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BURDEN is subject to payment of a royalty.  It is fully protected under the 
copyright laws of The United States of America, and of all countries covered by 
the International Copyright Union (including the Dominion of Canada and the rest 
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Copyright Convention, the Universal Copyright Convention, the Berne 
Convention, and of all countries with which the United States has reciprocal 
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broadcasting, television, video or sound recording, all other forms of mechanical, 
electronic and digital reproduction, transmission and distribution, such as CD, 
DVD, the Internet, private and file-sharing networks, information storage and 
retrieval systems, photocopying, and the rights of translation into foreign 
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The English language stock and amateur stage performance rights in the United 
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exclusively by Next Stage Press. No professional or nonprofessional performance 
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SPECIAL NOTE 
Anyone receiving permission to produce BURDEN is required to give credit to 
the Author as sole and exclusive Author of the Play on the title page of all 
programs distributed in connection with performances of the Play and in all 
instances in which the title of the Play appears for purposes of advertising, 
publicizing or otherwise exploiting the Play and/or a production thereof. The name 
of the Author must appear on a separate line, in which no other name appears, 
immediately beneath the title and in size of type equal to 50% of the size of the 
largest, most prominent letter used for the title of the Play.  No person, firm, or 
entity may receive credit larger or more prominent than that accorded the Author. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 

  



BURDEN 
 

 3 

CHARACTERS 
7W 4M 6NB  
(1) April Anderson: W, 56 years old, structured, disciplined, religious, 
faithful, struggling to maintain these attributes. 
(2) Roger Anderson: M, 55 years old, disciplined yet easy-going, caring, 
growing weary. 
(3) Zane: M, 21 years old, can be charming, dark sense of humor, 
confused, irrational, unhinged. 
(4) Derek Anderson: M, 21 years old, responsible, passionate, 
determined, empathetic to a fault, quick to react. 
(5) Christie Anderson: W, 18 years old, studious, independent, kind. 
(6) Detective Jansen: W, middle age, diligent. 
(7) Mr. McGregor:  M, 55-65 years old, fair & straightforward. 
(8) Sharon: W, 40 years old, single mother, loyal, trusting, tries to avoid 
conflict.  [May also play “Television Reporter” and “Forensics 
Officer”.] 
(9) Maisie Webb: W, 35 years old, struggling to realize her own 
autonomy. [May also play “Lifestyle Reporter” and “Officer Tulley”.] 
(10) Dianna: W, 19 years old, Christie's college roommate.  [May also 
play “Debbie”.]   
(11) Lifestyle Reporter: (voice only) Any adult age or gender.   
(12) Television Reporter: (voice only)  Any adult age or gender.  
(13) Officer Tulley:  Any adult age or gender.  
(14) Forensics Officer: Any adult age or gender. 
(15) Debbie: W. (voice only) Any adult age.  
(16)  Podcaster #1:  (voice only) Any adult age or gender. 
(17)  Podcaster #2:  (voice only) Any adult age or gender. 
 
PLACE & TIME 
Fictional town of Stone Meadow, Ohio, USA 
Autumn; Present day 
 
SETTING 
1. "Christ's Church" 
2. (April) Anderson's Kitchen 
3. Christie's Dorm Room 
4. April and Roger's Bedroom 
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5. Christie's University (dark stage) 
6. Mr. McGregor's Store Office 
7. Derek's friends' house-- bedroom 
8. Roger's office at Police Station 
9. Anderson home backyard 
 
 
NOTES 
*  Script note:  Two forward slash marks // indicates the starting point of 
overlapping dialogue. 
*  Setting note:  The sets may be realistic or minimalist in design. 
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play. 
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BURDEN 
PROLOGUE 

Scene 1 
 

At rise.  Zane's house.  Morning.  Zane’s house is in a state of neglect. 
Dust particles drift in the dim light that manages to penetrate through 
the heavily draped windows, leaving the space feeling stale and airless.  
We observe ZANE as he goes through the motions of getting dressed. A 
sense of determination underscores his actions as he quietly repeats a 
personal mantra to himself. 
 
ZANE. (Repeating.) I am special; I have a purpose.  (He pauses before 
a mirror, his gaze steady and resolute. Clad entirely in black—a trench 
coat, black baggy pants, a loose-fitting shirt, leather gloves with the tips 
missing, and combat boots—he checks his reflection in the mirror 
meticulously. Derek pulls open the top drawer of a dresser and removes 
two automatic hand guns and places them inside the interior pockets of 
his trench coat.) 
 
(After a moment of contemplation, he takes three deep breaths, 
gathering his resolve. The last breath he releases is the deepest, and it 
ECHOS in the space around him.  Lights out.) 
 
 

SCENE 1 
 
PROJECTION: Four Weeks Earlier.  Lights up on Christ's Church.  
Morning. PASTOR APRIL ANDERSON stands at the pulpit before her 
congregation. She holds a beautiful yellow rose for her members to see. 
   
