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CAL, ART and BRUCE sit anong the oats.
A curved wall--1i ke the inside of an
oat neal canni ster--surrounds them

Bruce | ooks bored. Cal seens
interested. Art is thoroughly enjoying
t he gane.

ART
| spy with ny little eye...sonething that’'s far away yet
somewher e near by.

BRUCE
What ?

ART
No! CGuess! That’'s the whol e point.

BRUCE
There is no point.

ART
Agnostic. Calvin?

CAL
What ?

ART

| spy with ny little eye sonething that’'s far away yet
somewher e near by.

CAL
Is it under five foot nine?

ART
(Maki ng progress)
Yes, Calvin, it is.

CAL
(To Bruce)
That rules you out then
(To Art)
Is it under five foot ten?

ART
I just told you it was under five foot ninel

CAL
| thought perhaps there was...

ART
VWhat ?



CAL
.\l |, some sort of exclusionary height rule.
BRUCE
Is it an oat?
ART

I"mjust dealing with it! Exclusionary height rule? Calvin, |
have no i dea what you' re tal king about.

CAL
That’s all right.
ART
Yes obviously.
BRUCE
It better not be an oat.
ART
Wait your turn!
CAL
Can this itemfit into the pal mof your hand?
ART
This particular item yes. Yes it can.
CAL
And is this part of a very popul ar breakfast cereal ?
ART
Yes, that’s right, getting warner...
CAL
And would this item by any chance be endorsed by quakers?
ART
Agai n, an enphatic yes.
CAL
It’s an oat!
ART
An oat! Cal guesses correctly! Yay!
CAL
Yay! An oat!
ART
(Pointing to an oat in a far

pile)
That one over there in particular.



Bruce stands up, annoyed.

BRUCE
Brilliant! Apparently it doesn’'t matter to the contestants
that the oat was chosen as the “I Spy” object three tines
al ready today.
ART
Huh-uh! Not that particular oat!
BRUCE
It hasn’t occurred to you people that the objects to spy for
the “1 Spy” gane are severely limted?
ART
Not so.
BRUCE
Yes so. You've al so chosen the walls three tinmes today, and
me, you and Cal have all been “I Spy” objects. You have
exhausted the “1 Spy” roster. Tinme to put the gane away.
CAL
| ve got sonet hi ng!
BRUCE
Keep it to yourself.
ART

Shut up Bruce. Cal, you have to say the “I Spy” I|ine.

CAL
| spy with ny little eye sonething that’'s far away yet
sonmehow near by.

ART
“Sonmewher e nearby.”

BRUCE
Is it an OAT??

CAL
No.

BRUCE
Isit the wall?? ISIT ART? ISIT ME? IS IT YOU?

CAL
No! NO NO NO !

BRUCE

Then |’ mi npressed.



Bruce sits down.

ART
Is it edible?

CAL
Yes.

BRUCE
Cat !

CAL

| told you, it’s not an oat.

Art | ooks around i n confusion.

ART
It’'s edible yet not an oat.

CAL
Yes.

ART
Qooh, it’'s a riddle.

CAL
Is it?

ART
Yes it is. Along the |lines of “Wen is a duck not a duck?”

CAL
Oh, ask nme if it’s got feathers.

ART
Not hing in here has feathers.

CAL
Ask me if it lays eggs.

BRUCE
Does it |ay eggs?

CAL
Yes it does.

ART

Not hing in here |ays eggs!

BRUCE
Is it a chicken?



CAL
Yes! You've solved it! It is a chicken
BRUCE
Hoor ay!
ART
What’' re you tal king about? Wait a m nute!
CAL
Bruce guessed correctly. | was thinking of a chicken.
ART

You were thinking of a chicken? We’re not playing “I Think,”
the ganme is called “I Spy.” If it was called “I Think,” it
woul d have an entirely different set of rules. And you two
woul d be outcl assed.

CAL
I think “1I Think” is nore fun than “1 Spy.”

ART
What ?

