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BAR AND KELL 

KELL: (To audience.) From the first day Kellie Frandsen moved into the neighborhood, she found herself 
under the wing and protection of Barbara Bartlett. 

BAR: Uh... A trike. A Barbie house. Oh, that’s nice, one of those, what are those? Like, a big plastic castle? 
You know the kind I’m talking, with a slide. Kids, in other words. Girls. 

KELL: (To BAR.) I saw one of those at Wal-Mart. Hundred and eighty-five bucks. 

BAR: (To KELL.) Welfare types. When they want it, they can afford it. 

KELL: (To audience.) It was Bar who brought over coffee cake and a quart of orange juice that first day, 
Bar who purchased shelf paper and a Swiffer, and Bar who sprayed the eaves for wasps. 
  (To BAR.) 
We should go over, right? 

BAR: In a bit. I want her full attention. 

KELL: (To audience.) It was Bar who decreed that the wood stove in the family room cut the room in half 
and was anyway too dangerous to light, and Bar who first took a sledgehammer to the brickwork. And 
who called Sylvia Thomas and Cathie Goosens and Bev Crittenden and Sophie Arguello and started 
making assignments.  

  (BRANDIE drops a box and is near tears.) 

BAR: Get the lemonade, let’s go. 

KELL: (Mimes grabbing a pitcher of lemonade. To audience.) And after that first day, it seemed easier, 
somehow, to continue following Bar’s lead. Kell found herself planting when Bar planted, canning when 
Bar canned, sewing kids’ clothes to Bar’s patterns. And the next family who moved in, Kell was the first 
name Bar called to help. 

BAR: Kleinman’s old place, of course. Let’s just hope they’re a little less trashy than the last ones. 
  (To BRANDIE.) 
Hi! Let me give you a hand with that. 

BRANDIE: Thanks. It’s not so much heavy as awkward. 

KELL: (Assessing her. To the audience.) Pretty face, not much character to it, looked real young, way too 
much eye shadow—and three broken nails. 
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BRANDIE: ’Preciate you helping out. You don’t even have to help if you don’t want to, be so good just to 
have someone to talk to. 

KELL: I know how that can be. 

BAR: But we’ll pitch in too. Where do you want this one? 

  (Mimes picking up a box.) 

BRANDIE: (As they all work.) Master bedroom, I guess. Our last place we were in this little trailer court, I 
was ’bout the only one home days and it like to drove me nuts, not having company, ended up taking 
that job at Walker’s just to meet people. But kids, you know, I have three girls? That Dorine we trade 
babysitting onnacounta her boyfriend got laid off and she wants extra shifts so I end up with hers ’bout 
three times as much as she gets mine though the agreement was we’d trade hour for hour; she’s got em 
now while I move and believe me I’m taking my time about it, even things out. 
  (Holds out her hand.) 
Name’s Brandie, by the way, last name of Jacobs. 

BAR: Barbara Bartlett, this is Kellie Frandsen. 

KELL: My pleasure. 

(BAR and KELL speak their combined next ten lines under this monologue. The monologue 
should be fairly sotto voce—we should hear BAR and KELL’s following lines clearly. They work 
the whole time.)  

BRANDIE: See, me’n Kenny ain’t married, been together eight years off and on, got the three girls, 
onnacounta it’s kinda hard for me to get to Planned Parenthood for birth control and Kenny’s sex drive, 
like, he’s good for like four five times a night, some nights, wakes me up three in the AM when I just 
wanna get it over with so I can pee. So anyway I’ve had me some accidents you could say; what about 
you, your kids planned for? I’m two months late right now—get a real heavy flow my first day, but not 
much after that and I’m real regular—but don’t dare tell Kenny onnacounta he’ll smack me again if I get 
pregnant, I just hope not in the face so I have to miss work. We talked about getting married right before 
Kenny did time, but then when he got out he had that roofing accident, scarred his face up by his eye, 
now he says he won’t get married til he gets plastic surgery so it looks okay, but Workman’s Comp 
won’t pay for it. Besides, while he was in, me an’ his brother Brady slept together a few times, not 
meaning nothin’ by it, and now Kenny says he won’t marry me anyway. You know, me and my friend 
Dorine we hitched all the way cross country to see Aerosmith last summer, right there in the mosh pit 
and I even pulled up my top and flashed Joe Perry. Cool, huh? I was even on Youtube ’til they took it 
down. Do you want to see my tattoos? 

KELL: I blame reality TV. We’re so used to it, confessionals and revelations. 

BAR: ADC doesn’t mean Aid to Dependent Children. 

KELL: Jersey Shore. Teen Mom. Hoarders. 
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BAR: Adultery Drugs and Calamity comes nearer the mark. 

KELL: Like she’s looking: where’s the camera? 

BAR: To her, it’s just chit-chat. 

KELL: What’s that one? Jon and Kate something? 

BAR: Is anything private for this girl? 

KELL: Heard they got divorced, after making this public thing of their marriage. 

BAR: Got a ways to go with this one. 

  (BRANDIE’s monologue concludes here.) 

KELL: It was very nice to meet you, Brandie. 

BRANDIE: Hey, you guys were great. Woulda took me all day to get that trailer unloaded myself. 

KELL: I’ll call you, we should get our girls together. 

BRANDIE: ’Preciate it. It was real nice of you, Kellie and Barbara, help me out— 

BAR: Oh, we’ll be back. 

KELL: We will? 

BAR: As soon as we get lunch for the kids. All new shelf paper, scrub that linoleum; I hate those shower 
curtains, watermarks are so depressing. You ever thought about painting the paneling in the family 
room? Brighten the whole place up. 

BRANDIE: Well, honest, I... 

BAR: Kell, you still have the rollers from when we did Arguellos? 

KELL: Sure, coupla cans of primer too, I think— 

BAR: Oh yeah, you’ll wanna prime it. You watch, your room will look ten feet longer and a lot more cozy. 

BRANDIE: Well, I don’t know. 

BAR: Leave it to us, Brandie. We’ll get you moved in properly. 

BRANDIE: No, that’s really not 

BAR: No arguments please. I’m a demon with shelf-paper. 

BRANDIE: No kidding? 

BAR: I never kid, don’t have time for it. Consider it our welcome to the neighborhood. 

  (Mimes walking back home with KELL.) 
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 They’re members of the Church, they had a framed picture of the temple, saw it in one of those boxes. 

