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Restoring Romeo 
 

A comedy 

 

by Rex McGregor 

 

 

 

 

CHARACTERS 

Charlotte Cushman American actor, 29 

Sallie Mercer Black American, Charlotte’s dresser, 16 

Edwin Forrest American actor, 39 

Benjamin (Ben) Webster English theatre manager, 48 

 

 

 

SYNOPSIS: 

Celebrated actor Charlotte Cushman wants to play Romeo, using 

Shakespeare’s original text. But most of the cast protest. They 

demand the cleaned-up Garrick version.  
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A dressing room in the 

Haymarket Theatre, London; 

December, 1845 

 

AT RISE: 

CHARLOTTE, dressed as Romeo, is struggling to write a 

letter. SALLIE enters. 

 

CHARLOTTE 

Sallie. 

 

SALLIE 

Yes, Miss Charlotte. 

 

CHARLOTTE  

I’m writing to Rose. I fear my tone may be a trifle cold. Let me hear 

your opinion. 

 

SALLIE 

Do you desire a brutally honest critique?  

 

CHARLOTTE 

I’d like you to lend an impartial ear, but a sympathetic voice.  

 

SALLIE 

It’s good to have clear instructions. Begin.  

 

CHARLOTTE 

“My dearest wife.” 

 

SALLIE 

Modify the superlative. 

 

CHARLOTTE 

Too mawkish?  
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SALLIE 

If you call her your dearest wife, she’ll suspect you have others. 

 

CHARLOTTE 

“My darling wife. My tour of the provinces was a dazzling success. I 

am back in London, shortly to commence an engagement at the 

Haymarket.”  

 

SALLIE 

Say “the prestigious Haymarket Theatre.” Or she’ll think it’s a barn.  

 

CHARLOTTE 

You’re such a snob, Sallie. I’ll keep plain “Haymarket.” “I have 

enjoyed playing Rosalind and Portia—women aping men. Now, I 

shall triumph as a genuine male character. Romeo. Opposite Susan 

as Juliet.”  

 

SALLIE 

Put “my sister Susan.” So Miss Rose won’t get jealous. As well she 

might. 

 

CHARLOTTE 

I’m discreet in my amours.  

 

SALLIE 

She can read the change in your letters. A year ago, you were writing, 

“I miss your lips!”  

 

CHARLOTTE 

I miss missing her lips. 

 

SALLIE 

A sad decline, Miss Charlotte. 
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CHARLOTTE 

One day, you’ll learn. No heart is so small that it can embrace only 

one lover. 

 

SALLIE 

Not to mention all the deceit and betrayals and broken vows.  

 

CHARLOTTE 

No one should ever pledge their troth. We mistake passion for 

durability. And the particular for unique. 

 

SALLIE 

Have you written that? 

 

CHARLOTTE 

If only I could. There’d be much less unhappiness in the world if we 

were all authentic.  

 

SALLIE 

Authentic?  

 

CHARLOTTE 

True to our nature. I long for a colony of artists, where women can 

live openly and free.  

 

SALLIE 

In Boston? Or Philadelphia?  

 

CHARLOTTE 

Obviously, it will have to be someplace abroad.  

 

EDWIN enters, dressed as Tybalt.  

 

EDWIN 

Miss Cushman. Like unto an angel herald,  

I trumpet forth the universe imperiled.  
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CHARLOTTE 

Fie, Mr. Forrest. You forgot to knock.  

 

EDWIN 

So steeped in sin, you’ll soon survive the shock.  

Provoke a gentleman and he’ll presume  

To burst into a lady’s dressing room.  

 

CHARLOTTE 

What? Have my charms enflamed you?  

 

EDWIN 

Do not jest.  

I come here at the company’s behest.  

 

CHARLOTTE 

Your constant rhyming, sir, is quite outrageous.  

 

EDWIN 

’Tis force of habit.  

 

CHARLOTTE 

And, I fear, contagious.  

 

EDWIN 

We worship Shakespeare. We repudiate  

These changes you have introduced of late.  

You dare replace the words on which we dote—  

 

CHARLOTTE 

With ones the writer actually wrote.  

 

EDWIN 

You tarnish his resplendent memory  

By digging up a crude vulgarity  

Which, in our cultured age, would scandalize.  
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CHARLOTTE 

Your primness grants no right to vandalize.  

 

EDWIN 

It’s you who are the vandal. How barbaric,  

Deleting the improvements made by Garrick.  

 

CHARLOTTE 

I like a text that doesn’t mollycoddle  

The audience with sentimental twaddle.  

 

EDWIN 

Enough! The cast have delegated me  

To issue unto you a stern decree. 

Use Garrick’s version. Or we shan’t perform.  

 

CHARLOTTE 

They can’t all be against me.  

 

EDWIN 

The whole swarm.  

 

CHARLOTTE 

My sister is a Shakespeare connoisseur. 

 

EDWIN 

I didn’t even bother asking her. 

 

SALLIE 

Or me. 

 

EDWIN 

A dresser? 
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SALLIE 

I play Balthasar  

And the apothec’ry.  

 

EDWIN 

A budding star.  

If we withdraw our labor, fill our shoes.  

Play all the Capulets and Montagues.  

 

CHARLOTTE 

Hush, sir.  

 

SALLIE 

Wait! This will thwart his foul designs.  

As prompter, I know everybody’s lines.  

 

CHARLOTTE 

No need for that. Fetch Mr. Webster.  

 

EDWIN 

Yes.  

Let’s call on Ben to solve this blasted mess.  

 

CHARLOTTE 

As an enlightened impresario—  

 

EDWIN 

He knows, without a cast he has no show.  

 

CHARLOTTE 

A theatre manager yet has a soul.  

 

EDWIN 

Not Ben.  
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SALLIE 

Miss C. Let me play every role. 

