
(stunned silence from all)

Fr:  Maggie…

Maggie:  Oh, Sophie…  Oh, Lord… (pause)  Oh, Lord, Lord… help me.  My face is numb – and my hands… (feels herself)  I think I may be having a heart attack, or a stroke…  (she sits, or looks for somewhere to sit, swooning a little)  What does a seizure feel like?  Oh Lord…
Fr:  Maggie, I don’t think…

Maggie:  (jumps up)  Sophie!  Oh, Sophie, I’m sorry – I’m so, so sorry!

Sophie: (cool, but interested) It’s OK.  

Maggie:  Sophie – please, please, forgive me.  I didn’t mean to say that.  
I didn’t mean it.  (so upset she’s close to the edge with panic/anxiety – now holds her chest) Oh Lord, now my heart is racing – it’s probably a pulmonary embolism… I can’t get any air…

Fr:  OK, stop.  (he wraps Maggie up in an embrace)  Take a nice deep breath, Maggie.  You’re alright.  You’re just upset – a little attack of anxiety, maybe.  I don’t think you’re having a heart attack or a seizure or a pulmonary embolism.  Everything’s OK, right Sophie?  

Sophie:  (Still cool, but warming up)  Yeah.  You OK, Maggie? 

(Maggie nods weakly)   
Fr:  OK.  See?  Everything’s alright.  No reason for everyone to be so upset.  Everything’s fine.  

Maggie:  OK.  (calming down) All right.  (pause) Thank you, Franklin.  Oh, please forgive me, Sophie.  
Sophie:  Forget it.

Maggie:  No – I know you’re trying to help – to encourage me.  It’s just me…  You didn’t say anything wrong.  Oh man, I really do feel dizzy. 
Sophie:  OK, Magpie – take it easy.  We’re good. 
Fr:  OK, good.  (pause)  Now, Maggie, why don’t you tell us what this is about.  

Maggie:  Well… it’s Nashville.   Just the idea of going back…  it’s intimidating.  I don’t think I can do this.

Fr:  OK.  (expectant pause)
Maggie:  That’s it.  All those memories – I just didn’t think I’d ever go back there again.

Sophie:  Because it’s where your husband died?

Maggie:  (nods)  Old friends, old haunts and hurts.

Fr:  There’s more.

Maggie:  What?

Fr:  Why do I get the feeling there’s more to this than what you’re telling us?

Maggie:  What do you mean?

Fr:  You started to tell me once, Maggie.  I don’t recall that we ever finished that conversation.

Maggie:  I said everything I wanted to.

Fr:  Really? (he doesn’t believe it) 

Maggie:  Yeah.  (pause)  Really.

Sophie:  Oh come on, Magpie.

Maggie:  What? 

Sophie:  Spill it.  It’s what friends do – they talk about everything.  Isn’t that what you say?

Maggie:  No, I…  Listen, this is… (slowly, she opens up)  OK.  The truth is…  I don’t even know how to say this… I haven’t been completely honest with you – with any of you.  The truth is, the auditions I’ve been going to over the past 6 months or so… I haven’t ever gotten any of those jobs because I haven’t ever actually sung.

Fr:  You didn’t sing?

Maggie:  I couldn’t sing.  The first time it happened I thought it was a fluke.  I went, and I thought I was ready – I mean I had prepared, like always, and then I just… froze.  I mean, I knew the song, even though I knew I was feeling pretty nervous, you know, and I opened my mouth and there was just nothing there.  I had never had anything like that happen before.  It was humiliating.  I left feeling so embarrassed.
Fr:  So you haven’t been singing at these auditions – at any of them?  

Maggie:  I kept trying.  A few times it happened when everything was all set – you know, lights, camera, action.  I would think I was cool and ready, but then this sense of panic would just rush in from no where – sweats, shakes, I would get so nervous so fast… and there was nothing coming out of me except a squeak.

Sophie:  Ah Magpie, why didn’t you say something? 

Maggie:  I couldn’t.  It was humiliating.  Then it got worse!  It started happening before I even got inside, on the stage.  As far as the prospective employer knew, I was a no-show for the audition.  But I was standing outside, hyperventilating or being sick to my stomach.         

Fr:  That’s a heavy burden to be carrying around.

Sophie:  That’s why you’ve been so nervous about this Nashville audition.

Maggie:  Among other things.  I was just blind-sided by this thing.  I mean, I never saw it coming – and I just kept thinking I could fix it and continue on the track I was on.  

I tried prayer and relaxation techniques – you know, deep breathing exercises.  And I’d think I was better – good to go – until the next audition and it would happen all over again.  (pause)  I don’t know what’s wrong with me...     And when John called with this offer, of course, I said yes.  How could I turn that down?  But I’m so afraid… afraid I’m gonna get there and do the very same thing.  I’ll choke.  I don’t know what to do. (begins to cry)  Of course, John doesn’t have a clue about any of this.  

Fr:  Tell me about your husband, Maggie.

Maggie:  What?

Fr:  What was he like? 

