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Our City

The stage is set with the traditional “Two Ladder” setup of “Our Town”  They are between 6 and 8 feet tall, and there is room between them for the Narrator to enter and leave the stage.

Stage black.  Spot up in the center as the Narrator enters.  

Narrator:

This story takes place in Seattle.  In many ways, Seattle is a typical American city.  It’s got a population of a little over a million.  That’s mid sized as far as cities in our country go..  It’s got a good mix of industry that keeps the city going.  There is an interesting nightlife…  after all, you all, are here.  The pace of the city is a little faster than some places in the country but it’s also slower than others.  Many of us in Seattle know at least a few of our neighbors.  Not as many as when I was a kid, but societies change over time, and instead of congregating with neighbors, we now all congregate in more self selected social groups…  Again, you all made the choice to be here.  I like it here in Seattle, and there are lots of stories to share, but tonight I am going to show you only one.

This is a story about Judy and Harold.   

(Judy and Harold enter and slowly climb the ladders – when they get to the top they face the audience and not each other and are still waiting for the narrator to exit.)  

These two “sort of” know each other, after all, they have lived next to each other for the last 5 years..  As it happens their bedrooms look into each others – and they are now at an age where that happens to matter.   At that age they think they know how the world works, but they both still have a lot of living to do.  Lets watch them on this one particular night as they do some of it.

(Narrator exits and the lights shift to Judy and Harold on their ladders.  Neither faces either other.  They are heading to bed.  Harold undoes his shirt.  He is in loose fitting pants.  Judy peels off her top, and Harold catches a glimpse of her doing it.  He turns and watched fairly unashamedly.   His hand goes into his pants.  As Judy gets her bra half way off -one breast exposed - she catches sight of Harold watching her.)

Judy:

Why Harold Jacobsen, Are you peeping at me?

Harold: (trying to act innocent)

Oh, HI Judy…um…, No, I was just looking at the sky, it’s not raining tonight.

Judy:

Harold, I could swear I’ve seen you peeking here and there at me over the last year, and I (definite enunciation on this word) know I’ve watched you!

Harold:

Um, “Watched” me? 

(takes his hand out of his pants suddenly…)

Judy:

Yeah, you know in the summer when your laying on top of the sheets, and you are… 

And, Harold, I know when it’s hot and I’ve laid on top of the sheets, I’ve been pretty sure that you’ve been watching me…  I know it was… really exciting and I had to masturbate when I thought you were watching…

Harold:

Really? 

(obviously interested but not quite sure whats going on here)

I’m, Um… 

(finding his self worth here)

Flattered.

Judy:

Harold…  You know…

(she slips off the rest of her top) 

I (purring this word) really like you…  Like when we ran into each other and walked home the other day, I was so WET (her hand goes into her panties at this point) when I got home…

Harold:

( As his hand goes back into his pants) 

Well, you have that effect on me as well…

(he catches himself from Wet being the wrong gender) 

I mean… you know, Hard.  (Pause)   but I never knew you thought about me… at all… (Pause) Um…

(This is hard for him, it’s a change of topic, and he is hesitant to bring it up) 

Judy, I’ve heard these rumors from some guys at school about you and…

Judy:

Harold…  Pay NO attention to those rumors.  The fact is, that I AM sexually mature, and I AM sexually active, and there are some (emphasis and scorn on this word) boys at school that can’t handle that.