CAL
We could cone up with aline that’'s a little catchier than
the “1 Spy” line. Sonething along the lines of “I think
think, with this thought on the brink...”

ART
No, absolutely not.

CAL
But the objects cone fromyour mnd, Art.

BRUCE
That’ s what he’s afraid of.

ART
Qui et you.

CAL
It’s much less |imting that way. You' ve got so nmany nore
objects to choose from | could have chosen a dog or a cat or
a horse or a pig. | could even have chose sonethi ng that
wasn’'t a barnyard animal! Next tinme | think I will. Next tine

I shall choose a househol d appli ance.

ART
There won’t be a next tine for this bastardization of a
perfectly legitimte gane! From now on only physical visual
objects qualify. And the gane will always be referred to as

“I Spy.~”



BRUCE
You know what | think?

ART
(Losing patience)
We're not playing that any nore!

BRUCE
I think Cal’s rules are nore interesting.

ART
More interesting?! Wiere are the paraneters? Wiere’'s the
sense of fair play?

BRUCE
You just don't like anything that’s not tangible.

ART
That’s not true! There ganes are in two separate categories.
“I Spy” is an honest gane, relying on observation and
detection. Cal’s deceptively naned “I Think,” on the other
hand, is fueled by whinsy and frivolity.

BRUCE
It's fueled by the imagination, and that’s sonething you' ve
al ways been afraid of. You don’'t have any creativity.

ART
| keep a diary!

BRUCE
What’'s a diary? It’s a listing of things that happened to
you. That’s history, not creativity. And when was the | ast
time you thought about a chicken?

ART
VWhat ?

BRUCE
It’s been a long tinme since |’ve thought about a chicken,
Art.

ART
You say that like it’s a bad thing!

BRUCE
W’ ve been living anong the oats for so long that |’ ve
forgotten about things that | used to take for granted. |
can’t even renenber what chicken tastes |ike.



CAL
Oh, that’'s especially bad. Not only will you not renenber
what chicken tastes |ike, but you won't have any reference
for all those other foods that taste |ike chicken.

BRUCE
Don’t you miss the outside worl d?
ART
O course | do! Most of all | mss the ability to excuse
nmysel f from pointl ess conversations |ike this one.
CAL
I had a pet chicken once. His nane was C ucky.
ART
But 1'Il try anyway. Excuse ne.

Art wal ks to the back wall and stands
facing it, trying to tune out the
conversation. Cal and Bruce remain in
the center.

CAL
(To Bruce)
Clucky had to stay outside, ‘cause if you let himin the
house the cat’d go after him

BRUCE
Cl ucky was a her, not a him
CAL
Real | y?
BRUCE
Was it a rooster?
CAL
No.
BRUCE
Then C ucky was a her, not a him
CAL
Oh. Well | don’t really pay attention to those things.
BRUCE

I n your thoughts, can you renenber your house?

CAL
Sure. Can’t you?



BRUCE
No. | can’t renenber nuch of anything before the oats. | only
get...kinds of blurred i mages. Every once in a while an i mge
pops into ny head. Right as I'mfalling asleep or just as |’'m
waki ng up. An inmage of a woman, with blue eyes and brown
curly hair.

CAL
Your | over?

BRUCE
I’mnot sure. But |’m happy to see her. She makes ne feel at
peace.

CAL
G ucky makes nme feel at peace.

BRUCE
I guess we’ve all got sonmeone. The thing is, it’s not just
details I'"mforgetting. Big experiences are slipping ne by. |
can’t renmenber the pleasure of sinple things like eating a
hot fudge sundae. ..

CAL
Yeah, those are good.
BRUCE
...O throwing a snowball or wnning a football gane. | can't
even renenber all the rules to football!
CAL
Well | think there’s an of fense and a defense..
BRUCE
Hell, | can’'t even renenber the joy of sex.
CAL
The book?
BRUCE
No, the joy!
CAL
O. ..
BRUCE
Sex! | can’'t renenber the joy of sex!

Art turns around to address the duo.

