
 

Characters 

 

Remíre COKER (M)  -  Charismatic, charming. Puts on a false front. 

 

Anne LARKIN (M/F)  -  No-nonsense, sarcastic. Caring deep down. 

 

Clive DOOLEY (M/F)  -  In a word: chill. A jokester.  

 

Jamie HÉRAL (M)  -  A bit dopey, but earnest. Devoted to Caroline. 

 

Caroline FOX (F)  -  Snappy and a not the cleverest 

 

Jasmine MITSUDA (M/F) -  Professional and formal, but her temper has limits. 

 

MARIANNE Coker (M/F) -  Very mature for her age, but still a child. 

 

VERONICA Coker (F) -  A tough-love mother. No-nonsense. 

 

(Caps indicate the name by which each character is referred to by the script, since first and last names 

are both used frequently by the characters themselves.)  



 

Act 1 

Scene 1 - “The Crew’s” RV 

 

(Lights up on the interior of a messy RV. The limited furniture is squeezed 

wherever it can fit, and heavily stained. Empty chip bags and soda cans are 

lying around with other random junk. Presently, Dooley and Larkin enter. 

Larkin is in a poor mood, which is not improved by the state of the RV. She 

steps on a Diet Pepsi can and glares at Dooley.) 

 

Larkin:   Dooley, I know this is yours. 

 

Dooley:   How? Does it have my lipstick smudges on it? 

 

Larkin:   No, it’s a Diet Pepsi, and everyone else around here has too much  

self-respect to ever put that in their bodies. 

 

(Larkin picks up the can and tosses it at Dooley. She then crashes onto a 

couch.) 

 

Dooley:   I don’t know what you’re on about. It’s diet. That means healthier. 

 

Larkin:   That means no sugar; and to compensate, they jack it full of chemicals that  

are a hundred times worse for you. 

 

Dooley:   Hm. (He tries to take a swig from the can, but it is empty. Disappointed, he  

tosses it over his shoulder and makes his way to a cooler.) There you go with 

the chemicals. You’re afraid of chemicals because you don’t understand them. 

Now me, I’m a man of science. 

 

Larkin:   Clearly. 

 

Dooley:   And I happen to know that the human body is made of chemicals.  

Everything’s made of chemicals. Air’s made of chemicals. You got something 

against air? 

 

Larkin:   Yeah - it doesn’t have any sugar in it. 

 

(Dooley gets a Diet Pepsi from the cooler, and Larkin motions  

for him to get her something as well. He pulls a regular Pepsi and tosses it to 

her. She examines it with disdain.) 

 

Larkin:  We don’t have any Coke? 

 

Dooley:   We never have Coke. Remíre can’t stand the stuff. 



 

Larkin:   It’s weird when you call him Remíre. 

 

Dooley:   That’s his name, isn’t it? And we were just talking about Coke, so I  

thought it could get a little confusing if I said Coker. 

 

Larkin:   But his name’s Coker. 
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Dooley:   His name’s Remíre Coker! What’s wrong with using his first name? 

 

(Larkin shoots him a look.) 

 

Dooley:  I’m not scared of old Remíre! Call him whatever I want. Call him it right  

to his face. 

 

(Presently, Coker enters with a flourish, wearing a cape and top hat.) 

 

Coker:    Good afternoon, Dooley! 

 

(Larkin raises an eyebrow at Dooley expectantly.) 

 

Dooley:   (Mumbling) Afternoon, Coker. 

 

Coker:    Must be some fire left in that gut of yours that’s in urgent need of  

quenching - I see no other reason why you’d intentionally ingest a Diet Pepsi. 

 

Dooley:   That’s where you’re confused. It’s the Diet Pepsi that allows me to breathe  

fire. In a manner of speaking, it is the fire. It’s all just chemicals, you see… 

 

Coker:    And the illustrious Ms. Larkin! A stunning show from you, as always!  

You truly work above your pay-grade. 

 

Larkin:   Then I’d better bring my act down to match my pay, because Heaven  

knows the pay’s not rising to match my act. 

 

Coker:    How could it? You’re too magnificent for money, madame! 

 

Larkin:   (Rolls her eyes.) Where are the others? 
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Coker:    Didn’t you see the crowd, Ms. Larkin? It’s not so easy to escape such  

adoring fans! Well, it’s very likely that they’ll never again in their lives be as 

enthralled with anything as they were this afternoon, and I think they realised 

that. So naturally, there are many compliments to be received, many awestruck 

questions to be answered… possibly some vomit to clean up. 

 

Larkin:   This is why we should never do birthday parties! I’ve said it a million  

times! And anyway, it’s a blaring red alert when somebody lets their kid have 

bullet catchers and flaming sword swallowers at their birthday party. I don’t want 

to meet that parent or that child. 

 

Coker:    Yes, well, we met them both, and they were absolutely lovely! Until the  

kid spewed chunks, anyway. But what kind of magic troupe would we be if we 

couldn’t make such things… disappear? 

 

Dooley:   Aren’t you the guy who makes stuff disappear? 

 

Coker:    Ah, childish sleight-of-hand tricks. Good for parties with kids too young  

to actually understand anything or adults too drunk to question anything. Or both. 

Actually, no, not both. That’s a bad idea. Dooley, pass me something other than 

your fire acid. 

 

(Dooley passes Coker a Pepsi.) 

 

Coker:   Mental games are my wheelhouse. I don’t know about any of this sword  

swallowing or daring escapes from devilish traps, but I do know psychology. 

 

Larkin:   If you bring up your degree, I swear… 

 

Coker:    Well, I was going to bring it up, but you just did for me, so I guess I don’t  

have to anymore. Anyway, it’s very useful - although I’m not sure this is what 

my professors had in mind when they awarded me that degree… they think too 

small, that’s the problem. Too narrow. 

 

Larkin:   And you think just right, I suppose. 

 

Coker:    My dear, I’m a psychologist! I’ve mastered the human brain, and I know  

all its tricks. My degree indicates that I no longer have any need to think; I 

simply know. I didn’t attend university for seven years just to think. I was doing 

that before university. 

 

Larkin:   Right. So how’s our pay? 

 

Coker:    (Blankly) Your pay. 



 

 

Larkin:   You know - money? The reason we did this? The reason we do anything? 

 

Coker:    Ah. Yes. Money. (Pause.) Did I ever say anything about money? 

 

Larkin:   You said we would be compensated well for this gig! You said they’d  

make it “worth our while”! If we were volunteering, this was not “worth my 

while”! 
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Coker:    Au contraire, my simple-minded friend! Work is very often its own  

reward. Think of this as the first step in a long series, with a grand payment at the 

end! 

 

Dooley:   So, just to clarify, you’re not paying us. 

 

Coker:    Eh… in a certain manner of speaking… no. (Quickly) I mean, the usual  

weekly salary, of course, but… no bonus. 

 

Larkin:   No bonus? I’ve got payments to make, Coker! I was counting on this  

bonus! 

 

Coker:    Well, the money will come in eventually. Did I say eventually? I meant  

soon. It will come soon, I’m sure of it. 

 

Larkin:   I don’t care how sure you are; I care how right you are. I’m sure that  

you’re sure; I’m not so sure that you’re right. 

 

Coker:    Well, I’m sure that you’re not sure that I’m right, but you can be sure that  

I’m sure that I’m not wrong. 

 

Larkin:   Is that right? 

 

Coker:    I’m sure of it. 

 

Larkin:   And where’s this money going to come from, exactly? Somebody’s just  

going to waltz in here with a magnificent reward for all our hard work? 

 

(Héral comes rushing in, excited. He holds a roll of paper towels in  

one hand and a coupon in the other, which he waves around excitedly.) 
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Héral:    The kid’s mom was so appreciative of our service today, she gave us a  

Dairy Queen coupon! 

 

(Dooley reaches for the coupon, and Héral hands it over.) 

 

Coker:    (To Larkin) Magic. 

 

Dooley:   This is a whole dollar each. Good deal. Expires… yesterday. 

 

Larkin:   Very generous of her to give us an expired Dairy Queen coupon -  

especially considering she didn’t pay us. 

 

Héral:    Hm? What are you talking about? 

 

Coker:    Ms. Larkin is being a pessimist. Can’t we try to be positive for just a  

moment? 

 

(At this moment, Fox comes storming in, glowering.) 

 

Fox:    I. Hate. Children! 

 

Coker:    You two have a certain flair for ironic entrances. 

 

Fox:    Sweet talk isn’t gonna get you out of this one, Coker! Not only do you  

book us for this birthday party with gross, screaming children, but then you put 

me on puke cleanup duty?! Seriously?! 

 

Héral:    Technically, dear, I did the cleaning. You just watched. 

 

Fox:    Because it was so gross! How do we know if that little brat has got his  

shots or not? What if he’s carrying the plague? 

 

Héral:    I think we can safely assume he was not carrying the plague. 

 

Fox:    Don’t patronise me! I have an aunt who died of the plague. 

 

Dooley:   Which plague? 

 

Fox:    The plague! (She crashes down onto a chair with a loud “humph”.) 

 

Larkin:   You’ve all had your hissy-fits; now back to mine. You can’t register us for  

jobs that don’t pay, Coker. 

 



 

Fox:    Excuse me? 

 

Coker:    All jobs pay, Ms. Larkin - and this one more than most! It’s all about  

exposure. If we’re ever going to be successful, we’ve got to start with the youth. 

If they grow up with Coker’s Curious Crew, then - 

 

Larkin:   We never agreed to that name! 

 

Héral:    And what’s this about not getting paid? 

 

Fox:    I was first, Jamie! You can’t butt in just because you’re a man. 

 

Héral:    I… don’t know how to respond to that. 

 

Coker:    I think you’re all missing the point here. Exposure is the path to money,  

my friends! First things have to come first. 

 

Larkin:   If you want to go around and volunteer your time to share party tricks with  

a bunch of kids, you go right ahead. But you can’t just volunteer us to join you 

on your worthless little play-dates! 

 

Dooley:   Ms. Larkin, this venue was not worthless. (He holds up the coupon.) It  

was worth five dollars at Dairy Queen yesterday. 

 

Coker:    Friends, I know you’re upset. But not every venue can be the cream of the  

crop! Golden opportunities come along - but until they do, we have to do what 

we can. 

 

Fox:    By cleaning up plague vomit? 

 

Coker:    When necessary. 

 

Larkin:   Don’t play this off like one little slip, Coker. This isn’t the first time  

you’ve pulled this on us, and we can’t carry on like this. 

 

Héral:    I’m sure it’s very difficult to secure profitable venues, Mr. Coker, but you  

did promise us that things would pick up. And that was, erm, four years ago. And 

things, erm, haven’t. 

 

Coker:    I’m keeping my promise. Things will pick up eventually - er, soon! 

 

Larkin:   If “soon” means “in another four years”, then I’m not sure I can wait that  

long. 

 



 

Coker:    Friends, please. You just have to consider - 

 

(SFX. There’s a knock on the RV door.) 

 

Coker:   (Relieved) Ah, sounds like I’m needed elsewhere! I’ll be back  

shortly. You all just wait here and think magical thoughts. 
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(Coker exits hastily. The others are left mostly annoyed and frustrated. 

Héral, sensing the tension in the room, attempts to change the subject.) 

 

Héral:    Good show today, everyone. I don’t think I said that yet. We’re really  

polishing our act, I think. 

 

Fox:    I was pretty good, wasn’t I? 

 

Héral:    Well, I was talking to everyone - but you were excellent, Caroline,  

absolutely excellent! That shrinking room trap is very tricky to set up properly, 

and very tricky to escape… but I was never worried for a moment! 

 

Fox:    (Flirtatiously) I couldn’t let you get crushed, could I? That would be an  

awful waste of a man. 

 

Larkin:   Good grief. (She stands abruptly.) I’m going to get some air. The idiocy  

in this place is suffocating. 

 

(Larkin exits. Héral considers her insult for a moment.) 

 

Héral:    Well, that wasn’t very nice. I do wish we could all get along… 

 

Fox:    We’re getting along perfectly fine, Héral! This is just how we bond. 

 

Héral:    Oh? I thought we were in a very precarious position. 

 

Fox:    And this is why I’m the brains of the operation. A little bickering is  

healthy, Jamie. Without it, we’d just sit around and be bored all the time, and 

very quickly grow sick of each other. 

 

Héral:    (Earnestly) I could never grow sick of you. 
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Fox:    Well, I could grow sick of you very quickly if we weren’t bickering all the  

time. 

 

Dooley:   No worries there, then. 

 

Héral:    See, this is exactly what I’m talking about! All this bickering… I know  

you’re only kidding around, but I often wonder if you’re only half kidding - and 

anyway, all these jagged little comments and quips aren’t healthy. 

 

Fox:    Healthy? 

 

Héral:    Yes. They impair our ability to communicate. Now, what I suggest is a  

clean, open dialogue - saying exactly what you mean. Sarcasm has its appeals, 

but we’re after a real conversation, and honesty is the way to accomplish that. 

Just being vulnerable is the thing. You know, speaking indirectly like we so often 

do can contribute to hurt feelings and wounded pride that was never intended by 

the speaker. We all stand to benefit from being direct and honest. 

 

(The others have quickly lost interest in Héral’s rambling. As he finishes, 

Fox’s attention returns to him.) 

 

Fox:    (Matter-of-fact) You’re an idiot. 

 

Héral:    See, was that so hard? Now we understand each other clearly, no beating  

around the bush! This is what a healthy conversation looks like! 

 

(The RV door opens, and Larkin enters, still in a foul mood.) 

 

Larkin:   Had to make a quick one-eighty. Looking at all those kids who just got a  

magic show scott-free makes me want to punt one of them. 

 

Héral:    A bit of an overreaction, I think. 

 

Fox:    A bit of an under-reaction, I think. 

 

Héral:    Back me up here, Dooley. 

 

Dooley:   Mm… I’m torn. On one hand, I do think you’re all overreacting. But on  

the other hand, I really can’t be bothered to be part of this argument. So, given 

the options at hand, I choose… Diet Pepsi. (He takes a deep swig.) 