 

CHARLOTTE 

Fetch Mr. Webster, Sallie. 

 

SALLIE 

But—  

 

CHARLOTTE 

Be gone!  

 

SALLIE 

As thou command’st. I shall return anon.  

 

Sallie exits.  

 

CHARLOTTE 

Now, sir. Reveal the motive for your malice.  

 

EDWIN 

Pray tell me. What do you suspect?  

 

CHARLOTTE 

You’re jealous. 

While my celebrity takes flight and soars, 

The British public are ignoring yours.  

 

EDWIN 

This vile injustice makes me boil with rage.  

The eminent tragedian of the age,  

Reduced to playing Tybalt. Two short scenes!  

 

CHARLOTTE 

“Blink and you’ll miss how Edwin Forrest preens.”  
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EDWIN 

I’ll be the laughingstock of London town.  

 

CHARLOTTE 

That’s why you’re shutting this production down.  

You aren’t protecting Garrick’s script at all. 

You won’t perform because your part’s too small.  

 

EDWIN 

Thou hast impugned my honor. Draw thy sword!  

 

CHARLOTTE 

Base villain! Thou shalt reap thy just reward.  

The great Macready taught me how to duel. 

 

EDWIN 

My rival feeds my fiery fury fuel.  

 

Charlotte and Edwin have a dramatic sword fight. 

 

Ben and Sallie enter. 

 

BEN 

Good. They’re rehearsing now. Act Three, Scene One.  

 

SALLIE 

The fight is real.  

 

BEN 

It’s realistic fun.  

 

CHARLOTTE 

Hold! Ben, will you determine our dispute? 
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BEN 

I’m sorry, Charlotte. I endorse his suit.  

The public crave familiarity.  

We’ll stick with Garrick.  

 

CHARLOTTE 

Then you won’t have me.  

 

BEN 

My dear, ’twill break my heart to see you leave.  

 

EDWIN 

The play must go on. There’s no time to grieve.  

 

CHARLOTTE 

I thought your mission was to stop the show.  

 

EDWIN 

Since you’re resigning, I’ll play Romeo.  

 

CHARLOTTE 

I should have known the treachery of men.  

I’ll foil your crafty plan. — I’m staying, Ben.  

 

BEN 

You’ll go with Garrick’s version?  

 

CHARLOTTE 

I agree. 

 

SALLIE 

Miss Charlotte! What of authenticity?  
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CHARLOTTE 

For current taste, the Bard’s too rude and rough. 

The Garrick changes don’t go far enough.  

 

BEN 

There is an even cleaner text by Kemble.  

 

CHARLOTTE 

It keeps a flaw which makes a lady tremble.  

The double suicide.  

 

EDWIN 

That drives the plot.  

It’s utterly essential. 

 

CHARLOTTE 

No, it’s not.  

Suppose the poison’s just a laxative?  

A jolly chemist’s prank lets Romeo live. 

And Juliet too. We’ll obviate offending 

By giving everyone a happy ending.  

“Good news from Elsinore has just arrived.  

The Danish royal fam’ly all survived.  

And they’ve resuscitated dear Ophelia.”  

“King Lear’s alive and doting on Cordelia.”  

“Othello’s reconciled with Desdemona.  

They’re second-honeymooning in Verona.”  

 

BEN 

I love it! A hilarious lampoon.  

The ticket sales are bound to hit the moon.  
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CHARLOTTE 

I know a way to make your coffers swell  

With even greater profits.  

 

BEN 

Oh? Do tell.  

 

CHARLOTTE 

Save this burlesque till later in the season.  

Six months or so from now.  

 

BEN 

Pish. For what reason?  

 

CHARLOTTE 

Strategic’ly delaying the delight  

Will whet the eager public’s appetite.  

 

BEN 

I see.  

 

CHARLOTTE 

And meanwhile, give them Romeo  

From the original First Folio.  

 

BEN 

You did agree to Garrick.  

 

CHARLOTTE 

Hear my scheme.  

Our fresh new parody will have more steam  

If it comes after something stale and old.  

Set up the joke. Then count the cash.  
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BEN 

I’m sold.  

Enact your strategy. We’ll make a mint.  

 

EDWIN 

A manager is not omnipotent.  

If you defy the crew, they’ll mutiny.  

 

BEN 

I’ll boost their pay. They’ll yield their loyalty.  

 

EDWIN 

Not I. I quit. This very minute.  

 

BEN 

Stop!  

 

EDWIN 

Dost call me back?  

 

BEN 

Please leave the sword. My prop.  

 

EDWIN 

Disarmed, I go. Devoted to my art.  

 

Edwin exits. Sallie grabs the sword.  

 

SALLIE 

Let me play Tybalt, sir. I know the part.  

 

BEN 

But can you do the fighting?  
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SALLIE 

Yes, indeedy.  

 

CHARLOTTE 

We both took lessons from the great Macready.  

 

Charlotte and Sallie have an elaborate sword fight. 

 

THE END 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

REX MCGREGOR is a New Zealand playwright. His short 

comedies have been produced on four continents from New York and 

London to Sydney and Chennai.  

http://www.rexmcgregor.com/  

  



For Page & Screen Issue 3: “After,” 2023 17 

Blackout 
 

by Zach Murphy 

 

 

 

 

My roommate took off right before I lost my job at the pizza 

place. The only thing he left behind was a note that read, “Moved 

back home.” If only the unpaid rent were attached to it.  

I sit at the wobbly kitchen table, gazing at the floating dust 

particles that you can only see when the sunlight shines in at the 

perfect angle. Sometimes, you have to convince yourself that they 

aren’t old skin.  

