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Strings of light bulbs around, just above head height. A 
woman walks in, wearing a bowler hat. She is deep in 
thought.

She rummages through her pockets and finds a dollar bill. 
She looks at it, tries to look through it. She goes through 
her pockets again. Finding nothing more, she shoves the 
dollar bill back into her pocket, sits on the ground, and 
thinks.

The lightbulb above her starts to glow, softly ebbing in 
and out as her thinking gets more intense. She struggles 
with the thought. Her struggle makes her stand up. The 
lightbulb gets bright; she smiles brightly: an idea! Just as 
quickly as it turned on, the lightbulb flashes off. 
Disappointment.

She walks around the room. As she does, the various 
lightbulbs above her head ebb and flow and then go out as 
she is no longer underneath it. She stops. An idea! The 
lightbulb flashes on! Then off. Disappointment.

Wait, another idea! But the light above her head doesn't 
come on, but one in the back flashes on instead of the light 
above her head. She looks up at the lightbulb above her, 
taps it, tries to figure out why it's not turning on. She turns 
looks at all the other lightbulbs then, seeing the lightbulb 
that has flashed on, smiles and rushes for it, but as soon 
as she's underneath it, it goes out. Frustration. She taps it.

Another light on another part of the stage flashes on. She 
rushes to it, but it goes off. Another one on, she rushes to 
it, and it goes out. Another one, the same thing. Another. 
Another. She's rushing around the stage in her hurry to 
get underneath a lightbulb before it blinks out.

She stops, unable to run anymore. She's more than 
frustrated; she's pissed. The light above her ebbs and 
flows, but this one is colored red. It flashes on brightly. A 
wicked smile crosses her lips. She exits, enters with a box 
of junk: wire, pieces of pipe and plastic. She thinks. An 
idea! The light above her does nothing. She kicks the box 
until she's under her red light. It blinks on.



She rummages in the box of junk. She finds a wrench and 
hammer and some pliers and she begins to fashion 
something together.

She has invented a small switch. She crosses to a lightbulb 
and flicks her switch. Nothing.

She goes back to the box, fashions a bigger switch. She 
goes to a different light, flicks her switch. This time the 
light flashes on for a second, then immediately off. She 
flicks the switch again and again with the same results.

She throws her switch into the box. Her red light blinks on. 
She stands beneath it with her box, fashioning the biggest 
switch with a giant lever. She stands beneath a different 
light and throws the huge switch. Every single light blinks 
on and ebbs with massive power. She is ecstatic. A loud 
hum of electric current. It gets louder and louder as the 
lights start flashing on and off and then: zap and crash, 
the electric sounds burst a circuit somewhere and all the 
lights go out. Dark.

Then, the red light turns on in the darkness, lighting her 
rage. It ebbs and flows, but the electric sounds are heard 
again and burst a circuit. The red light crashes out. Dark.

Beat.

WOMAN
Damnit.
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