 

Héral:    Anyway, pay or no pay, we really did put on an excellent show! Caroline,  



 

you were incredible as always - and this was one of your most ingenious traps, I 

might add! 

 

Fox:    Aw, Jamie… do you really mean it? 

 

Héral:    And Mr. Dooley, you never cease to amaze with your sword-swallowing  

feats! You’ve explained the trick to me a hundred times, but it still baffles me. 

And Ms. Larkin, with that bending over backwards and impossible stretching - 

not to mention the bullet catch to top it all off! It gives me the chills. How do you 

do some of that stuff? 

 

Larkin:   I’m a contortionist. 

 

Héral:    I didn’t know you were religious. 

 

Dooley:   The more you know. 

 

Larkin:   (Muttering) Good grief. I need something stronger than a Pepsi right  

now. 

 

(Coker enters, catching the last part of Larkin’s line.) 

 

Coker:    Well, you’re in luck - because just earlier today, I couldn’t resist splurging  

a little… (He lifts a couch cushion to reveal a bottle of root beer.) Root beers 

all around! Let’s pour one out for a job well done! 

 

Larkin:   How long has that been there? (She examines the bottle sceptically.) 

 

Coker:    Since this morning. I opted to hide it in the couch to avoid anyone  

stumbling across it before the big reveal. 

 

Larkin:   This expired a month ago. 

 

Coker:    Shame on the store for selling it, then. I paid good money for that. 

 

Dooley:   Well, we can’t let it go to waste then, can we? 

 

(Dooley brandishes a few plastic cups and begins distributing root  

beer.) 

 

Héral:    Is that really safe? 

 

Dooley:   Héral, please. It all goes back to chemicals, just like I always say. Root  



 

beer is made of chemicals. Expired root beer is made of chemicals. Either way, 

it’s all just chemicals. And your body is very smart, Mr. Héral! 

 

Héral:    Not mine. 

 

Dooley:   Even yours! Your stomach is a genius at converting chemicals into other  

chemicals - and of course, your stomach itself is composed of chemicals - 

 

Larkin:   Which chemicals, Dooley? That’s the question you never ask: which  

chemicals? 

 

Dooley:   Splitting up chemicals is a slippery slope, Ms. Larkin. You start  

classifying chemicals, and suddenly who’s to say that my chemicals aren’t better 

than your chemicals? Division is the root of bigotry. A chemical is a chemical - 

and I’ll drink to that. 

 

(Dooley takes a deep swig of root beer.) 

 

Héral:    Here, here! 

 

(Héral also takes a swig of root beer.) 

 

Fox:    (Chiding) Don’t drink to that! 

 

(Héral spits the root beer back into the cup in an effort to undo his  

error.) 

 

Fox:   Well, don’t put it back! 

 

(Héral panics and hurriedly drinks the root beer again. He holds it in his 

mouth for a moment and looks to Fox for approval. She nods reluctantly, 

and he swallows, relieved.) 

 

Dooley:   My friend, I’m afraid I was mistaken. Your body really isn’t particularly  

intelligent. 
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Fox:    I'll drink to that! 

 

(Fox takes a swig of root beer. Larkin scowls at her own cup.) 
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Coker:    Now, why can’t everyone just get along? 

 

Larkin:   Because you’re being an idiot! 

 

Héral:    There’s no need for that! 

 

Fox:    Yes, there is! Read the room! 

 

Coker:    Hold on, hold on. Let me get everything straight here. Ms. Larkin is mad  

at me? 

 

(Larkin glares.) 

 

Coker:   Mr. Héral is mad at Ms. Larkin. 

 

Héral:    I’m not mad at her! 

 

Coker:    Ah - my apologies. You’re mad at Ms. Fox, then. 

 

Héral:    No, I’m not! 

 

Coker:    Well, she’s mad at you. 

 

Héral:    No, she’s not! 

 

Fox:    (Indignant) Yes, I am! 

 

Héral:    What? Why? 

 

Fox:    I don’t know! It’s just so easy! And besides, it was very rude of you to  

assume I wasn’t mad. 

 

Coker:    Right. So, like I said, Mr. Héral and Ms. Fox are mad at each other… 

 

Héral:    I’m not mad at anybody! Would you stop stuffing words in my mouth like  

that? 

 

Coker:    You sound upset. 

 

Héral:    I am upset!  

 

Coker:    Ah! I see. So Ms. Fox is mad at Mr. Héral, Mr. Héral is upset at me, Ms.  

Larkin is also upset at me, - 



 

 

Larkin:   No, I’m mad. 

 

Coker:    (Muttering) Goodness gracious. What about you, Mr. Dooley? I want to  

factor you in before I get too far. 

 

Dooley:   I’m just having fun watching. 

 

Coker:    Well, that just throws everything off. Now I’m mad at you. 

 

Héral:    Everyone, please! I understand that this is a heated situation, and people  

are feeling the pressure. Now, I often find myself in very stressful situations, and 

it’s essential that I keep a cool head. So let’s all do what I do in these intense 

moments and take a breath, close our eyes, and count to ten. 

 

Larkin:   If you closed your eyes and counted to ten in the middle of an escape,  

you’d be dead. 

 

Héral:    Yes, well, sometimes in the interest of survival I only do three. Sometimes  

it’s just one. But ten is the recommended amount! Come on, everybody - all 

together. 

 

(Héral takes a deep breath and enters a state of zen. Fox groans loudly in 

annoyance instead of taking a deep breath, but closes her eyes. Larkin 

maintains her death stare at Coker, who smiles back at her and takes a deep 

breath and closes his eyes. Dooley does not react at all.) 

 

Héral:   One… two… 

 

(After observing for a moment, Dooley gets up, hunts for a bag of chips, and 

begins chomping on them. Fox angrily ends the exercise and attempts to 

take the chip bag away from him, but he effectively keeps it away.) 

 

Héral:   Three… four… is everyone following along? 
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Coker:    Absolutely, my friend. This exercise is extremely effective. 

 

Héral:                I’m sorry to disrupt it, then! Five… six… 
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(The game of keep-away between Dooley and Fox continues. Larkin, sulking 

now that Coker is ignoring her, crosses to Dooley and puts her hand out. He 

hands her a few chips, all the while continuing to keep the bag away from 

Fox. Larkin sits and munches moodily.) 

 

Héral:    Seven… eight… 

 

(Fox, at the end of her rope, grabs Dooley’s sword, which is lying nearby, 

and points it at him threateningly. He looks at it a moment, eats a chip, and 

then reaches out and pulls the blade toward his chest. The blade retracts 

back into the sword. Fox thrusts it away in exasperation. He offers some 

more chips to Larkin, who accepts them and throws them at Coker.) 

 

Héral: Nine… this didn’t work at all, did it. (He breaks his concentration and looks 

around.) 

 

Coker:    The whole exercise does no good if you don’t get to ten, Mr. Héral!  

Everything would have been alright if you’d just led us a moment longer. Ah, 

well - too late now. 

 

(Coker picks a chip off the floor and casually eats it. Meanwhile, Fox finally 

succeeds in swiping the chip bag from Dooley.) 

 

Fox:    Ha! 

 

(Fox holds the chip bag upside-down above a nearby trash bin 

triumphantly… but it’s empty. Dooley smiles and offers her some of the 

chips remaining in his hand.) 

 

Dooley:   Chip? 

 

(Fox aggressively takes some chips, stuffs them in her mouth, and stabs 

Dooley a few times with the retractable sword. Héral observes the whole 

fiasco with rising discontent, and finally bursts.) 

 

Héral:    I’ve had it! Here we all are, acting like a bunch of children, and there’s a  

serious discussion at hand, and feelings are being hurt, but wouldn’t it be funny 

if we played with swords and threw some chips on the floor and did everything 

but talk about what actually matters! 

 

(Héral’s outburst merits a moment of silence from the others. His anger 

wavers, and he continues with quiet firmness.) 

 

Héral:   Look, I know you’re all just messing around, and - and that’s fine,  



 

but our jobs are on the line here! We can’t just run our act for a bunch of toddlers 

and then not get paid for it - or, I can’t, anyway. I’ve got bills to pay, and a life to 

get together, and… and I thought this troupe was going somewhere. (Pause.) I 

thought that was the whole point. But we’ve been spinning our wheels for years, 

so… so I’m out. 

 

Coker:    Come again? 

 

Héral:    I’m out. 

 

Larkin:   Oh, no you’re not! 

 

Coker:    Thank you - 

 

Larkin:   Nobody’s ditching this dumpster fire before me! I am the first one out that  

door, understood? (She waits, and no one disagrees.) Good. (Pause.) That’s 

that, then. 

 

(Larkin paces toward the RV door, and Coker quickly moves to block her. 

She shoots him a deathly glare, and he smiles weakly and steps out of the 

way.) 

 

Coker:    Look, Anne, I know I haven’t exactly been transparent all the time. And I  

know that your expectations might have been slightly unreasonable. 

 

Larkin:   My expectations? How about your promises? “Living in the lap of  

luxury,” you told us! “Just a year more, and we’ll make it big!” Whatever 

happened to that, Coker? 

 

Coker:    Well, ah, you never know exactly how things are going to go… not until  

you try… 

 

Larkin:   Right. So we tried, and it didn’t work out. It didn’t work out for four  

years, Coker. I know it’s not easy to find work, with my criminal record and 

whatever, but I can do better than this. 

 

Coker:    Now, Ms. Larkin, let’s not be irrational about this. If you really stop to  

think about it, isn’t this - ? 

 

Larkin:   Coker, do yourself a favor and shut up. (Pause.) Héral? You coming? 

 

(Héral moves toward Larkin and the door, but Coker quickly steps into his 

path, with panic beginning to creep into his body language and voice.) 

 



 

Coker:    Mr. Héral! My dear, dear friend. 

 

Héral:    Don’t do this, Coker. 

 

Coker:    But I have to do this, Héral - for you. I know you’re angry, and most of  

that anger is absolutely warranted. But you just have to… 

 

Héral:    To what? To trust you? I did, Coker. I did for so long. 

 

Coker:    But just a little longer! There are big things in store - big things! Don’t  

drop out now. 

 

Héral:    But if not now, then when? Tomorrow, you’ll tell me tomorrow. Next  

week, you’ll tell me next week. 

 

Coker:    No, no, look. Ah, there’s a metaphor for this… oh, right! You’re like a  

man digging for gold, Mr. Héral. You dig down and down and down and you 

find nothing. So finally you say, “To heck with it all!” and you set down your 

shovel and climb out of the hole. 

 

Héral:    That sounds about right. 

 

(Héral attempts to exit, but Coker once again blocks him.) 

 

Coker:    But -! What you don’t realise, Mr. Héral, is that if you’d dug just a minute  

more, you would have struck gold! It’s there just beneath the surface, and all you 

have to do is - 

 

Héral:    Coker, I’ll be perfectly honest with you. I’m not a smart man. Maybe  

you’re absolutely right about all this - in fact, you probably are, with your degree 

and everything. In all likelihood, I’m a fool to leave now. But I have to act on 

what I know. What I know is that I’ve been digging a long time, and there’s been 

a lot of dirt and nothing else. And I know that I have to cut my losses 

sometime… and that time is now. 
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(Coker hesitates.) 

 

Héral:   Please. 
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(Coker reluctantly steps out of the way.) 

 

Coker:    Just a minute more, Jamie, I swear. We’ll strike gold. 

 

Héral:    I hope you do. 

 

(Héral stands beside Larkin, looking at Fox and Dooley, both of whom look 

uncertain. Coker turns to Fox.) 

 

Coker:    I suppose that means you’re out too, then. 

 

Fox:    The nerve! I have my own brain, you know! Just because Jamie does  

something doesn’t mean I have to! Jamie’s an idiot sometimes, and I won’t go 

along with it! 

 

Héral:    (Quietly) I’m standing right here… 

 

Fox:    (Ignoring Héral) That’s the trouble with you - that’s the trouble with  

everybody! You think that I’ll just follow along quietly. Well, I won’t! If Jamie’s 

leaving, well, dandy for him! I don’t need him. I can stand on my own two feet! 

 

Coker:    Erm… that’s excellent news, Ms. Fox, excellent news. I just figured that,  

being an escape designer, you would need an escape artist - and seeing as you no 

longer have one, you wouldn’t have an act. 

 

Fox:    Oh. Yeah, I guess that’s true. (Pause.) In that case, I’ll be going. 

 

(Fox joins Larkin and Héral at the door, and everyone looks at  

Dooley, awaiting his decision.) 

 

Coker:    (Nervously) Clive? 

 

(Dooley is solemnly silent for a moment before giving his response.) 

 

Dooley:  I don’t want to leave, Coker. None of us do. We had a… maybe not a good thing 

going here, but it was a thing. It was enough - we don’t want to leave. But in all 

honesty, you’re not giving us much of a choice. We have  

   to provide for ourselves, Coker - we have to! Cramped living space, fine.  

Limited hygiene options, tolerable. But you… you gotta give us something, 

Coker. (Pause.) So give us something. Tell us honestly why we shouldn’t all 

leave right now. 

 

Coker:    Well… ah… you’ve certainly put me in an awkward spot… 

 



 

Dooley:   I’m sorry, Coker. 

 

(Dooley stands, and Coker raises a hand.) 

 

Coker:    I can see that some proper reassurance is needed! I wanted to wait, but I  

suppose I’ll have to spill the beans now. 

 

Larkin:   What “beans”? 

 

Coker:    Well… a while back, I applied for a certain… position… 

 

Dooley:   Sounds incredibly vague and uncertain, almost like you’re making this up  

on the spot. 

 

Coker:    Yes, my apologies. To put it plainly, I applied for a popular magic  

venue - you’ve all heard of the Spectacle Magic Spectacular, correct? 

 

All:    (Ad lib) Spectacle Magic Spectacular? That’s huge, isn’t it? Biggest  

venue in the state! 

 

(The troupe all begin shifting back toward their various seats to hear Coker 

out.) 