APRIL. When you look at a flower, remember what the Lord says 
about nature and how we can take a lesson from it.  (Quoting from 
memory.)  'Matthew, Chapter six, verses twenty-six and twenty-seven... 
Look at the birds of the air; they do not sow or reap or store away in 
barns, and yet your heavenly Father feeds them. Are you not much more 
valuable than they? Can any one of you by worrying add a single hour 
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to your life?'  (A beat.)  We should never worry or fret about anything... 
not what we wear, or eat, or what may happen today or tomorrow, or 
what's going to happen to us hour by hour, or day by day. So it's to our 
great shame if we ever find ourselves fretting over the small stuff 
because that means... well, it means that we really don't trust the Lord to 
see us through. We think that worrying helps us solve the problem. We 
take the credit for the solution rather than giving the glory to God. (A 
beat.)  And that, my family in Christ, is a sin. 
(Traditional church music plays ~10 seconds.  As the music plays, April 
steps down from the pulpit and stands stage right.  This action 
represents a passage of several minutes, which brings us to the end of 
the service and April is greeting members of the congregation as they 
depart.  SHARON WATERS and MAISIE WEBB step up to greet April.) 
SHARON.  Such a beautiful sermon, April.   
MAISIE.  Yes, such a wonderful analogy. 
APRIL.  All glory to God.  He sent me the inspiration. 
SHARON.  God is good. 
MAISIE.  God is good. 
APRIL.  All the time.  Amen to that. 
SHARON.  How is Christie adjusting to college life? 
APRIL.  As far as I know, she's doing very well.  
SHARON.  Oh, that's good; I'm glad.  With this being the first time 
she's actually been on her own... the first two weeks or so can be 
stressful. 
APRIL.  She took to it like a fish to water.  (The women laugh.) 
SHARON.  Tommy is so upset that Christie won't be able to babysit 
him now that she's away. 
APRIL.  Oh-- .  Maybe she can give him a call sometime.  // How old is 
he now? 
SHARON.  // He would love that.  He's eight, now. 
APRIL.  I'll be sure to mention him the next time I talk to her. 
SHARON.  That would be wonderful.  (Maisie hesitantly pulls an 
envelope from her purse, her hands a bit shaky as she passes it to 
Sharon. Sharon's expression shifts to one of mild discomfort; she knows 
exactly what this is all about.) 
APRIL.  Oh... is that something for me? 
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SHARON.  You don't have to open it now; you can read it once you get 
home. 
APRIL.  No, I think maybe I should read it now.  (April reads the letter. 
She looks at Sharon and Maisie.)  Is this the way all of the parent 
volunteers feel?  Maisie? 
MAISIE.  (Clears throat.). Yeah, yes... essentially.   
APRIL.  I see. 
SHARON.  I really wish we could have this talk tomorrow, but now 
that you've read the letter... I hate to say this, Pastor, but I think you ask 
too much of the parents of this church. 
MAISIE.  And no disrespect to you, Pastor, but I have to agree.  We 
have young children who need us to be with them, but the schedule-- 
SHARON.  The schedule that you've administered to us makes that 
impossible.  And we're only volunteers.  We have day jobs and families 
that take up all of our available time as it is. 
MAISIE.  And our kids need to be in a safe environment with 
supervision. 
SHARON.  Christie was the one who looked after Tommy when I had 
to be here. Praise God she's in college, but now there's no one else.  I'm 
sorry.  I really wanted to talk about this tomorrow.  (April meditatively 
holds for a moment.) 
APRIL.  Earlier this morning, I received a call from Eleanor Arnold’s 
family. Eleanor passed peacefully in her sleep last night in hospice care 
(Maisie and Sharon gasp) and while we mourn the loss of a former 
deacon and pillar of the church community, her will stipulates we shall 
receive $500,000, which we will use to build the new activity center.  
(Sharon and Maisie are surprised and delighted.)   
SHARON.  Well, that's wonderful.  I mean… it’s so sad that Mrs. 
Arnold passed away… 
MAISIE.  Yes, so sad.  So sad… 
SHARON.  But such a surprise and a blessing that she would be so 
generous. 
MAISIE.  Yes, absolutely.  Such a surprise and a blessing.  (April holds 
up her hand.) 
APRIL.  When the storm rages, that is when our display of faith needs 
to be at its strongest. It's when everything seems the most dire and 
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hopeless, that we need to be the Christian people we claim to be.  It is a 
shameful thing to be happy and cordial when the waters are calm. 
SHARON.  April, we didn't mean to-- 
APRIL.  No, Sharon.  It doesn't matter what you all did or didn't mean.  
What matters is what you did, how you behaved, what you showed of 
yourselves.  You showed yourselves to be sunny day believers.  Now, 
you know I say this with authority and love.  You didn't have to be 
fretful and lay ultimatums before me.  All you have to do is stay calm 
and at peace because you know... you know the Lord will see to it that 
your children are safe and that you can continue your work for the Lord. 
(A beat.) 
Ladies, have a wonderful day.  Praise God. 
(April exits stage.  Sharon and Maisie are quietly stunned and perhaps 
even a little embarrassed and shamed.  Lights down.) 
 

SCENE 2 
 
Lights up on April's kitchen.  APRIL is sitting at the table surrounded by 
folders, binders, notebooks and various sheets of paper and important 
documents.  All of the items are from the church.  Her smartphone sets 
on the table.  April takes in the apparent enormity of her pending search 
and is overwhelmed.  She closes her eyes. 
     