KELL: Well, yeah, she told me she was, I guess you were measuring the kids’ bedroom. 

BAR: All right then. 

KELL: But, like, the very definition of less active. 

BAR: Okay, she’s got a ways to go. It’s up to us to see she gets there. 

KELL: Right. Good luck with that. 

BAR: First things first. Get them married. Education. She’s our project, Kell. Don’t try to back out on me: 
you and me, we’re going to make that girl over. 

  (Mimes flipping open her cell phone.) 

 Sophie? It’s Bar. 

KELL: By six that night, thirteen people were in Brandie’s home. Propelled there, against their will, by the 
cattle prod that was Bar Bartlett’s voice on the phone. 

BRANDIE: Painting and repairing, measuring and cutting to fit, unpacking boxes and shampooing carpets. 

KELL: By ten, Bar had every box unloaded, a family room reeking of primer, a new sand box in the back, 
fresh curtains on the front window... 

BAR: (Still on phone.) And I mean now! 
  (Flips the phone closed.) 
Okay. Furnace filters. 

KELL: But that was just preliminary. 
 (She and BAR sit with BRANDIE, watching children play. Every time they reprimand a child, it 
 indicates a passage of time, perhaps a shift of position, a freeze or a pause.) 
So, how close are you to finishing the GED? 

BRANDIE: I dunno. It’s kinda hard you know—you do the classes nights for awhile, and then the car 
breaks down, or you get a chance to pick up an extra shift... 

BAR: Well, rides aren’t a problem. 

KELL: Between Bar and I, we’ll get you there. 

BRANDIE: And it’s not like I’m any kinda whiz at school. It just never did seem to stick, remembering 
dates and all. Who them people were. Alexander Hamilton, whoever. 

KELL: Yeah, history wasn’t my strong 

BRANDIE: Or why it mattered. 
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KELL: I hear you. 

BAR: You still need it. A high school diploma 

BRANDIE: I know. 

BAR: Now look; Kell did some checking, they got classes starting in just two weeks time, less than a year, 
you’ll be— 
  (To an unseen child.) 
Stephanie, you leave her shovel alone and I mean now! 

  (Pause, shift.) 

BRANDIE: You are right, you know. I’ve seen how they do, cops and all. 

BAR: Exactly. 

BRANDIE: You say, “it’s my boyfriend beatin’ on me”, they treat you different than if you say “husband”. 

KELL: It’s just natural. 

BRANDIE: I hate that look you get. Boyfriend,” and then they see the kids. Especially here. Utah. 

KELL: Well... 

BRANDIE: You know what they’re thinkin’. 

BAR: So do something about it. 

BRANDIE: Easier said than done. 

BAR: We’re not trying to tell you what to do. It’s something to think about, is all. Kell was looking into this 
the other day, turns out that twenty five percent— 

KELL: (To a child.) Honey, you go up the ladder, down the slide. 

  (Pause, shift.) 

BRANDIE: I don’t know. Beauty college, huh? 

KELL: It’s just a thought. 

BAR: One year training, and then you’re, you know, marketable. And it’s flexible; you can work in a salon, 
or maybe even cut hair out of your basement while you stay home with the kids. 

BRANDIE: It’s something to think on. 

KELL: You bet it is. 

BAR: It’s good, honest work. 

BRANDIE: I ain’t afraid to work. 
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KELL: Of course not. 

BRANDIE: I ain’t never been afraid to work. 

KELL: Sure. 

BRANDIE: I just... standin’ on your feet all day, hands in someone’s hair. . . ? 

  (A pause.) 

BAR: Still, it’s a thought, right? Just a suggestion. 

BRANDIE: I suppose. 

BAR: Now, Kell called em last week, and they do require a high school diploma, but— 

BRANDIE: (To a child.) We don’t throw sand, sweetie. 

  (Pause, shift.)  

KELL: It’s something to think on, is all.  

BRANDIE: The bishop says the same.  

BAR: Does he? 

BRANDIE: We were just talking to him; he thinks we should get married too.  

KELL: With three kids, it’s something you ought to consider.  

BRANDIE: Maybe so.  

KELL: Think of the advantages.  

BAR: Not to mention child support, and I’m not saying anything about you and Kenny, but it happens, you 
know, the D word. D-I-V-O.  

KELL: There’s a level of legal protection— 

BRANDIE: It’s just... Kenny. You know.  

BAR: (To a child.) If you do that again, we’re leaving this park this minute, I am not kidding! 

  (Pause, shift.) 

BRANDIE: Head Start, we did that. But... I saw this thing, said “at-risk kids”— 

BAR: Brandie, face facts. That’s your girls. At risk.  

BRANDIE: I’m a good mom.  

KELL: Of course you are.  
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BRANDIE: I am.  

BAR: At risk. As long as you and Kenny— 

KELL: (Leaps up.) The swing! 

  (Pause, shift.)  

BRANDIE: You know, I prolly shoulda kept better track of immunizations. 
  (BAR nods her head in triumphant agreement.) 
No, honey, you’ve got that shoe on the wrong foot. 
  (Pause, shift.)  

KELL: I just think that you and Kenny need to find a way to put all that behind you.  

BRANDIE: I know. 

BAR: I mean, it’s how many other guys? Two, three?  

BRANDIE: I dunno. Somethin’ like that. Five, maybe? Six?  

KELL: No kidding?  

BRANDIE: It don’t really matter.  

KELL: I don’t mean to sound... I mean, I hope you don’t think I’m being nosy or— 

BRANDIE: What?  

KELL: How do you?... I wouldn’t even know how to meet— 

BRANDIE: (A sudden outburst.) I mean it ain’t like he’s so pure. It ain’t like Kenny hadn’t someone on the 
side himself. I ain’t so bad.  

KELL: No, I’m sure you–– 

BRANDIE: It just seems to bug him worse when I do it. 

BAR: But you see with marriage comes a kind of commitment— 

BRANDIE: We’re committed. To each other. Then crap happens. 

KELL: We don’t pull hair! 
  (Breaks away. A small change of costume for BAR, and she becomes AUNT DOT.) 
It felt good, you know. Knowing I was half of the partnership, Bar and Kell Enterprises, service with a 
smile. Knowing we were making a difference. Then we met Aunt Dot. 

BAR: (Holds up a hand.) Me. Ready. 

BRANDIE: Aunt Dot 
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BAR as AUNT DOT: You leave her alone! 