The air conditioner moans, as if it’s irritated that it has to 

work so hard. I haven’t left the apartment in four days, for fear that 

the hellish temperature might melt away my spirit even more. Is a 

heat wave a heat wave if it doesn’t end? I gulp down the remainder 

of my orange juice. The pulp sticks to the side of the glass. It always 

bothers me when that happens.  

As I stand up to go put my head into the freezer, the air 

conditioner suddenly goes on a strike of silence and the refrigerator 

releases a final gasp. I walk across the room and flip the light switch. 

Nothing. 

There’s a knock at the door. I peer through the peephole. It’s 

the lady with the beehive hair from across the hall. I crack the door 

open.  

“Is your power out?” she asks. 

“Yes,” I answer.  

“It must be the whole building.”  

“Maybe the whole city.”  

“The food in your fridge will go bad after four hours.”  

I’d take that information to heart if I had any food in the 

refrigerator. 

“Thanks,” I say as I close the door.  
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When the power goes out, it’s amazing how all of your habits 

remind you that you’re nothing without it. The TV isn’t going to turn 

on and your phone isn’t going to charge. 

There’s another knock at the door. It’s the guy from 

downstairs who exclusively wears jorts. “Do you want a new 

roommate?” he asks. 

“What?”  

He nods his head to the left. I glance down the hallway and 

see a scraggly, black cat with a patch of white fur on its chest. 

“It was out lying in the sun,” the guy says. “Looked a bit 

overheated, so I let it inside.” 

Before I can say anything, the cat walks through the doorway 

and rubs against my leg. 

“Catch you later,” the guy says. 

I fill up a bowl with some cold water and set it on the floor. 

The cat dashes over and drinks furiously. 

At least water is free, I think to myself. Kind of.  

I head into my dingy bedroom and grab the coin jar off of 

my dresser. “This should be enough to get you some food,” I say. 

I step out the apartment door and look back at the cat. 

“I think I’ll call you Blackout.” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

ZACH MURPHY is a Hawaii-born writer with a background 

in cinema. His stories appear in Reed Magazine, The Coachella 

Review, Maudlin House, Still Point Arts Quarterly, B O D Y, 

Ruminate, MoonPark Review, Wilderness House Literary Review, 

and Flash: The International Short-Short Story Magazine. His 

chapbook Tiny Universes (Selcouth Station Press) is available in 

paperback and ebook. He lives with his wonderful wife, Kelly, in St. 

Paul, Minnesota. 
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Eclipse 
 

Screenplay by 

 

Makena Metz 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Inspired from a True Story 

 

 

Logline: A young woman receives treatment for 

her chronic illness, but unfortunate side 

effects make recovery difficult.  

 

 

Genre: Magical Realism 
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FADE IN: 

 

INT. HOSPITAL ROOM - DAY  

 

A heart monitor machine beeps a steady beep, 

beep, beep as an IV bag drip, drip, drips a bag 

of yellow chemicals into a pale arm.  

 

MADDIE (V.O.) 

I never imagined I’d be 

in here. 

 

Pale, bruised, and blond MADDIE (19, white, 

sick, quirky), wearing a blue hospital gown, 

has her arm hooked up to the IV BAG. She’s 

wearing a blood pressure cuff, a finger 

monitor, and there’s a plush blanket draped 

over her that has an image of a wolf howling 

at the moon. 

 

She reaches for the TV remote.  

 

DAD (O.S.) 

I got it Maddie. 

 

DAD (50s, white, exhausted, casual) passes her 

the remote.  

 

MADDIE 

Thanks Dad. 

 

They watch the TV, which plays a Food Network 

Competition show.  

 

MADDIE (V.O.) 

I was dying when I got 

admitted. The doctors 

thought I had cancer. 

Leukemia.  
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MOM (50s, white, anxious, polished) enters the 

doorway, holding a book, with two sexy vampires 

on the cover.  

 

She hands it to Maddie.  

 

MADDIE 

Thanks Mom. 

 

MOM 

If you finish it tonight, 

I’ll go pick up the 

sequel.  

 

Maddie rubs the book, smiling tiredly at the 

brooding vampires on the cover.  

 

MADDIE (V.O.) 

Instead, I have a far 

rarer disease - aplastic 

anemia.  

 

Maddie opens the book, looking at an 

illustration of a vampire sucking blood from 

someone’s neck.  

 

MADDIE (V.O.) 

I like to joke that I’m a 

vampire.  

 

Maddie flips another page, blushing at the 

smutty drawing. 

  

MADDIE (V.O.) 

But instead of drinking 

blood, I get blood 

transfusions. Well, blood 

and platelets. 

 

Maddie puts the book on her stomach and looks 

at the IV bag of yellow chemicals.  
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DAD (O.S.) 

You comfy? Need a heat 

pack?  

 

MADDIE 

Yeah, maybe later.  

 

INT. INFUSION CENTER - NIGHT  

 

FLASHBACK — MADDIE POV:  

 

A DOCTOR (40s, Black, serious but kind) looks 

at their clipboard, reading their notes.  

 

DOCTOR 

Blah blah, at eight 

thousand platelets blah 

blah blah five nights in 

the hospital,      blah 

blah blah blah immune 

compromised, blah blah 

blah prednisone, blah 

blah transfusions, blah 

blah blah steroids, blah 

blah blah blah blah-  

 

Maddie lays on the bed in jeans and a fantasy-

esque graphic t-shirt, the PICC line in her arm 

hooked to an IV bag of blood. 

  

Mom and Dad watch from the side of the bed, 

concerned.  

 

MADDIE (V.O.) 

A few days ago, the 

doctors decided that I 

needed to get a steroid 

treatment, instead of a 

bone marrow transplant.  