Maggie:  I… Uhmmm…

Fr:  What did he die of?  How long ago was it, exactly?

Sophie:  Franklin…
Fr:  I’ve never really heard you talk about him – other than you told me he was your manager, too.  
Maggie:  Yeah, he was really good at that.  

Fr:  You told me you fell apart when he died.  And as I recall, you said that you were doing some soul-searching about whether you were running when you left Nashville.  

Have you come to any conclusions?  And don’t you think this all has to be connected with what’s going on now?

(Maggie begins to cry again, softly)  

Sophie:  (to Franklin) This is upsetting her too much.
Fr:  And the truth will set you free… (pause)
Maggie:  My husband… he… Tyler – he didn’t die.  

Sophie & Fr, together:  What?

Maggie:  Tyler left me.  He jumped ship.  Walked away.

Sophie: Oh-h-h-h…

Fr:  Go on.

Maggie:  (haltingly) We had always had a rather volatile relationship.  I really hadn’t known him very long before we were married – it was a whirlwind.   Actually our whole life together was a whirlwind.  Tyler was so… charming.  And when he looked at me with those big dark eyes, I would simply melt.  He could be so wonderful – and he saw abilities in me that I didn’t know I possessed.  And he pushed me – to be better and reach higher.  He could charm just about everyone he encountered, which paved the way for my singing career.  I was getting the work I had always dreamed of with Ty as my manager. But, there was a flip side to that charm.  It seemed that in particular, he charmed many of the women he met, too – a little too much, if you know what I mean.   When it became obvious to me what was going on, it was a major source of contention.  We began fighting – arguing all the time.  We had been married a year and a half.  One night our fighting was worse than it had ever been.  We were driving – on our way to a club where I was to sing.  Tyler made me pull over, and when I did, he got out and started walking.  I was so angry, I just kept driving.  I didn’t know then it was the last time I would ever see him.  When I got home the next day, his clothes and belongings were gone. 

Sophie:  He just left?  Just like that?   

Maggie:  I never heard from him again.  

Sophie:  He never called – never contacted you?  

Maggie:  Not once.  Not me, or anyone else in our circle of friends.  He just disappeared. 

Fr:  My, oh my.

Sophie:  Maggie… why didn’t you tell us?  Why didn’t you tell me?

Maggie:  I didn’t tell anyone here.  I wanted to start over – start fresh.  That was the whole point of leaving Nashville.
Sophie:  Oh, Magpie. (wants to embrace her)

Maggie:  Stop!  Don’t do that - don’t feel sorry for me.  I don’t want your sympathy – or anyone’s sympathy.

Fr:  Maggie, I think some of the pieces of the puzzle are starting to fall into place. 

Maggie:  Huh?

Fr:  Maggie, you’re a strong woman.  We know that.  Is that how you see yourself? 

Maggie:  Well…

Sophie:  Of course, she’s a strong woman, Franklin.  What are you doing? 

Fr:  Independent.  Achiever.  Self-sufficient.  A real go-getter.

Maggie:  Is there something wrong with that?  

Fr: Not a thing – I find it admirable.  
Sophie:  Maggie has goals – and she’s working towards them – that’s more than I can say for some of us!

Fr:  Sophie, relax.  We’re all friends here.  Maggie, you’re accustomed to pushing through difficulties.  When things get tough, you just keep going – you keep driving yourself.  

Maggie:  There’s nothing gained in self pity.

Fr:  You really don’t like it when people offer you sympathy.

Maggie:  I hate that.  People only feel sorry for losers.  I learned that one early on.

Fr:  I see.  And how did you learn that?

Maggie:  I learned it by example – when my father walked out on my mom.

Fr:  OK.  How old were you then?  

Maggie:  I was nine.  My sister was six.  

Fr:  Is that what your mother told you?  People only feel sorry for losers?  

Maggie:  Maybe not in those exact words.  But she didn’t have to tell me.  I witnessed it.  She never let anyone feel sorry for her – or for us. 

Fr:  I see. (pause)

Maggie:  What?  (defensive)   Am I supposed to apologize for being strong?  Is this where I’m supposed to grovel and cry and ask for help?  

Fr:  Maggie… don’t you understand?  There’s a big difference between allowing your friends and the God who made you to hold you up and offer you their love and sympathy through painful times, verses packing your suitcase and climbing down to live in a pit for the rest of your days.  (Maggie is silent) We all struggle – we all are wounded.  That’s life.  But there are times you have to receive help.  You have to allow God to minister to you in your hurt – sometimes He uses good people around you to do that.  That doesn’t make you a loser.  That doesn’t mean you’re someone to be pitied.  It means you’re human.  

Maggie:  But I pray all the time!  I’ve asked God to help me – I’ve begged him to help me – to heal me!
Fr:  He hears you, Maggie.  He knows where you are.  Maybe He’s helping you right now.  Maybe He’s brought you to this point, in this place for that very purpose.  

Maggie:  (tearful) So what do I do? 