 

Coker:    Yes, yes, the Spectacle Magic Spectacular! I didn’t tell you at the time, of  

course, since I couldn’t be certain if they would approve the application. (Clearly 

putting on a show and enjoying it, he casually pulls a paper from his pocket 

and unfolds it.) And then of course when the letter of approval came, I wanted a 

proper occasion to make the big announcement… 

 

(Everyone reacts with shock, and Larkin immediately swipes the paper to 

examine it.) 

 

Larkin:   (Reading) “Mr. Coker, it is our pleasure to approve your application to  

the - the Spectacle Magic Spectacular?!” Holy crap, I can’t read this. 

 

(Larkin passes the paper off to Dooley.) 

 

Dooley:   (Reading) “We will be pleased to host you at our venue on June first, in  

the company of many other spectacular acts.” Geez… geez. You’re really 

something, Coker… 

 

(Dooley passes the paper off to Héral, who clears his throat. Before he can 

start reading, Fox snatches the paper and begins reading.) 

 



 

Fox:    (Reading) “Your time and effort will be appropriately compensated with  

the promised payment of… of…” 

 

Coker:    “Five-thousand dollars” is what comes next, if I remember correctly. (He  

paces the RV, tapping each person as he passes them.) That’s one-thousand 

dollars for you, one-thousand dollars for you, one-thousand dollars for you, one-

thousand dollars for you - (He takes the paper back from an astonished Fox 

and tucks it back into his pocket.) - and one-thousand dollars for me. Not a bad 

deal, mm? 

 

Fox:    Coker, you sly dog! You really had us getting all worked up! 

 

Héral:    A showman, through and through. 

 

Dooley:   Now, hold on. It’s very exciting news, Coker, very exciting… so pardon  

my suspicion, but this is awfully… well, convenient. 

 

Larkin:   Dooley, sometimes I forget how intelligent you are. You raise a very good  

point. How do we know this isn’t another one of your tricks, and you’re not just 

pulling our legs here? 

 

Coker:    My dear, think about it. If I’m lying to you now, and we have not been  

approved by the Spectacle Magic Spectacular, then you will know that very well 

by June first, at which point I will be entirely hopeless. It’s May twenty-second 

today. Would I really make up something this drastic, forged signature and all, 

just to buy myself a week 

 

Larkin:   You probably would, yeah. But if you are pulling a fast one, then we’ll  

know soon enough. I’ll see this through. 

 

Coker:    Very glad to hear it, Ms. Larkin! I shudder at the thought of what we’d do  

without you. 

 

Héral:    You always deliver, don’t you, Coker? Well - I guess you usually don’t,  

actually. But today you did, that’s the thing! I feel much better now. 

 

Fox:  I never had any doubts. You were all making a great fuss about everything. 

 

Dooley:  That’s all I needed, Coker. Wouldn’t have killed you to tell us earlier… but that’s 

all I needed. 

 

Coker:    Yes, well, it’s all out in the open now. Surprise! Anyway, very exciting.  

Very exciting. Glad to hear that you’ll all be sticking around. (He claps once and 

looks around.) With such big news, I think we should spoil ourselves properly! 



 

I’ll see if I can’t find some not expired root beer, how’s that sound? And I’ll get 

some cupcakes or something. I’ll pay for it by cutting into my share of the five 

grand - imagine that! 

 

(Coker exits in a flurry, humming to himself. The others are still in varying 

stages of awe.) 

 

Héral:    Five-thousand dollars… I’ve never seen that much money all in one place!  

Could we even fit it all in here? The RV’s awfully small… 

 

Fox:    Oh, you precious idiot. Imagine, Jamie - a thousand dollars each! What do  

you even do with that kind of money? 
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Dooley:   Buy root beer and cupcakes, apparently. 

 

Héral:    And a dress! You’re always complaining about not having anything nice  

for formal occasions, Caroline. We’ll go out and buy the best there is! We won’t 

even look at the price tag until we’re out the door! 

 

Larkin:   Don’t get too ahead of yourself, Héral. That’s a four-digit figure, not eight.  

But… it is a lot of money. 

 

Fox:    Aw, sometimes you’re real sweet, Jamie… you just got promised a  

thousand dollars, and the first thing you want to buy is for me… 

 

Héral:    Well… I wasn’t exactly volunteering - 

 

(Fox glares, and Héral tries again.) 

 

Héral:   I mean, you’ve also got your own - 

 

(Fox continues glaring, and Héral surrenders.) 

 

Héral:   Anything for you, dear. 

 

Fox:    Ooh, what a gentleman! 

 

Dooley:   Sorry, did you two get re-engaged while I wasn’t paying attention? 
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(This is clearly a very awkward topic for both Fox and Héral, who 

immediately begin stumbling over random and lame excuses that don’t 

answer the question.) 

 

Dooley:  That was a legitimate question. I very rarely pay any attention. 

 

Larkin:   No, they’re still on the “won’t they” swing of the “will they, won’t they”  

pendulum. (To Fox & Héral) Either get engaged again or start hating each other 

like normal people.  

 

Héral:    Whatever happened to subtle sarcastic remarks that sail over my head?  

This level of frankness wears on a man’s pride! 

 

Fox:    Yeah, you guys are jerks! Jamie is incredibly spineless and insecure - he  

can’t take the pressure like I can! So you leave him alone! (To Héral) Come on, 

Jamie. Let’s go buy me a dress. 

 

(Fox takes Héral’s hand and begins dragging him to the door.) 

 

Héral:    W-what? Now? 

 

Fox:    Sure! What’s the difference whether we buy it now or later? 

 

Héral:    I suppose… 

 

(Fox drags Héral out the RV door, and he closes it behind them.) 

 

Larkin:   Sometimes I think you’re the only sane one left, Dooley… 

 

Dooley:   Cheers to that. (He raises the bottle of expired root beer and takes a  

swig directly from the bottle before tossing it over his shoulder carelessly.) 

 

Larkin:   … And then you go and do something like that. 

 

Dooley:   Sorry. I find it difficult to take myself seriously sometimes. (Pause.) That  

was a brave thing you guys did there. We needed that… Coker needed that. 

 

Larkin:  Yeah, well, somebody had to shove him. Wouldn’t have guessed that Héral 

would be the one to crack, though. (Pause.) Thanks for backing us up. I wasn’t 

sure that you would. 

 

Dooley:   (Shrugs.) I like Coker. I trust him. But I also know that he’s constantly  

putting on an act, probably for our own good… I’ll follow him just about 

anywhere. I just won’t follow blindly. 



 

 

Larkin:   How exactly did he earn your trust? Or do you just give it out freely? 

 

Dooley:   I didn’t have much of a choice at first - figured I might as well commit.  

Nowhere else was hiring people with histories as colorful as mine… but you’d 

know about that, being an uncaged jailbird yourself. 

 

Larkin:   (Stands suddenly. Fiercely) What’s that supposed to mean? 

 

(Dooley simply looks up at Larkin, totally unfazed by her aggression. Her 

anger quickly dissipates, and she sits.) 

 

Larkin:   Sorry. Triggers a sort of fight-or-flight response, and I fight every  

time. 

 

Dooley:   Don’t sweat it. I served my time, too. Gave the wrong chemicals to the  

wrong people, got caught up in a whole big deal… it was a mess. Anyway, 

nowhere would look at me - you know how it is. My record didn’t matter to 

Coker, though… piqued his interest, if anything. He approached me, if you can 

believe it. I’d never even thought about magic stunts… but things worked out. 

 

Larkin:   Just about the same story here. I was with the wrong crowd, living on the  

edge… sometimes over the edge. Busted some heads, got mine busted plenty, 

too… it wasn’t pretty - none of it was pretty - and the law finally caught up. 

Then, release; then, no opportunities; then, Coker… 

 

(There’s a knock on the RV door. Larkin and Dooley glance at each other.) 

 

Larkin:  (Calling) It’s unlocked. 

 

(The door opens, and Jasmine Mitsuda steps in, glancing around with 

uncertainty. She is dressed professionally, and carries a clipboard.) 

 

Mitsuda:   Hello. Is this the residence of… (Consulting her notes) … Coker’s  

Curious Crew? 

 

Larkin:   (Pointedly) No. 

 

Mitsuda:   Oh - my apologies. Do you happen to know where I can find Mr. Coker’s  

residence? 

 

Dooley:   Right here. Come on in, don’t be a stranger. 

 

Mitsuda:   (Confused) Well - alright. (She comes fully inside, closing the door  



 

behind her.) So then, is Mr. Coker around? 

 

Dooley:   Not currently, but we’re his curious crew, and we’d be happy to take a  

message. 

 

Mitsuda:   Then, this is the residence of Coker’s Curious Crew. 

 

Larkin:   (Even more pointedly) No. 

 

Dooley:  Bit of a touchy subject. The point is, we are not Coker’s Curious Crew, but we 

are the people you’re looking for. 

 

Mitsuda:   I’m fairly certain you’re not, actually, because I’m looking for Remíre  

Coker, and evidently, you aren’t him. 

 

Larkin:   What’s the big deal about Coker? If you’ve got something for him, just  

drop it off. He’ll swing back around here eventually. 

 

Mitsuda:   I guess I might have to do that - only, it’s a real shame that I missed him.  

I’ve brought big news that I’m sure he’d want to hear first-hand. But, being his 

ordinary crew, I suppose it would be appropriate for me to tell you in his place. 

I’m sure you’ve been on edge waiting for this, after all. 

 

Dooley:   Oh, I’m always on edge. (He takes a sip of his drink.) What exactly is  

this big news that we were expecting, again? 

 

Mitsuda:   Well - my name is Jasmine Mitsuda, and it’s my pleasure to announce that  

your application to the Spectacle Magic Spectacular has been approved! 

 

Dooley:   Yes, we’re aware. What’s the news? 

 

Mitsuda:  But… we’ve only just made the announcement public. Who told you that you 

were approved? 

 

Larkin:   Coker. 

 

Mitsuda:   But no one gave Mr. Coker that information… not to my knowledge,  

anyway. It’s very strange. 

 

Dooley:   Yeah, he already gave us the whole scoop. We know we got the gig, and  

the five grand that comes with it… 

 

Mitsuda:   Come again? 

 



 

Dooley:   Yeah, we know all about it. 

 

Mitsuda:   No, that’s - look, Mr… Héral, is it? 

 

Dooley:   (Shrugs.) Sure, why not? 

 

Mitsuda:   Mr. Héral, I - 

 

Dooley:   Nope, that’s weird. Changed my mind - I’m Clive Dooley now. 

 

Mitsuda:  (Pause.) Alright… Mr. Dooley, you’re clearly confused about this whole thing. 

There is no payment associated with your acceptance to the Spectacle. 

 

(This catches both Dooley and Larkin totally off-guard.) 

 

Dooley:   Come again? 

 

Mitsuda:   There is a five-thousand dollar reward, but it only goes to the main act,  

which - with all due respect - you are not. The Spectacle’s main acts are always 

big names, people that can attract a crowd and sell tickets, and they are 

personally invited and compensated by the Spectacle. We’re very excited about 

this year’s feature: Alexander Iiyoshi, the “Father of Illusion”, is doing an 

American tour, and he’s agreed to make a stop at the Spectacle! Meanwhile, the 

supporting acts such as yours pay a small fee to apply for an opportunity to 

perform alongside the big names. It’s a fantastic opportunity for exposure, and 

has helped many lesser-known acts really take off, but there is no monetary 

payment associated. 

 

Larkin:   (With a low laugh) Oh, he’s so dead. 

 

Mitsuda:   Look, I… I’m really not entirely sure what’s going on here, but if you  

could please pass that message on to Mr. Coker, that would be much appreciated. 

I’d send him an email or something, but he’s oddly difficult to contact… anyway, 

congratulations again! 

 

(Mitsuda, feeling awkward and confused, exits hurriedly. Dooley is in sullen 

disbelief, while Larkin’s anger takes shape in dark, cutting sarcasm.) 

 

Larkin:   We’re going back to jail, Dooley. Start thinking of fun ways to kill people. 

 

Dooley:   This isn’t a time for joking… 

 

Larkin:   I’m not joking. Off the top of my head, I say we drown him in expired root  

beer, but I’m open to other ideas. 



 

 

Dooley:   Don’t say that. That’s not funny. This is serious. 

 

Larkin:   So you get to use humor as a coping mechanism and I don’t? 

 

(Dooley stares into empty space bleakly. Larkin softens.) 
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Larkin:  Man, you’re really shaken up. 

 

Dooley:   This was… I don’t… 

 

(Larkin moved to seat herself next to Dooley, putting an awkward arm 

around his shoulder. His lack of composure unsettles her, but she’s doing the 

best she can.) 

 

Larkin:   Listen, Dooley. He promised us one grand each, and he’s giving us one  

grand each. I’ll personally hound him until he pays every last cent. 

 

Dooley:   I don’t want to bankrupt Coker… 

 

Larkin:   He bankrupted himself. Nobody forced him to throw around money he  

doesn’t have. We’re gonna be alright, Dooley. Whatever happens, wherever we 

go from here, I swear we’re gonna be alright. 

 

Dooley:   (With a faint smile) Geez… you sound like Coker. 

 

(Larkin makes a gagging noise and stands.) 

 

Larkin:   So, what’s the actual plan? 

 

Dooley:   Well, we have to talk to Coker to get things straight. 

 

Larkin:   Hold on - those are two very different plans. If we talk to Coker, things  

will be more skewed and confused than ever. 

 

Dooley:   But we have to talk to him. I know he’s not always open or honest, but he  

really does have our best interests at heart. 

 

Larkin:   (Snorts.) Sure. 
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Dooley:   Anne. He does. 

 

Larkin:   (Hesitates. Then, reluctantly) I know. So, we talk to Coker. 

 

Dooley:   And we’ll have to let Héral and Fox know at some point. 

 

Larkin:   Dibs on not doing that. Fox will start shrieking like a banshee, and we’ll  

have to repeat it three times before Héral understands what we’re even saying… 

 

Dooley:   Just use one-syllable words. We’ll only have to repeat it twice, tops. Now,  

when do you suppose they’ll be back? 

