Characters
Maria White (F)

-

Heinrich Wendel (M) -

A young waitress who dresses and acts masculine
Known as Henry. A former huntsman, now a herbal gardener.

Scene 1 - A table or booth at a diner.
(At rise, Henry is seated at a table or booth with at least two chairs. On the table are
some typical diner items like salt and pepper, a ketchup bottle, and maybe a napkin
holder. Henry reads through a menu. After a moment, Maria appears with a cup
and a coffee pot. She wears a name tag with Maria on it.)
Maria:

Can I start you off with some coffee?

Henry:

(without looking up) Sure. That would be great.

Maria:

(sets the cup down then pours the coffee) Know what you’d like?

Henry:

No. It just all looks so good.

Maria:

Believe me! It ain’t.

Henry:

Good pictures, then.

Maria:

Probably taken at someone else’s restaurant.

Henry:

(closes the menu and looks up) Well, what do you recommend, then?

Maria:

They say the pies here are really good.

Henry:

(looks curiously at Maria) I need breakfast first, I think.

Maria:

You might try the Number Seven. It’s basically runny eggs but they drown them in gravy
so you can’t tell how bad they are.

Henry:

Oh well, that sounds… (stares at Maria)

Maria:

What? That sounds what?

Henry:

Um, uh…

Maria:

The Number Seven. Does it sound delicious or disgusting? Should I get it for you?

Henry:

Um, I’m sorry. It’s just that I… I mean... I’ll have the seven little eggs. I mean, I’ll have
the Number Seven.

Maria:

Sure. Whatever. Maybe you ought to drink some more of that coffee. (she exits)

Henry:

(as she leaves) Yeah. Some coffee.

(Henry stares at Maria as she leaves. When she is gone he pulls a ring out from a
pocket and stares at it then puts it back before Maria returns.)
Maria:

(enters) You didn’t say if you wanted the rolls.

Henry:

The rolls?

Maria:

Yeah. Number Seven comes with two rolls. They help to soak up the rest of the slop. I
recommend you have them grilled in lots of butter so you can’t tell how stale they are.

Henry:

(stares at Maria) Uh, sure.

Maria:

(looks at Henry) Hey, pal, you alright? Usually, my customers don’t look like that until
after they’ve eaten.

Henry:

(recovers) Sorry. I’m fine. It’s just that you look kind of familiar. Do I know you from
somewhere?

Maria:

You been in here before?

Henry:

No.

Maria:

I don’t go anywhere else except home and here and you ain’t never been here and I’d
have killed you if you showed up at my place for no reason so… no.

Henry:

You ever been to High Road?

Maria:

(laughs) High Road? Do I look like I’m from High Road? If I was from High Road
would I be working at this dump?

Henry:

I just thought maybe a long time ago…

Maria:

(a little threatening) Look, pal! Just eat your breakfast, drink your coffee, and then be on
your way.

Henry:

Yeah, sure. OK.
(Maria exits. Henry sits and thinks for a moment then gets up from his seat and
looks offstage like he is trying to get a glimpse of Maria as she works. He finally sees
her and stares at her until he realizes she is coming back. He hurries back to his
seat. Maria enters with a plate and sets it on Henry’s table.)

Maria:

Number Seven. Extra gravy on the house. Well, I hope it’s gravy.

Henry:

(more confident now) Your boss know that you talk about the food this way?

Maria:

Sure. He considers it a part of the free entertainment. Can I get you anything else?

Henry:

Yeah. How about a few minutes of your time?
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Maria:

What? The great food and coffee ain’t enough? You want a little something on the side,
huh? You know, you ain’t the first guy to think: “Oh look, a lonely waitress chick. If only
she’d talk to me she would find out what a great guy I am and want to jump right in the
sack with me.” Not interested, pal.

Henry:

It’s nothing like that. I just want to talk to you for a few minutes. Just talk, I swear!

Maria:

Look! In case you haven’t noticed, I work here. I have customers and they all want
something. I can’t just sit around and have idle conversations with the clientele. (starts to
leave)

Henry:

Wait! (grabs Maria’s wrist)

Maria:

(gives him a dead stare) If you don’t let go of me right now, I promise you the utensils
on your table are going to end up deeply embedded in places you don’t want to think
about.

