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WHY ARE YOU NOWHERE? was first performed in a staged reading at the Midtown 
International Theatre Festival in New York, NY on August 4, 2016. The production was 
directed by Ethan Warren. The cast was: 
 

THE GRANDFATHER Lewis Gardner 
THE GRANDMOTHER Christine Smith 
THE ASSISTANT  Caitlin Duffy 
THE TALL MAN  Ryan Gilreath 
THE WOMAN IN BLACK Samantha Disney 
THE MOTHER  Michele Lyman 
THE LITTLE GIRL  Eileen Sugameli 
THE BOY   Bryant Jager 
THE CARETAKER  Kevin McGee 
 
With stage directions read by Lee Seymour 

 
 
WHY ARE YOU NOWHERE? had its first full performance February 14 – 17, 2017 at 
Southeastern Louisiana University in Hammond, LA. The production was directed by Chad 
Winters. The cast was: 

 
THE GRANDFATHER Judah Fabre 
THE GRANDMOTHER Angela Griffitt 
THE ASSISTANT  Payton Core 
THE TALL MAN  Neal Eli 
THE WOMAN IN BLACK Jordin Jones 
THE MOTHER  Harlan Thorpe 
THE LITTLE GIRL  Mariah Adams 
THE BOY   Duncan Martin 
THE CARETAKER  Justin Davis 



CAST OF CHARACTERS 
 
THE GRANDFATHER: A man in his seventies. A stodgy academic, warm and paternal, 
but not quite capable of giving other characters the comfort and support they actually need; 
must be able to pronounce a long chunk of Italian, to be read but not memorized. 
 
THE GRANDMOTHER: A woman in her seventies. A woman made bitter by time and 
years of disappointment, but who wishes she weren’t as brittle as she is; she just can’t help 
herself when the world is as absurd as it is. 
 
THE ASSISTANT: A woman in her twenties. A bookish young woman, fighting to keep 
years of trauma at bay and cover them by good cheer and optimism; inexperienced in life 
and a bit retreating, but able to stand up for herself. 
 
THE TALL MAN: A man in his forties, dressed plain and conservative. The prototypical 
father figure; a shape-shifter of a character, able to go from charming to comforting to 
menacing in an instant; you never quite trust him, but you’re glad of his presence. 
 
THE WOMAN IN BLACK: A woman in her forties, also dressed plain and conservative. 
The prototypical mother figure; domestic, agreeable, kind, sometimes a bit vacant but always 
cheerful. 
 
THE MOTHER: A woman in her forties. Not remotely a prototypical mother figure; a 
selfish woman, but only because it’s the only way to protect herself in this cruel world; wants 
to give love, but has trouble finding the way; lacking a proper model herself. 
 
THE BOY: Age 17.	  A selfish imp, emotionally much younger than his true age, never having 
gotten the opportunity to truly grow up. 
 
THE LITTLE GIRL: Age 7. Mute, but not dumb; strong-willed and callous towards her 
mother, but fun-loving and sweet toward everyone else. 
 
THE CARETAKER: A man in his late thirties, dressed in rural attire. A giant bull of a man, 
a rural workman with a thick Maine accent and a distant nature that might belie slight mental 
vacancy or maybe just callousness. 
 

 
SETTING 

 
The first story of a large log cabin in the woods of Maine. 
  



ACT ONE 
GENTE SCLERATA 

 
 Darkness. 
 
 Fading in, we hear the sound of water lapping on the shore of a 

lake. 
 
 After a moment, we hear the call of a loon—long, high, sad, 

and insane. 
 
 The lights fade up halfway, not enough to illuminate the set. 

THE TALL MAN and THE WOMAN IN BLACK 
enter downstage left, and cross the stage slowly and with clear 
terror. They are lost. They reach stage right, and then climb 
down into the audience. They wander up the aisle, alone and 
afraid, until they reach the rear door and exit. 

 
 The lights go down, and we hear the sound of some large 

creature walking slowly through the water. 
  