 

(The RV door is thrown open suddenly, and Fox enters, dragging Héral 

behind her. Fox appears to be very excited about something.) 

 

Dooley:   (Quietly, to Larkin) They really do have a flair for ironic entrances. 

 

Héral:    (To Fox) I know it’s a great idea, but can’t it wait? 

 

Fox:    Sure, ideas can wait. But this is not an idea! This is inspiration! This is a  

stroke of genius! 

 

(She begins tearing through the RV, searching various boxes, shelves, even 

under cushions and rugs, finding random tools, wires, etc.) 

 

Dooley:   I don’t suppose you two could take a break from wherever it is you’re  

doing to listen to a very important - 

 

Fox:    As I was just explaining to our slow friend Mr. Héral, you cannot put  

genius on hold! It’s an uncontrollable force of nature, and it hits like a truck. You 

don’t want to be the one trying to stop the truck - you just jump on for the ride. 

(She continues searching for random scraps around the RV.) 

 

Larkin:   And this stroke of genius pertains to… 

 

Héral:    (Sighs.) An escape. Her lightbulb moments are always very aggressive,  

and always related to a new escape. It’s all very ingenious - only, I have to talk 

her down a little, before she tries to encase me in liquid cement. 

 

Fox:    But you won’t be encased! Not for long, anyway. That’s the genius of it. If  

I can fit a pump in just the right way… 

 

Larkin:   As eager as I am to see Héral encased - briefly - in liquid cement, we  



 

really do have more pressing matters at hand. 

 

Héral:    More pressing than liquid cement? I doubt that! 

 

Fox:    Sorry, Anne! I can’t stop the truck! There’s a deadly liquid cement pool  

waiting to be built, and I’ve got two thousand dollars to build it! 

 

Héral:    Two thousand?! Where’s that second thousand coming from?! 

 

Larkin:   (Sharply) Guys! 

 

(Fox and Héral freeze.) 

 

Larkin:  You don’t have any money to build it. The Spectacle gig is a sham. 

 

(There is a long moment of silence. Despair and disbelief settle over Héral, 

but Fox only narrows her eyes.) 

 

Fox:    (Shortly, staccato) Then it sounds like we’ll be needing a liquid cement  

pool. 

 

Héral:    (To Larkin) Hold on just a moment! What exactly do you mean? 

 

Larkin:   I mean, a woman from the Spectacle just showed up looking for Coker,  

and said that we’re not getting paid. They pay in - get this - “exposure”. 

 

Héral:    (Thoughtfully) Well, it is good exposure. 

 

Fox:    It’s the last straw is what it is! I mean, the no-profit birthday party was the  

last straw. But then Coker pulled out another straw with the Spectacle. And now 

this is the last last straw! (Wailing) I was going to be rich! 

 

Larkin:   Pull yourself together! Coker pulled a fast one on us - what else is new?  

The only thing that’s changed is that now Coker really has his back against the 

wall. He’s not weaseling his way out of this one. 

 

Dooley:   Which is what we thought last time, but this time it’s true. 

 

Fox:    So we hit him hard! Either he pulls a miracle out of that stupid hat of his,  

or we’re out! 

 

Larkin:   That’s exactly right. We’ll see what happens to his smug little smile when  

we’re the ones holding the cards. 

 



 

Héral:    So, ah, just to clarify… we’re all banking on being unemployed and  

homeless within the hour? Assuming things go well, I mean. 

 

Larkin:   Pretty much - but we won’t be broke, I’ll tell you that much. Coker’s  

getting us that money, whether he gets it from the Spectacle or not. For all that 

we’ve put up with over the years, he owes us more than that anyway. 

 

Dooley:   He doesn’t have five-thousand dollars. 

 

Larkin:   He only needs four-thousand. I’m not concerned about him getting his  

share. 

 

Dooley:   He doesn’t have that, either. 

 

Héral:    How do you know? 

 

Dooley:   Because he would have given it to us if he had it. Would have paid us for  

the birthday party gig without a word and let us assume it was all from the 

parents. He’s done it before, and he’d do it again if he could. 

 

(There’s a moment of silence with a hint of guilt in it.) 

 

Larkin:   (Sharply) Well, maybe he shouldn’t have promised us the money, then.  

This is his problem, not ours. We’re getting what we were promised - and we’re 

all getting what we deserve. 

 

Héral:    This is all very tense. It’s making me nervous. I wish Coker would hurry  

back so we could get it over with. 

 

Larkin:   The one time I actually want to see that cheat… 

 

Dooley:   We’ll give him a fair shot to speak his part, won’t we? I don’t know how  

he could fix this now… but we’ll let him try, right? 

 

Larkin:   If he has the audacity to make excuses, I’m slugging him. 

 

Fox:    I’ll design a trap just for the occasion to hold him still! 

 

Héral:    Ladies, please… I don’t know how you’re cracking jokes at a time like  

this. I mean, I think you’re cracking jokes. I hope you’re cracking jokes. 

Anyway, I’m terrified. 

 

Dooley:   Not as terrified as Coker’s gonna be when he comes through that door. 

 



 

(The door suddenly flies open to reveal Coker with a big grin, holding a 

cupcake container in one hand and a 2-litre bottle of root beer in the other.) 

 

Coker:    Who wants cupcakes? 

 

(The troupe is totally silent and blank. Coker looks around. He is confused, 

but his mood is not spoiled.) 

 

Coker:    You all look pretty glum. Don’t you like cupcakes? You should  

have told me so before I went and bought them. (Pause. The silence and staring 

from the troupe continue.) Well, you don’t have much choice now. I’m not 

eating all these myself. (Another beat of uncomfortable silence.) I feel like I 

should make a joke about making these treats “disappear”, but that seems a bit 

childish. (Coker sets down the root beer and cupcake container, opens the 

container, and pulls out a cupcake, which he offers to Fox. Without 

changing his tone, he says) I promise you, the money is coming. 

 

Fox:    Stuff it, Coker. A lady from the Spectacle was here while you were gone.  

She told us everything. 

 

(Coker pales and shrinks. His facade of total confidence and ease has been 

crippled.) 

 

Coker:    (Weakly) Eh, what exactly is included in “everything”? 

 

Fox:    (Turns to Larkin.) What exactly is included in “everything”? 

 

Larkin:   (To Coker, coldly) Everything we need to know. Enough to have us all  

with one foot out the door. 

 

(Coker struggles for words and comes up empty. He looks at Dooley 

desperately, but Dooley shakes his head softly.) 

 

Dooley:   Even me. You gotta give us something, Coker. A real reason to stay. 

 

Fox:    (Stalking around Coker) Yeah! Let’s see what you’ve got, magic man!  

Did David Copperfield offer us five grand? He’s kooky like that; that’s 

something he’d do. Maybe David Blaine stopped by with a gig for us? 

 

Coker:    Caroline, please - 

 

Fox:    Did Houdini climb out of the grave and offer to share a stage with us, if  

we stick around just a few weeks more? Wouldn’t that be something! 

 



 

Héral:    Caroline, don’t be cruel. Give him a chance to say something. (Pause.  

Coker is a statue. Then, gently) Coker? Say something. 

 

(There is a long moment of silence, with all eyes fixed on Coker. Finally, he 

raises his gaze slightly.) 

 

Coker:    The RV’s yours as long as you need it. 

 

Héral:    (Pause.) Say something else. 

 

Larkin:   That’s seriously all you’ve got? No cleverly contrived bait to dangle in  

front of us, no pleading, no nothing? 

 

Coker:    (Hesitates. Then) No. I… I’m sorry. 

 

Larkin:   I can’t even look at you right now. 

 

(Larkin exits. Fox begins moving toward the door.) 

 

Fox:    Come on, Héral. 

 

Héral:    Where are we going? 

 

Fox:    Somewhere I can cry and break things. 

 

(Fox exits, and Héral hurries after her.) 

 

Héral:    Oh, okay - wait, then why am I coming? Caroline, I – 
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(Héral pauses, turns, grabs a cupcake, offers Coker a sympathetic smile, and 

exits. At some point in all this, Dooley found a Diet Pepsi and is now sipping 

it quietly. Coker looks at Dooley, who raises the can solemnly.) 

 

Dooley:   To old times. 

 

(He pours the remaining Diet Pepsi onto the floor. Coker shakes his head.) 

 

Coker:    This is one of those moments where you realise that your life previously  
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being held together by a tiny thread is going to pieces, and now you’re just a 

confused party magician in a gross RV surrounded by Diet Pepsi and broken 

dreams. 

 

Dooley:   Funny how often those two things go together. (He attempts to take a  

drink of Diet Pepsi, realising after a moment that he has just poured it onto 

the floor. He tosses it over his shoulder with some annoyance.) 

 

Coker:    Aren’t you leaving, too? 

 

Dooley:   Leaving the troupe, yes. But not leaving you. Not right this second. That  

alright with you? 

 

Coker:    Yes, that’s… that’s alright with me. (Pause. He sits.) Thank you. 

 

(A moment passes. Coker is still numb, while Dooley is collected, observing 

Coker.) 

 

Dooley:   Weird to see you not have it all together. 

 

Coker:    (Disconnected) Who says I don’t have it all together? This is all part of  

the plan. It’s just a really complicated part of the plan and I have no idea what’s 

going on and everything is quickly spiraling out of control as my life falls apart. 

More Pepsi? 

 

Dooley:   Diet. 

 

(Coker pours a cup of Diet Pepsi and hands it to Dooley, who takes a drink.) 

 

Dooley:   We’re doing some heavy off-roading here, but you’re still at the wheel,  

Coker. The rest of us are just squabbling in the back seat like always… with our 

seat belts off. And somebody’s probably sticking halfway out the window. 

 

Coker:    It’s probably Héral. 

 

Dooley:   And Fox is probably the one shoving him out. 

 

Coker:    Goodness gracious. Give me that. 

 

(Dooley passes him the Diet Pepsi, and he takes a long drink. Afterward, he 

lowers the cup and wipes his mouth with a sigh.) 

 

Coker:   Man, that stuff’s awful. 

 



 

Dooley:   (Shrugs.) It’s just chemicals. 

 

Coker:    Everything is. (Pause.) How do you stay so calm, Dooley? How do you  

look at this mess we’re in and say, “It’s just chemicals”? 

 

Dooley:   Well, it is, isn’t it? Anyway, what do I have to worry about? You’re the  

one driving. If you crash, you crash. 

 

Coker:    If I crash, we crash. You’re still in the car. 

 

Dooley:   (Shrugs.) Wasn’t always so calm. Used to get pretty worked up. But you  

get over it. 

 

Coker:    How? 

 

Dooley:   Couple years in prison. 

 

(Coker reacts with surprise.) 

 

Dooley:  We’re friends here, Coker. You don’t have to put on your act for me. 

 

Coker:    I’m not sure that I know what you mean. 

 

Dooley:   I’m sure that you do. You knew I was a felon; knew it the day you hired  

me. Your card tricks are pretty sleight-of-hand, but that psychology mumbo-

jumbo is the real deal. 

 

Coker:    That’s what I’ve been saying from the very beginning! 

 

Dooley:   Well, stick by it, then. I can’t surprise you - no one can. 

 

Coker:    And that’s where you’re wrong, Mr. Dooley. People very often surprise  

me; it just so happens that I discover facts that surprise me long before people 

care to make those facts known. The wonders of a psychology degree… I should 

have been a detective. 

 

Dooley:   Or a psychologist. 

 

Coker:    I was a counsellor for a while. Counsellor’s assistant, technically. 

 

Dooley:   Where at? 

 

Coker:    Nevada State penitentiary. (He glances at Dooley for his reaction, but  



 

there is none.) To clarify, I was an inmate. (He waits - still no reaction.) Please, 

try to contain your shock. 

 

Dooley:   Sorry if I’m not surprised. Your soft spot for felons kinda gives it away. 

 

Coker:    That’s fair. (Pause.) I’m feeling sentimental, Dooley. Stop me before I’m  

in too deep. 

 

Dooley:   Nobody’s here to judge, Coker. Pour your heart out - or drown it in Pepsi. 

 

Coker:    Is that what you do? 

 

Dooley:   Nah. I just don’t mess with feelings. They’re not made of chemicals, and  

that really just complicates everything - so I just let them pass me by. 

 

Coker:    That’s the way to go, I reckon. Saves everyone a whole lot of trouble. 

 

(Coker takes a sip of Diet Pepsi, seeming discontent. Dooley notices.) 

 

Dooley:   (Gently) How long were you in for? 

 

Coker:    Two years. I had an unfortunate habit of… making things disappear. I’m  

not even talking about stealing cash or jewelry or anything. Half the stuff I stole, 

I didn’t even want. But it was just… just tempting, to prove that I could - and the 

rush of adrenaline when I pulled it off, that twisted-gut feeling in the hours 

afterward, jumping at every sound… it was exhilarating. I mean, it was more 

complicated than that - it’s always more complicated than that - but… I don’t 

know. I’d take whatever it was - a toaster, I don’t know - and make my escape. 

And once I was clear, I’d just… throw it away. Sometimes I returned it. 

Sometimes I did end up selling it, keeping it, whatever. 

 

Dooley:   But your luck ran out, they tossed you in the slammer, and you decided to  

stick to making cards disappear. 

 

Coker:    Well - sort of. You skipped over the bit where I had a kid, though. 

 

Dooley:   You had a kid? 

 

Coker:    Oh, yes. Got married on a bit of a whim - a quiet ceremony, under the  

radar. Probably not my most rational decision… definitely not my worst, though. 

Definitely not my worst. (Pause.) She was a beautiful girl who knew so much 

better than I did, and she had the unfortunate tendency of being very attractive 

when she was angry. She was a little irrational, too, but she grew up a lot faster 

than me. Motherhood will do that to you, I guess. Fatherhood probably would, 



 

too, but I wasn’t around to find out. Three months from her due date, I got 

arrested. She told me not to come back until I had my life together. 

 

Dooley:   So you never came back. 