APRIL.  (In prayer.). Lord, I will not give-in to frustration and I will 
not doubt that you'll lead me to find what I'm looking for. 
(Derek enters the “house” via the off-stage “front door”.  We hear the 
sounds of Derek’s keys unlocking the door, his footsteps entering the 
house,  the door being closed, and the sound of Derek’s footsteps 
moving towards the kitchen.  April promptly changes her disposition 
from frustrated to confident.) 
APRIL.  Derek?  Roger?  (Derek enters stage/kitchen.) 
DEREK.  Hey, Ma.  It's just me. 
APRIL.  Derek!  I didn't know you were going to stop by. 
DEREK.  Yeah, I just wanted to... uh-- (Derek notices the scattered 
paperwork and folders.)  What are you doing? 
APRIL.  Oh, nothing.  Just looking for something.  I'm fine.  You know 
me.  (She begins to shuffle through the paperwork.) 
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DEREK.  Yeah, I know you.  I know how you get wrapped up in stuff 
and forget things... 
APRIL.  I do not forget things. 
DEREK.  Dad gave me a call and told me to remind you that Christie is 
getting in town later today.  (April stops shuffling papers and looks at 
Derek.)   You forgot. 
APRIL.  No.  No I didn't.  I just... 
DEREK.  Forgot.  It's okay, Ma.  You're allowed to be human and 
forget every once in a while. 
APRIL.  Derek, I did not forget.  In fact, I was just about to send her a 
text asking what time she'll be arriving. 
DEREK.  Seven o'clock.  (April looks at Derek realizing that she must 
have forgotten the time also.)  
APRIL.  Seven o'clock.  That’s what I was… that’s what I thought. 
DEREK.  Uh-huh.  I'm gonna get a couple more hours in at work before 
Christie comes home.  Dad says he's gonna try to get off work early, 
too. 
APRIL.  (Straight-faced, but in jest.) Uh-huh. 
DEREK.  Love you, Ma.  See you in a little bit.  (Derek proceeds to exit 
the kitchen/stage.  As he goes, April says...)   
APRIL.  I didn't forget!   
DEREK (O.S.). Uh-huh.  (We hear the off-stage front door open and  
close. April's smartphone chimes.  She taps the screen and sets it on  
speaker-phone-mode. Lights up on Christie's dorm room on the opposite 
side of the stage.  CHRISTIE is with her roommate, DIANA.  They are 
sitting on the floor with two or three text books opened in front of them.  
With hushed voices, they debate some issue with their classwork.) 
APRIL.  Christie?  Sweetheart?  Are you there?  (Hearing her mother's 
voice, Christie silences Diana.) 
CHRISTIE.  Mom? 
APRIL.  I'm here.  Can you hear me?  Hel-hello? 
CHRISTIE.  I can hear you.   
APRIL.  So, are you on your way?  When-- 
CHRISTIE.  Listen, Ma, I don't think... I won't be able to make it home 
to visit... 
APRIL.  You won't be able to make it home?   
CHRISTIE.  No... I'm sorry.  I have to-- 
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APRIL.  Why won't you be coming home? 
CHRISTIE.  I have to... Uhm... 
DIANA.  (Whispering.)  Tell her. 
CHRISTIE.  (Whispering to Diana.)  I can't. 
DIANA.  (Whispering.)  Just tell her.  You should-- 
CHRISTIE.  (Whispering.)  Diana, let me do this.  (Diana gives her an 
urgent gesture.) 
APRIL.  This connection is terrible... //why won't you be coming 
home?  We were so looking forward to seeing you. 
CHRISTIE.  //Yeah, it is.  (A beat.). What? I didn't-- 
APRIL.  I said, why-- 
CHRISTIE.  Oh, Yeah, I know.  I'm sorry.  It's just that I've got this 
really important paper that I have to finish and this'll be the only time 
that I'll have to do it.  (Diana puts her fingers to her temples and shakes 
her head negatively.) 
APRIL.  (To Christie.)  Well, you take care of yourself and be sure to 
let us-- 
CHRISTIE.  Mom, is Derek or Dad there? 
APRIL.  No, you just missed Derek and your father is still at work.  He 
wanted to get off early today, but, you know, he's the chief of police, 
so... you know. //Do you want me to-- 
CHRISTIE.  //Can I tell you something... confidentially? 
APRIL.  Sure, hun.  What's up? 
(Christie looks to Diana for reassurance.  Diana nods.) 
CHRISTIE.  Uhm... so there's this guy who's like, infatuated with me, 
or something, and he keeps following me and showing up where ever I 
go and, it's distracting me.  I try to be like you and not worry about it... 
(April is worried.  She closes her eyes and silently says a prayer.) 
CHRISTIE.  That's the reason I'm not coming home right now.  I'm 
afraid he might follow me there.  I mean, it's about the paper, too, but...    
(Sigh.) Tell me I don't have anything to worry about. 
APRIL.  Listen, I just said a prayer for you, okay?  You've got a prayer 
cover protecting you right now as of this moment.  And it's a prayer 
from your mother, which counts double!  (Christie gives an anxious, yet 
relieved laugh.)  Okay?  So don't you dare worry because God's got 
your back.  Okay? 
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CHRISTIE.  Okay.  Thanks Mom.  (A beat.)  Look, I better get going. 
Get a start on this paper. 
APRIL.  Okay, sweetie.  Now you're sure you're alright? 
CHRISTIE.  I'm good, now, yeah.  Thanks for being here for me. 
APRIL.  Any time, all the time. 
CHRISTIE.  Bye. 
APRIL.  Bye-bye, now. (Christie ends the call.  Lights down on 
Christie's dorm.  April shuts her eyes and takes a slow, deep breath and 
then opens her eyes and holds a beat.  Her expression changes from one 
of worry to one of peace.  She gives a single nod, then gets back to her 
church work.  Lights down.) 
 

SCENE 3 
 
Lights up on April and Roger's bedroom.  ROGER is lying in bed 
reading a book.  April is standing doing some sort of night preparation 
business.  She is talking up a blue-streak. 
 
APRIL.  So, basically, she hands me this letter that says the volunteers 
are really upset with me for scheduling them for three hours a night.  
Just three hours.  That's not asking too much, is it? 
ROGER.  What's their reason for being upset?  There has to be a 
reason. 
APRIL.  They say it takes away time they have to look after their 
children.  But isn't that what babysitters are for?  I mean, truthfully.  All 
you have to do is pay a high schooler to watch your elementary and 
junior high child.  Kill two birds with one stone.  The younger child is 
being looked after by an older child... a young adult, I mean to say... 
who now has a responsibility to help them be more responsible. 
ROGER.  Hhm. 
APRIL.  That's what I did when I raised Christie and Derek.  It's all 
about management and a true desire to do the Lord's work. 
ROGER.  When we raised Christie and Derek. 
APRIL.  What's that, now? 
ROGER.  You said, '...when I raised Christie and Derek'... when you 
raised-- I'm just saying that we raised the kids together. 
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APRIL.  Oh, I know that.  I didn't mean anything by... We both raised 
our children, yes.  But you get what I'm saying. 
ROGER.  Sorta sounds like a good, old-fashioned power struggle. 
APRIL.  Oh... I don't have the time or energy to put up with that kind of 
childishness.  They can find another church home, if that's the case.  
Save all of us the headache.  (April finishes what she was doing and 
walks over to and gets into bed.) 
APRIL.  And how was your day? 
ROGER.  (Sigh.)  A woman filed a complaint against her neighbor, 
saying he was siphoning gas from her car.  Two teens were caught 
shoplifting at the Readies Grocery Store.  That and a lot of paperwork.  
It was an exciting day to be the Chief of Police.  I was really looking 
forward to seeing Christie today.  Didn't think that I'd miss her as much 
as I do. 
(Roger returns to his reading.  April hesitates.) 
APRIL.  Yeah, I miss her, too.  She, uhm, she wants to... she says she 
has to get her paper completed. 
ROGER.  (Partially attentive.) Yeah, you told me already. 
APRIL.  Right.  Right.  (A beat.) She, uh, she also kind of mentioned 
something about... 
ROGER.  (Partially attentive.)  About what? 
APRIL.  She said... I'm sure it's nothing to be concerned about.  There's 
just this guy, probably with a first-year college crush... he's been kind of 
like following her around campus--  (Now Roger's attention is fully on 
April.) 
ROGER.  He's been what? 
APRIL.  It's nothing.  I'm sure it's nothing.  And even if it were 
something, it's nothing now because I put a prayer cover over her. 
ROGER.  A prayer cover?  April, this is serious.  (April sits up.) 
APRIL.  And what?  Prayer isn't serious? 
ROGER.  No, that's not... What I'm trying to say is, if someone is 
harassing or stalking our little girl, I need to know about it. 
APRIL.  She was afraid you'd over-react like you're doing now. 
ROGER.  I'm not over--   (A beat and a sigh.)  I'm not over-reacting.  I 
just know how these things can become... something... more. 
APRIL.  I prayed for her.  And for the boy, whoever he is. 
ROGER.  Wait... She doesn't know him? 
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APRIL.  She... I don't... I... yes, I suppose she does know him... in some 
manner. 
ROGER.  Well, what does he look like? 
APRIL.  I don't know.  I didn't ask.  (Roger is exasperated, but he only 
lets a little of his frustration show.) 
ROGER.  Alright.  Okay.  I'm going to give her a call. 
APRIL.  No, don't.  You'll only make her worry.   
ROGER.  Well, I'm worried. 
APRIL.  What's happening now, is a test of our faith.  God's got our 
back, isn't that what I say?  Sure, it's okay to say when everything is 
good, but what about when things aren't so good? 
ROGER.  It's a matter of-- 
APRIL.  So we just lose our cool and throw our faith to the wind?  
(Roger rubs his face with his hands.) 
ROGER.  No, that's not what I'm-- 
APRIL.  Every day before you put on that uniform and step out of this 
house, I pray for you. 
ROGER.  I know.  I know you do. 
APRIL.  A prayer cover has kept you, and Christie, Derek, and me... 
safe for all these years, through all the close calls and near misses.   
ROGER.  Yeah, well we're really walking over the coals, now. 
APRIL.  And whether or not we get burned is entirely up to us.  (April 
pulls the covers up, turns her back to Roger, and settles into a 
comfortable sleeping position.  Lights slowly fade.)  
 