BRANDIE: Aunt Dot, please 

AUNT DOT: I know how you do. You Mormons, with all that “we’re better than anyone else.” We crap, it 
don’t smell, we piss, it ain’t yellow.” Leave her be. 

KELL: We are Brandie’s friends, we are trying to help her 

AUNT DOT: She don’t need to get married! 

KELL: She needs to make her own–– 

AUNT DOT: A piece a paper from a judge make Kenny stop hittin’ her? Huh? A few words fronta the 
bishop help him keep a job? 

KELL: She’s our friend and we care about her. 

AUNT DOT: You care! Yeah, about every house in the neighborhood having a nice mowed lawn, toys 
picked up and kids all scrubbed. You care about ‘property values’. 

  (The last spoken with infinite contempt.)  

KELL: That’s ridiculous, you don’t even— 

AUNT DOT: You got her pegged inactive, and it screws up your holy bookkeeping. You don’t know where 
she’s come from and you don’t care where she ends up, so long she don’t make you nervous bein’ single 
and with kids. 
  (To BRANDIE.) 
I got five hundred bucks for you take care of that bun you got in the oven.  

BRANDIE: Aunt Dot...  

AUNT DOT: I mean it. Five hundred dollars, you can go to that guy in Wendover, get it took care of.  

BRANDIE: Where’d you get five hund— 

AUNT DOT: And you tell this one and that friend of hers to leave you be.  

BRANDIE: I don’t... Kellie, maybe you better...  

KELL: Maybe so. I’ll come back later.  

AUNT DOT: And don’t come back! You ain’t wanted. Or needed! 

  (Steps out, BAR returns to being BAR.)  

KELL: And I left. But the next day...  

BRANDIE: Hey, Kell. I was taking my girls to the park, wondered if, you know...  
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KELL: Sure, I’ll be right along. 

BRANDIE: Looked like a nice enough day. Those clouds’ll hold off, I think, couple hours anyway.  

KELL: I guess so. 
  (Pause.) 
Brandie, about yesterday...  

BRANDIE: No, I don’t wanna talk about it. 
  (An explanation.) 
When my Mom would get locked up for drunk or drugs, start swingin’ away with that extension cord. . .    
  (Pause. She collects herself.) 
Aunt Dot’d put me up, long as I needed. Kell, she’s someone real important in my life.  

KELL: I understand. 

BRANDIE: But she don’t run me.  

KELL: The five hundred dollars.  

BRANDIE: I wouldn’t take it. 
  (Fiercely.) 
I’m keeping this baby.  

KELL: And that was when I knew we’d been making a difference. 

  (She becomes KENNY.)  

BAR: With Kenny too. He was harder to get through to, kinda hoody looking guy, used to tool around the 
neighborhood in his pickup playing Aaron Tippin or Alan Jackson turned up high.  

BRANDIE: Like to drove Bar crazy, seein’ as how she was head of Neighborhood Watch and was just 
itching to call the cops with his licence number.  

BAR: But I’d invite them both over, dinner and cards with Arguellos and Braithwaites. 
 (To KELL and BRANDIE who are holding hands, KELL as KENNY, holding a plastic Coke 
 bottle.) 
Kenny, Brandie. Glad you could both make it.  

KELL as KENNY: Yep.  

BAR: (Making an effort, indicates the Coke bottle.) Kenny. We do have plenty to drink.  

KENNY: It’s for spittin’ in.  

BRANDIE: Kenny dips. 

BAR: Dips?  
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BRANDIE: Chews? Snuff? You know.  

BAR: Oh! Well... 
  (KENNY spits into the bottle.) 
Good of you to bring your own... spitting...  

KENNY: (He’s making a joke here, which he finds very funny.) Didn’t wanna get it on your carpet!  

BAR: Thank you. Me neither.  

9 more pages to the end of this section:  

KELL: Kellie just wished that the look on Bar’s face, as Brandie repeated the wedding vows, were just the 
tiniest bit less... proprietary. And ever so slightly less familiar. 

COMMUNITY STANDARD 

CHRIS: When I saw her that day in Harmon’s, I’m surprised at how quickly I recognized her. It had been at 
least ten years, no, twelve, thirteen. 

JANEAL: Chris? 

CHRIS: A bit thinner in the face, perhaps. Worn. 

JANEAL: My gosh! It is! 
 (Awkwardly.) 
Chris. From... 

CHRIS: Yeah. 
 (To audience.) 
Tireder. Sadder. But then she was always sad. 

JANEAL: How... how are you? 

CHRIS: Fine. I’m fine. 

JANEAL: It’s funny. I never shop here. I mean, this is way out of my... 

CHRIS: It’s good to see you again, Janeal. 

JANEAL: Yeah. Wow. 

CHRIS: So many years. 

JANEAL: Yes. 
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 (Pause.) 
Sorry. It is good to see you. But... 

CHRIS: Not great memories. 

JANEAL: No. 

CHRIS: No. 

JANEAL: Yeah. Well, anyway... 

CHRIS: Would you like to get some lunch? 

JANEAL: (Pause). I would like that very much. 

CHRIS: I think the offer took me as much by surprise as it did her. We’d only met once before, and under 
circumstances I still think of as painful. But we chatted: her children, my job. 

JANEAL: I don’t know if you remember Bertine. 

CHRIS: I do. 

JANEAL: She... passed on. A few months ago. 

CHRIS: I read it 

 JANEAL: I don’t know why it affected me so. You, I remember well; you were foreperson. But of 
everyone else, she was the one who hated me the most. 

CHRIS: None of us hated you. 

JANEAL: She did. 

CHRIS: She... expressed herself forcefully. 

JANEAL: That’s a nicer way to put it. She had that strange job. 

CHRIS: Editing out the nude scene from Titanic. 

JANEAL: Yeah! 
 (Short laugh.) 
Takes me back. 

CHRIS: It does indeed. 

JANEAL: The trial. That horrible, horrible trial… 

  (Light shift, pools of light. They step into them.) 

BERTINE: So my boss asks me could I do this and I said ‘sure, no problem’ even though I never done it 
before, and it turned out it wasn’t hard at all, just snip snip glue glue, and there go Kate Winslet’s 
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boobies on to the cutting room floor. 

CHRIS: We’d moved to American Fork a year before. 

JANEAL: I bought it. They said it was legal–you buy the movie, and ask them to edit it and it doesn’t count 
as censorship. We were first in line the day it went on sale. 