 

Coker:    Ouch. I mean, yes, but ouch. I checked in and everything, watched some  

piano recitals from the back of the room - I’ve just never stuck around long 

enough to sign any divorce papers. Anyway, we’re skipping all around. While I 

was in prison, I volunteered to help out the counsellor. I’d always had a certain 

knack for psychology, so I figured I could put it to good use, help people realise 

what was going on in their own heads. Well, I was good at the psychology part, 

but counselling sort of included dealing with a lot of emotional baggage, and a 

certain raw level of honesty that I wasn’t so much into. Prison’s where I taught 

myself card tricks, too. Didn’t have much else to do. 

 

Dooley:   And just like that, you’re a magician. 

 

Coker:    I wish. Just like that, I was on the streets doing card tricks and performing  

mental feats of advanced psychology, but nobody would bat an eye at me. All the 

big acts saw my record and never read another word of my file. I got sick of it 

pretty quickly, and I said, “Screw it. I’ll do it myself.” So I started being my own 

boss, doing independent magic shows. It went alright, but I needed to grow my 

act if it was ever going to go anywhere. And that’s when things aligned, I 

suppose - I could help others in the same situation that I was in, helping felons to 

put their skills to good use while earning an honest living. Well - semi-honest, 

anyway. It’s all still risk and deception… maybe that’s why they flock to it. 

 

Dooley:   It’s not about the magic. They flock to you, Coker. 

 

Coker:    And then they flock away from me. 

 

Dooley:   Yeah, well, you sell yourself a little too well… make a lot of grand  

promises. (Pause. He stands.) Anyway, I’ve got a life to figure out, hurt people 

to talk to. 

 

Coker:    I almost wish you’d just choose a side, Dooley. Everybody else has. 

 

Dooley:   True… I guess I don’t really get choosing sides. Good guys, bad guys,  

broken promises… it’s all sorta complicated. I just, uh… (He takes a last swig 

of Diet Pepsi and sets the cup down.) I dunno. I’ll see if I can’t cool everybody 

down just a little bit. (He moves toward the RV door, glancing over his 

shoulder.) You won’t run off while I’m out, will you? 

 

Coker:    You think I have anywhere to run to? I’m flattered, Mr. Dooley, truly.  



 

(More genuinely) I’ll be right here waiting for you. 

 

(Dooley looks back at Coker a moment longer and exits. After a moment, 

Coker finishes his own Diet Pepsi, grimacing as he sets the cup down. Then, 

in his own time, he makes his way around the RV, looking at and touching 

various objects, clearly relishing the memories associated with them. 

Eventually, there is a SFX. knock at the RV door.) 

 

Coker:    It’s not locked. It’s never locked. 

 

Marianne:   (From outside) Good to know. 

 

(Marianne, a twelve year-old girl, opens the door, looks around briefly, and 

enters the RV. She looks at Coker, who is looking at anything but her.) 

 

Coker:    It’s not a good time right now. 

 

Marianne:   It’s never a good time. 

 

Coker:    Yeah, but this is a really not-good time. 

 

Marianne:   Fine. I don’t know why I came anyway. (She turns to exit.) 

 

Coker:    I do. 
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(Marianne pauses.) 

 

Coker:   You forget who you’re talking to, Marianne. You came to ask me to do the  

impossible. 

 

Marianne:   That’s your job, isn’t it? 

 

Coker:    I guess so… but I work in a very particular vein of impossible. Just the  

illusion of impossibility, really. Actually accomplishing the impossible is… well, 

impossible. 

 

Marianne:   It’s always magic, illusions, smoke and hoaxes… why can’t you ever just  

be real? 

 

http://www.scriptsforstage.co.uk/wp/product/vanishing-performance/


 

Coker:    I am real. (He pauses, picks up a nearby object, and drops it again  

with a nod.) Yep. Everything would be a great deal easier if I were imaginary, 

because things are always so simple in the imagination. Good guys are good 

guys, bad guys are bad guys, the right choice is clear… 

 

(There’s a moment of empty silence.) 

 

Marianne:   I want you to come home. 

 

Coker:    Like I said, asking the impossible. I’m homeless, kiddo. That’s what  

happened. Made a promise I couldn’t keep. Hurt some good people real bad. I 

lost… everything. 

 

Marianne:   You lost everything just now? You weren’t missing anything before that? 

 

Coker:    Don’t twist my words. 

 

Marianne:   Don’t say stupid stuff! 

 

Coker:    Another impossible task! Add it to the list! (He paces away, and a  

moment passes.) You giving your mom trouble? 

 

Marianne:   No. 

 

Coker:    That’s no fun. 

 

Marianne:   You give her plenty for both of us. 

 

Coker:  Well, maybe if you gave her a little more, I wouldn’t have to give her quite as 

much. 

 

Marianne:   If you came home, Mom would have enough trouble to last the rest of her  

life. 

 

Coker:    I expect I’ve already given her that. (Pause. Something occurs to him.) I  

didn’t mean you. You weren’t… aren’t… ah, screw it. (He stands and paces a 

bit.) What are we supposed to talk about at your age? You in any sports? How 

about boys, are boys a thing yet? 

 

Marianne:   You don’t have to feel obligated to ask stupid questions. 

 

Coker:    They’re dad questions. I thought you… (He shakes his head.) I’m really  

awful at this. 

 



 

Marianne:   You just need practice. 

 

Coker:    I’ve heard this one before. 

 

(Coker bends down to be at eye-level with Marianne - not menacing, just 

very direct. Marianne attempts to meet his gaze unflinchingly, but is a little 

nervous.) 

 

Coker:   What would you like me to do? You want me to come live with  

you and Veronica? Drive you to school, eat dinners together, argue about whose 

turn it is to wash dishes? You think I can just undo the last decade, fix everything 

right up? (He straightens and looks away.) You’re a smart girl. You know 

better than that. 

 

Marianne:   Yes, I do. I know you can’t fix everything in a day. Probably you couldn’t  

fix everything if you had all the time in the world. 

 

(Coker is messing with a deck of cards, shuffling them absentmindedly.) 

 

Coker:    (Musing) Very dad-like thing to do. Fixing things, I mean. I’ve never  

been very good at fixing things. 

 

Marianne:   But that’s no reason not to try! You can’t just… just give up because you  

can’t make everything perfect! (She waits a moment for a response that 

doesn’t come.) I don’t want things to be perfect! I just want them to be better! 

 

Coker:    I’d like to be better… I think. (He puts the cards down and sits.) It’s  

Funny, I know what everybody else wants. There’s only one mind I can’t read, 

and that’s my own. To be perfectly honest, I don’t know what I want. I want to 

be a good father - but I’m not, and I make no effort to be. I want to help these 

outcasts and rejects find a place in the world, but I never want to see it through to 

the end. I want to be the hero, and I want to stand on the side and silently 

observe. I want to have all the answers, and I want to be absolutely surprised. I 

want to act on every whim and impulse and claim that it’s all part of some grand 

design - and sometimes I think it is. 

 

Marianne:   You always want to run away. That’s one thing you can rely on. 

 

Coker:    But I don’t want to want to run away, see? (Pause. He stands.) Anyway.  

I’m going to run away now. 

 

(Coker kneels down and reaches under the couch, pulling out a  

suitcase.) 

 



 

Marianne:   So you were planning on running away. 

 

Coker:    No. But you make an escape plan even if you’re not planning on setting  

the house on fire. 

 

(Coker starts toward the RV door.) 

 

Marianne:   For a magician, you’re very predictable. 

 

(Coker abandons his exit to continue speaking with Marianne.) 

 

Coker:    Ah, but it’s not much of an act if nobody disappears, mm? Vanishing into  

thin air… you have to admit that there’s a certain allure to it. Here one moment, 

gone the next… 

 

Marianne:   It gets tired after a little while. 

 

Coker:    Yeah, well… yeah. (Pause.) Nobody wants to see the same act over and  

over, anyway. 

 

Marianne:   You’re… (She searches for the right word.)… insufferable. Everybody’s  

just cards and mirrors to you, aren’t they? It’s all just magic, it’s all just an act. 

None of it’s connected - just one show and then the next. When does any of it 

end? 

 

Coker:    (Genuinely) I don’t know. What I do know is that I can’t leave my  

friends in the pit I’ve dug for us all. I promised them four-thousand dollars, and 

I’ll get them four-thousand dollars. I don’t care how many solo gigs I have to do, 

how many trashy venues I have to perform, how many years it takes me. So 

coming back to you and your mom… it’s not even a possibility right now. Not 

while I owe these people. 

 

Marianne:   (Shaking her head) You really do leave a mess… 

 

Coker:    Make a mess, you mean? 

 

Marianne:   No. The only mess you’ve made is the one you’ve made of yourself.  

Everything else is messy when you get there, and then you get all filthy trying to 

clean it up. When I said you left a mess, I didn’t mean that you made the mess. I 

just meant you weren’t done cleaning yet. 

 

Coker:    I’m not done cleaning - that’s true enough. And I can’t come home to the  

mess I’ve made of my family until I’ve cleaned up my other messes. Veronica 

was very clear that I should only come home once that was the case. 



 

 

Marianne:   Right - you’ve gotta clean up the messes of everybody else in the world  

before you get around to your own. 

 

Coker:    Well, that, and I’m terrified of your mother. 

 

Marianne:   You - 

 

(Marianne bites her tongue, and Coker notices.) 

 

Coker:    You can say whatever you want. Your mom’s not around. 

 

Marianne:   (Bursting) You’re a coward! You act like this cool guy, this smooth  

magician who’s got it all together, but you’re just a - a scared little kid! That’s all 

you are! You say you want to come home, but you don’t! You say you want to 

make things right, but you don’t! So just… 

 

Coker:    Quit saying that stuff? 

 

Marianne:   No! Keep saying it, but start meaning it! 

 

Coker:    (Quiet, firm, slow) I am not bringing your mother four-thousand dollars  

of debt. 

 

Marianne:   So you’ll disappear for a while, pay it all back somehow, and then you’ll  

come home? 

 

(Coker hesitates, and Marianne sighs - she knows the answer.) 

 

Marianne:  Didn’t you say you were leaving? 

 

Coker:    People did always tell me to stick to what I was good at. (He takes his  

suitcase and makes his way to the RV door, opens it, and looks back, 

hesitating.) I love you, kiddo. 

 

Marianne:   (Quietly, deeply hurt) Then prove it. 

 

(With a heavy heart, Coker exits, leaving Marianne alone. She looks around 

the RV momentarily, quickly coming across Coker’s deck of cards. In a 

moment of anger, she hurls the deck, sending cards all over. As her anger 

cools, she realises what she’s done and begins cleaning it up. Before she can 

finish, however, the RV door slides open, startling her.) 

 

Larkin:   Coker, Dooley made me promise not to punch you, but if you so much as  



 

open your mouth a single time, all bets are - (She freezes, noticing Marianne.) 

Who are you supposed to be? 

 

Marianne:   (Formally) My name is Marianne. I was looking for Remíre Coker. 

 

Larkin:   Trust me, kid - you don’t want to find him. But I guess I asked the wrong  

question. What I meant was, “Why are you in our RV and will you be walking 

out or should I throw you?” 

 

Marianne:   I… the door was unlocked. 

 

Larkin:   Okay - and? You’re what, twelve? You missed the birthday party, kid, so  

you better scram quick, because I’m fresh outta patience! 

 

Dooley:   (From outside) Anne, who are you - (He enters and notices Marianne.)  

Oh. That explains that. (Pause.) Wait, no it doesn’t. Anne, who are you talking 

to? 

 

Marianne:   My name is Marianne. I was - 

 

(Héral steps inside behind Dooley and notices Marianne.) 

 

Héral:    Who are you? 

 

Marianne:   (Exasperated) I’m - 

 

(Fox steps inside behind Héral and notices Marianne.) 

 

Fox:    Who is that? 

 

Marianne:   (Snapping) Is that everyone? 

 

Héral:    Looks like it - other than Coker, of course, but he’s probably lying low for  

a little bit. He’s in a bit of hot water at the moment. 

 

Fox:    That’s a good one, Jamie. We could boil him. 

 

Héral:    What? No! I thought we were done with the murder plans! 

 

(Larkin clears her throat loudly and nods toward Marianne, who is listening 

and wide-eyed. Fox and Héral smile sheepishly.) 

 

Marianne:   Yes, well, anyway, my name is Marianne. I’m looking for a Mr. Coker -  

well, not really “looking for”. More of “asking about”. 



 

 

Fox:    He’ll be back soon enough. That old devil is never gone long. 

 

(Dooley, who has at some point made his way over to the couch and peered 

underneath, stands and shakes his head.) 

 

Dooley:   I think this time might be a little different. His getaway case is gone. 

 

Larkin:   His getaway case? He had a getaway case? And you knew? 
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Dooley:   Yes, his getaway case, yes, he did have a getaway case, and yes, I knew.  

Hoped he wouldn’t take it and run. Figured he would, but hoped he wouldn’t. 

 

Larkin:   Ah, great! We’re never going to see that money. Not that it matters  

much… we never would have wrung it out of him even if he had stuck around. 

 

Marianne:   So… what exactly happened? 

 

Héral:    (Miserably) Mr. Coker made a bit of a mess, and left us to clean it up. 

 

Marianne:   Oh, no. He always takes his mess with him. It’s sort of part of the act. 

 

Larkin:   The act…? Who are you? What act are you talking about - his cheap little  

sleight-of-hand party tricks? 

 

Marianne:   I told you, I’m Marianne. And I’m not talking about his card tricks; I’m  

talking about his vanishing act. 

 

Dooley:   Ha! Vanishing act! I like that, kid. That’s clever. Did he ditch you, too? 

 

Marianne:   Yes. I follow after him when I can. I think it’s important to see what he  

leaves behind. 

 

Héral:    I’m afraid the only thing he left behind was us. 

 

Marianne:   Yes, I expect that’s true. 

 

Dooley:   Sheesh. You’re kinda creepy for twelve. 
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Marianne:   I expect that’s true, too, Mr. Dooley. 

 

(Dooley gives a start and looks at the others.) 

 

Dooley:   I didn’t introduce myself, did I? No one ever gave her my name? She just  

knows it because she’s creepy? 