(she sighs – this is the sigh of a woman who had HOPED that he (and the audience) already knew all the rest of this speech…  she has given this speech to boys before and knows it by heart.  She starts slowly because she cares about Harold, but she can’t help herself, it builds steam, like a train on it’s own…)

Harold, let me tell you…    my parents and I had some long conversations about this, and I’ve decided, that for me, I need to do what’s RIGHT for me, and I’ve realized that it’s just not that important what other people think.  After all, someone has to be the example of how to live fearlessly, and I’ve discovered that in doing that, that some boys, (NOT the ones that you have heard from by the way), are VERY appreciative of that, and others, well, I choose NOT to share things (myself or my thoughts) with them.  And, I suspect that they are pretty jealous of that.   But the bottom line is that I am MUCH happier doing the things that I WANT and LIKE to do, and yes, that includes SEX, and Yes, with MULTIPLE partners, and that DOES imply that I’m not monogamous.  I OWN my body, and I get to say what happens to it…  OH…

(at this crechendo, she stops short suddenly realizing she may have gone “over the top” and driven him away with the intensity, so slowing WAY down she continues…)

Um Harold?…   I DO LIKE talking to you.

Harold: 

(realizing he has just come face to face with a pretty fucking amazing woman…)

Wow… Judy… that’s…

(struggling to find the RIGHT sentiement)

so very cool of you.  I’m totally… Wow… impressed.

Judy:

So, Harold?   If that’s the case, then let me be a little more forward with you…  Because I think I can trust you…   I’ve really enjoyed watching you Masturbate,

(This next sentence is a side thought that just comes out.) 

God, you know you have a great cock.    but I never really got the vibe that you were that interested in me, and I always thought that I was dreaming when I thought you were watching me.  It was only tonight when I actually CAUGHT you watching me undress that I knew that you were interested.

Harold:

Judy…  (hesitantly) I’ll admit it, most of those times you THOUGHT that I was watching you… I probably was…  You are so into what you do with your body – what an amazing turn on.  (More boldly) And, most of the times you were watching me masturbate, I WAS thinking about you.  Well, OK… I’ll be honest, Sarah McLellan was in there as well…

(Judy gives him kind of a snort “look” here…  Harold trails off here, he realizes he has gone too far and is now “stuck”)

But…

Judy:

(Judy cuts him off in the trailing… it starts almost “sharply”)


Harold?

(But then Judy does really well here, There is a brief Pause here in which she “senses” his pain, she decides to allow him this mistake, and decides that she will move the conversation on to help him past it…)

GOD, I’ve wanted you to lick my pussy ever since I knew it was a good thing.

Harold:

(Surprised at this turn of events) Oh, god…  (more boldly) I’d love to do that for you.

Judy:

And, I’ve fantasized that you’ve climbed the trellis to come fuck me at least a dozen times…

Harold:

Funny, I’ve had (emphasis on this word) >exactly< that same fantasy myself…

Judy:

(VERY enticingly) Harold?  I should tell you that I’m VERY VERY GOOD at giving blow jobs!

Harold:

Judy, your making me crazy.  Is that an offer?

Judy:

Yes, Harold, it IS an offer…  Why don’t you, PLEASE, come over here, and lets fuck ourselves silly.

Harold:

YES MAM!

(Harold climbs down his ladder and starts up the back side of Judy’s, when he gets to her, they kiss and freeze, and we fade to black for a moment and then the lights come up on the Narrator who appears between the ladders)

Narrator:

So, most everybody is asleep in our fair city now.  Well, there are people like Judy and Harold who aren’t, and I for one think that we are lucky to have people like Judy here.  This isn’t the only story that our city has to tell, but it’s one of the good ones.  Maybe I’ll tell you another one sometime.  You all have a good night (gestures to Judy and Harold) Maybe just like them.

(Fade to Black.)

Notes:

The narrator is a distinguished person.  One that we can identify with as a storyteller.  Hal Holbrook comes to mind as the reference point, but also the whiter bushier hair of Einstein seems appropriate.  He or she is dressed conservatively (business casual?) like a narrator, and speaks in an unhurried and deliberate manner, but is also very personable, and with affection for the material he or she is delivering.

The central core of the piece – the reason the story was written, is Judy’s rant in the middle.   It’s sort of hidden in the middle, but if we were to cover this territory without the story, it would be preachy.  It’s the moment that we really learn something about her character, and that she “likes herself just the way she is”.  For new people, it’s also the “moral”, that there are others out thee that like and have sex, and that it’s “ok”.