ART
Hey hey hey hey hey! Leave that talk for the | ocker room not
t he oat neal cannister



BRUCE
VWhat’'s the matter with you?

ART
From a soci ol ogi cal perspective, nothing! |I’mnot the one
engagi ng in smut talk.
BRUCE
And | anf?
ART
| turn around and it’s literally s-e-x this and s-e-x that.
BRUCE
You're taking this out of context. | just said to Cal |’ve
been in here so long | don’t renenber certain things...
CAL
Li ke football ..
BRUCE
... And snowbal | s. .
CAL & BRUCE

... And sex.

Art junps, overreacting.

ART
Now stop that, both of you!!

BRUCE
What’ s your problenf

ART

Don't drag nme into your verbal gutter
(Points to Cal)
Drag him He | ooks ready to go.

CAL
| remenber the joy of sex, Bruce.

ART
Oh, he’s already there.

Art starts to clinb a small nound of
oats near the side wall

ART
I f anybody needs ne, |I'Il be up here--

BRUCE
On your noral high ground?



10.

ART

Preci sely.
Art sits on top of the pile and faces
the wall. He puts his hands over his
ears.
BRUCE

Do you renenber sex, Cal? Gve ne details.

CAL
But what you want to renenber isn't really in the details.
It’s in the nonent.

BRUCE
G ve nme the details anyway.

CAL
Bruce. ..

BRUCE
C non, c¢’'non, you' re the only one of us who's got a clear
i dea of your |ife before the oats. So spill it. Come on
Detail s.

Cal takes a breath. He's reluctant, not
out of shanme but because his nenories
won't replace Bruce’'s m ssing ones.

CAL
I walk into a bright bedroom

Art imediately starts HUVW NG | oudl y
to cover Cal’s words. Bruce tosses sone
oats at Art, and the humm ng drops to a

[ ow rur nmur .
BRUCE
Don’t nmake nme conme up there.
ART
You are not allowed on nmy noral high ground.
BRUCE
Go on, Cal.
CAL
There’s a lot of sun. | like the sun, it nmakes ne feel at

peace. The wi ndow s open. Farm sounds filter in. Crickets
chirp, even though it’'s daytine. A cow npDos..

BRUCE
What’ re you giving nme here, haikus?
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CAL
These are details.

BRUCE
CGet to the good stuff.

CAL

This is the good stuff, Bruce. That’s what |"'mtrying to tell
you.

BRUCE
In case you forgot, the subject was SEX, not farm ani mals.
On the word “sex,” Art starts nooing.
Bruce starts over to Art, but Cal
touches his shoul der and stops him As
Cal continues, Art’s npoing fades.

CAL
There’'s a curve that starts at the shoulder and travels up
the neck to neet the jawine. | would follow that |Iine on ny
lover with ny fingertips, then with ny lips. | |ove that
curve. | love to just lay there and | ook at that curve. | was
very happy then. For nme, that’'s the good stuff. That’'s it.
A pause.
BRUCE
That’s very ni ce.
CAL
I know.
BRUCE
But. ..
CAL
But what ?
BRUCE
But that’s not a story! | want a story.
CAL
Bruce. ..
BRUCE
Sonet hing |i ke, “Dear Penthouse Forum | ama shy coll ege

student froma small Mdwestern university, and | never
t hought this would happen to ne...”

CAL
You want stories, but | can’t give you those. | have ny own
stories. You need to have your own.
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BRUCE
| can’t renenber them Cal! Can’'t you understand that?

Bruce noves away from Cal. Cal noves to
Art. Art turns around on his nound.

ART
Hey down there. Are you still talking about s-e-x?
CAL
No. Bruce is frustrated.
ART
(I'ntrigued)

S-e-x-ually frustrated? I’ m com ng down.

Art clinbs down.

BRUCE
What brings your decline and fall?
ART
I wanted to see how the other half |ives.

(To Cal)
So what's this about Bruce and his frustrati on?

BRUCE
(To Cal)
What’ ve you been telling hinf

CAL
(To Art)
I think Bruce is angry because he can’'t renenber much about
life before the oats.