 

(Pause. The others shake their heads.) 

 

Dooley:  Right. Good. Just making sure. 

 

Larkin:   What are you still hanging around for, kid? If you’re looking for Remíre,  

he’s gone, as we’ve just discovered. 

 

Marianne:   I’m not looking for Mr. Coker so much as looking for where he’s been. 

 

Dooley:   (Indicates the cards still on the floor.) What, so you can play with his  

decks of cards? 

 

Marianne:   Um… I accidentally knocked it off a table. (Awkwardly) So, you said  

Mr. Coker owed you money? 

 

Larkin:   Really feels like none of your business, but yes. He promised us a paid gig  

at the Spectacle Magic Spectacular, the most star-studded venue in all of Nevada 

- other than Vegas, anyway, but that’s its own little world. Anyway, turns out that 

money’s already been promised to somebody else - some superstar magician who 

will probably take it as pocket change. Not that I’m bitter. 

 

Héral:    Not just “some superstar magician”! Alexander Iiyoshi, the Father of  

Illusion! He once made an entire performance hall vanish! I still don’t think 

they’ve found it, in fact. 

 

Fox:    (Sarcastically) That’s who I’d want doing a show at my big expensive  

performance hall. 

 

Héral:    Well, he also conjured up a new one. 

 

Dooley:   Lucky for us, Coker’s vanishing act isn’t quite on that scale. 

 

Larkin:   Yeah… I’m surprised he didn’t take the RV. We shouldn’t have left him  

alone with it. 

 

Marianne:   So then, you don’t expect him to get you the money he promised you. 

 



 

Larkin:   Pft! Are you kidding? He took his getaway case and disappeared! We’re  

not gonna see the money, and we’re not gonna see him. 

 

Dooley:   I really thought he might stay, try to make things right… but where’s he  

going to find four-thousand dollars, right? 

 

Marianne:   I think I see. Things won’t be right between you until you get the money,  

which Mr. Coker can’t give you. (Pause. She nods.) Well, that’s all I came for. 

I’ll be off now. 

 

Héral:    Maybe do everyone a favour and don’t break into any more RV’s, okay? 

 

Marianne:   Er, right. Sorry about that. And sorry about the cards. And sorry about  

being… weird… 

 

(Marianne exits hurriedly. The others watch her go.) 

 

Dooley:   Well, at least she apologised. 

 

Fox:    That’s more than any of you can say! You’re all real freaks sometimes,  

you know that? 

 

Héral:    You wouldn’t want me to be boring, would you, Caroline? 

 

Fox:    Aw, no… weird looks good on you, ya freak. (She giggles.) 

 

Larkin:   (Rolls her eyes.) I don’t know how much longer I can stand this. As soon  

as I find a room and some cash, I’m outta here. 

 

Dooley:   I kind of like the RV. Think I’ll save myself some cash and just stay here,  

assuming Coker’s not coming back. 

 

Héral:    He did say it was ours as long as we wanted it. 

 

Dooley:  You’re all welcome to stay with me as long as you want, of course. You’ve got 

just as much claim to it as I do. 

 

Héral:    I think I’ll take you up on that - for a while, at least. Until I can find my  

footing. 

 

Fox:    And Heaven knows he couldn’t survive long without me, so I guess I’ll  

have to stay, too. 

 

Héral:    Caroline, I protest! There’s no need to - 



 

 

Fox:    (Hands on hips.) Don’t you want me to stay? 

 

Héral:    Well, sure I do, but - 

 

Fox:    Then shut that idiotic yap of yours, mm? 

 

Héral:    I - (He thinks better of it and changes the topic.) It is difficult to find  

work. Maybe this isn’t the time to bring it up, but Anne, you mentioned having a 

criminal record… 

 

Larkin:   (Sharply) What about it? 

 

Héral:    Well, nothing, nothing! It’s just a bit of a remarkable coincidence, because  

I also served my time. 

 

Larkin:   You? 

 

Fox:    Jamie! When were you going to bring this up to me? 

 

Héral:    (With a sigh) I’ve told you already, Caroline. Multiple times, actually -  

but you never seem to pay attention. 

 

(Fox opens her mouth to argue, then reconsiders and shrugs.) 

 

Fox:    Sounds like me. 

 

Dooley:   What put you in the slammer, Héral? 

 

Héral:    Originally, repeated driving offenses. Parked in the wrong places, drove in  

the wrong lanes, made the wrong turns… never meant to, of course. You may not 

believe this, but I was a bit of an airhead on the road. 

 

Larkin:   (With mock shock) You? 

 

Dooley:   Hold on - that’s what you were originally in for? 

 

Héral:    Oh, boy. Here we go… (He clears his throat.) So, ah, I thought the prison  

sentence was a bit drastic, a little inconsiderate. And back in my younger days, I 

was a little more reckless, which probably contributed to me going to jail, and 

definitely contributed to me getting out. A week early. By climbing out a 

window. 

 



 

(Dooley and Fox are awestruck, but Larkin finds this thoroughly 

entertaining.) 

 

Larkin:   (Snickering) You broke out of jail? Are you kidding me? 

 

Héral:    Broke? No, I didn’t break anything. It was very clean, very classy. Now,  

the second time… 

 

Larkin:   (Barely able to contain her laughter) There’s a second time?! 

 

Héral:    There’s a fourth time! I’m an escapist, alright? It’s what I do! They lock  

me up, I escape. That’s how the game is played! 

 

Dooley:   That is definitely not how the game is played. 

 

Héral:  And then the cycle just feeds into itself. You get thrown in prison for being an 

idiot, you break out of prison because you’re an idiot, you get thrown back in 

prison for breaking out of prison for being an idiot… 

 

Larkin:   This is the best thing I’ve heard all day. 

 

Héral:    (Annoyed) I’m glad someone is entertained. It was actually rather  

inconvenient at the time. 

 

Dooley:   Well, that makes three felons. 

 

Fox:    (Startled) What? How did you know? 

 

Dooley:   (Pause.) The third one was me, Fox. 

 

Fox:    Oh. (Pause.) In that case, everything checks out. Larkin, Dooley and Héral  

- the three felons in this group. (Pause.) Yup. 

 

Larkin:   You’re in too deep now, Fox. What have you got to lose, anyway? 

Fox:    Um, my dignity! 

 

(A long pause. Everyone stares at her skeptically.) 

 

Fox:   Okay, that’s rude. 

 

(Everyone continues staring.) 

 

Fox:   Fine, you want to hear it? (Pause.) Arson. 

 



 

Dooley:   Arson? 

 

Fox:    Arson. 

 

Dooley:   Elaborate. 

 

Fox:    Gazuntite. 
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Dooley:   Explain. 

 

Fox:    It’s German. 

 

Dooley:   Explain the arson. 

 

Fox:    Oh. It means setting things on fire. 

 

Dooley:   Yes, but elaborate. 

 

Fox:    Gazuntite. 

 

Héral:    What on earth prompted you to commit arson?! 

 

Fox:    Oh. I don’t know. Fire’s so pretty sometimes. And some things are just so  

flammable… some people, too… 

 

Héral:    Some people?! 

 

Fox:    Well, only the one person. 

 

Héral:    You lit a person on fire?! 

Fox:    Just for a little. Then he jumped into the river and he was fine - and he quit  

proposing to me after that, so I’d say it all turned out for the best. 

 

Héral:    (Weakly) Poor guy. 

 

Fox:    What? I’m the victim here! That guy was annoying! And then I went to  

jail for it! Unbelievable! 

 

Larkin:   Well, there we have it. What are the odds of all of us having been in the  
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slammer? 

 

Dooley:   That’s no accident, Ms. Larkin. Coker knows what he’s doing. (Pause.)  

This was his vision, you know. He’s a former inmate himself, and when he 

started up his magic act, he could have hired anyone. There must be better 

candidates out there - I mean, none of us had even done magic tricks before we 

got hired. But Coker wanted it to be felons… he wanted to give a chance to the 

people that nobody else would. 

 

Larkin:   (Quietly) Shut up. 

 

Dooley:   Why? 

 

Larkin:  Because I’m trying to hate that guy, and up until now, I’ve been really  

good at it. 

 

Dooley:   My bad. 

 

(There’s a short moment of sullen silence and reflection.) 

 

Fox:    So, what now? 

 

Dooley:   That is the question. What now? 

 

   (Lights down. End of Act 1) 

  



 

Act 2 

Scene 1 - A Street Corner 

 

(Lights rise again on a street corner. Perhaps it’s lit by a single spotlight to 

mimic an overhead streetlight. Coker is hanging around idly in street 

clothes. Mitsuda comes walking by - she is frantic about something. In her 

haste, she nearly runs right into Coker.) 

 

Mitsuda:   Oh! I - I’m sorry, I… 

 

Coker:    Everything alright, ma’am? You seem distressed. 

 

Mitsuda:   Well, I just - it’s unbelievable! It was - but I’m sure - and how… 

 

Coker:    Mm-hm, mm-hm, I follow. You’ve lost something very important. 

 

Mitsuda:  Yes! Well, kind of! Not exactly, but… something very valuable has been… 

misplaced… but I have a good idea of where it might have wandered off to - a 

very good idea… 

 

Coker:    Mm. 

 

(Coker is staring at Mitsuda intently, focusing very hard. In her distress, she 

doesn’t notice.) 

 

Mitsuda:   Anyway - I have no time to waste. Places to be, people to see, enraged  

threats to issue - you know how it is. 

 

Coker:    Yes, I do… best of luck, ma’am. I hope you find the money. 

 

(Coker exits at a brisk pace. Mitsuda is still collecting herself.) 

 

Mitsuda:   I appreciate… wait. 

 

(Mitsuda looks around, but Coker is already gone. She is momentarily 

puzzled, but shakes her head and exits in the same direction as Coker. 

Lights fall.) 

 

 

 

  



 

Scene 2 - “The Crew’s” RV 

 

(Lights rise again on the interior of the RV. Larkin, Dooley, Héral and Fox 

are sprawled in various locations, asleep. After a moment, there is a loud 

series of knocks on the RV door. The troupe stirs.) 

 

Marianne:   (From outside) It’s Marianne. I’m coming in. 

 

Dooley:   Alternatively, you could not do that. 

 

(Marianne enters, and Dooley shrugs.) 

 

Dooley:  Just a suggestion. 

 

Larkin:   Your friend Coker isn’t around, kid. 

 

Marianne:   Mr. Coker is not my friend. 

 

Fox:    (Grumbling) Join the club. 

 

Héral:    But, being a member of the club does not give you permission to waltz  

into the RV! We do live here, you know, and we’d appreciate a shred of respect 

for our privacy. 

 

Marianne:   Lock the door, then. 

 

(Héral takes a breath to argue, but pauses and frowns, his argument 

thoroughly foiled. Meanwhile, Larkin climbs to her feet to address 

Marianne.) 

 

Larkin:   Look, kid, I don’t know what your deal is, and I don’t want to know. You  

stalk Coker, that’s cool. Nobody cares. But you can’t just keep showing up to 

observe us. Super creepy. Definitely none of your business. So scram. 

 

Marianne:   Very well - but not before I repay a debt. 

 

Héral:    (Confused) You don’t owe us anything. 

 

Marianne:   I know. It’s not my debt. 

(Marianne draws a large stack of hundred-dollar bills from her jacket and 

places them on the table. This fully wakes up the troupe, who gather around 

the table in absolute shock.) 

 

Dooley:   How much is here? (He begins counting the cash.) 



 

 

Marianne:   Five-thousand dollars. 

 

Larkin:   Seems like you might be a friend of Coker’s after all. 

 

(Marianne can’t seem to find an answer, and resolves to remain  

silent.) 

 

Héral:    Five-thousand dollars… five-thousand dollars! Imagine! We can pick  

ourselves right up with five-thousand dollars! That’s a thousand each! 

 

Dooley:   Who’s your fifth? 

 

Héral:    What do you mean? There’s you, me… (He does a silent head count and  

trails off, realising that he mistakenly included Coker in his calculation.) Oh. 

 

Fox:    More for the rest of us, then! Ooh, Héral, we can buy the dress that we  

almost went and bought before we turned around to encase you in liquid cement! 

 

Héral:    (Reluctantly) Ah, yes… we can buy that. That would be a good purchase  

for us to make. 

 

(Dooley finishes counting the bills and places them back on the table with 

finality.) 

 

Dooley:   That’s five-thousand alright - and every bill absolutely authentic. I’ve seen  

enough counterfeit to know. 

 

Larkin:   So before we go slobbering all over ourselves, let’s voice the question on  

everyone’s mind. 

 

(She is met with blank stares from Héral and Fox and sighs, turning to 

Marianne.) 

 

Larkin:  Where did you come up with five-thousand dollars? 

 

Marianne:   I called in a favour. 

 

Larkin:   (Sceptically) A favour. 

 

Marianne:   I have connections. 

 

Dooley:   You’re twelve. You don’t have “connections”. 

 



 

Marianne:   Well, do you want the money or don’t you? If you’re above handouts, then  

give it back. 

 

Larkin:   You may play it cool, but you don’t fool me, missy. I was a lying twelve  

year-old once. I paid plenty of times with money that didn’t belong to me - and 

this doesn’t belong to you. 

 

Marianne:   You’re awfully judge-y, for someone who just got handed a bunch of  

money. What do you care where it came from? And anyway, there’s no good 

reason for you to doubt my honesty. 

 

Larkin:   No good reason? I’ve got a few good reasons. You showed up out of  

nowhere, nobody knows who you actually are, you have a random unexplained 

obsession with Remíre Coker and his associates, and now you turn up with a 

five-thousand dollar donation for absolutely no reason and expect us to take it, no 

questions asked. 

 

(Marianne’s search for a rebuttal is cut short from a firm set of knocks on 

the RV door. The troupe look around at each other, and Larkin opens the 

door. One very angry Jasmine Mitsuda waits outside.) 

 

Larkin:   Can I help you? 

 

Mitsuda:   I have good reason to believe you can, yes. May I come in? 