SCENE 4 
 
Lights remain out.  The stage is dark and represents Christie's campus 
university.  There is silence for, perhaps, five seconds.  And then, 
shattering the silence, a gunshot.   
 
DIANA. (Horrified.)  Christie! 
(And then, five more gunshots are fired, along with screaming and 
crying, shouts of terror and confusion.  And then... it is silent.) 
 
 

SCENE 5 



BURDEN 
 

 14 

 
Lights up on Christ's Church at pulpit where April stands.  Her 
expression is stone and her eyes are closed.  After a moment or more, 
April opens her eyes. 
 
APRIL.  As you all are aware, a week ago, my family experienced... a 
life challenge.  There's no need for me to go into detail about the 
challenge... The nature of the incident is not important.  Most, if not all 
of you know already.  What is important is the result.  Which is to say 
that... my family was wronged.  (A beat.)  I have a choice of how I will 
respond to this wrong.  I can choose to be filled with anger, to hold on to 
it.  Let it control me in how I think and feel throughout.  But no, I will 
not.  I will not allow negativity to poison my heart and my soul.  We 
must... we absolutely must forgive the ones who have wronged us.  
That's the only way we can make it.  Forgiveness... complete and 
irrefutable.  No anger, no hate, no malice, no regret.  Nothing but love in 
my heart for the soul of the one who wronged my family.  That’s real 
freedom.  But to do the opposite would be a sin.  It would be a show of 
my lack of faith.  Possibly even a sign of a refusal to accept the fact that 
there is an after-life.  If I trust there is an after-life, what have I to be sad 
about?  We will see each other again. God has a plan for all of us.  
There are no accidents, no coincidences.  It is all by design by the One 
who rules on High.  If I were to walk around with a sad face, a sad 
disposition, I would be committing a sin.  Why?  Because I'm not 
allowing God to be God.  If I walk around filled with sorrow, then that 
means I do not trust God.  It means that I do not believe he has a plan.  
(A beat.)  If there is one thing I want you to take away from today's 
sermon is this: God always has a plan and a reason.  And everyone has a 
purpose.  (Lights dim.) 
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SCENE 6 
 
Approximately 45 minutes later. Lights up on Outside of Christ’s 
Church.  Late morning.  Derek stands alone outside.  He is facing the 
audience with his back to the church.  The anger and the pain that he is 
feeling is palpable.   
April, now dressed in her regular clothes and a full-length, fall coat, 
exits the church/enters stage.  She stops when she notices Derek who 
turns to face her.  Derek fidgets a little, looking here and there, but 
never quite at his mother.  A moment passes. 
 
APRIL.  After service, Tommy came to me and said- 
DEREK.  Who? 
APRIL.  ... you know, little Tommy Waters-- Sharon's son? 
DEREK.  Oh... yeah.  The kid Christie used to… (Derek cannot finish. )  
APRIL.  Yes, the boy who Christie used to babysit.  (Clears her 
throat.)  He came up to me after service and said the most beautiful, 
precious thing.  He said that heaven must be a brighter and happier place 
now that Christie is there.  Isn't that an // absolutely beautiful thing to 
say? 
DEREK.  // Ma, I really don't want to talk about that, now. 
APRIL.  (A beat.)  Well, can you at least give your Mama a hug?  
(Begrudged, Derek considers, starts to take a step forward, then decides 
not to do so.)  Alright, then.  Would you like to come into the church?  
It's a lot warmer in there. (Derek gives a slight shake of his head.) Still 
not ready?  (Derek continues to fidget.)  
DEREK.  I don't think I'll ever be ready. 
APRIL.  Don't say that.  It's a very dangerous thing to turn your back on 
God. 
DEREK.  God turned his back on us, first. 
APRIL.  No, that's not true-- 
DEREK.  Yes it... okay, look, I didn't come here to argue about this... 
APRIL.  It doesn't have to be an argument.  Why can't it be a 
discussion? 
DEREK.  Mom... stop. 
APRIL.  I'm just saying, we don't have to argue-- 
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DEREK.  Just stop.  Alright?  Please.  (A beat.)  Dad's worried about 
you.  So am I. 
APRIL.  Worried about me?  You don't have to worry about me.  I'm 
fine. 
DEREK.  You see; there!  That right there is why we're worried.  
You're fine.  You're not supposed to be fine!  This is not something 
anyone should be fine about! 
APRIL.  I love Christie more than anyone will ever know.  And I've 
accepted the fact that she has completed whatever the Lord had lined up 
for her to do.  Her job on this earth was done, and so He called her 
home.  (Derek looks past April and thinks on this for a brief moment.  
He then looks directly at April.) 
DEREK.  No.  I don't accept that. 
(Derek turns and exits stage.  As he exits...) 
APRIL.  That’s the only way you’ll have peace, Derek.   
(Lights fade down.) 
 