 

 

 



For Page & Screen Issue 3: “After,” 2023 23 

INT. HOSPITAL ROOM - DAY  

 

PRESENT DAY:  

 

Maddie sits up in the hospital bed, her Mom 

helping her to get out of it, the IV bag empty 

and disconnected.  

 

MOM 

Need any help?  

 

MADDIE 

I got it. 

 

MADDIE (V.O.) 

The side effects from the 

treatment - the aches and 

the tiredness, I can 

handle. But what’s really 

killing me... 

 

INT. HOSPITAL BATHROOM – CONTINUOUS 

 

Maddie looks into the mirror, pulling at her 

face.  

 

MADDIE (V.O.) 

Is the extra hair.  

 

Maddie looks closely at her lips - there’s a 

light, peach fuzz mustache under her nose.  

 

MADDIE (V.O.) 

I don’t want to sound vain 

or ungrateful. I know so 

many patients lose their 

hair.  

 

Maddie puts a leg on the toilet, holding onto 

the rail.  

 

 



For Page & Screen Issue 3: “After,” 2023 24 

MADDIE (V.O.) 

But why did my life saving 

treatment have to change 

my body like this?  

 

She pulls her hospital gown up, frowning at the 

full leg of brown hair there.  

 

MADDIE (V.O.) 

My hair used to grow in 

light, and now it’s dark.  

 

Looking in the mirror, Maddie raises an arm up, 

revealing an armpit full of dark, curly hair.  

 

MADDIE (V.O.) 

And it used to be 

straight, and now it’s 

curly.  

 

Maddie puts her arm down and looks at her 

forearms. There’s bruises and tape residue as 

well as lots of hair.  

 

MADDIE (V.O.) 

I like to joke that I’m a 

vampire but...  

 

MOM (O.S.) 

Maddie, are you okay?  

 

Maddie opens the door, walking into her room.  

 

MADDIE 

Yeah.  

 

MADDIE (V.O.) 

But now I look like a 

werewolf.  
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INT. HOSPITAL ROOM - A FEW NIGHTS LATER 

  

In her bed, Mom tucks the blanket over Maddie, 

as a NURSE (30s, Latinx) injects a clear needle 

into the IV bag tube and Maddie closes her 

eyes.  

 

MOM 

Last night of treatment. 

You can come home 

tomorrow. 

 

Mom and Dad exit the hospital room as Maddie 

sleeps.  

 

DAD     MOM (CONT'D) 

Sweet dreams.   Love you. 

 

With the lights off, Maddie sleeps, not 

noticing the blue glow emanating from her IV 

bag.  

 

INT. HOSPITAL ROOM - MORNING  

 

Maddie smiles as her PICC line is disconnected 

from the IV by a nurse.  

 

Mom and Dad beam at her from the door. they 

hold balloons and a stuffed animal blood cell 

(like the brand I Heart Guts).  

 

EXT. HOUSE - DAY  

 

Mom and Dad help Maddie, now in jeans and a 

sweatshirt, walk up the front lawn pathway.  

 

MADDIE (V.O.) 

At first, being home was 

really hard.  
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EXT. BACK YARD - NIGHT  

 

Under a full moon, a WOLFLIKE CREATURE flashes 

red eyes while chomping on a large BONE, saliva 

dripping from its jowls.  

 

MADDIE (V.O.) 

Recovering from treatment 

isn’t simple or easy.  

 

EXT. PARK – CONTINUOUS 

  

The Wolflike Creature runs across the moonlit 

grass, rabid and chasing wild COYOTES who 

whimper and run away.  

 

MADDIE (V.O.) 

I felt somewhat better, 

but I was still having 

symptoms.  

 

Under some trees, the moon illuminates the 

Wolflike Creature, as it looks up at the sky 

and howls. 

 

MADDIE (V.O.) 

And even though I got 

better, the treatment 

wasn’t a cure.  

 

INT. MADDIE’S BEDROOM - DUSK  

 

Tucked in her bed, Maddie reads the sequel to 

the vampire book from before.  

 

MADDIE (V.O.) 

My energy was at an all-

time low-  

 

Maddie looks at the illustrations of a brooding 

vampire drinking blood from an artery.  
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MADDIE (V.O.) 

But I didn’t need 

transfusions of anything 

anymore. 

 

She closes the BOOK. On the cover, the VAMPIRE 

gestures.  

 

VAMPIRE 

My love, just one more 

chapter-  

 

On her laptop, Maddie types into the Google 

Search Bar.  

 

MADDIE (V.O.) 

And though I wasn’t 

“sick” anymore...  

 

INT. COMPUTER SCREEN – CONTINUOUS 

 

A Web Page on “The Spoon Theory” spells out 

what a “Spoonie” is and why chronically ill 

people relate to the theory.  

 

MADDIE (V.O.) 

I wasn’t well enough to 

be “healthy.” 

 

Maddie turns from her computer, looking at her 

book.  

 

MADDIE (V.O.) 

For the moment, I was done 

being the world’s worst 

vampire.  

 

Maddie looks down at her hands, the hair on her 

knuckles sticking up.  
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MADDIE (V.O.) 

So maybe I could stop 

being a werewolf, too.  

 

INT. BATHROOM - LATER  

 

The mirror fogs and steam rolls out of the 

shower as Maddie washes herself inside.  

 

INT. SHOWER – CONTINUOUS 

 

Maddie raises an arm and shaves her armpit with 

a razor.  

 

She puts a leg on the edge of the bathtub, then 

shaves that too.  

 

She washes the razor under the bathtub faucet, 

and the hair floats down the drain.  

 

INT. MADDIE'S BEDROOM – LATER 

 

Maddie rubs lotion onto her legs - hearing a 

knock knock.  

 

Mom opens the door, leaning through.  

 

MOM 

What are you up to?  

 

Mom sits down next to Maddie. Her arms and legs 

have no hair on them. Her peach fuzz mustache 

is gone.  