CHRIS: Supposed to be part of the Micron transition team, and then that didn’t happen, but Steve and I had 
already bought our house... And then it turned out that Novell had an opening, and Steve got it, and from 
there to Adobe... we just stuck around. 

BERTINE: I prolly saw that scene eight hundred times. 

JANEAL: We had so wanted to see the movie when it came out. We had really agonized over it, heard it 
was just so moving and deep, but also with one really long nude scene. Jack and I; we just agonized. 
Knowing we couldn’t see it. Well, knowing we shouldn’t see it. Okay, actually we did see it, but we felt 
really bad about it. 

CHRIS: Utah’s nice. Attractive scenery, good hiking, skiing, if you’re into that, which I very much was. 

JANEAL: And then it turned out the Leonardo DiCaprio character was actually named Jack. And I have an 
aunt named Rose. And I just thought about how sad it all was, to be in love like that and then such a 
tragedy. Jack and I... didn’t talk all the way home. We just held hands in the car, and then we went up to 
our room and... I don’t think we’ve ever been closer. 

CHRIS: And conservative. But I do fine with conservatives. 

JANEAL: Well, we held hands for a coupla seconds, that is. Then Jack said to let go ’cause he had to steer. 

BERTINE: People made way too big a deal about one little nude scene, you want my opinion. 

JANEAL: I absolutely loved that movie. 

CHRIS: It was, after all, just a movie. 
 (Light shift, back to present.) 
It was interesting. Our case. The editing of Titanic. They seemed... related. 

JANEAL: So... let me see if I can remember. Your husband was Steve? 

CHRIS: Good! Yes, still together, knock on wood. 
 (Pause. Delicately.) 
And... 

JANEAL: Jack and I are still together. 

CHRIS: That’s wonderful. 

JANEAL: I keep forgetting. You know things about me that no one else... It’s a marriage. Chores and 
children and... yardwork. 
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CHRIS: It’s genuinely none of my… 

JANEAL: I’ve gotten older. So has he. 

CHRIS: Of course. 
 (Pause.) 
It all seems so... quaint. 

JANEAL: What do you mean? 

CHRIS: The trial. Stories. In a newspaper, stories; no blogs back then. And a trial, about a video rental 
store. It might as well have been about cavemen and mastodons. 

JANEAL: I don’t like it. That’s not so long ago, things shouldn’t change so quickly. The internet... hate it, 
just hate it. 

CHRIS: And I thought, you don’t like the internet? That’s like, I don’t know, not liking air. 

JANEAL: Not so... long ago. 

CHRIS: What were we even deciding? 

JANEAL: It was important at the time… 
 (Light shift, as CHRIS and JANEAL quickly sit on a bench, joined by BERTINE. Bit of a pause, 
 as they awkwardly wait.) 
Uh... Are you... is this the... 

CHRIS: Jury duty? 

BERTINE: You’re in the right place. 

JANEAL: It’s just good to be sure. 

CHRIS: Sure. 
 (JANEAL sits with them. Another longish pause. CHRIS mimes finishing the document on her 
 very old-school laptop.) 
There. 

JANEAL: Uh... If you don’t mind my asking... 

CHRIS: What? 

JANEAL: That’s a laptop? 

CHRIS: You’ve never seen a laptop before? 
 (Back to present.) 
My old Toshiba. Clunky, slow, basically no memory, nothing like my new MacBook. 

JANEAL: Just... not up close. 

 13
© 2001 by Eric Samuelsen ALL RIGHTS RESERVED

The possession of this PERUSAL SCRIPT does not grant performance rights to this play. Proper application must be made to the 
publisher before performances may be given. Do not duplicate this script without license or written permission. 

Contact: Leicester Bay Theatricals



PERUSAL SCRIPT — 3 by Eric Samuelsen 

CHRIS: They’ve been around for centuries. 

JANEAL: I don’t get out much. 

BERTINE: You play games on that thing? 

CHRIS: You can. 

BERTINE: What kinda games? 

CHRIS: I don’t really know. I don’t have any games on thi— 

BERTINE: Place I work, we rent almost as many of them games as anything else. 

JANEAL: (Trying to be polite.) That’s very... where did you say you—? 

BERTINE: Bertine Lambert, howryew? 

JANEAL: Uh... Janeal Mc 

BERTINE: Like Road Rash? And Mortal Kombat. And like that. Rent ’em by the dozens. 

JANEAL: That’s interesting. 

BERTINE: (To CHRIS.) Bertine Lambert. 

CHRIS: Chris Remlinger. 

BERTINE: So you got Mortal Kombat on that computer? 

CHRIS: (Shutting it.) No. 
 (Back to present.) 
And it was Bertine, I remember, who first broached it, the forbidden subject on all our minds. 

BERTINE: I’m just thinkin’. . . 

CHRIS: What? 

BERTINE: The case. That we’re here for. 
 (Conspiratorially.) 
What if it’s The Case. You know. The one’s been in the papers. 

CHRIS: What case? 

BERTINE: You know. The pornography case. That video rental store. The one that’s supposed to set the 
community standard. 

JANEAL: Oh, surely not. 

CHRIS: I’m sure there are many cases— 

BERTINE: Paper said. Jury selection supposed to begin today. 
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JANEAL: No. A pornography case? No. 

BERTINE: I’m just saying if that’s it, they’d let me off for sure. Onnacounta I work at a video store. 

JANEAL: I would think so. 

CHRIS: You never can tell what they’ll do. 

JANEAL: But... the paper said today? 

BERTINE: That’s what they said in the paper. And they said you’d have to watch lots of them movies so 
you could decide what the community standard is for indecency and stuff. 

JANEAL: No. They couldn’t... they couldn’t possibly expect… 
 (To the audience.) 
But it turned out they could. 
 (To the JUDGE.) 
That’s right. Janeal Mc. . . that’s right. I’m a homemaker. 

BERTINE: (Also to the JUDGE.) Bertine Lambert and I wanna say right up front that I work at a video 
store, in fact one that’s a competitor to the one that the defendant in this case runs. So I just wanted to 
say that upfront. 
 (To the audience.) 
And they went ahead and they took me anyway! 

CHRIS: Christine Remlinger. I go by Chris. I’m an internet security applications consultant, employed by 
ISB Pro-Ap. 
 (To the audience.) 
I, of course, was just what they wanted. A non-Mormon, for diversity. An executive. I was honored, 
really; the other jurors named me foreperson immediately. 