SCENE 7 
 
Lights up on April's Kitchen.  April finds herself in a familiar situation, 
the kitchen table strewn with an array of business papers, forms, and 
folders. The chaos brings her feelings of being overwhelmed and 
frustrated.  Her Bible and laptop set on the kitchen counter.  After a 
moment... 
 
APRIL.  I just don't understand it.  Why can't I find that one...  (A beat.)  
I always keep everything in it's place.  Always. 
(Roger enters the stage/kitchen.  April immediately switches to a worry-
free disposition and looks nonchalantly at the paperwork while 
humming a light tune.  Roger is bewildered by the calm chaos April is 
creating.)   
APRIL.  Oh, hi, hun.   
ROGER.  Yeah, hi... uhm... I just wanted to tell you that I'll be pulling 
an all-nighter at the station.  I probably won't be back until the after-
- ...Are you still looking for that form, or uh... what was it? 
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APRIL.  Oh, no, I'm just reorganizing the files. Well, yeah, I am sort of 
looking for it but I'm not worried about it, really.  I have a pretty good 
idea of where it is.  Could you do me a favor?  Can you grab that box... 
(Roger reaches for one of the small boxes.) 
APRIL.  ... over...  No, not that one.   
(Roger moves his hand to a larger box.) 
APRIL.  That one, there.  Yes, that one.   
(Roger hands her the box.) 
APRIL.  Yes, thank you. 
ROGER.  You're welcome.  Uhm... April?  (April continues to 
contentedly peruse the paperwork.)  April. 
APRIL.  I'm sorry.  Do you need something? 
ROGER.  What are you doing? 
APRIL.  What do you mean?  (She holds up whichever paper she 
currently has in her hands.)  I'm looking for a form that I need. 
ROGER.  Yeah, I know but... why are you doing this now? 
APRIL.  Because I want to.  And it's one of my responsibilities as 
Pastor. 
ROGER.  I'm aware of that, too.  I'm just wondering if... 
APRIL. If?  If, what? 
ROGER.  If... you shouldn't consider taking a little break from all of 
this. 
APRIL.  I'm fine, I don't need a break.  I'm good.  Really. 
(Roger is silent for a moment.) 
ROGER.  I just... Did Derek come to see you earlier? 
APRIL.  Yes, he did. 
ROGER.  And?  (April maintains a pleasant expression, though it's 
clear she's struggling through it.) 
APRIL.  And, what, Roger? 
ROGER.  Don't you think you should allow yourself some time to... to 
grieve. 
APRIL.  To grieve.  (April thinks a moment, then returns to her work.)   
No.  No, I don't.  I appreciate the concern you and Derek have for me, 
but I am doing fine. 
ROGER.  You're going on like it's business as usual. 
APRIL.  I don't understand why I shouldn't. 
ROGER.  It's obvious.  Our daughter has been-- 
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APRIL.  I know what's happened to our daughter, Roger.  It can't be 
changed.  All we have... all we can do is move forward with the 
business at hand. 
ROGER.  We've never talked about what happened.  We never grieved 
together as a family.  I don't think you've even grieved alone.  You have 
to allow yourself a space to feel.  If you don't, then it's going to boil over 
into something terrible. 
APRIL.  Thank you, for that, Roger.  I didn't realize that I had to 
provide evidence that would satisfy you of the depth of my broken soul. 
ROGER.  That's not what I-- 
APRIL.  Thank you, Roger.  (Roger holds a moment and observes 
April, who is clearly upset and hides it poorly behind a "devil may care" 
disposition.)   
ROGER.  I'll be at the station if you need me. 
APRIL.  Mm-hmm. 
(Roger exhales sharply, then exits the kitchen/stage.  April pauses for a 
moment, her thoughts racing, before decisively slamming her hands on 
the table. With determination, she stands up, makes her way to the 
cabinet, and retrieves a box of tea bags. Feeling around in the dark 
confines of the cabinet, she searches for the sugar by touch alone.) 
APRIL.  I don't know why he always puts the sugar so far out of my 
reach... 
(April's hand brushes against an unexpected object, prompting her to 
pause for a moment in surprise. Slowly, she pulls her hand back, 
unveiling a bottle of vodka. She gazes at the bottle, lost in 
contemplation.) 
APRIL.  You shouldn't be here.  You should not be here.  Not now. 
(April shuts her eyes.  Her expression hardens and she looks back at the 
bottle.) 
APRIL.  What the hell.  (April mixes the vodka with orange juice, then 
takes her glass of spirits and snags her laptop from the counter, places 
it on the table and flips it open.  April settles in her chair with her drink.  
She brings it to her lips, hand trembling, she holds a moment, and then 
drinks.  Lights out.)  
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SCENE 8 
 
Lights up on April's kitchen; the next morning.  Morning sunlight filters 
through the windows and into the kitchen.  The files, folders, and 
paperwork are all still on the table.  The laptop is open and in sleep-
mode.  April is asleep at the table.  After a moment, April awakens.    
She looks at her now empty glass of Vodka and orange juice. She takes 
the glass in her hand. 
      