 

MADDIE 

I shaved all my hair. All 

of it.  

 

Mom stands across from Maddie, who frowns at 

her skin.  
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MADDIE (CONT’D) 

But now I’m worried it’ll 

grow back worse. 

 

Mom sits next to Maddie. 

 

MOM 

Either way, fuzzy or 

shaved, you’re beautiful. 

Don’t let society 

pressure you into feeling 

like a monster, all over 

a little hair.  

 

She pulls Maddie in for a hug. Maddie laughs.  

 

MADDIE 

Ugh, Mooom-  

 

Mom stands and ruffles Maddie’s hair.  

 

MOM 

You need a haircut.  

 

Maddie lays down and twists a lock of hair 

around her finger.  

 

MADDIE (V.O.) 

Nowadays, my hair still 

grows really, really 

fast.  

 

INT. HAIR SALON - DAY - A YEAR LATER  

 

Maddie, now tanner and healthy, sits under a 

dryer and reads a fantasy novel as her tin-

foiled hair dries. She’s wearing shorts and her 

legs are a little fuzzy.  
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MADDIE (V.O.) 

My arm hair is back to 

normal, but my leg hair 

grows in pretty dark. I 

don’t care. I don’t need 

to waste precious energy 

on making myself feel bad 

over something as natural 

as hair.  

 

Maddie’s hair is washed in a washing station 

by her HAIRDRESSER (20s, Asian, chic).  

 

MADDIE (V.O.) 

I do get some hair on my 

face still, but waxing 

once in a while does the 

trick. It’s not something 

I worry about.  

 

Maddie sits in the salon chair, looking down 

as her Hairdresser snips off wet locks of hair 

on the back of her head.  

 

MADDIE (V.O.) 

I’m a person with a 

chronic illness and a 

side effect of my 

medication is that it 

makes my hair and nails 

grow.  

 

Maddie’s hair is dried with a blowdryer - 

lightening to pink.  

 

HAIRDRESSOR 

This is gonna look soooo 

good!  
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MADDIE (V.O.) 

I’ve stopped thinking of 

the symptoms of my 

illness or medication as 

a curse. I’m not gonna box 

myself into the roles I 

once cast for myself.  

 

The Hairdresser sprays the final mist onto 

Maddie’s hair.  

 

MADDIE (V.O.) 

Vampire or werewolf, 

hairy or shaven, I’m not 

going to let someone else 

dictate my story.  

 

Maddie looks in the mirror, her hair vibrant 

pink, incandescent. She grins as she touches 

it.  

 

MADDIE 

I love it.  

 

MADDIE (V.O.) 

I’m gonna write my own.  

 

FADE OUT: 

 

 

MAKENA METZ (she/her) is a chronic illness and cancer 

survivor who writes fantasy, sci-fi, and magical realism for the page, 

screen, and stage. She is getting her MFA in Creative Writing and 

MA in English from Chapman University's Dual Degree program and 

is a proud member of DGA, ASCAP, SCBWI, WIA, CMA, and the 

SCL. Makena is an alum of the Musical Theatre Writer’s Collective 

Program and New Musical Inc’s CORE Curriculum for Musical 

Theatre Writing. Follow her on Twitter, Instagram, or TikTok 

@MakenaMetz, FB @makenametzwrites, and find her work on 

Coverfly, NPX, or makenametz.com! 

  



For Page & Screen Issue 3: “After,” 2023 32 

Crew 
 

by Jenn Haase Vetter 

 

 

 

 

“How did you find me?” 

The sunset was fading into dusk, but the September evening 

was still warm enough for Cass to have left her door open with just 

the screen locked. She had come around from a back room, wine glass 

in hand, at the sound of knuckles rapping on the aluminum frame. 

Now, she stood frozen at the back of the hall, trying to make out the 

expression on the familiar but much-aged face. 

“Will you let me in?” The man leaned one hand on the frame 

and brought his face closer to the screen, trying to make her out. 

She didn’t move, “How did you find me?” 

The man raised his empty hands and then slowly turned for 

her to inspect. He wore nothing but a t-shirt and shorts. It would be 

difficult to conceal a weapon. “Please,” he asked. 

She came to the front of the house but didn’t let him in. 

Instead, she looked through the window, assessing the street. “Is that 

your car?” 

“Yes.” 

“Rental?” 

“You know me better than that. No one knows I’m here.” 

She sighed and finally came to the door. Through the screen, 

his gaze took her in. 

“God, Cass, it’s been so long.” 

“It has. You’ve lost all your hair.” 

 

* * * 

 

They sat at her small kitchen table. The cat kept its distance, 

watching from the kitchen. 

“I need you to come with me.” He was leaning across the 

table. If she had let him, he might have taken her hands. 
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She’d forgotten about his penchant for intense eye contact. 

It was at once alarming and thrilling, but she wasn’t softening; she 

leaned away from him. “I’m listening. But start with how you found 

me.” 

“Let me see your hands.” Without waiting for an answer, he 

gently took her hands and turned them over. “Your hands were 

always the roughest.” He smiled a little. “Looks the same to me.” 

“What do my hands have anything to do with anything?” 

“That’s how I found you.” 

Cass froze, choking on her question. “What?” 

“You’re still rowing. It took a long time and lots of 

resources, but it’s hard to hide an Olympic-class rower even if she 

just teaches the local kids.” 

At that, she stood and started to pace. It seemed they could 

take this slow a few moments before, but that was over now. “I’ve 

got to get out of here. I can’t stay here a minute longer if it was that 

easy for you.” Cass headed to another room, and the man followed. 

When he saw her bring a suitcase out of the closet, he stopped her. 

He put his hand on her arm to slow her down. “That’s why 

I’m here.” 