JANEAL: It all went so fast. Six straight people before me were turned away, some of them with big 
arguments, sidebar they called it, between the attorneys and the judge, and then thirty seconds later, two 
questions, and there I was, seated. Really not fair. Empaneled: is that the word? 

BERTINE: Never thought in a million years they’d take me. 

JANEAL: Suddenly we weren’t people anymore, individuals. We were members of a jury. 

BERTINE as the PROSECUTING ATTORNEY: The facts are not in issue in this case. Both sides agree 
that the defendant owns a video store, that certain videos were available for rental in his place of 
business, that certain members of this community rented those videos. You are not being asked to 
determine matters of fact. Your great task is one of... well, for lack of a better word, let’s call it: 
discernment. Are certain materials obscene? Do they violate the moral standards of your community? 
Are they offensive? No judge can decide this for you. According to the highest court in our land, that 
decision must be made by members of the community. By you. In this court. 
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CHRIS as the DEFENSE ATTORNEY: In short, you’re being asked to define a word. Obscenity. But you 
mustn’t define this word personally, according to your own personal standards of offensiveness or 
indecency. You must define obscenity according to your best judgment of what your neighbors would 
think. Neighbors who, in all likelihood, patronized the defendant’s place of business. 

JANEAL: I can’t. 

BERTINE as the JUDGE: You say you cannot serve on this jury? 

JANEAL: I can’t. I can’t possibly spend the next... week... watching... 

JUDGE: You’re requesting that you be excused from jury duty. On what grounds? 

JANEAL: I just can’t do it 

JUDGE: Ma’am, I cannot excuse you without some compelling grounds. 

JANEAL What sorts of grounds would be... ? 

JUDGE: Such as caring for an invalid parent or handicapped child, someone you can’t leave for an 
extended period. Or some similar grounds. 

JANEAL: No, I don’t have any... 

JUDGE: Then I’m going to have to deny your request. 

JANEAL: But... your honor... ? 
 (Back to audience.) 
And so it began. And there I was. Representing the community. Deciding what the community’s values 
and standards were. Me. 

BERTINE: Hell, this community don’t even want to see that dumb little nude scene in Titanic. Seemed 
obvious to me what the standard is. 

CHRIS: I believe I’ve developed quite a sense for this community. Very nice people, strong families, 
attractive yards, conservative. Add all that up, and then watch a few movies. It didn’t seem that hard. 

JANEAL: And I’d look at the other jurors. And they all seemed so sure of themselves. Nodding their heads 
at the judges’ instructions. Looking so... attentive... 

JUDGE: Counselor, will you call your first witness. 

JANEAL: I had a dream the other night. I dreamed that I was Rose, a rich girl taking a cruise with my 
fiancee on the Titanic. And in the hold of the ship, they were showing these awful movies, I couldn’t see 
them, but as I stood outside the door, I could hear the sounds, groaning and this music... and my fiancee 
wanted me to go in there, and watch them with him. He said they’d be good for us, help us past our 
inhibitions when it came time for us to... be married... in a physical way. And he had hold of my wrist, 
and he was trying to drag me in. And then Jack came to my rescue. Only it wasn’t the real Jack, my 
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husband. It was Leonardo DiCaprio. Suddenly, my Jack, my husband, looked more like Billy Zane, and 
he was the one pulling on my wrist. And my rescuer, Leo’s Jack, that wonderful face... he pulled the 
other Jack away. And he took my hand softly, and he told me it was okay, I didn’t have to go in there if I 
didn’t want to. And then I woke up and... there was Jack. My husband. Fast asleep, drooling on the 
pillow. Looking like Billy Zane. 

CHRIS as DEFENSE ATTORNEY: I call Miss Julie Jones. 

JANEAL: I’m just dreading this. 
 (She becomes JULIE JONES, a teenage girl.) 
Yeah, I’m Julie Jones. Yeah, I’ll tell the whole truth. 

DEFENSE ATTORNEY: Proceed. 

JULIE JONES: They’d come in, you know. And they’d rent three movies. A kiddie movie, for the kids. 
And then like a action flick, for the Dad and the older kids. And then they’d go back in the store and get 
one for just Mom and Dad. Happened all the time. 

  (The next seven lines could overlap somewhat.) 

BERTINE as the DEFENDANT: I’m just a guy tryin’ to make a buck. You know? People liked ’em, I was 
providing the public a product they wanted. If nobody had wanted ‘em, nobody woulda rented ’em and I 
wouldn’ta made a dime 

CHRIS as the EXPERT WITNESS: They would have you believe that this is a victimless crime. That 
people consume these products in the privacy of their own homes, and that the communities they live in 
are not affected— 

DEFENDANT: Maybe these particular videos are bad for people. Maybe a Big Mac is bad for you too. All 
I know is, there’s a market for ‘em. And if there’s buyers, there’s gonna be sellers— 

EXPERT WITNESS: But the attitudes about women perpetuated by these films is not a harmless one, and 
it is an attitude which has consequences in the community— 

DEFENDANT: Either I was gonna make a buck or someone else was gonna— 

EXPERT WITNESS: A community has the right to protect itself from these consequences— 

DEFENDANT: I’m sayin’, you wanna set a community standard, well, if it don’t sell then it’s obviously 
against your community’s standards, right—? 

JANEAL: I liked her, the expert witness. I liked her a lot. 

CHRIS: I thought all the testimony, on both sides, was very interesting. 

BERTINE: Good to get it over with, folks goin’ on and on. 

JANEAL: Then it was time for what they called exhibits. 
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CHRIS: Time to watch some movies. 

(We see them watching films: CHRIS interested, engaged, BERTINE bored, JANEAL horrified. 
They watch together for a good twenty seconds or so. No sound, just the three characters 
alone.) 

8 more pages to the end of this section: 

CHRIS: That’s not true for all of us. 

JANEAL: I know that too. 
 (Pause.) 
It’s a marriage. We don’t all... get to be equal. 

  (CHRIS stares, horrified, JANEAL meets her eye, fiercely, for the first time unflinching.) 

DUETS  

Note: ‘Richard Cory’ is an 1897 poem by Edward Arlington Robinson. It’s in the public domain.  

SONDRA: Whenever Richard Cory went downtown, we people on the pavement looked at him. He was a 
gentleman from sole to crown. Clean favored, and imperially slim. 