BRUCE
(To Cal, angry)
VWhat’' s the big idea?!

ART
(To Cal)
Oh dear dear. He's just not fortunate |ike us.

BRUCE
Whaddya nean, fortunate |ike you? You can’t renenber anything
about the past either.

ART
| can too!

BRUCE
You're a liar!
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ART
( Shocked)
You're a liar for calling ne a liar!
BRUCE
You' || have to prove it.
ART
| just m ght.
BRUCE

Then answer this: when was the last tinme you had sex?

Art freezes unconfortably for a nonent,
then runs back to his nound.

ART
Moral hi gh ground!

Bruce grabs Art en route and spins him
meki ng himsit in the mddle of the oat
floor.

BRUCE
No noral high ground for you until you answer the question

Art sl unps, defeated.

ART
(To Bruce)
If I”’mgoing to answer your infantile question, you thug, |
demand you clear the courtroom

BRUCE
What ?
ART
I’mnot spilling ny innernost secrets in front of Cal.
Sequester himto the nound of silence.
BRUCE
Mound of silence? | thought it was the noral high ground.
ART
Just bani sh him
BRUCE

No deal. You want ne to take back calling you a liar, you
prove yourself in front of both of us.

CAL
(Si ncere)
Don’t worry. | won't |augh
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Art stands up, but there’s nowhere to
go. Wen re realizes it, he sits down
agai n.

BRUCE
When was the first tinme you--

ART
Yes yes yes! Al right already. Well. Okay. | seemto
remenber...ah yes, it’s comng back to ne now...that’s right.

Art becones pseudo-trance-like, as if
in deep thought. Cal watches with
interest, Bruce w th suspicion.

ART
A visionis formng...l see a snmall |ogging comunity in the
Paci fic Northwest.

CAL
A what ?

BRUCE
A smal |l | ogging community?!?

ART

(Hurries through this)

That’s right, | was a |lunberjack and | wore these snmart plaid

flannel shirts and work pants and suspenders and | had a best
friend naned Jacques. Anyway, Jacques and | were out working
in the forest, felling trees and what have you, when we heard
what sounded |like a wonman calling for help. “Do you hear
zat?” Jacques said, and he said it that way because he had an
outrageous French accent. We noved toward the voice, and we
found this beautiful woman |ying helpless in the grass.

CAL
Oh dear.

ART

(Gai ning confidence in his

story)
She was beautiful and she had | ong brown hair pulled back
under a tiara and she was clutching a riding crop in one of
her dainty bejewel ed hands and her nanme was Anya. She was the
princess of a Czar who was vacationing in Canada. Anyway, she
told Jacques and ne that she had been thrown from her horse
and sprained her dainty bejeweled ankle. So Jacques and |
carried Anya to the sleepy lunbering village and then Jacques
left with a resounding “Au Revoir!” And one of those French
“Oh-0oh-O0HHHs! ” Shortly thereafter | proceeded to ravish her.
And we ravished well into the night and throughout nost of
t he norni ng.



15.

CAL

Did you tend to her sprained ankle?
ART

| did, Calvin. Between ravishnents.
CAL

Wow.
ART

Ww i ndeed.
CAL

What happened to Anya?
ART

A few days |l ater she had to go back to Russia with her
father. Last | heard the famly was doing quite well
overtaking small Baltic nations.

CAL
Art, that is unbelievable!
BRUCE
You got that right.
ART
(To Bruce)
Pardon? | mssed that |ast coment.
BRUCE
There’s not a speck of truth in that whole story, is there?
ART
There are several specks.
BRUCE
You made that whole thing up.
ART
( St andi ng)
Li ar!
BRUCE
You're the liar!
ART

| categorically deny that.