Fr:  Telling the truth to your friends is a huge step.  Beyond that… it’s time to surrender.  Raise the white flag, Maggie.  Take all your hurts and pain and lay them at the feet of Jesus.  Tell Him what it is you’re afraid of.   Take all those dreams you’ve been working for and lay them down, too. 
Maggie:  But what if I don’t get what I want?  What if it takes too long?  

Fr:  That’s a risk you have to take.  But there’s a funny thing about surrendering to God – a paradox, really.  When you let go of the controls of your life and turn things over to Jesus, when you truly rely on Him, peace comes and finds you, no matter where you are or what you’re doing.  

Sophie:  We all need help sometimes, Magpie.  Even me.  
Maggie:  (pause & big sigh) How’d you get to be so smart, Franklin?  

Fr:  I’ve been where you are.  Maybe not the exact same circumstances –the lyrics and the melody may be a little different, but the tune is very familiar.          

Maggie:  I guess I need to call John and tell him I’m not coming for the audition.

Fr:  Why don’t we start by praying with you about that – about everything?

Maggie:  Okay. 

(The three of them gather close to talk & pray with Maggie as the lights dim slightly.  Spotlight up on the opposite side of the stage – light should be on the singer, who/ministers to the small group with the suggested song.  The prayer group is, of course, unaware of the soloist) 

Suggested song:  Where Your Heart Belongs   
by Mainstay

Scene 6
(Scene opens with Maggie, Franklin, Sophie, Mark and Hope.  Maggie has her bags packed)

Sophie:  Whoever they get to replace you, Magpie – I won’t like her.  

Maggie:  What?  Why?

Sophie:  Because she won’t be you.  I am sooo monna giss you, girl.  Ah, I mean, I’m gonna miss you, girl.  
Maggie:  Oh-h-h… (Hug) I’ll miss you, too, Sophie.  But I promise I’ll stay in touch, and I’ll come back to visit.  I can’t not do that.  

Fr:  Hope, this was really good of you – coming all the way here to help Maggie.

Hope:  I’m happy to be able to.  

Maggie:  If you had told me just a few weeks ago that I’d be moving back to Nashville, I would have told you you’re crazy!

Mark:  Funny how things can change, huh?  I can’t believe you’re leaving us, Maggie.  Who’s gonna make sure  I get first pick on my routes?  

Maggie:  Mark, I will miss you. (hug) But listen, just make sure you’re good to Sophie and she’ll make sure you’re in good standing with the new boss.  Right, Soph? 

Sophie:  Yeah.  (shakes a fist) And if you don’t be nice, I’ll make sure you see a whole lot of Cleveland!  (groans and chuckles from all) 

Mark:  So tell me again, Maggie – you’re gonna work at Hope’s church?  

Maggie:  Don’t know about that yet.  I’ll actually be working for Straight Arrow – in Nashville.  But there’s an opening for a music director at Hope’s church – a part-time position.  We’re hoping that it might be a good fit for me.

Hope:  I’ve put in a good word for her already.  And Maggie’s gonna live with me.  I’ve told her she can stay as long as she likes.  I like having her around. 
Maggie:  I’m just… ready – ready to face whatever’s there for me – my past, the present, the future – whatever.
Mark:  But you’re not gonna stop writing and singing the country songs, are you gal? 

Maggie:  Probably not.  That’s kind of ingrained, you know?  I have to write.  I have to sing – it’s who I am.  But I am taking a little break from pursuing the singing career path for right now.  I’m just trying to focus on what God wants for my life.      

Mark:  That’s so cool.  Oh, Justin said to tell you he wishes you luck.

Maggie:  Thanks.  Tell him I said hey.  (turns to Franklin) I don’t know how to say good-bye to you, Franklin.  You have given me so much – taught me so much.  
 Fr:  No need for good-bye – we’ll see each other again.  
Maggie:  Yes, of course.  But If it hadn’t been for you…

Fr:  I’m just glad I was here.   

Maggie:  You’re awesome, Franklin.  (Hugs and kisses his cheek) I love you.  You’re like a father to me.  

Fr:  I’m proud of you, Maggie. And I love you.

Sophie:  (she has moved around to the desk and is looking at the computer)  Hey – number 24 is late.  You’re not going anywhere for at least another thirty minutes, Magpie.  

Maggie:  (moves to the desk in front of Sophie)  You know lady, riding Straight Arrow Bus Lines is a little like passing a kidney stone every few hours!  (laughs from all) 
Fr:  I guess we would have time for one last cup of coffee… 
All:  Ok.  Let’s do it.  All right then.  Good.
Lights dim as the main characters head for the snack bar or break area.  Hustle and bustle increase in the terminal with people moving about and interacting, al in lower lighting.

Option One:  Suggested Song:  Life Is A Highway 
as recorded by Rascal Flatts.  The closing song can basically be a mirror of the scene from the beginning of the play, though lights should fade to black as the song finishes

Option Two:  Select your own song here –  one that describes joy/peace in following Jesus.  

The End

.................................................................................... 
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