Henry:

(lets her go) I’m sorry. I just really need to talk to you. How about I buy you something
to eat? You said the pies here are good. (a beat) How about a slice of apple pie?

Maria:

I don’t do apple pie.

Henry:

Or anything else with apples in it, I imagine.

Maria:

What? What did you say?

Henry:

Oh, come on. When’s the last time you had a conversation with anyone who wasn’t more
than three feet tall and carried a pickaxe?

Maria:

(stares at Henry for a moment) Who are you?

Henry:

Come sit with me and I’ll tell you.

Maria:

I, uh, I can’t. I gotta work. You should just go and leave me alone.

Henry:

I’m not going anywhere. I’m going to sit here and enjoy my breakfast and drink my
coffee and maybe even order some dessert, maybe two… until you talk to me.

Maria:

I can’t just sit here and talk to you. I’ll get fired.

Henry:

Don’t you get any breaks? Just ten minutes. That’s all I ask. Please.

Maria:

And then you’ll go and leave me alone… forever?

Henry:

Sure. Whatever you want. Grab some breakfast for yourself.
(Maria exits then returns with her own plate and silverware.)

Maria:

(more confident) You got ten minutes to tell me who you are and what you want. And!
You should be aware that I know every cop in a ten-mile radius because they all eat here
so I better like what you have to say.

Henry:

OK. Your name’s Maria.

Maria:

(rapidly eating her food) Any genius can read a name tag.

Henry:

Maria White. They say you had skin as pale as snow.

Maria:

You got the wrong girl. (points to her face) No pale cheeks here.

Henry:

Maybe not now but once–when you were younger. You were so pale because your
mother kept you locked away in your room most of the time so you’d never see the sun.

Maria:

I don’t have a mother.

Henry:

Everybody has a mother.

Maria:

Not me. Mine doesn’t exist.

Henry:

(eats his breakfast) Can’t say I blame you. She was a cold-hearted woman. Not your real
mother, of course. You never knew her but your step-mother… she was a piece of work.

Maria:

(stuffs down her food) Look! I told you that you got the wrong girl. Why don’t you just
finish up and keep looking? Maybe you’ll find your princess rubbing shoulders with the
other snobs up on High Road.

Henry:

I didn’t say anything about a princess.

Maria:

Whatever! Your ten minutes are up.

Henry:

That was hardly one minute.

Maria:

Felt like hours to me. (stands up to go)

Henry:

She sent me to kill you.

Maria:

(freezes in place then catches herself) OK. I don’t know what kind of sick game you’re
playing but I’m done. Eat up and get out.

Henry:

I thought you wanted to know who I am.

Maria:

(thinks then sits) Clock’s running.

Henry:

She worked so hard to make you into what she thought was beautiful so she could show
you around like some kind of trophy but then she became jealous of the very figure she
created. That’s when she sent me to kill you.

Maria:

Why you?

Henry:

I was a hunter who worked for her.

Maria:

So why didn’t you just do it?

Henry:

I couldn’t. You were young, innocent, full of life. Even after all your stepmother did to
you, you couldn’t help but bring smiles to the faces of those who looked upon you. (a
beat) Instead of harming you, I killed a boar, delivered its heart to her, and told her it was
yours but not until I had seen you were somewhere safe and out of her reach.

Maria:

(looks up at him) Where?

Henry:

In the mountains with those strange little miners.
(Maria stares at Henry for some time and tries to decide how to react. Seeing her
indecision, Henry takes the ring from his pocket and slides it across the table to her.
Maria looks at the ring.)

Maria:

You?

Henry:

Yeah, me.

Maria:

What happened to you?

Henry:

Nothing...until she found out that she had been keeping a boar’s heart instead of yours on
her dresser. She tried to have me killed as well but I escaped. I kept an eye on her from a
distance, though. I knew she would try to find you and she did. That’s when she dressed
herself up as an old woman and brought you the poisoned apple.