 

(Without waiting for a response, Mitsuda shoves her way inside. Marianne 

has taken the cash and hidden it back in her jacket, and is now looking a bit 

pale.) 
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Héral:    Mrs… Mitsuda! A pleasure to see you again. Lots of unexpected company  

today. I don’t believe you’ve met Marianne - 

 

Mitsuda:   I don’t care. Look, I apologise if my anger is misdirected, but I’m quite  

confident that it’s not. I assume you know why I’m here. 

 

Dooley:   Because we’re irresistible? 

 

Mitsuda:   Very well - we can do things this way. Everyone prepare to act very  
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surprised, because I have stunning news. The five-thousand dollar prize for the 

Spectacle magic show has been stolen! 

 

(There’s a beat of silence as the news registers. Then the troupe lets out a 

simultaneous “Ohhhhh!” of understanding.) 

 

Mitsuda:  There we are! You admit to stealing the money, then? 

 

Héral:    No! Why would you assume that we stole it? 

 

Mitsuda:   Oh, just a hunch - a hunch supported by the fact that you all seemed quite  

displeased when you originally learned that you would not be receiving the 

money… and on closer investigation, it turns out every one of you has a criminal 

record! Funny how that works out! 

 

Dooley:   That does look rather bad for us, doesn’t it? 

 

Mitsuda:   So now, we can proceed the easy way or the hard way. With the easy way,  

I have pity on you all because you’re pathetic and clearly desperate, and you 

return the money and I never see any of you again. With the hard way, I call the 

cops right now and you all go back to jail, and I’ll track down the money myself. 

Either way, I’m very interested to know where your charming leader Mr. Coker 

is. I have some choice words for him. 

 

Fox:    Get in line. 

 

Larkin:   Well, I can’t help you find Coker, but I’d be happy to return the money. 

 

Marianne:   (Fearfully) Ms. Larkin - 

 

Larkin:   What, kid? You suddenly want to talk? You couldn’t be bothered to give  

us the answers before, and I’m not terribly interested in hearing them now. 

 

Dooley:   Anne, let’s think about this carefully. 

 

Larkin:   Let’s not. I got stuck in a dead-end job for four years by “thinking  

carefully”. Turns out, the longer you think, the longer you sit around letting other 

people whisper into your ear and make your decisions for you. Turns out, you’ve 

got a gut reaction for a reason! I’m sick of being manipulated. I’m about to make 

a decision, Mr. Dooley, and my decision will have results, I promise you that! 

 

Héral:    “Results” is sort of a neutral word, isn’t it? Not necessarily a good thing… 

 

Mitsuda:   No, results are good. I like results. In fact, I’d like results in the next ten  



 

seconds. 

 

(There is a hubbub of panicked argument and discussion, with the following 

lines cutting over the top of it.) 

 

Larkin:   No time to think, then! 

 

Héral:    Three seconds is all it takes to clear the mind, my friends! Let’s all settle  

down, take a breath, - 

 

Fox:    (To Marianne) Now’s the time to start talking, kid. You’ve got a lot on  

the line here. 

 

Mitsuda:   What’s that supposed to mean? 

 

Marianne:   Everyone, I - please, you have to understand - 

 

Larkin:   Understand what, exactly? 

 

Marianne:   I - I - I’m scared! I want - ! 

 

(There’s a sudden SFX. knock on the RV door. Everyone falls silent and 

turns to look at it. Larkin begins to move to the door, but Mitsuda shoots 

daggers.) 

 

Mitsuda:   I’ll get it. 

 

(Mitsuda makes her way to the door and throws it open. Coker stands 

outside with his top hat and cape. He tips his hat.) 

 

Coker:    Mind if I step in? 

 

(Without waiting for a response, he slips by Mitsuda and looks around at the 

troupe, ignoring Marianne for now.) 

 

Coker: Hello, everyone. You’ll be glad to hear that the spa day was very relaxing - just 

what I needed. Your generosity is much appreciated. (He turns and notices 

Marianne with a gasp.) Marianne! What an unexpected surprise! 

 

(He wraps Marianne in an enormous hug.) 

 

Marianne:   (Dumbstruck, mumbling) Hello, father. 

 

(The troupe, save Dooley, react with silent surprise.) 



 

 

Coker:    This is a very nice jacket! Is it new? I hope you had a say in choosing this  

one - I know Mother picked the last one out for you, and you never liked it much. 

How does it fit? Is it comfortable? 

 

(He examines the jacket closely, jostling Marianne around in his inspection. 

As he examines the jacket, he subtly slips the cash out of her pocket and up 

his own sleeve. The audience should not be allowed to catch this, if possible.) 

 

Marianne:   The jacket’s fine, dad… you shouldn’t be here. 

 

Coker:    And why not? I seem to be in excellent company. (He glances around,  

finally noting Mitsuda.) Oh, hello! Terribly sorry I didn’t notice you. Have we 

met? 

 

Mitsuda:   (Bluntly) Mr. Coker, where’s the money? 

 

Coker:    That’s a “no”, then. My name’s Remíre Coker, but clearly you already  

know that. And you are…? 

 

Dooley:   (In a dark, gritty voice) Your worst nightmare. 

 

Mitsuda:   I am the lady who was supposed to give out the five-thousand dollar cash  

prize at the Spectacle Magic Spectacular. The five-thousand dollars that are 

currently in your possession. 

 

Coker:    I’m still missing a name, but that’s alright. You’re here for this, then. (He  

pulls the money from his own jacket, to the surprise of the troupe.) Must 

have been some sort of terrible misunderstanding, but all’s well that ends well, 

hm? This is for you - (He hands the money to Mitsuda.) - and now we’re all 

squared away. 

 

Mitsuda:   I appreciate your cooperation, Mr. Coker, but you’re not exactly off the  

hook. 

 

Coker:    And why’s that? You came for the money, and you’ve got the money. 

 

Mitsuda:   The money that you stole, you mean? Yes, I’m very glad that it’s back in  

my possession. Now, I try to be professional and courteous most of the time, but 

right now I’d like you to name exactly one good reason why I shouldn’t 

personally haul you back to jail. 

 

Coker:    Well, first of all, you’d need a license for that. 

 



 

(Mitsuda pulls an ID from her pocket and displays it.) 

 

Mitsuda:   Officer Jasmine Mitsuda, part-time Nevada state police force. 

 

Coker:    (Pause.) Second of all, I’m very charming and eccentric. 

 

Marianne:   And third of all, he didn’t take the money! 

 

(Mitsuda is confused, but Coker immediately jumps in before she can ask 

questions.) 

 

Coker:    That’s exactly right. It was deposited directly into my bank account, which  

came as no surprise to me, based on a correspondence I’d received only a few 

days earlier… (He digs around in his pocket and produces the crumpled 

notice of acceptance and reads.) “Mr. Coker, it is our pleasure to approve your 

application to the Spectacle Magic Spectacular,” yada  

   yada yada, “your time and effort will be appropriately compensated with  

the promised payment of five-thousand dollars.” And that’s your name signed at 

the bottom, isn’t it? 

 

Mitsuda:   Well - well, yes, but I never would have signed that paper! Anyway, I’ve  

seen your record, and I know you’re no rookie at forging signatures. This little 

stunt - call it a trick, if you will - proves nothing! 
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Coker:    It doesn’t have to prove anything. You’re familiar with the law, I’m sure,  

so you would know that everyone here is innocent until proven guilty. So it 

would seem that you’re the one who has some proving to do. If you ask me, this 

can all be chalked up to a simple miscommunication - an intern mixing up some 

names, sending an email and some money to the wrong person, something along 

those lines. 

 

(Mitsuda fumes briefly, but can’t refute Coker’s argument. She collects 

herself with a sigh.) 

 

Mitsuda:   Well, I work with enough magicians and felons to know not to trust  

somebody who’s both. I’m sure this whole fiasco is more “trick” than “magic”, 

but I still have no clue how you pulled it off. So, because you returned the 

money, and because you’re all so pitiful, I’m going to pretend like this didn’t 

happen. 
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Coker:    Sounds good to me. 

 

(Mitsuda turns to exit, but Marianne steps forward.) 

 

Marianne:   Officer! 

 

Mitsuda:   (Turning) Hm? 

 

(All eyes are on Marianne, and a moment passes. At last, the tension 

breaks.) 

 

Marianne:   They’re good people. 

 

Mitsuda:   No, they’re just people. The world is too big and life is too weird to label  

anybody one thing or the other. Your friends here have all done some awful 

things, but so has everybody. What I’m interested in is what  

   happens next, and how they set things right. In this case - (She holds up  

the money.) - your band of miscreants set things right, and they’ve earned 

themselves a blind eye from me. If we have any more incidents, then I won’t be 

so generous. Understood? (Pause. She nods.) Good. (She turns, but one more 

thing occurs to her.) Oh, and just so we’re clear, your acceptance to the 

Spectacle has officially been revoked. Good day. 

 

(Mitsuda exits, and the others relax a bit. Larkin, however, quickly turns to 

Marianne.) 

 

Larkin:   So let me get this straight: you were the rat that stole the money, yeah? 

 

Coker:    Please choose your words carefully when speaking to my daughter, Ms.  

Larkin. 

 

Larkin:   Wait, she’s actually your daughter? You didn’t just pull that out of your -  

 

(Coker clears his throat.) 

 

Larkin:  - hat? I was going to say hat anyway. 

 

Coker:    Sure. 

 

Larkin:   But here’s the real question, you really thought telling me she’s your  

daughter would make me treat her better?  

 

Marianne:   (Ashamed) Yes, I took the money. I should have told the officer… I was  



 

going to, but - 

 

Larkin:   Woah, hold on, kid. I’m not blaming you, I was just wondering how in the  

world you managed that. And anyway, apparently I have to be nice to you 

because you’re the child of my favorite con artist. 

 

Marianne:   Oh. Well… it wasn’t hard to reach the money. It was just in a little safe. 

 

Larkin:   And the safe was unlocked? 

 

Marianne:   It was after I unlocked it. 

 

Larkin:   How'd you manage that? 

 

Marianne:   I visited the Spectacle office building earlier in the day. There was a man  

there who was thinking about the safe combination. (Pause.) He was thinking 

about it very loudly. 

 

(Larkin is puzzled, but doesn’t have time for more questions before 

Marianne’s phone rings. Marianne takes it from her pocket and looks at it, 

shrinking a bit.) 

 

Marianne:  It’s Mom. I’d… better take this… 

 

(Marianne exits the RV, holding her phone to her ear. The troupe is left in 

awkward silence. Some people clear their throats, shuffle their feet, cough 

quietly, etc. Finally, Héral breaks the silence.) 

 

Héral:    So. That’s your child. 

 

Coker:    Mm-hm. 

 

Héral:    And, you have a child. 

 

Coker:    Those two things would seem to correspond, yes. 

 

Héral:    Ah. Alright. (Pause.) I have a lot of questions that should probably be  

saved for another time… but one thing I have to ask. Why did you ever promise 

us that five-thousand dollars in the first place? What was that ever going to 

accomplish? You said yourself that it would only buy you a week. 

 

Coker:    Oh, that wasn’t an empty promise. We would have been the main feature  

at the Spectacle Magic Spectacular, and we would have received the five-

thousand dollar reward. 



 

 

Héral:    What are you talking about? They had Alexander Iiyoshi, supernatural  

superstar, Father of Illusion! We were never going to be the main act. 

 

Coker:    Yes, Mr. Iiyoshi - quite the talented magician. It just so happens that I  

bumped into Mr. Iiyoshi at the mall a few weeks ago and had a short 

conversation with him. And in this conversation, it became clear to me - from a 

purely psychological standpoint - that he had no intention of performing at the 

Spectacle Magic Spectacular. It seemed to me that he had recently taken a Vegas 

venue that conflicted with the Spectacle performance, and that he was delaying 

telling the Spectacle staff, as he enjoyed all the marketing with his name on it and 

really just couldn’t be bothered. 

 

Héral:    He told you all of that? 

 

Coker:    Well, not directly. I inferred some of it. 

 

Fox:    So, what did you talk about? 

 

Coker:    I recommended a sandwich from that little sandwich place in the  

mall. He opted for a fancier venue… 

 

Larkin:  Coker, you dog. You were actually going to get us the money, and we went and 

gave it up… 

 

Héral:    Seems that I should have kept digging after all. 

 

Coker:    No… no. I was stretching myself too thin, piling up too many lies… I  

never should have let things get to that point. You had no way of knowing that 

the money was really on its way, and no reason to believe me. You did what the 

moment called for - and that’s all anyone can do. 

 

(The door opens, and Marianne steps back inside.) 

 

Marianne:   (To Coker) Mother wants to talk to you. 

 

Coker:    I’m sure she does, but I want to live; and that’s a conflict of interests, see? 

 

Marianne:   It’s just a phone call, Remíre. Whenever you get the itch to drop her like  

an expired coupon - again - then just hang up. 

 

(Coker is still reluctant.) 

 

Marianne:  Dad. Take the call. 



 

 

(Coker’s hesitation swiftly dissipates, and he takes the phone.) 

 

Coker:    Hello, Veronica. I know you’re angry. (Pause.) No, I can’t read your mind  

over the phone. You’re just always angry. (Pause.) Yes, I know it’s my  

   fault. Things generally are. (Pause.) No, that wasn’t a joke. (A longer  

pause.) Mm… so you heard already. No use beating around the bush, then. I… 

borrowed… five thousand dollars from the Spectacle. (Pause.) It is if I returned 

it! (Pause.) Because… because people needed it, Veronica! Because people I 

love needed it. (He looks at Marianne while he talks.) And sometimes people 

do really stupid things for people they love, because they get desperate. That’s 

what I was, dear: desperate to fix things. (Pause. He shrinks a bit.) No, of 

course it didn’t fix anything. I know that. 

 

(There’s a sudden rapid SFX. knocking on the door. Coker glances at the 

door in confusion.) 

 

Coker:   (Into the phone) One second. 

 

(Coker pulls the door open to reveal Veronica, holding her phone to her ear 

and glaring. Coker stares at her for a moment, then says into the phone) 

 

Coker:   I’ll call you back. 
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(Veronica enters the RV, tucking her phone into her pocket. Coker passes 

Marianne’s phone back to her.) 