APRIL.  My Lord.  (April shuts her eyes.)  I'm sorry, Christie.  I 
didn't... 
(April holds a moment, then shakes her head and stands, finding it a 
little difficult to maintain steady balance.  She walks with heavy feet to 
the kitchen sink and picks up the partially consumed vodka bottle and 
holds it at eye level.)  
APRIL.  Damn you. 
(She pours the remaining drink down the drain.  Then, she drops the 
bottle in the trash and looks at it for a moment.) 
APRIL.  What a damn sloppy way to fall off the wagon, April. 
(She turns around and faces the unfortunate chaos that resides on her 
kitchen table.  She observes the mess... then grabs a box and shoves the 
paperwork into it and drops the box next to the trash can.  April gets 
busy making instant coffee. She taps a button on her laptop and it comes 
back to life, picking up with the live stream of the local morning news 
feed.)     
LIFESTYLE REPORTER (V.O.).  So, you can tell your dietitian that 
it's okay to have that brownie every once-in-a-while, because the 
chocolate acts as a-- 
TELEVISION REPORTER (V.O.).  Oh... I'm sorry Lindsay, I don't 
mean to interrupt you, but we're getting reports coming in that... oh 
God... we have reports coming in that there has possibly been a shooting 
at Stone Meadow Elementary and Middle School.  We have dispatched 
reporters to the location and more importantly, police and other law 
enforcement are on their way to the location as well.  Chief of police, 
Roger Anderson, urges residents to stay indoors until the situation is 
sorted out.  For more details we turn to Angela Lewis... 
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(April, stunned and bewildered, taps the "mute" button on the laptop. 
She looks lost and desperate, but does not cry.)   
APRIL.  Not again... this can't be happening again... it can't... this is too 
close… (April spots her Bible setting on the counter.  She grabs it and 
clutches it to her chest, holding it like a life vest.)  Dear Lord, Father 
God, I pray for the souls of those at the school who were wounded this 
morning.  I pray that you will send your healing spirit and restore them 
to good health.  With your… (April can not continue for a moment.  She 
tries again.) Forgiveness for the one who committed this act of 
violence.  Forgiveness... no malice... no anger... no anger, no anger.  
Only forgiveness... only forgiveness… (There is loud and rapid 
KNOCKING at the house back/kitchen door.) 
DEREK (O.S.).  Mom?  Mom, open the door!  It's Derek!  Mom! 
(April rushes to the door and swings it open.  Derek enters, pulling and 
dragging Zane, who is out cold. His hands are all taped up with duct 
tape.) 
APRIL.  Derek, what in the name of... 
DEREK.  Close the door.  (April looks at Zane.  Her head begins to 
ache and she places her hand on her forehead.) 
APRIL.  Who is this?  What happened to him? 
DEREK.  I said, close the door! (Derek closes the door himself.  April 
moves her hand toward Zane's faces.  Derek promptly grabs April's 
hand.) Don't touch him. 
APRIL.  Derek, tell me what is going on! 
DEREK.  Just, just.... give me a minute.  Let me think... 
APRIL.  Give you a minute to think? Has everyone lost their minds? 
You come in here with-- With what? I don't even know what to call this.  
Have you even heard the news this morning? 
DEREK.  Yes... 
APRIL.  Some... person... started... started shooting at the middle 
school and-- 
DEREK.  I know!  I saw him leave the building.   
APRIL.  You what?  You saw him? (Derek gestures toward Zane.  
April looks at Zane in quiet disbelief and slowly walks toward him.)   
APRIL.  No... 
DEREK.  Yeah. 
APRIL.  My God... tell me this is not // him. 
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DEREK.  // It's him.  (A beat.)  It's him. 
APRIL. Oh, my dear God, how can this be happening after what we've 
already been through?  This can't… (April turns and faces Derek.) Tell 
me.  Tell me what happened. 
DEREK.  It doesn't matter what happened.  It happened.  That's it.  And 
now he's here. 
APRIL.  Tell me! 
DEREK.  It just happened, okay?  I heard the news on the radio, so I 
drove to the school to see if I could help and then... then I saw him... 
running out of the building.  I saw the gun and I knew… (A beat.)  I 
followed him.  He noticed and ran down the dirt road off of Miller's 
Pass.  I guess the dumb son-of-a-bitch didn't think I could follow him in 
my truck.  I caught up with him and I just clipped him with the fender.  
(A beat.) Anyway, he was knocked out, so I tied him up, threw him in 
the back of the truck and came here. 
APRIL.  Why, Derek?  Of all places, why here? 
DEREK.  I don't know, alright?  I just... here was all I could think of. 
APRIL.  You should've taken him straight to the station where your 
father can handle him. 
DEREK.  No, I guess that I felt taking him to the police wouldn't be 
enough.   
APRIL.  It wouldn't be enough?  What more is there, Derek?  It's their 
job.  It has to be enough. 
DEREK.  He shot children, Ma.  Kids!   
APRIL.  So, what are you thinking?  What are you thinking that will 
make it enough?  (From his own belt, Derek removes the gun that he 
acquired from Zane.  April is quietly horrified.)   
DEREK.  This bastard deserves an execution.  (He swings the gun 
toward Zane.)  
APRIL.  Derek--  (Derek and April see that Zane is now awake [he 
appeared to be unconscious just a moment ago].  Obviously in pain, he 
sits upright and eyes Derek and then turns his gaze to April.) 
ZANE.  Pastor Anderson?  (Zane looks back at Derek, who is still 
pointing the gun at him and only just now he lowers it.  Zane looks back 
at April.)  What's going on here?  Am I… (Zane looks at his bound 
hands.) Are you holding me against my will?  I want to state for the 
record that my name is Zane Darwin and I believe I’m being held 