SHERILYNN: I crave beauty. 

CANDACE: It was a Sunday like any other Sunday. 

SONDRA: And he was always quietly arrayed, and he was always human when he talked, but still, he 
fluttered pulses when he said “Good morning,” and he glittered when he walked. 

SHERILYNN: Crave it. 

CANDACE: It was cold out. Which means toasty in the chapel; they always turn the heat up too much. 

SHERILYNN: But my garden: weeds. Crochet, cross-stitch; turn out ugly and weird. I tried to blog: my 
sister’s the only one who read it. 

SONDRA: And he was rich, yes, richer than a king, and admirably schooled in every grace. In fine, we 
thought that he was everything to make us wish that we were in his place. 

CANDACE: I’d gotten Misty Reynolds for the special musical number: playin’ piano, ‘Nephi Seer of Olden 
Time’. 
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SHERILYNN: I crave beauty. To disguise how... well, ugly I feel. Inside. That’s why, when finally I met 
beauty itself, I embraced, but also rejected what it was. 

CANDACE: Someone I’d never heard of. 

SHERILYNN: Who it was. 

CANDACE: And then she sang. 

SONDRA: (Singing) “Jesus, the very thought of thee, with sweetness fills my breast. But sweeter far, thy 
face to see, and in thy presence rest.” 

(As she sings, SHERILYNN and CANDACE look around, trying to locate the source for the 
voice.) 

CANDACE: Who the livin’ heck is that? 

SHERILYNN: Sweet… 

CANDACE: Most of our sisters, and bless their heart, love ’em to death, but most of ’em have those 
namby-pamby little girl voices; ‘please don’t pay attention to me, I’m just a girl’. 

SHERILYNN: So sweet. 

CANDACE: Boy do I not have patience for that. I’m a woman: hear me roar. Or, you know, sing. 
 (The song finishes. To SONDRA.) 
My heck, that’s a great voice you got there. 

SONDRA: Thank you. 

CANDACE: Not to be pushy, but I’m Ward Music Chair? Always on the prowl for soloists. And choir 
members. 

SONDRA: I have sung in choirs. 

CANDACE: Voice like yours, I bet you have. Anyway, we meet every Sunday after the block, four fifteen. 

SONDRA: I can’t today. I’m sorry. 

CANDACE: Candace Freeman. 

SONDRA: Sondra DeRosa. 

CANDACE: Nice to meetcha. Well, in future, I sure as heckfire hope you can make it. Not to be too blunt 
about it, but we need that voice. 

SHERILYNN: (Approaches.) Hey. 

CANDACE: Sherilynn Richards. 

SHERILYNN: Hi. 
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CANDACE: Our best alto, easy. Not that our ward choir’s anything special. Nine altos, one bass, two 
tenors. And the sopranos, well, Allison Rodriguez is pretty good, but with six kids, she can’t always 
make it. Though we do provide child care, if that’s an issue. 

SONDRA: We don’t have children yet. Listen, I really do… 

CANDACE: If there’s one thing I’ve learned, it’s that you just plain can’t have a choir without someone to 
watch the kidlings. What about your husband? Does he sing too. 

SONDRA: He does. He’s a baritone. 

CANDACE: Wow, another guy for the bass section! Bring him along! We’d love to have you both! 

SONDRA: We’ll see if we can make it. 

  (She exits.) 

CANDACE: That voice. Wow. You know them? 

SHERILYNN: I heard they’re in Tammy Martin’s old place. 

CANDACE: What about you? You comin’ to choir? 

SHERILYNN: As always. 

CANDACE: (To audience.) And of course, Sondra didn’t come to choir that week. Or the week after. Or the 
week after that. 

SHERILYNN: Good ol’ Candace never gave up. 

CANDACE: Once again, choir’s at four fifteen. Love to see you there. 

SONDRA: Thank you. I’ll try. 

SHERILYNN: And then she’d just slip away. 

CANDACE: She was a ghost. Flitting in and out. It’s not like we’re unfriendly; people made overtures. 

SHERILYNN: “Hi, I don’t believe we’ve met. . .” 

CANDACE: “So are you guys new? I’m. . .” 

SHERILYNN: A ghost. She’d drift in, find a seat near the back. Wait for the closing prayer, and... 
disappear. 

CANDACE: Well, after a couple of months, I quit trying. It’s like my husband always says: the Church is a 
volunteer organization, and choir is a volunteer organization within a volunteer organization. Can’t force 
people to show up. 

SHERILYNN: That voice, though. 
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CANDACE: Though like I tell him, there are men who can sing just fine, and choose not to come to choir if 
there’s a football game on instead. 

SHERILYNN: So sweet and pure. 

CANDACE: I wondered if it was our piddly little choir embarrassed her. We sang in Church twice when I 
knew Sondra was there, and maybe that turned her off. 

SHERILYNN: We sang ‘How Great Thou Art’, and it sounded like a dirge. 

CANDACE: And Ali Rodriguez held the high note way longer than she needed to: 
 (Demonstrates, singing.) 
“How great thou art. How greeeaaaaaaaatttttt thou art.” Embarrassing. 

SHERILYNN: Choir director then was Cathy Anderson. 

CANDACE: Cathy’s fine; I recommended her, and she’s got some musical sense. But everything so... 
slllllllooooooooowwwwwwww. 

SHERILYNN: Cathy does prefer a languid tempo. 

CANDACE: Even the really rousing hymns, like ‘Master the Tempest is Raging’ or ‘Shall the Youth of 
Zion Falter’. 
 (Sings.) 
‘No!’ Love that hymn. Even that one. We just plod along. 

SHERILYNN: And then, so unexpected. Like four months after we first heard her in Church, she came to 
choir. And brought her husband with her. 

CANDACE: Sondra? 

SONDRA: Hi. Is this where we… 

CANDACE: Yes! Absolutely! 

SHERILYNN: Sondra, so glad you could make it! 

SONDRA: Oh, and this is my husband. Mark. 

CANDACE: Well, he was just plain gorgeous. 

SHERILYNN: There’s a poem I remember from school. Richard Cory, I think it was called, and it 
described this guy as ‘clean favored, and imperially slim’. Said: ‘he fluttered pulses when he spoke and 
he glittered when he walked’. That was Mark. Average height, slim and graceful, dark hair he wore a 
little long. Something about him. A light. 

CANDACE: Where had she been keeping that man? 