SCENE ONE 
 
 Stage left: the kitchen of a large log cabin. There is a four-top 

table downstage left, and upstage, beside the refrigerator, is a 
door. Stage right: the living room, with a couch, two easy chairs, 
and a fireplace. There is a front door stage right, and a hallway 
door upstage. The walls of both rooms are decorated with prints 
of animal paintings—moose, loons, etc—and framed fishing 
flies. A buffalo skull, painted with Native American symbols, 
hangs above the fireplace. In between the two rooms is a 
staircase, and under the staircase is a basement door. 

 
 As the lights come up, we see THE GRANDFATHER 

sitting at the kitchen table. There are dishes and candles on the 
table. 

 
GRANDFATHER 

And having done with foolish frantic feat, 
He lays him down all weary on the ground, 
Distempered in his body with much heat, 
In mind with pained that no tongue can expound. 
Three days he doth not sleep nor drink nor eat, 
But lay with open eyes as in a sound. 
The fourth with rage and not with reason waked, 
He rents his clothes and runs about stark naked. 
 (pause) 
This latter passage treats Orlando’s madness as a serious and frightening situation. We are 
acutely aware of Orlando’s power throughout Ariosto’s poem thanks to descriptions of his 
feats of strength, so the notion of such a powerful warrior struck violently mad is terribly 
intimidating. In Greene’s play, however, Orlando is treated as nearly buffoonish in his love 
for Angelica, and so the audience cannot help but see his madness as comic, because his 
strength is not demonstrated until he tears the shepherd limb from limb. While Ariosto’s – 
 

GRANDMOTHER 
 (shouting from upstairs) 
Who are you talking to? 
 

GRANDFATHER 
 (shouting) 
What? 
 

GRANDMOTHER 
 (shouting from upstairs) 
Who are you talking to? 
 
 The grandfather picks up a digital recorder from the table and 

presses the stop button. 
 



GRANDFATHER 
 (shouting) 
I was dictating! 
 

GRANDMOTHER 
 (appearing on the stairs, but still shouting) 
What? 
 

GRANDFATHER 
 (shouting, not looking) 
I was dictating for the girl! 
 

GRANDMOTHER 
 (descending the stairs) 
What girl? 
 

GRANDFATHER 
 (shouting, not looking) 
The girl! 
 

GRANDMOTHER 
I’m right here. 
 

GRANDFATHER 
What? 
 

GRANDMOTHER 
You don’t have to shout. 
 

GRANDFATHER 
I’m dictating the new pages for the girl to type up. 
 

GRANDMOTHER 
Are they good pages? 
 

GRANDFATHER 
They’re pages. Worst-case scenario, I’ll scrap them. 
 

GRANDMOTHER 
There is no worst-case scenario. 
 

GRANDFATHER 
There’s always a worst-case scenario. 
 
  The grandmother goes to the fridge and examines the contents. 
 

GRANDMOTHER 
It still smells. 



 
GRANDFATHER 

What smells? 
 

GRANDMOTHER 
The air. It smells like the dead moose. It smells like death. 
 

GRANDFATHER 
Well there’s a dead moose out there. That’s why it smells. 
 

GRANDMOTHER 
I know, but it’s all bones by now. You’d think the smell would go away. 
 

GRANDFATHER 
They linger in the nose, bad smells. It’s particles of the thing you’re smelling, coating the 
inside of your nose. There’s death up your nose. 
 

GRANDMOTHER 
My dog died. 
 

GRANDFATHER 
What? What dog? 
 

GRANDMOTHER 
When I was a girl. We had a dog; we called him Thomas. He was a good dog. 
 

GRANDFATHER 
Thomas is an odd name for a dog. Why haven’t you ever told me about him? 
 

GRANDMOTHER 
I’m telling you now. 
 (pause) 
He had something wrong with his…you know. 
 

GRANDFATHER 
His what? 
 