 

Veronica:   Remíre. 

 

Coker:    Pepsi? 

 

Dooley:   We’re out. (He digs the half-empty bottle of root beer out of the  

couch.) Root beer? 

 

Veronica:   I see your company is charming as ever, Remíre. What’s his story? 

 

Coker:    He was involved with some chemicals. 

 

Veronica:   Hm. (To Dooley) And what do you do now? 
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Dooley:   Other chemicals. Particularly in the arrangement of flaming swords  

making their way into my stomach. 

 

Veronica:   A classic. 

 

Héral:    Things seem to be getting a bit crowded in here… should we step out? 

 

Fox:    You can. This is getting interesting! 

 

Veronica:   I believe what happens next will impact you all very much. Stay right  

where you are. 

 

Héral:    Well, alright. We apologise for the mess. We’re not exactly used to having  

company. 

 

Veronica:   Oh, I’m used to dealing with messes where Remíre is concerned. 

 

Coker:    You know, it is a bit crowded in here. I’ll step out. 

 

(Marianne sidesteps to block the door, crossing her arms.) 

 

Marianne:   Dad. Please. 

 

Coker:    (Glancing over his shoulder) She called me Dad. I like it when she does  

that. 

 

Marianne:   That’s why I said it.  

 

Coker:    (Shaking his head) You’ve got me wrapped around your finger, don’t  

you? 

 

Veronica:   I know you well enough to know that if I don’t get right to the point, then  

we’ll never get there, so let’s get started, shall we? Let’s talk about the money, 

Remíre - the money that you “borrowed”. 

 

Coker:    Alright, well, we’re all friends here - either that or none of us are; it’s hard  

to tell sometimes - so I’ll be honest: I stole the money in a bit of a desperate 

gamble from the - 

 

Veronica:   Remíre! (Pause.) Marianne already told me everything. I know she took  

the money. 

 

Coker:    I… (He looks at Marianne for a moment.) We’re the only ones who  



 

know the truth. And it follows that we get to decide what the truth is. So, yes, 

Marianne stole the money - but that doesn’t have to be the case, see? My record’s 

already a mess anyway, and certainly, this is largely my fault. So, from now on, 

Marianne did not take the money. Are we all clear on that? 

 

Veronica:   You don’t get to make decisions regarding my daughter. 

 

Coker:    No, but - (He holds his tongue and shrinks.) No. 

 

Veronica:   (Relenting a bit) However, you did a brave thing here today to protect  

her. So… thank you for that. 

 

Coker:    Yes, well, I… I don’t always know what I want. But I know that I never,  

ever want to hurt you. Either of you. 

 

Marianne:   You being gone all the time hurts. 

 

Coker:    Not as bad as if I were present. 

 

(Coker catches Veronica’s eye and nods faintly. She is deep in thought for a 

moment.) 

 

Veronica:   So, let’s get this straight. Marianne stole five-thousand dollars from the  

Spectacle Magic Spectacular - (She glares at Marianne with motherly 

chiding.) - which we’ll be having a few discussions about later. But, the story 

that we’re sticking with is that Remíre stole the money. 

 

Marianne:   (Protesting) I don’t wanna shove the blame off to - 

 

Coker:    Never argue with your mother, Marianne. You’ll waste an awful lot of  

time that way. 

 

Veronica:   Take it from a man who knows. (Addressing the troupe) Now, losing the  

Spectacle money must hurt - and I understand that you all recently quit working 

for Remíre. So you’re all in need of a new source of income, yes? 

 

(There are general nods and murmurs of confirmation.) 

 

Veronica:  Well, I certainly can’t offer you five-thousand dollars, but I can offer you  

something that I’m sure Remíre never could; stability. 

 

Héral:    I’m in! 

 

Veronica:   You haven’t even heard what I was going to say… 



 

 

Héral:    It doesn’t matter. If you can promise a stable job, I’ll do whatever you say.  

I’ll clean tables, I’ll pick up trash, I’ll do manual labour, I’ll sit in an office and 

type emails or whatever it is that office people do… 

 

Veronica:   I suppose I appreciate your willingness, but I’d like you to do magic. 

 

Héral:    Oh. (Pause.) I can do magic. 

 

Fox:    Well, it’s been fun, Coker! (She shakes Coker’s hand with gusto.) Lady  

Coker’s our boss now! (She turns to Veronica and shakes her hand with 

equal gusto.) Can’t wait to get started, lady Coker. 

 

Veronica:   Just Veronica is fine. 

 

Fox:    Yeah, that’s way better. There’s too many Cokers around here. 

 

Dooley:  Sorry, can we back up a minute? (To Veronica) You said something about a job? 

Could we have a few more details on that? 

 

Veronica:   Of course. I run a diner in town - 

 

Coker:    It’s a bar. 

 

Veronica:   It’s a diner that serves drinks. 

 

Coker:    It’s a bar. 

 

Marianne:   (To the troupe, informatively) It’s a bar. 

 

Veronica:   And at my diner, the patrons like to have a little entertainment. We bring  

in local singers, comedians, stuff like that. My patrons are particularly fond of 

Magic Mondays, and our regular troupe moved out of town about a month ago. 

So, how about it? Help me help you? 

 

Héral:    My previous “yes” still stands! 

 

Fox:    (With feigned reluctance) I guess that means I’m in, too. 

 

Héral:    You don’t have to be. (Babbling) I mean, don’t get me wrong, I’d love to  

continue working with you, but I just don’t want you to feel any pressure - you 

are a fully autonomous individual, and - 

 

Fox:    Jamie. You should know by now that you will never ever change my mind  



 

about anything ever. I said that I’m in. Do you have a problem with that? 

 

Héral:    (Smiling) Not at all! Best news I’ve heard all day! 

 

Dooley:   Better than the news that we were under arrest? That’s some high praise.  

(To Veronica) I’ll tag along, if you’ll have me. 

 

Veronica:   Certainly. Eh, will working at a… diner with strong drinks… be a problem  

for you? I know you mentioned having a history with… chemicals. 

 

Dooley:   You keep some Diet Pepsi on hand, and we should be all set. 

 

Veronica:   No sane person keeps Diet Pepsi on hand, but I’ll stock up for you. 

 

Héral:    (To Larkin) Now, Ms. Larkin, as I told Ms. Fox, you shouldn’t feel any  

pressure to join us just because we’re your friends. At the end of the day, you 

have to - 

 

Dooley:   (Chanting) Peer pressure, peer pressure, peer pressure! 

 

Larkin:   I made up my mind to accept before Veronica had even finished making  

the offer! You lot all just run your mouths so fast, I couldn’t get a word in! 

 

Dooley:   That’s what I like to hear! 
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Marianne:   (Smiling; quietly to Veronica) I like them a lot. 

 

Veronica:   Yes, your father’s work friends are always delightful… and very, very  

strange. (To Coker, who has been separating himself from the conversation) 

What about you, Remíre? Feel like making an honest living for once in your life? 

 

Coker:    (Startled) That… that offer extends to me? 

 

Veronica:   Unless your sleight of hand tricks have gotten rusty. 

 

Coker:    Oh, that’s not an issue. But, Veronica, you really don’t have to… I mean,  

if you don’t want me around… 

 

Veronica:   If I didn’t want you around, I wouldn’t have offered you a job. You’ve  
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been away a long time, Remíre… and I think I’ve reached the conclusion that it’s 

best to keep you within slapping distance. 

 

Coker:    (Sheepishly, to Marianne) How’s that for a magic trick? 

 

(Marianne beams.) 

 

Veronica:   Don’t get any ideas, magic man! You’re not off the hook for anything. I’m  

offering you a chance here, but you’ve got a long way to go before I even think 

about - 

 

Coker:    (Dreamily) You’re beautiful when you’re angry. 

 

Veronica:   Don’t you flirt with me, Remíre. 

 

Coker:    I’m not flirting. I finished flirting thirteen years ago. (Pointing at Héral  

and Fox) They flirt. I just… comment. 

 

Fox:    We barely flirt. Jamie’s hopeless at it. 

 

Héral:    Well, maybe we’d better stop flirting, then. (He gets down on one knee.) 

 

Fox:    Now, what’s that supposed to -? 

 

(Fox turns to see Héral kneeling and gasps, putting her hands over her 

mouth.) 

 

Héral:    (Earnestly) Caroline Fox, I… I don’t have a ring. Not even a Ring Pop  

ring or anything. To be honest, I didn’t really plan this out. If I had, I would have 

had a ring. And… I probably wouldn’t have done it right at this moment, because 

we’re definitely in the middle of something. 

 

Coker:    No, no, take your time. 

 

(Héral nods his thanks and continues his makeshift proposal.) 

 

Héral:    But Caroline, I just couldn’t wait another minute. You’re the love of my  

life, and I want to be your husband. And I know I’ve messed it up before, and I 

can’t promise you that I won’t mess up again. In fact, I promise you that I will 

mess up again. But I want you there beside me through every mistake, every 

stumble. There’s no one I’d rather have pointing out my every conceivable flaw. 

 

Dooley:   Amen. 

 



 

Héral:    So maybe this time, we can learn together, and grow together, and come  

out the other side stronger. What do you say, Caroline? Will you marry me - but 

for real this time? 

 

Fox:    Oh, yes, yes, yes! 

 

(The group cheers as Héral lifts Fox and spins her around. After he sets her 

back down, Fox adds lovingly) 

 

Fox:   This is a trap that you’ll never escape. 

 

Dooley:   Double amen! 

 

(Héral dips Fox low, and they prepare for a spectacular smooch - but Coker 

clears his throat. They look at him, and he nods toward Marianne, who is 

watching with wide eyes. Héral and Fox quickly stand up, clearing their 

throats and babbling “Ahem”, “Hm”, “Ah”, etc. Instead of their grand kiss, 

they face each other and Héral lightly pecks Fox on the lips.) 

 

Héral:    (Quietly, to Coker) Was that too much? 

 

Coker:    I would have preferred a firm handshake, but I guess that was fine. 

 

Dooley:   Well, this is a pretty good deal here! We went from quitting our jobs and  

breaking up the gang to being offered stable jobs and avoiding the cops. How’s 

that for a magic trick? I ought to play the lottery. 

 

Coker:    This isn’t mere happenstance, Mr. Dooley. I always told you I had a plan  

in place, didn’t I? Everything has gone according to… no. No, that’s a lie. And 

I’m finally done lying. 

 

Veronica:   I don’t know if I’ll be able to recognise you if you start telling the truth all  

the time. 

 

Coker:    (With difficulty) Veronica. Sometimes I like to pretend that I’m a lot of  

things that, in reality, I’m not. I pretend so hard that sometimes I fool myself. I 

pretend that I’m the man with the plan, the good guy, the hero. And I’m not. 

 

Veronica:   More often, you pretend that you’re the villain. (Pause.) And you’re not  

that, either. 

 

Coker:    I’m… glad that you think so. Veronica, why… why are you taking this  

chance on me? Why have any pity, after all these years? 

 



 

Veronica:   Read my mind, magic man. 

 

Coker:    I did - I have. But I - I don’t understand… 

 

Veronica:   (Pause.) We made our vows thirteen years ago, Remíre. And I don’t care  

whether the priest was the only one who heard them; they’re still binding. Those 

vows said that I was allowed to quit loving you once death did us part, and so far, 

it hasn’t. You don’t make it easy, but I didn’t sign up for easy. I made the vows, 

and I intend to keep them. 

 

Coker:    Well, I… (He struggles to piece together the right words.) I can’t  

exactly keep them. I mean, I’ve already broken them a hundred times over. But… 

but maybe I can… fix them. (He glances at Marianne.) Now, I know I can’t fix 

them in a day. Probably I couldn’t fix them if I had all the time in the world. 

But… well, fixing things is a very dad-like thing to do, and I want to get better at 

those kinds of things. (Pause.) That metaphor’s a little sloppy. 

 

Veronica:   I’ll let it slide. 

 

Coker:    I guess what I’m asking is… ah, what I want is… well, I’ve never known  

what I want. 

 

Marianne:   (To Veronica) He wants to be forgiven. 

 

Veronica:   I… can’t do that. Yet. 

 

Marianne:   I know a good place to start. 

 

(She wraps Coker in a tight hug. He is awkward and uncomfortable at first, 

but hugs her back, looking at Veronica.) 

 

Coker:    You’ve given me so much more than I deserve. I can’t change who I am,  

what I am - but I’m going to make a start at it. I’m going to make an honest 

living deceiving people, and I’m going to be here for you - (To Marianne) - and 

for you, as far as you want me to be. 

 

Veronica:   You and your big promises… I’ll believe it when I see it, Remíre. 

 

Coker:    Then don’t blink. 

 

(Héral sniffs loudly, drawing attention.) 

 

Héral:    Oh, I’m… I’m sorry. It’s all just so beautiful… really, I’m just a mess  



 

about these kinds of things. It’s just - the pain, and the redemption, and - oh! It 

gets me every time! 

 

Larkin:   Yeah… this isn’t a half-bad way for things to turn out. 

 

Dooley:   Root beers all around, I say! 

 

(There is a cheer, and Dooley retrieves the root beer from the couch and 

begins pouring it into cups. When everyone has filled their cups, Coker 

raises his to call a toast.) 

 

Coker:   To new beginnings. 

 

Larkin:  Mazel tov! 

 

Héral:   Come again? 
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Larkin:  It’s a Jewish thing.  

 

Héral:    Anne, I had no idea! I thought you were a contortionist. 

 

(Larkin sighs.) 

 

Dooley:  This is good stuff. (Beat.) When did it expire? 

 

Coker:    Three weeks ago. 

 

Larkin:  I wish you hadn’t told me that. (Beat.) Because now I just feel like an  

animal. 

 

(Larkin takes another deep drink. Dooley smiles - he has finally won.  

He looks around with a deep satisfaction, joking but also not.) 

 

Dooley:  (Content) Chemicals. 

 

(Lights fall. End of play.) 
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