BRUCE
I don’t care. Nothing in that story has the smallest glimer
of truth attached to it.
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You were never a |lunberjack, you never had a zany French
si deki ck, you never rescued a Russian princess--

ART
A bej ewel ed Russi an princess.
BRUCE
--And there was no ravi shnent. None. Your |ife has been, and
will continue to be, ravishnent-free.
ART
That's not true.
BRUCE

That is true, and it’s very sad. It’s sad that you don’t have
a real woman to renenber, so you have to nake one up! Then
you choose soneone so far out of the realmof reality that
she belongs in a historical romance novel!

ART

I amnot making this up! Anya is real
CAL

| believe you, Art.
BRUCE

Admt it: you ve never |oved a woman. You' ve |ost out on an
i ncredi bl e experi ence because you behaved the sane way
outside of the oats as you do in here with us. You' re an

i nsufferable, unlovable msfit who no one cares about!

Art is silent. This last part stings.
Art walks to the side to be alone. Cal
gi ves a concerned gl ance to Bruce and
noves to Art.

CAL
Art. Don't listen to Bruce. You're a lovable msfit and
you' re very sufferable. Usually. And | care about you. And I
bet Bruce cares about you too.

BRUCE
(From the other side)
Count ne out.

CAL
And it doesn’t really matter if you ve been in |ove or had
sex at this point anyway, because you ve got the rest of your
life to find someone.

ART
Who am | going to find? W' re stuck in an oatneal cannister
in case you forgot that point!
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CAL
W won't be here forever.

ART
How do you know?

CAL
Intuition. Somehow | know |"m going to go back to the farm
I"I'l return to Clucky, and the cows and that curve on ny
| over.

ART
You' re just dream ng.

CAL

Why not, if you can? But | think it’s stronger than that.
Because each tine | think about returning, it strengthens ny
feeling that | will make it back. So | think you should think
about Anya and your ravishnents as nmuch as you can

ART
Yes, Calvin, about that scenario..
CAL
Because | believe you. | knowit’'s true. It has to be.
ART
Well, let ne explain sonething...
CAL
(To Bruce)
It has to be true, Bruce, don’t you think?
BRUCE
What ?
ART
Wait a mnute..
CAL

Art’s story about the princess has to be true, right?

BRUCE
How do you figure that?

CAL
Well, you keep saying Art has no creativity. And if that
story was nmade up--which it wasn’t--then Arthur nust be the
nost creative person here. And that would nmake you a |iar

ART
(Under st andi ng)
It would al so nmake Bruce creatively inferior to ne.
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CAL
So it has to be true.
ART
It has to be true, therefore it is true! The princess |ives!
CAL
Isn’t that right, Bruce?
ART
Bruce?
CAL
Bruce?

Bruce is nentally weighing the
situation. After a nonent, he concedes.

BRUCE
| guess the story’'s true.
CAL & ART
Yay!
BRUCE
But it’s all semantics!
ART
Yes, but for once they' re working in ny favor!
CAL
I think we should cel ebrate with a ganme of “I Think.”
~ ART
(d appi ng)
Yes, let’s!
BRUCE
I m not playing.
CAL

Conme on, be a sport.

Bruce sits in the oats. Cal and Art
follow suit, taking the positions of
their earlier gane.

CAL
Okay, here goes: | think I think, with this thought on the
brink, that gives ny heart and soul a |ink.

ART
Is this a person, Cal?



CAL

Yes Art.
ART
Is this person beautiful ?
CAL
Yes.
ART
Yes | thought so.
CAL
(To Bruce)
Go ahead, Bruce. Go ahead and ask.
BRUCE
Does she have brown, curly hair?
CAL
For you, yes she does.
ART
Is she attracted to | unberjacks?
CAL
For you, yes.
BRUCE
And bl ue eyes?
ART
And a glimering tiara?
CAL
Yes. And it’s sunny there..
BRUCE
Yes, and you’' re happy...
ART
And she | oves you..
CAL
.and you follow the curve..
ART
.and you | ove her...
CAL

.tracing it...



BRUCE

...and you're hol ding her..

...and you’ re happy...

...and you' re at

need. You' ve found the curve.

peace.

ART

CAL
You've found it.

THE END

And that's all

And you’' re at peace.

you

20.