GRANDMOTHER 
You know. And so he couldn’t…do his business. I suppose today they’d call it cancer. We 
didn’t…we just knew he was miserable. And so my father stole some morphine from the 
hospital. We did it in the kitchen. He was scared, so he went under the table. I went under 
there with him, and I held him. And he…I held him until he was…until he left us…I 
wouldn’t let them bury him. 
 

GRANDFATHER 
Why not? 
 
 



GRANDMOTHER 
I just wouldn’t. I kept him in my room that night. While I slept…but by the next morning, 
he was stiff. And the morning after that, he started to smell. 
 

GRANDFATHER 
Didn’t your parents mind you keeping a dead dog in your bedroom for two days? 
 

GRANDMOTHER 
They didn’t know. And anyway, he wasn’t “a dead dog.” He was just…Thomas. 
 

GRANDATHER 
Thomas. What an odd name for a dog. 
 

GRANDMOTHER 
Sometimes, when I hear the coyotes at night, I think about him.  
 (pause) 
He was my dog. And I loved him.  
 
  She stares offstage for a while. Then, as though coming out of a 

trance: 
 

GRANDMOTHER 
Your daughter called while you were in the shower. She’s coming to see us today. She should 
be here soon. She didn’t say how long she’ll be staying this time. Your daughter is bringing us 
a surprise today. She didn’t say what it is. Do you suppose it’s a new friend? 
 

GRANDFATHER 
Now dear –  
 

GRANDMOTHER 
Maybe a venture capitalist this time. Maybe the head of surgery at St.-Whatever-the-Hell’s 
hospital. 
 

GRANDMOTHER 
Dear –  
 

GRANDMOTHER 
Anything that’ll keep her in hot and cold running champagne and let her catch up on her 
stories all day. 
 

GRANDFATHER 
 (forcefully) 
Now look here – 
 

GRANDMOTHER 
I’m sorry, let her – 
 (air quotes) 
“design shoes” all day. 



 
GRANDFATHER 

I’m tired of having this conversation every damn time she comes. She’s a sensitive girl – 
 

GRANDMOTHER 
Been a hell of a long time since she was a girl.  
 

GRANDFATHER 
We need to support her. I know it’s been a long time, but it still –  
 

GRANDMOTHER 
 (interrupting) 
Support the wandering lush? Yes, maybe I’ll try to scrape together some support from 
whatever I have left after supporting my sister through goddamn terminal cancer, on top of 
supporting an aunt who’s forgetting who she is, all the while trying to find a little support to 
provide myself, since you’re busy giving birth to a goddamn book about an ancient poem 
nobody could give a shit about. 
 
  The grandfather is wounded by this, but he’s used to it. 
 

GRANDMOTHER 
 (realizing she’s hurt him) 
Lord, look who she makes me into! At any rate, yes, I’m terribly sorry if I don’t have any 
support to spare for a spoiled little daddy’s girl BITCH. 
 

GRANDFATHER 
 (quiet, sad) 
Dear, she’s your daughter. 
 

GRANDMOTHER 
I’d like to see some proof. 
 
  She goes to the refrigerator and gets out bread and jam. She 

puts bread in the toaster as THE ASSISTANT enters from 
the hallway door and crosses into the kitchen. She is carrying a 
sheaf of paper. 

 
ASSISTANT 

I have yesterday’s pages, if you want to take a look. 
 

GRANDFATHER 
May as well. 
 
  She hands him the pages. He puts on reading glasses and gets 

out a pen. 
 

ASSITANT 
Good morning, ma’am. 



 
  The grandmother is staring at the toaster. She nods. 
 

GRANDFATHER 
No no no! You’ll have to start all over! 
 

ASSISTANT 
 (mortified) 
What? 
 

GRANDFATHER 
Look here! You’ve spelled leave and prove with V’s and E’s instead of U’s. You left the I out 
of master, and you spelled near without the last E! And that’s just in the first three sentences! 
 