She shook him off. “You’re here to take me back to them? 

To kill me?” 

“No, I’m here to get you to safety. Put the suitcase away. It 

needs to look like you’ve just stepped out.” 

Cass took a breath, looked around the room, and then risked 

looking into those eyes again. “You need to leave. It’s better if I do 

this on my own. If you help me, they’ll kill you too, Frank.” 

His face took on a familiar look of practiced consternation. 

Another tic she had forgotten, his tendency to look like he was play-

acting, even when he wanted to be sincere. “I thought I lost you the 

first time you disappeared. I spent a long time missing you. When 

they said you might be alive, I knew this was my chance to get it right 

this time.” 

Cass said nothing but sat down on the edge of the bed, and 

he joined her. It was easier to talk this way. 
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“I’m not going to leave you to the wolves again. I’ve spent 

too much time regretting the person I was when we were kids. Let me 

help you this time, and I’ll explain everything on the road.” 

Cass took a long look at the man at her side. Did he feel that 

old thrill? That faint hum stirring her up? She kept her expression 

hard as she studied him, but then she leaned in just a little. “Okay. 

You can come with me, but if we run, we run my way.” She walked 

to the front of the house, put on a coat, and handed him a spare. “It's 

going to be chilly on the water; take this.” 

“What? I’ve got the car.”  

“We’re doing this my way, remember? Let’s go.” She 

walked out the door and the man followed her, surprised. She had 

never been the one to boss him around. 

“We’re going to leave your car here, along with our phones.” 

She took her own phone out of her pocket. “Where’s yours? Let’s 

leave ‘em in the car.” 

“Okay, okay, that’s good.” 

She smiled. “Now you’re catching on. But we’ve got to be 

quick. I’ve got a safe house across the lake with a car. It’s an easy 

row for me….” 

He faltered. 

“You still can’t swim, can you?” She smiled a bit at this 

revelation. “Don’t worry; you can have a life vest.” 

 

* * * 

 

Cass’s small house sat on the shore of the lake. Hers was the 

smallest of a handful that crowded the shore. Beyond this tiny 

neighborhood were winding roads that led drivers on an hour’s tour 

through dense woods and then an abrupt shift to a newly developed 

suburb. She explained to Frank that rowing across the lake would take 

about an hour but lead them to a more populated area with more 

opportunities for eluding anyone on their tail. She had a small 

boathouse with a few options, but she opted for the canoe as it would 

be the easiest for her to manage with the extra dead weight. Inside the 

boathouse, the pair struggled to get the canoe in the water without 
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turning on the lights. Cass insisted on the darkness just in case her 

neighbors happened to notice the activity. She wasn’t known for late-

night rowing. 

As Cass lowered herself in, Frank whispered, alarmed. 

“Cass! My vest.” It was too dark to make anything out. She could 

hear the panic in his voice as he lowered himself into the boat by feel. 

“There’s one in here. Get in and hush. Voices travel on the 

water.” As soon as she felt his full weight center on his seat, she took 

off. 

 

* * * 

 

The night was quiet; their only lights were the stars and a 

few houses along the shore. Once they had cleared several yards, 

Cass spoke. “We can talk now but keep your voice low. Tell me why 

they’re looking for me now.” 

“Can I have my vest first?” 

Cass felt around, their eyes had adjusted to the dark, but it 

was difficult to make out anything in the shadows. She finally 

brought up a soft lunch pack. “Oh, I thought I left one here.” She 

heard him make a little moan, and the boat shivered a bit when he 

gripped the sides. “You’ll be fine. The water’s calm. I’ve got you.” 

Frank didn’t relax, but she could make out a slight nod 

before he started. “The Feds have been building a case on us, and 

Dad’s going to trial. Supposedly there’s a witness coming out of 

hiding, and they thought it might be you. They started looking last 

year and found your trail about six months ago. Cass, why didn’t you 

change your name? It seems so…reckless.” 

“I have my reasons.” She let her response sit and kept rowing 

for a while. “Do you think I’m the witness?” 

Frank took a long time to answer. “It doesn’t matter, and I 

don’t want to know. There’s a part of me that wants the whole 

business to explode. I want it all to stop. It would almost be perfect 

justice if it was you.” 

“But…”  
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“But you’d never be safe. Even if you went back into hiding. 

And my family, we’re not all bad. I keep thinking about my girls….”  

Cass kept rowing and let him have silence. She wasn’t 

offering any information or solace. 

“I’m scared, Cass.” 

She scoffed. 

“I’m not as strong as you. I didn’t have the choice to run 

away.” 

“You know in your heart that’s not true. You’ve had the 

same options I had. Always. But you could never see what was good 

for your soul.” 

“Oh, Cass,” Frank’s entreaty was naked, without shame. 

“I’ve needed you all this time. It’s become so ugly.” 

“How can it be worse than when I left? Was drug trafficking 

not enough? Murder? Funding armed gangs and destabilizing 

nations? Worse than that?” 

Silence. 

“Tell me.” 

She could barely make out his answer. “You’ve heard the 

stories. The missing kids in Honduras?” 

She stopped, her oar in midair. “What are you saying?” 

“I think we’re involved.” 

“You think?!” Both were still trying to whisper, but her 

words appeared to smack him. 

Cowed, he replied, “We've lost control.” 

Her response came as a hiss, “What are you going to do to 

fix this? Your hands are dirty, Frank.” 

“Stop.” He held up his hand to silence her. “My life is 

broken, and there’s nothing I can do at this point. I didn’t come here 

to listen to your lectures. I’m stuck in this world, but I’m worried 

about you. I need to make sure you're safe.”  

“There’s still a girl in me that wants to believe you.” She 

laughed to herself, “What kind of magic do you have, Frank? 

