Night’s Last Rendezvous

Hannah Kampschoer

Exploratory Statement:  I chose to explore three themes that I found boring/frustrating/often cliché.  Because they have great potential to be satirical in conjunction, my main goal became to take the story and myself completely seriously.  I also wrote it in script form to curtail my natural excessive wordiness.

Scene:  a woodsy area by a path.  A lone tree and a backdrop that bespeaks of a quiet Confederate American night.

SARAH is alone onstage.  She is lovely, and by her period outfit, we know that her family is well-to-do.  But her energy and thoughts are not as fair as her skin.  

Enter JONATHAN, a stoic, tall, and dark man in a military outfit with an air of depth and age.  They greet each other in soft Southern accents

JONATHAN:  (with a natural sultry baritone) Hello.

SARAH:  (tries to act like he wasn’t expected) Hello, Jonathan.

beat

JONATHAN:  Heh, I suppose we might as well get to the goodbyes.

SARAH:  (sharply) I got nobody to say goodbye to.

JONATHAN:  (amused) Just because I don’t have a reflection, doesn’t mean I’m a nobody.

SARAH:  I don’t consider your kind people.  

JONATHAN:  (grins) Now, what a flat-out lie.  You most certainly do.

SARAH:  I thought I made it clear that I want nothing more to do with you.

JONATHAN:  You’d best not lie to yourself, Missie.

SARAH:  Don’t call me Missie.

JONATHAN:  Fine.  You’d best not lie to yourself, Sarah.

SARAH: (turns away) I don’t want you to say my name.

JONATHAN:  Well shoot, I can’t call you Miss, I can’t call you by your name, what am I supposed to call you?  For dinner? 

SARAH: (doesn’t appreciate the humor) If there’s something you want to say to me, spit it out and leave!

JONATHAN:  I just wanted to let you know that I’m off to fight tomorrow  mornin’.

beat

SARAH: (softly) I know.

JONATHAN:  I wanted to see you one last time.  I wanted to make sure you weren’t too terribly upset.

SARAH:  What? How could you -  (pause) Why would I be upset to get a monster the hell outta my life for good? (turns away)

JONATHAN:  Monster, huh?  I distinctly remember you sayin’ something along the lines of  “even though I ain’t human, I’m the only real man you ever met, and I-”

SARAH:  (trying to remain calm) You’re twistin’ my words.  You ain’t human.  Pa was right.  I should-a’ listened to him.  You’re evil. The whole bunch of you is just a selfish, manipulatin’-

JONATHAN:  Your Pa’s a superstitious fool, Sarah.  He would kill a vampire even if it was his own son.  Besides, he’s cut you off - he won’t even talk to you anymore.

SARAH:  Because of you!  I ain’t stupid, I know what vampires do! I know you went and used your magic enchantments on me-

JONATHAN: What?

SARAH:  Don’t play dumb, devil! You went and used your charm, makin’ me think that maybe I found someone who actually matters, who actually cares.  Someone whose been searchin’ even longer than I have for the one person that makes them feel like they’re just right, who fits with them so fine and was made to be so corresponding that it’s nothin’ but warmth and jubilation that that someone found you . . . But it was a lie.  It was all a lie.  You’re as cold inside as you are out.  You’re a lie, and I hate you.

JONATHAN:  (easily) You’re still young.   A puppy straight from its momma.  Some day when you open your eyes and peel your ears off your head, you may be able to understand some things.

SARAH:  So that’s what I am (corrects self) that’s what I was to you this whole time.   A little kid to play with.  That’s what all this is to you.  

JONATHAN:  Of course that’s what it is.  But it’s not just you.  I’ve been tellin’ you, when you get as old as me, you realize that everything’s a game.  You’re all like kids to me.  And this war, too.  This war is a front-lawn tussle on a Sunday afternoon over who gets the lake for the day.  

SARAH:  So then why did you do it?!  Why did you hop on the train for the only thing that that could kill you for good!  (change in tone)  Why would you bother with our dumb little fights.

JONATHAN: C’mon now, I have a better chance than any of those boys out there.

SARAH:  (undeterred) Why?  Why throw all those years away for a bunch-a’ puppies?

pause

JONATHAN:  I died once before.  It was in a war, like this one.  

Pause, he sees her frustration

I’ve been here long enough to see the shift of many a moon and in many a man.   Their lives can be short and foolish, but people work so diligently within their means – making lives out of clay, lying to themselves, convincing themselves that that which is good and powerful will never end.  I’m detached and engaged as I watch them perform their lives, as I walk and wander with them, as I love them.  

Beat

But man can only walk and wander for so long.  And love’s “forever” can only be so eternal.  It is an illusion painted by those for whom everything beyond an arm’s reach is an eternity away.  And for those less foolish, the forever of love is simply a beautiful lie.  The novelty of this lie has been worn out of me, Sarah, and I see no practical purpose in wearing it out from within you.

beat

But you look sympathetic somethin’ awful, ‘specially for somebody who a minute ago said you never wanna hear from me again.

SARAH:  (taken aback; changes mood) I sure as hell don’t!  I’m only sympathetic that I didn’t get away from you sooner!  For all your fancy talk, you’re still just a connivin’ lecher!  Just because you’re old and bored, you think you can do whatever the heck you want and leave disaster wherever you go!  You’d just do anything to get your own merry way!

JONATHAN:  There’s something you should like to know.

SARAH:  Why don’t you just plant the words in my mind, you demon!  It wouldn’t be the first time you screwed with my head!

JONATHAN:  Sarah, won’t you listen to me?

SARAH:  You don’t have anything more to say to me.

JONATHAN: Sarah, I just want to tell you something.

SARAH:  Leave me!

JONATHAN:  (firmly) Sarah!

SARAH:  (almost inaudible, but with equal firmness) You have nothing more to say to me.

JONATHAN:  Quite the contrary. (begins slowly walking away) Y’know Sarah, I may be a vampire, and we’re known for havin’ our way by charmin’ people out of their skulls.  But I want you to know somethin’, and if this is the very last time you see me, the very last time you choose to ever think on me, you’d best hear this.  

beat

Anything of you that you spent on me was of your own doin’. I never once used my charm on you.  

beat

SARAH protests in disbelief, but he cuts her off.

JONATHAN:  You can wail and deny all you want, but I’ve told you my piece and there’s nothin’ more I can do but git.  All you have is my word and your feelings – there’s no way to ever really be certain.  (frankly)  It’s up to you to look inside yourself and see if I’m tellin’ the truth.

They’re close; for a moment they search for the truth on each other’s faces.

JONATHAN:  I’m leavin y’now.  (pause) G’bye. (turns away and sets off)

beat
	
SARAH:  Jonathan!

JONATHAN stops.

SARAH gingerly steps to him, she puts her hand on his shoulder to turn him around to face her.

She searches him again. 

She tenderly kisses him.

beat

SARAH:  (sagely, with tears in her eyes) You are tellin’ the truth.

They linger together.

He steps back, releases, and silently leaves.


THE END

