BURDEN 
 

 22 

against my will.  (April and Derek glare at Zane in silence.) This really 
isn't a good look for you, Pastor.  You or your husband. (Zane looks at 
Derek.)  Or this dumb-ass.  (Derek moves threateningly toward Zane.  
April steps between them and grabs the gun.)     
APRIL.  No, Derek!  Let go of the gun.  Let go!  (Zane laughs as April 
takes possession of the gun.  Derek puts his fists against his forehead; 
he's a pressure cooker ready to explode.) 
DEREK.  Damn it! 
APRIL.  Let's go, Derek.  Over here.  Come on.  (Zane has downgraded 
from a laugh to a chuckle while squeezing his broken leg. As April 
pushes Derek away from Zane, Derek points at him.) 
DEREK.  Don't you even think about moving! 
ZANE.  Oh, don't you worry 'bout that.  I won't be goin' nowhere. 
(April successfully gets some space between them.) 
APRIL.  A gun, Derek?  This is who you are, now?! 
DEREK.  That's his gun.  The gun that he used to…  (Derek covers his 
mouth and turns away from April, who looks at the gun in her hand with 
a growing, sickening mixture of apprehension and disgust.)  I've got all 
of these crazy thoughts flying around in my head.  I keep seeing 
Christie's face and--  (A beat.)  And that sick bastard in there...  
APRIL.  This can't be about revenge. 
DEREK.  No, this is about feeling!  This is about being a part of the 
human race and caring what happens and taking responsibility! 
APRIL.  Derek, it is not our burden to take on the responsibility for all 
the evil that's out in the world. 
DEREK.  Then whose burden is it, Mom?  Whose burden is it? 
APRIL.  Well, the courts... the law. 
DEREK.  The law.  The law is too soft.  The guilty have more rights 
than the innocent! 
APRIL.  Then we have to have faith in God--  (Derek laughs cynically.)   
DEREK.  God... okay.  Yeah. 
APRIL.  Yes, God.  You understand that we have free-will... 
DEREK.  Here comes the free-will card... 
APRIL.  I do not have the answer to why bad things happen.  No one 
does!  But we are asked to have faith that our Lord has a plan for 
everything and everyone. 
(Derek and April fall silent for a moment.) 
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ZANE.  Can I say something?  
DEREK.  (To April.)  We're told that God is all powerful, right?  I 
mean, He can do anything, right? 
APRIL.  (Sigh.)  Derek, try to understand-- 
DEREK.  No, wait a second.  It's a simple yes or no question. We're 
taught that God can do anything, yes? 
APRIL.  Yes. 
DEREK.  Yes!  Okay.  Alright.  (Derek points at Zane.)  Then why 
didn't our good and mighty God strike him dead before he pulled that 
trigger? Why didn't He spare us the pain of having our Christie ripped 
from our lives?   
APRIL.  Christie…was a different… it was separate from this-- 
DEREK.  Ma, answer my question.  If you don’t want to answer it for 
me, then answer it for yourself.  And be honest. 
(April looks at Derek for a moment; her shoulders slump in 
resignation.) 
APRIL.  I don't know. 
DEREK.  So, maybe it is left up to us.  (Derek slowly takes the gun out 
of his mother's hand.  He takes one step in Zane's direction and April 
grabs his arm.) 
APRIL.  Our only responsibility is to take him to the station and let the 
police and the courts handle it from there. 
DEREK.  Mom-- 
APRIL.  No, we are not meant to be his executioners; that's not our job.  
We can't hold anger in our hearts because it will make us do terrible 
things.  It will destroy us. 
DEREK.  I don't understand... how can you not be angry?  I mean, 
just... how? 
ZANE.  I got a lotta anger in me.  Those children that I shot... you all 
think they're so innocent.  They ain't innocent.  They're just as guilty as 
the rest of us. 
APRIL.  Derek.  Derek, listen to me-- 
ZANE.  I did it for my little sister, you see.  She's kind of a awkward 
girl.  That ain't her fault; just who she is.  She's a lot like I was.  (A 
beat.)  Those little jackasses that I shot... they teased her all the time.  
Tortured her, basically.  A week ago she ate a whole bottle of sleeping 
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pills.  (A beat.)  Those kids drove her to that.  It was my job to avenge 
her.  Yeah, it sure was. 
(April and Derek look at Zane in silence.  And then Zane bursts out in 
laughter.) 
ZANE.  I'm just shit'n' y'all.  I ain't got no sister. Nah.  What I told you 
was my story.  Yeah, that's what happened to me back in the day.  It was 
time for me to exact my revenge.  (Derek and April recognize by his 
twisted logic that he is mentally lost in the shadows of his own making.) 
DEREK.  (To April.  Eyes locked on Zane.)  I caught a flat on the way 
here.  I'm going to get the spare on and take this... take him... to the 
station, and let Dad handle it from there.  (Derek hands the gun to April 
and exits the house.  April, keeping an eye on Zane, puts the gun in a 
drawer.) 
ZANE.  Yeah, you don't gotta worry about me.  I'm not gonna hurt ya. 
But I can sure hurt myself, though.  (Zane shoves the bottom portion of 
his shirt in his mouth and begins pounding his broken leg.  His cries of 
pain are muffled by the shirt and mixed with deranged laughter.)  
APRIL.  Stop it. 
(He continues.) 
APRIL.  I said stop it. 
(He continues, more deranged.) 
APRIL.  That's enough, now, I said stop it! 
(Zane continues.  Blood is forced out of the wound.) 
APRIL.  Stop it!  Now! 
(Zane stops, half crying, half laughing.) 
ZANE.  There ain't nothin' like fightin' pain with pain, ey Pastor?  You 
see, you hafta join in with the pain in order to stop the pain.  Right? 
APRIL.  I have no idea what you're talking about. 
ZANE.  No, I think you do know.  But you don't know you know. 
(April turns and engages in some form of busy kitchen work.) 
ZANE.  I've been to your church more than once.   
(April holds still a moment.) 
ZANE.  Yeah.  I wanted to see you an' try to understand... no... try to 
feel your pain.  I listened to you preach.  After your daughter was killed, 
you pulled yourself up to that lectern... I saw you grow older, faster than 
you should have.  You smiled and you talked, but you were devastated.  
And still, you said that you forgave the man who killed your Christie.  
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APRIL.  Do not say her name. 
ZANE.  How could you do that?  How could you forgive him? 
APRIL.  If I held on to anger, it would have destroyed me. 
ZANE.  You were already destroyed. 
APRIL.  No, I'm not having this discussion. 
ZANE.  Your son, there, Derek?  He's a dumb-ass but he's right about 
one thing... there is no God.  If there were, how could he allow me to do 
what I did? 
APRIL.  As I told my son-- 
ZANE.  Just say you don't know!  None of us know.  It's okay to say it.  
We just pretend we do to make others believe we have the answers. 
APRIL.  I said I'm not having this conversation! 
ZANE.  Do you forgive me, Pastor? 
APRIL.  (Quoting from memory.)  Then Peter came to Jesus and asked, 
“Lord, how many times shall I forgive my brother who sins against me? 
Up to seven times?” Jesus answered, “I tell you, not just seven times, 
but seventy-seven times!"   
(A beat.) 
Yes, I forgive you. 
ZANE.  (Reflective.)  Damn.  That’s kinda messed up.  You would 
forgive me…Even though I'm a monster? 
APRIL.  You're not a monster.  That's taking the easy way out. 
ZANE.  Oh, no Ma'am.  I'm a monster. I'm messed up.  When those kids 
were cryin' an' bleedin'... it made me smile.  They deserved it.  Children 
are mean, you know?  They're selfish. 
APRIL.  I think you should be quiet, now. 
ZANE.  (A beat.)  You know what?  I wonder why your son brought me 
here... to you.  
APRIL.  It doesn't matter.  We're taking you to the police station and 
that's that.  You'll be their problem. 
ZANE.  No, I'm going to be everyone's problem.  You see, I found my 
purpose.  I don't believe in God, but I do believe people can be gods.  I 
think I'm meant to cleanse the earth of bad people, people who are 
unkind to others.  I can see it all, now.  Hundreds of thousands of 
followers who look to me for guidance and instruction, the same way 
your congregation looks to you.  Everyone has a purpose, you were right 
about that.  I didn’t know your daughter, but maybe she wasn’t such a 
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nice person.  Maybe she deserved to die like that.  Maybe her purpose in 
life was to be a… kinda like a… cautionary tale of how not to be.  Me 
and my future followers… we gonna clean up this world ‘n’ get rid of 
all the nasty people.  (He chuckles.)  Yeah.  What I did today, I will do a 
thousand times over again. 
(April slowly turns her back to Zane and holds still for a moment.  Her 
breathing becomes heavy and she balls her hands into fists.  Then she 
shakes her hands out, nods, and picks up her cell phone from the 
counter and places a call.) 
ZANE.  Who you callin' there, Pastor? 
APRIL.  Hello?  Roger? (Listens.) Yes, I'm fine... well, no.  No, I'm not, 
actually.  (Listens.)  It's about the man you're looking for.  (Listens.)  
The shooter, yes.   (Listens.)  He's here in our house.  (Listens.)  No,  no, 
I'm okay.  I'm not hurt.  He's incapacitated.  (Listens.)  That's right, he's 
not a threat.  Can you send some of the guys over as soon as possible?  
(Listens.)  Roger?  There's one more thing... he's going to need some 
medical attention.  (Listens.)  No, I don't think he's going to last long.  
He's bleeding out.  He's been shot. 
(April disconnects the call, removes the gun from the drawer, and faces 
Zane squarely.  Zane realizes what is about to happen.  He promptly 
begins to squirm and crawl across the floor, away from April, who 
follows him.  Forearm over forearm, Zane pulls himself away from April 
who continues to calmly follow and observe him like a child observing a 
wounded insect.  She raises the gun.  Zane turns over on his back, 
facing April.) 
ZANE.  No no no!  You're supposed to forgive me! 
APRIL.  I think I'll leave the forgiveness to God. (Lights out.  We hear 
the sound of the gun firing a single shot.)   
 

