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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 of the British Commonwealth) and of all countries
covered by the Pan-American Copyright Convention, the Universal Copyright
Convention, the Berne Convention, and of all countries with which the United
States has reciprocal copyright relations. All rights, including without
limitation professional/amateur stage rights, motion picture, recitation,
lecturing, public reading, radio 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 languages are strictly reserved.
Particular emphasis is placed upon the matter of readings, permission of which
must be obtained from the Author in writing.

The English language stock and amateur stage performance rights in the
United States, its territories, possessions and Canada for IN THE FRAME
are controlled exclusively by Next Stage Press. No professional or
nonprofessional performance of the Play may be given without obtaining in
advance written permission and paying the requisite fee.
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Anyone receiving permission to produce IN THE FRAME 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
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accorded the Author.
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"In the Frame" was presented by SA Productions (thank you Paul
and Laughlin) in New York from November 17 - 20th, 2016

Karen was played by Shauna Bloom
Alan was played by John Lampe

CHARACTERS

Karen — mid-forties; a successful author
Alan — Early twenties

The sitting room of a fashionable hotel room in Chicago. Early
afternoon. Now.
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Lights up on the sitting room of a hotel suite, nicely furnished. A
sofa, coffee table, a desk, etc. KAREN, mid 40s, is sitting on the
sofa knitting. She is also smoking, taking occasional puffs and also
checking her watch from time to time. She’s fidgety. There is a
knock at the offstage door. She shoves the knitting into a plastic
bag and sets it aside to go open the door. In a moment ALAN
rushes in. He is in his early twenties and wears a coat, carrying a
backpack.

ALAN. Where’s the bathroom? That’s a long taxi ride in from
O’Hare.

KAREN Down the hall. To the left. (He goes offstage. She paces
as she waits. Finally, we hear flushing. In a bit, Alan returns. He is
carrying his coat which he puts on the sofa as he talks and puts the
backpack on the floor.)

ALAN. Better. So much better. Sorry about that. Too much coffee.
KAREN. They have bathrooms at the airport.

ALAN. I know. I didn’t want to keep you waiting. (She is touched
by that and smiles.)

KAREN. Nice.

ALAN. I thought I could make it. Well, I guess I did. But it was a
close call. I should have known better though. I have a notoriously
weak bladder. My mother could tell you stories.

KAREN. (Pause.) I’m sure. Years and year’s worth.

ALAN. I bet hearing about my weak bladder isn’t what you
thought we’d be talking about when we met. Me neither.

KAREN. I wanted to hear about everything.

ALAN. My weak bladder could have waited.

KAREN. So let me take a good look at you. (She opens her arms
to him. He steps back.)

KAREN. What are you doing?
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ALAN. Giving you a good look. Top to toe. Stem to stern. So you
can see what you got. (He turns in place.)

KAREN. Oh. Yes. I see.

ALAN. So, this is what neutral territory looks like. Not bad. I
could get used to neutral territory.

KAREN. Like I said. Someplace without any history for our first
time.

ALAN. We’ll make our own history.

KAREN. I picked Chicago out of a hat. Really. I wrote down the
name of possible cities on slips of paper, put them in a hat and
picked one. (They laugh.)

ALAN. This is so amazing.

KAREN. Isn’t it

ALAN. I’ve read all your books.

KAREN. Maybe in a way I wrote them all for you.

ALAN. We’re big readers.

KAREN. So am I. When I’m not writing, I’m reading. It must run
in the family.

ALAN. Yeah, my mother reads all the time. 4 or 5 books a week.
Which is amazing considering she works full time still.

KAREN. But I'm your... (Pause.) Oh. (Pause.) Do they know
where you are?

ALAN. My parents? Well, I couldn’t very well fly to Chicago and
not tell them. “Gee I have a yen to see the Windy City. Don’t hold
dinner.” They know all about this.

KAREN. And how did they take it? When I got in touch? When
you got the letter.

ALAN. My mother was thrilled.

KAREN. She was?

ALAN. You’re one of her favorite authors. She was happy if this
was going to happen that you were a writer her being a reader and
a writer whose work she likes so much. For the most part. She
wasn’t so crazy about that last one.

KAREN. Really? Well, I was branching out. Trying something
new.
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ALAN. That’s what I told her. Flexing different writer’s muscles
so to speak.

KAREN. But you liked it?

ALAN. Well, enough. I didn’t feel that my time had been abused
reading it. Which reminds me. If you don’t mind.

KAREN. Mind what? (He gets the backpack and opens it, getting
several books out.)

ALAN. My mother’s birthday is coming up soon. I thought it
would be a wonderful gift if you could autograph these copies for
her.

KAREN. Of course. (Then with a flourish.) I love to give
autographs!

ALAN. And this. (He gets out a camera from the backpack.) 1
thought it would be nice if we had a couple of pictures of you as
you signed them.

KAREN. You came prepared.

ALAN. Well at least one of us thinks ahead.

KAREN. How about a picture of the two of us? Can you do that
with your camera?

ALAN. Actually, I can. There’s a feature on this, a timer that I can
set up and join you in the picture.