SHERILYNN: Smiling, friendly. Smart. And then we started singing, and without being even a little bit 
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obnoxious about it, he would offer suggestions. 

CANDACE: I like choir members who speak up like that. I do it too, when needed. 

SHERILYNN: Never disrespectful, never pushy. But, my gosh. 

CANDACE: ‘Listen,’ he said. ‘I know it’s my first time here. And I know this hymn has such a lovely 
message, we want the congregation to hear every word. But it is marked at 160. I just think if we picked 
up the tempo a little, that major minor thing he’s doing with the altos will point up the lyric’. I didn’t 
even know what he was saying, but it sure sounded good. 

SHERILYNN: And his voice was like hers. Clear and sweet and unpretentious. And never a wrong note. 

CANDACE: We actually had three other basses, which never happens, and he kept working with them too, 
helping them find their parts. 

SHERILYNN: Two of the young men came, from one of our Samoan families, the Tinoasusopas. Nice kids, 
nice voices, but they couldn’t read music. He worked with them. 

CANDACE: By the end, he was high fiving and fist bumping those kids, and they were laughing, and he 
was calling ’em, like, ‘homies’. Which didn’t seem weird coming from him. And then, when they all 
knew their parts and didn’t need him, he switched to tenor and sang that part perfectly too. And when we 
sang it through the last time, we actually had something our ward choir had never had, ever. A blend. 

SHERILYNN: And we performed the next Sunday, and it was amazing. 

CANDACE: I mean, it was a high council speaker, and of course whenever the choir sings they say 
something like ‘and thanks to the choir for that beautiful number’. Even when just finished butchering 
something like ‘Oh How Lovely Was the Morning’ like we did that one time. 

SHERILYNN: But this time, just, quiet. And the speaker got up, and he was. . . he didn’t say anything for a 
long time. And when he did speak, he just said ‘that was so beautiful. Thank you’. 

CANDACE: And after the meeting, everyone was patting Cathy on the back and telling her how great she’d 
gotten the choir to sing, and we all knew, it wasn’t her. 

SHERILYNN: Mark and Sondra had transformed us. 

CANDACE: And then we didn’t see them for another two months. 

SHERILYNN: Either of them. 

CANDACE: We’d heard things. She’d refused visiting teachers. He’d turned down a calling. You hear 
things. 

SHERILYNN: I’d see her sometimes, in the neighborhood. Tried to say hello. Tried to tell her... I don’t 
know what. 

CANDACE: He rode a bike to work. Rode it right past my living room window every morning at 8:41. It’s 
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possible I may have occasionally seen to it that I was at that window at that time. 

SHERILYNN: How beautiful she sang. How I envied it, being able to sing, more than just notes and 
counting. Parts. How must it feel? 

CANDACE: And then you’d see him coming home from work on that bike, nine, ten o’clock at night. 

SHERILYNN: And then one day, in the spring, months after they’d moved in, I saw her at Joann’s Fabric. 
My oldest, Laurie, got asked to prom; and it’s so hard to find modest prom dresses for a reasonable 
price. So I was looking to maybe see if I could make her one. And there was Sondra. 

SONDRA: Hi. 

SHERILYNN: Sondra. We’ve missed you in choir. 

SONDRA: We enjoyed it. 

SHERILYNN: You’re always welcome back. 

SONDRA: Thanks. 
 (After a second.) 
Well… 

SHERILYNN: Listen, you don’t know where they keep the tulle? 

SONDRA: Tulle? 

SHERILYNN: Yeah. It’s for a… 

SONDRA: No, I get it, you’ve got a daughter... I think it’s right over there. 

SHERILYNN: Thanks. 

SONDRA: So, tulle, prom, did I get that right? 

SHERILYNN: Yes indeed. 

SONDRA: You can’t possibly have a daughter old enough for prom. 

SHERILYNN: Well, thank you for those kind words! But, yeah. And get this: her sixteenth birthday is two 
days before prom this year. So she can go. 

SONDRA: Good for her. 

SHERILYNN: Of course, you know, they can’t just call on the phone to ask someone out. No, no, it’s this 
entire elaborate ritual. 

SONDRA: I remember that. 

SHERILYNN: So you know. It was cute: The guy, he’d somehow gotten a heart shaped pizza pan, and he 
baked this pizza, and underneath it, this invitation: ‘Laurie, you’ve stolen my heart. Will you go with me 
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to prom?’ 

SONDRA: That is cute. 

SHERILYNN: Of course, she hardly knows him. And the pizza tasted like dog food, but… 

SONDRA: (Laughing.) That’s hilarious. What do you think of this? 

  (Holding up fabric.) 

SHERILYNN: I like the color. 

SONDRA: With your daughter’s dark hair, right? 

SHERILYNN: You’ve met my daughter? 

SONDRA: I’ve seen her in the neighborhood. 

SHERILYNN: Well. You’re right, this would be a good color for her. 

SONDRA: And maybe with this… 

SHERILYNN: Anyway. So of course, she had to answer the same way. Not pizza—she hid her reply in an 
order of sushi. 

SONDRA: I love sushi. 

SHERILYNN: Me, not so much. But she’d heard he liked it. It’s all about the high school grapevine; she 
doesn’t know the boy, but her best friend knows his best friend, so… 

SONDRA: Do you have a pattern? 

SHERILYNN: I do. But I’m not much of a seamstress—I just hope this works. 

SONDRA: Yes. 
 (A pause, then with a bit of a rush.) 
I’ve actually done a bit of sewing. Um... would you like some help with it? 

SHERILYNN: (Pause, looks at her, open-mouthed.) I would completely love that. 

SONDRA: Okay then. 

SHERILYNN: (To audience.) And the next day, she came over, and we spent an afternoon with Laurie, 
measuring, cutting it out. Laurie was furious with me at first. 

CANDACE as LAURIE: Mom! You remember eighth grade? You remember? A certain pinafore. 

SHERILYNN: You looked cute in that. 

LAURIE: I looked like a freak! I looked like a polyg! 

SHERILYNN: I admit, it was a trifle old-fashioned… 
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LAURIE: You ruined eighth grade! And now you’re going to wreck my prom! 

SHERILYNN: Honey, we cannot afford a two hundred dollar… 

LAURIE: One eighty five! 

SHERILYNN:... expensive dress you’re going to wear once in your life. 