SCENE 9 
 
Lights up on April's kitchen.  One and a half hours later.  POLICE 
OFFICER TULLEY and a FORENSICS OFFICER are examining the 
kitchen area and taking notes.  Roger stands beside April away from the 
officers.  Standing next to them is FBI DETECTIVE JANSEN. 
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ROGER.  I just want you to understand that my wife, son and I have 
just been through a very rough-- 
DETECTIVE JANSEN.  We are aware of you circumstances, Sargent, 
and you have our condolences and you can be certain we'll take it under 
consideration when we compile the facts of this current incident.  (April 
looks at her hands; she balls them into fists, then releases and stares at 
her palms.)  Pastor Anderson?  (A moment.  Then...) 
APRIL.  (Looking up quickly.)  Yes? 
DETECTIVE JANSEN.  Are you sure you're okay to answer a few 
questions. (April looks as though there is something else on her mind.)    
Pastor Anderson.  (April's attention returns to the present.) 
APRIL.  Yes, I'm sorry.  What would you like to know. 
DETECTIVE JANSEN.  As much as you can tell me.  (Detective 
Jansen consults her notes.)  Okay, why don't we start here.  (A beat.)  
You claim that your son, Derek, brought the suspect of the Stone 
Meadow Elementary and Middle School shooting to your home without 
your prior knowledge that he would do so, is that correct? 
APRIL.  Yes.  Where is he, by-the-way?  My son, Derek.  Where is he? 
DETECTIVE JANSEN.  //He’s speaking with Detective Ramone right 
now.  He should be finished shortly. 
ROGER.  // He's fine... he's just... in the back, there... 
DETECTIVE JANSEN.  Why do you think Derek brought Mr. Darwin 
to your home? 
APRIL.  I... I don't... I don't know… 
DETECTIVE JANSEN.  You don't know? 
APRIL.  No, I... No. 
(Detective Jansen casually scrolls through her notes.) 
DETECTIVE JANSEN.  I see you've been twenty-two years sober.  
Congratulations.  (April tightens.)  Or... is that no longer the case?  (A 
beat.)  Did you consume any alcohol in the past twelve to twenty-four 
hours, Pastor Anderson? 
APRIL.  Yes.  Yes, I did.  (Roger closes his eyes and lowers his head.  
Police Officer Tulley receives a call on their radio.  They exit stage via 
the kitchen back door.) 
DETECTIVE JANSEN.  (A beat.)  That's an old horse to fall off of, 
isn't it? 
APRIL.  Yes, it is.  Very old. 
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DETECTIVE JANSEN.  I'm sorry.  (Silence.)  Why did you choose to 
drink after twenty-two years of sobriety?  (April is silent for another 
moment.) 
APRIL.  It just became too much.  I was tired and... sick of everything.  
DETECTIVE JANSEN.  When you shot the suspect, did you feel your 
life was in danger? 
APRIL.  I didn't feel... I knew that all of our lives were in danger.  I had 
to stop him. 
DETECTIVE JANSEN.  All of your lives were in danger from this 
one man? 
APRIL.  Not just our lives here in Stone Meadow.  But your life and the 
lives of the people who you love as well.  You don't understand, he was 
dangerous.  He was lethal.   
DETECTIVE JANSEN.  So, you're saying this man, who-- 
APRIL.  He wasn't a man.  
DETECTIVE JANSEN.  What do you mean by that? 
APRIL.  He said it himself.  He was a monster.  Even from prison, he 
would have kept killing.  He would have reached us no matter where we 
were.  That's how evil works.  It seduces and recruits.  It gets a 
following of people who believe its lies and then it sets them loose.  (A 
beat.)  I did the right thing.  (Police Officer Tulley enters stage and 
approaches Detective Jansen and speaks confidentially. Detective 
Jansen then looks to Roger.) 
DETECTIVE JANSEN.  Sargent, may I speak with you a moment.  
(Roger joins Detective Jansen, out of ear-shot of April.)  Detective 
Ramon finished speaking with your son.  Based on that interview and 
the one I just conducted with your wife, we have enough to arrest your 
son for assault and kidnapping, and your wife for manslaughter. 
ROGER.  (Sotto voce.)  Oh my dear God... 
DETECTIVE JANSEN.  However... however, this is just between you 
and me, one law enforcement officer to another... There won't be any 
arrests made... at least not today.  No promises for the long term.  (A 
beat.)  And to be honest, I would've shot the son-of-a-bitch, too. 
ROGER.  But that's not how we do it.  Is it?  (A moment.) 
DETECTIVE JANSEN.  No.  It's not. 
(Lights down.) 

 INTERMISSION (If Needed) 
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