Whatever it is, I’ve known you long enough to know you’re not 

telling me the whole truth.” 
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Frank took his time to respond. By now, they had made it to 

the middle of the lake; both had views of the few twinkling lights on 

the opposite shores. 

“I need your help, Cass. You’re the only one I trust, and you 

see things differently than me. Maybe you can come back with me. 

I’ll protect you, and you can help me figure this out.”  

Her exasperation smacked him before she even spoke. “Your 

spell is strong, but I’m not foolish enough to compromise my life. 

And I’m not talking about death.” She could barely say the next 

words, it was clear they hurt her. “What you do is evil. I can’t help 

anyone be less evil.” 

He took in her words. “I’m sorry it didn’t work out for us.” 

Cass tried not to laugh too hard. “You can’t be serious. I just 

came out and said you were evil, and you’re pining over our missed 

shot?” 

He pressed on, “Don’t laugh. You and I both know that I 

wouldn’t be in this mess if we were together.” 

“Yes, but it seems irrelevant at the moment.” 

“I came and found you because I’m ready to be the person 

you’ve always wanted me to be.” 

Cass stopped rowing again. “Frank, I’ve always loved you, 

and I guess I always will, in a way. But you’re mistaken if you think 

I’m going to get all doe-eyed over the chance to be with you. Twenty 

years ago, I was a silly girl in love with her brother’s best friend. 

Now, I’ve lived enough to have better taste. ” 

“I think I have better taste now, too. I was so shallow then. 

If a girl had thick hair and great legs, I couldn’t resist, but you were 

always the one I wanted to talk to at the end of the day. It’s 

unbelievable that I put those girls before you.” 

“Thanks? I guess I should be swooning now?” She was done 

with this conversation. “It’s still a pass for me. You’re on your own.” 

Both were silenced when they heard the boom from behind 

them. 

Frank turned to look. “Jesus, Cass! It’s your house!” 

“How do you know that? Maybe it’s your car.” Her 

expression, what he could see in the dim light, had changed, now her 
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jaw was set, and he could see that power again, the way she looked 

as a young girl training for her meets.  

“What are you talking about?” 

“Enough of your games, Frank. Get out of the boat!” 

“What! I can’t swim.”  

“Oh, I can’t swim.” She was mocking him, and there was no 

pretense of staying quiet. She stood and rocked the boat. Her oar was 

now a weapon. 

“Jump Frank, before I knock you out.” 

“What the fuck! Are you crazy?” 

“Jump, Frank.” 

He slipped into the water. Trying to hang onto the side of the 

canoe.  

“Get off, Frank! I swear I’ll whack those pretty fingers!” 

He let go and began to tread the water with practiced ease.  

“Well, would you look at that?” 

His rage rolled off him like shockwaves. “You set us back 

by decades! Ever since you left, the Feds have been on our asses. You 

Bitch!” 

“You killed my brother! Your best friend! Do you think I 

didn’t notice that you drove up to his funeral in a new car? You piece 

of shit!” 

Cass began to row away, and Frank swam to catch up.  

Rowing, she kept her eyes on him. “You’re not the only one 

who knows how to use the internet. It was super cute that you joined 

your local adult swim team. It finally occurred to you that a future 

mob boss shouldn’t have any glaring weaknesses?” 

Frank’s strokes were strong; he had no problem swimming 

and cursing her at the same time. “Cass, you stubborn shrew! I came 

to you to give you a chance. The family wants to kill you, but I want 

you alive. I know you hate me, but I still need you.” 

“You selfish child. I can’t bring myself to kill you, but we’re 

not done! When we get to shore, I’m taking you in.” 

“Listen, Cass. There’s someone waiting on the shore for me. 

I knew about your safe house. If you pull in without me, they’ll kill 

you.” 
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Cass stopped the boat, and Frank approached, putting one 

wet hand on the edge. She eyed him and then began rowing again. 

“Tell me why I should trust you.” 

He swam close enough and hung onto the edge. “Your 

brother’s not dead, we made him disappear, but he’s not dead.” 

“I don’t believe you. He would have looked for me. He 

would have found me.” 

“How could he? I’ve been looking for you for over 15 years. 

How could he look for you and risk being found? I can take you to 

him, but I need you to come back with me. I can fix this, but I need 

you. You can’t hide anymore. Neither of you can.” 

The pair were close to the shore now. They could see a figure 

waiting. 

“See Cass. She’s waiting for us.” 

“Who?” 

“My girlfriend, Vanessa. You’ll come back with us and be 

my partner. I wanted it to be your choice, but I guess it has to be my 

way.” 

The canoe hit the shore, and the woman, tall with thick raven 

hair, grabbed the boat and brought it in a little further. To Frank’s 

surprise, she addressed Cass first. 

“Agent Flinn, it’s nice to meet you.” 

Cass stepped from the boat in one clean practiced move. She 

shook the new woman’s hand. “Agent Sinclair. The pleasure is mine, 

I’ve been looking forward to working with you. 

Frank had drawn himself out of the water, soaking wet. He 

stood back, taking in the scene. “What? Van? What is this…?” 

Cass laughed. “I told them to send someone with amazing 

hair. You’re so fucking predictable, Frank.”  

She approached him and put her hand on his shoulder. 

“Here’s the deal, you’re going to take us to my brother, and then 

you're going to sit down with us and fill us in on the details. You were 

never great at being completely honest with your girlfriends, so 

Agent Sinclair still has a few questions. This will be easy for you. 

You’ve always enjoyed spilling your guts to me.” 