KAREN. So where?

ALAN. (He points at the sofa.) How about here? (He goes to
move his coat from the sofa and notices the bag with the knitting.)
You knit.

KAREN. Barely. Scarves mostly. Nothing too complicated. Knit
one, purl one. That sort of thing.

ALAN. My mother knits.

KAREN Does she?

ALAN. She’s won prizes. She’s made me some great sweaters
over the years.

KAREN. That’s my goal. A sweater. Some day.

ALAN. She can knit and watch TV at the same time.

KAREN. Well, I'm years away from being able to do that. The
best I can do while I knit is smoke.
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ALAN. She says it’s all in the fingers. Well, she’s done it for so
long. It’s second nature almost. Like breathing.

KAREN. That’s how I am with writing.

ALAN. Can I have a look?

KAREN. What?

ALAN. At that. What you’re knitting.

KAREN. Now [ am nervous.

ALAN. Don’t be. I'm not the pro knitter. She is. And she isn’t
here.

KAREN. Well, remember I’m a beginner. So be kind.

ALAN. We’re all beginners sometime. I bet your first story wasn’t
so good.

KAREN. Actually, I won a prize. Admittedly I was in junior high,
but...

ALAN. A prize is a prize. (She takes the scarf out of the bag. She
holds it up against him. He inspects it.)

KAREN. You like?

ALAN. You dropped a stitch. Here. See?

KAREN. I did?

ALAN. I wouldn’t worry. It’s not too noticeable.

KAREN. You noticed.

ALAN. Well, that’s because I’ve grown up around knitting.I can
see a dropped stitch from twenty paces. But that’s why they’re
special. Not machine made. They’re kind of the maker’s mark. The
flaws. The imperfections.

KAREN. (With a chuckle; a groan.) Well then this is going to be
very special. Very. (He chuckles. She puts the scarf back into the
bag.)

ALAN.: Weird.

KAREN. What is?

ALAN. You’re both knitters.

KAREN. I wouldn’t call myself a knitter. Not like your mother...
(She catches herself. Then quickly.) Now that’s a knitter. She’s
skeins and skeins and skeins ahead of me.

ALAN: Well, you know what they say about knitting.



“IN THE FRAME”

KAREN. No. What do they say about knitting?

ALAN. (Pause.) Well, there must be something they say about
knitting. You’re a writer. You think of something. (Pause.) Your
first story won first prize?

KAREN. It was a city-wide contest too. It was a defining moment.
I still have the certificate they awarded me.

ALAN. Proud parents.

KAREN. Very.

ALAN. They must be really proud now.

KAREN. They were. They’re both dead now. Car accident. Heavy
smoking.

ALAN. I’'m sorry.

KAREN. At least they lived long enough to see me succeed.
ALAN. Nice. (Pause.) So you there and when I join you, I’'ll be
there.

KAREN. You did come ready.

ALAN. I had years.

KAREN. (She takes her spot on the sofa and strikes a pose.) Like
this? This okay?

ALAN. That’s fine. (He sets the camera on the desk and lines up
the shot. He makes an adjustment or two.)

ALAN. Could you put your arm out like you’ve got it around my
shoulder. I just want to make sure we’ll both be in the frame. (She
does as she’s been told.)

KAREN. How’s this?

ALAN. Fine. That’ll be fine. Let me take a picture of you like that.
KAREN. Like what?

ALAN. Like you are now. With your arm out. Expectant. Waiting
for the space to be filled And then we’ll have the one with me in
the picture. Like a before and after. A hope realized.

KAREN. Nice.

ALAN. And then you can sign the books while I take some more
pictures. You ready?

KAREN. All ready. (He snaps a picture.)



“IN THE FRAME”

ALAN. And one more. Just to be on the safe side. I’ll send these
to you when I get home. Now, the two of us. (He sets the timer and
takes his place next to her. She puts her arm around his shoulder.)
No. Not like that.

KAREN. You told me to put my arm out like I had it around your
shoulder.

ALAN. That was just to make sure we’d both be in the frame. Not
for real though. (She puts her arm down. He sits awkwardly next to
her, a little bit stiff.)

KAREN. Are you comfortable? We could practice the pose a bit.
ALAN. No no. I’'m fine.

KAREN. You could move over closer even if I don’t have my arm
around you.

ALAN. Well...

KAREN. Well what?

ALAN. That seems a little bit familiar. Don’t you think. We’ve
just met.

KAREN. I know we have. You can still sit closer to me. Given
who we are. I showed you my knitting. (They hear the shutter. He
moves to get up. She puts her hand out to stop him.) No. Let’s
practice the pose first for the next one. Okay?

ALAN. Maybe later. We can do another one later. After.

KAREN. After?

ALAN. After we’ve spent a bit more time together. Okay?
KAREN. (Pause.) Okay.

ALAN: (He looks at the image.) | mean this doesn’t look too bad.
(She takes a look.)

KAREN. No. Considering. But maybe later.

THE PLAY ISN'T OVER!! TO FIND OUT HOW IT ENDS--
ORDER A COPY AT WWW.NEXTSTAGEPRESS.COM
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