ASSISTANT 
But it sounded like – 
 

GRANDFATHER 
The archaic spelling is essential to – 
 

ASSISTANT 
Sir, it’s very hard to tell – 
 

GRANDFATHER 
You’ll have to start over! 
 

ASSISTANT 
Well, it’s on a computer so I don’t really have to start all over, I just – 
 

GRANDFATHER 
I’m telling you to start all over! 
 

ASSISTANT 
Sir – 
 
  There’s a knock at the door. The grandfather looks at the 

assistant—‘I’ll deal with you later.’ He goes to the living room 
and answers the door. It’s the tall man and the woman in 
black. 

 
GRANDFATHER 

Yes? 
 
  Beat. 
 

GRANDFATHER 
Can I help you? 
 



TALL MAN 
Where are we? 
 

GRANDFATHER 
What do you mean? 
 

GRANDMOTHER 
 (shouting but not looking) 
Who is it? 
 

GRANDFATHER 
 (shouting) 
I don’t know! 
 

WOMAN IN BLACK 
We’re lost. 
 

GRANDFATHER 
Well where are you trying to go? You’re a hell of a long way from anything way out here. Do 
you have a car? 
 
  Beat. 
 

TALL MAN 
We can’t find our way. 
 

WOMAN IN BLACK 
We’ve been in the woods. 
 

GRANDFATHER 
In the woods? For how long? 
 
  Beat. 
 

TALL MAN 
We can’t find our way. 
 

GRANDFATHER 
Well tell me where you’re trying to go! 
 

WOMAN IN BLACK 
Anywhere. 
 

GRANDFATHER 
I’m sorry, I don’t think I’m going to be able to help you. Best of luck…have a good day. 
 
  He closes the door. 
 



GRANDMOTHER 
 (shouting, not looking) 
Who was it? 
 
  The grandfather crosses back into the kitchen. 
 

GRANDFATHER 
I really couldn’t say. 
 

GRANDMOTHER 
Well what did they want? 
 

GRANDFATHER 
Nothing. It was nobody. 
 
  There’s another knock at the door. 
 

GRANDFATHER 
Oh what the hell is it now? 
 
  He goes to the door and opens it. THE MOTHER is outside. 

THE LITTLE GIRL is beside her. THE BOY is hanging 
back. 

 
MOTHER 

Daddy! 
 
  She gives him a big hug, which he returns enthusiastically. 
 

GRANDFATHER 
Did those people leave? 
 

MOTHER 
People? 
 

GRANDFATHER 
No? It’s nothing. Just a couple of lunatics at the door a minute ago. Probably high as kites. 
 

MOTHER 
God, it reeks in here! What did you do, kill somebody? 
 

GRANDFATHER 
It’s just a moose, going the way of all things. Slowly. 
 
  The grandmother has come in now. She and the mother eye each 

other uneasily. The grandmother goes to the little girl. 
 
 



GRANDMOTHER 
Hello, darling, how are you? 
 

MOTHER 
 (reproachful) 
Mom –  
 

GRANDMOTHER 
What? I’m not supposed to talk to her? 
 

MOTHER 
If you can’t talk to her without asking direct fucking questions –  
 
  The grandmother clears her throat and nods at the little girl. 
 

MOTHER 
What? She’s never gonna say it. 
 
  The grandfather goes to one knee and hugs the little girl. They 

do a complicated secret handshake that’s clearly their little 
thing. 

 
  The boy has still not come in. He steps just a little bit through 

the door. The grandmother notices him with a start. 
 

GRANDFATHER 
 (standing) 
Hello, son. 
 

GRANDMOTHER 
Is he with you? 
 

MOTHER 
You guys, meet Daniel. He’s been living with us these past few weeks. 
 

GRANDMOTHER 
For the love of god, what? 
 

GRANDFATHER 
 (offering the boy a hand to shake) 
Good to meet you, Daniel. 
 
  The boy accepts his shake and nods at him, muttering thanks. 
 

GRANDMOTHER 
Would it be gauche to ask just who the hell this person is? 
	  