“Why would I work with you now?” 
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“Because you’re right. You do need me. You’ve always been 

the weaker one, and now I’m going to help you clean up the mess you 

and your family have made. It’s time.” 
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Through the Looking Glass 
 

by Sonia Nicholson 

 

 

 

 

Same street. Same number of steps (exactly 1,663) from 

door to door. They took her through three turns, along one crosswalk, 

and past one stop sign. The best commute. She passed the same blue 

rancher with white shutters and the magnolia tree out front, which 

was nearly ready to bloom. The two-story modern with the electric 

car in the driveway. Two Edwardians across from each other—she 

could never decide which was her favourite.  

Yes, the same street. But not. 

Claudia shouldn’t have been surprised, really. Her husband 

was home, the first giveaway that everything had changed. Before 

setting out, she’d eyed his jogging pants and t-shirt. Coffee in a 

regular mug. A new office, not in a plane or on the road. Just…there. 

The spare room in the basement beckoned him. 

“Have a great day at work, I guess?” he’d offered. 

“I guess. You too.” 

“Maybe.” 

“This is so weird.” 

They’d stared at each other. The children, patting the dogs 

absently, had watched them over the back of the couch. She 

wondered how much mac and cheese they would consume over the 

coming days, weeks, months. If they would ever return to school. 

They were latchkey kids now, of a different sort. 

“Well, I guess I’m off then.” She had forced a smile and 

pulled her umbrella from the stand. Best to be prepared. At least with 

rain, she knew how to protect herself. The rest? No idea. No, this day 

was not the same. She’d tried to ready herself before walking out the 

door. 

Still, the contrast had shocked her—the silence most of all. 

No huskies barking at her from the place on the corner. The 

Philippine woman who splashed dust off her SUV, tossing water 
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from a yogurt container, wasn’t there. No sign of the young 

professional with the cross-body messenger bag and the oxford 

shoes, or the lady who Claudia thought worked at the grocery store 

at the top of the hill. Not even a deer or squirrel. 

On the last stretch of her route, she studied the boulevards 

and driveways. There were more cars than she’d ever seen, filling 

every possible parking spot. They didn’t have anywhere to go today. 

There was nowhere to go. She was one of the lucky ones, if you could 

call it that. She pictured all the people tucked inside. Pajamas and 

coffee. A new office. Kids and dogs and time. 

She saw something then. Proof of life, so rare she thought at 

first she must have imagined it. Movement from the window of a late 

1950s suburban special, the one with the yard decorated for every 

season and holiday. A neighbourhood attraction but somehow, she’d 

never interacted with the owners. Not once. The morning sun hit the 

glass so that the reflection obscured her view. She shielded her eyes, 

squinted, moved her head like some kind of exotic bird. Yes, it was 

something. 

The hands appeared first. Waving, with a level of enthusiasm 

usually reserved for parades or airports or royalty. Claudia was no 

queen. She looked around her and back to the window. There was no 

one else. Of course not. Undulating arms led down to smiles curved 

up like caricatures of themselves. Strange. It wasn’t a mistake; the 

motions were for her. 

Her hand came up, slowly.  

The next time she was ready. Best to be prepared. By the 

third day she anticipated, pulling her hands from her pockets half a 

block early. She progressed from a single- to a double-handed wave 

to mirror theirs. Included a smile of her own. At least with them, she 

knew what to expect—unlike with the rest of the world. Besides, she 

reasoned, it would be impolite not to return the gestures. Especially 

when they were her only contact with the outside. Theirs, too, 

probably—the strangers on the other side. 

She suspected in a year it would be different again. The 

“before” times pushed farther into the past. Silence replaced with 

pressure washers and generators and barking huskies. The lady from 
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the grocery store giving her a wide berth as they pass. A dressed-

down young professional. Maybe the Philippine woman would never 

return, like so many others lost. 

There would be the constants. Same street. Same number of 

steps (exactly 1,663) from door to door. They would take Claudia 

past one stop sign, along one crosswalk, and through three turns. The 

best commute. She would pass two Edwardians across from each 

other—she still wouldn’t be able to decide which was her favourite. 

The two-story modern with the electric car in the driveway. The same 

blue rancher with white shutters and the magnolia tree out front, 

which was nearly ready to bloom. Waves and smiles, though less and 

less frequent, through a window. Sometimes even a “Hello” or “Good 

morning” outside the 1950s suburban special. Yes, the same street. 

But not. Because everything had changed. 

It wouldn’t be all bad, she thought, even with surprises. She 

turned into her driveway and closed her umbrella. Her husband and 

children stood on the front porch to welcome her. She was one of the 

lucky ones. 
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Twenty Twenty, Reflecting on a Year of Disorder 
 

Short Film by Ronald Tobey 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Watch Twenty Twenty, Reflecting on a Year of Disorder at: 

https://vimeo.com/725059826  
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Written and Read by 

Ronald Tobey 

Also Featuring: 

Doug McClung 

https://vimeo.com/725059826
https://vimeo.com/725059826
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“Restoring Romeo” by Rex McGregor 

 

“Blackout” by Zach Murphy 

 

“Eclipse” by Makena Metz 

 

“Crew” by Jenn Haase Vetter 

 

“Through the Looking Glass” by Sonia Nicholson 

 

“Twenty Twenty, Reflecting on a Year of Disorder” by Ronald Tobey 

Sometimes the routines and mundanity of our day-to-day lives can trick 

us into believing that the present state of being is as it will always be. 

In reality, we and the world around us are in a perpetual state of change. 

Our lives may change from the expected to the absurd, from feeling 

content to being ripped from your comfort zone, or even moving from 

a place of hopelessness to finding that one small thing that makes 

tomorrow worth living. While the reality of our lives is fluid, we often 

measure our time in moments and define our growth by the moments of 

greatest change. 

 

The amazingly talented storytellers included in this third issue of For 

Page & Screen Magazine understand that, when every moment holds 

so much potential, there is only one question left to answer. What 

happens after? 

 

—For Page & Screen Editorial Team 
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