Maria:

That was her? (sits down) I spent weeks in painful agony. I couldn’t leave the bed. Those
smelly little guys never left my side and nursed me to health. They said someone had
managed to get them the antidote and… (long pause) was that you too?

Henry:

Yes. I so wanted to see you and know how you were doing but those miniature miners
wouldn’t let me anywhere near you. Said it was too dangerous. They may have been tiny
but they knew how to swing those axes. Once I found out that you had survived, I
disappeared and took up medicinal herbal farming. I never saw you again. (looks her
over) You’ve changed… a lot!

© Scripts for Stage
This script must not be copied, printed or performed without the permission of Scripts for Stage. Copying and
performance licences can be obtained from www.scriptsforstage.co.uk/wp/product/maria-performance/

Maria:

You would too if you lived so many years with those stinky little men. They said I owed
them big time for saving my life so after I got better, they made me clean their filthy
cabins and cook their disgusting meals.

Henry:

Was it really all that bad?

Maria:

No. I learned a lot from those guys. Mostly, I learned how to talk with words I had never
heard before. I learned how to swing a pickaxe and find gold fragments in hard rock. I
learned how to scratch my belly after eating and how to make the rudest noises a body
could make. I learned to drink stale beer and, eventually, I learned how to fight. (pause)
Sometimes I really miss those guys.

Henry:

You became one of them?

Maria:

I started to look like them, eat like them, smell like them. I started to talk like them and
soon discovered how to say no. So, one day I said goodbye to them and set out on my
own.

Henry:

And here you are!

Maria:

Here I am–at the height of fame and fortune. (pause) Whatever happened to her?

Henry:

Your stepmother?

Maria:

Yeah. What happened to her? Is she still looking for me?

Henry:

No need to worry. She’s been sent to an asylum. She claimed that the furniture was
talking to her. She can’t harm you anymore.
(Maria drops her head a little and considers her ruined childhood. Henry reaches to
put a comforting hand on her shoulder but she slaps it away.)

Maria:

Don’t! I don’t need your pity. What I need is to get back to work. Your time is up.

Henry:

I’m sorry if I…

Maria:

(stands) Look! I appreciate what you did, I really do, but it doesn’t change things.

Henry:

You were a princess!

Maria:

Never wanted to be a princess. I just wanted a normal life like anyone else. I just wanted
to be happy, to be part of a normal family, to have friends who act like friends. (raises
her arms) Look around you! It may not be much but it’s real. I’m saving up my meager
earnings to get my own place and I’m meeting people just like me who learn to find
meaning in the struggle. THIS is where I’m supposed to be. THIS is where I want to be.

Henry:

OK, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to cause you any pain by bringing up the past. I just wanted
to find you and make sure that you were alright.

Maria:

Well, you found me.

Henry:

(pause) And… are you?

Maria:

Am I what?

Henry:

Are you alright?

Maria:

(sighs) Yeah. I’m fine. (reaches into her pocket and pulls out the ring). Here. You
probably want this back.

Henry:

No. It’s yours. It was a gift from your real mother… the queen.

Maria:

(puts on the ring) Thank you.

Henry:

What do I owe you?

Maria:

What?

Henry:

For breakfast. What do I owe you?

Maria:

On the house.

Henry:

No way. I’m not letting you pay for my food. Here.
(Henry reaches into his wallet and pulls out a credit card. Maria takes it.)

Maria:

Have it your way. I’ll be right back.

Henry:

No hurry. I haven’t finished my coffee.
(Henry grabs his coffee. He looks into the distance and thinks of what might have
been. After a moment, Maria appears and drops off the receipt and his card in a
folder. She stops to look at Henry as if to say something then hurries on. Henry
opens the folder, signs the receipt, and puts away his credit card. He takes the
customer copy of the receipt, barely glances at it, curls it up into a ball, and leaves it
on the table. He starts to walk away. About halfway to the door, he stops and
quickly turns back around to the table. He unfurls the balled-up receipt and looks at
it again. He smiles, carefully folds the piece of paper, puts it proudly in his pocket,
and strolls gleefully out of the diner.)
Curtain