LAURIE: It’s the prom! Why can’t I… 

SHERILYNN: You’re going to like it. It’s going to be cute. 

LAURIE: Arrgghhhhggghhhh! 

SHERILYNN: (To audience.) And she stomped out of the room. 

SONDRA: Sherilynn. Wait ‘til she sees it. 

SHERILYNN: So. With seriously minimal cooperation from my daughter, we worked on it together. And it 
became very clear, very early on, that I was not in Sondra’s league. 

SONDRA: I think it’s ready for a fitting. 

SHERILYNN: Sondra, I can’t believe this. 

SONDRA: I think it turned out. 

SHERILYNN: Laurie! 

LAURIE: (Offstage.) I’m busy. 

SHERILYNN: We need you for a fitting. 

LAURIE: (Offstage.) I’m busy! I’ll do it later. 

SHERILYNN: We need you now. 

LAURIE: (Entering.) Why, what’s the big deal, I’m skyping Natalie, what is so frickin’ important. . .? 

  (She stops. Sees the dress.) 

SHERILYNN: We need to have a fitting while Sondra’s here. And she cannot be expected to wait around 
for you to… 

LAURIE: Okay, whatever. Is that it? 

SONDRA: Yes. 

CANDACE: (Shocked pause. Reverently.) It’s gorgeous. 

SONDRA: Well. Let’s try it on. 

LAURIE: Yeah. 
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  (She takes the dress and exits.) 

SONDRA: We’ll have to wait ’til we see it on her, of course. 

SHERILYNN: Sondra. You’re a magician. 

SONDRA: Oh, I can do a few things. 

SHERILYNN: But as she packed up her sewing machine, I could tell she was pleased. 

SONDRA: So, choir, again? This Sunday. 

SHERILYNN: We’d love to have you. 

SONDRA: We’ll try and make it. 

SHERILYNNL: And prom was... magical. All the things you hope it will be for your daughter. Her date 
even looked... less geeky than most boys look at seventeen. And I looked at her, with her wrist corsage 
and her hair and makeup perfect, and I thought, this is my gift to my daughter. And Sondra’s gift to us 
both. 

CANDACE: And suddenly, Mark and Sondra were choir regulars. Cathy Anderson didn’t know what hit 
her. Summer became fall, and still, they came, to Church and to choir. And Mark, suddenly he was 
indispensable. They put him in the Elder’s Quorum Presidency. They called her to Primary. Every 
Sunday, they’d sing, and choir attendance... I mean, when you sing as good as we were singing, it makes 
people want to join in. 

SHERILYNN: Sondra and Mark sat near the front in Sunday School, and every Sunday he’d speak up and 
everything he said was smart and thoughtful and, you know, spiritual. 

CANDACE: Fall led to Thanksgiving, and we started working on Christmas music. The biggest choir event 
of the year—the annual Christmas program. 

SHERILYNN: It’s always my favorite Sacrament meeting, just lots of music and reading from the Gospel 
of Luke. 

CANDACE: At Christmas, the stake does this choirfest thing, where all the ward choirs sing two carols 
each, a very nice event, and absolutely competitive even though it’s not supposed to be. And most of the 
choirs in the stake had been like ours had been—too few men, dull hymns sung in very safe 
arrangements. We’ve never won. Not that there’s a prize. So: this year. We sang this Oh come All Ye 
Faithful Mark had found, where the piano part was Pachelbel’s canon? Killed it! And then we sang this 
arrangement of Come oh come Emmanuel that blew everyone away. We were easily the best. Everyone 
in the stake said so. 

SONDRA (Sings. Dialogue continues under the song.) “Oh come oh come Emmanuel, and ransom captive 
Israel, that mourns in lonely exile here, until the Son of God appear. Rejoice! Rejoice! Emmanuel shall 
come to thee, Israel.” 
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SHERILYNN: Christmas is joyful, it’s supposed to be a celebration of Jesus’ birth. But what Sondra and 
Mark seemed to understand was that Christmas is also melancholy. Jesus is born, and that’s glorious. 
But he brings us salvation through suffering; he’s being born so that he can die. This baby, in a manger, 
is going to die for us, for our sins. For the times we snap at our kids, for the times we fight with our 
husbands. For the kids dying in Darfur and Somalia. And Mark and Sondra, their voices were perfect, 
like Jesus is perfect. But beneath the sweetness, there was also tremendous sadness. Maybe because they 
couldn’t have kids. Maybe because of something else. I don’t know—it’s not my business to know. But 
when I hugged her, after our performance, I could see a tear starting in the corner of her eye. And I knew 
I was close to crying too. 

10 more pages to the end of this section and the play: 

CANDACE: Your friend! 

SONDRA: I thought. I would give anything to sing with that man. For the rest of my life. Anything. 
Anything. 

THE END 
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REVIEWS: 

“3” Insightful Plays at Plan B  
15 Bytes  
by Ann Poore, March 27, 2014 
“These are three insightful short plays about women confronting their own often conformist culture that 

center on universal whys: why do we make the choices we make, why do we do the (often-intrusive) 
things we do…Rarely pretty, but sometimes laugh-out-loud funny and always incisively written…” 

Embracing our paradoxes
Young Mormon Feminists
by Hannah Wheelwright
“I would absolutely still tell you to go see this show. It is filled with snappy dialogue, Mormon jokes, raw 

and unexpected emotions, and cringe-worthy honesty that provoke deep introspection on why we do the 
things we do… Striking at the core of Mormon women’s dichotomies of faith, righteousness, and 
motherhood as it demonstrates the paradoxes of trying to live authentic Mormon lives, 3 gives quick 
snapshots that compel the audience to consider the meaningful ties we hold with those around us, even 
those we don’t think we know very well- and perhaps especially those who we don’t know well. 
Samuelsen’s brilliance is evident in how each act ends with you realizing that you feel like the 
characters are old friends both with each other and yourself, and you wonder how you could possibly 
reach the same level of familiarity with the next set of characters only to find yourself wrapped up in 
their stories yet again. It is the fact that these women’s stories are told with such sensitivity for honesty, 
unanswered questions, questionable motives, and simple compassion that the whole performance leaves 
you aching for more.” 

Final play in 'Season of Eric'  
Standard Examiner 
By Amy Nicholson 
“If good things come in threes, Eric Samuelsen’s “3” is great…It is a phenomenon in Mormonism where 

people will take someone who is struggling and make them their project. This is about that. It asks the 
question, do they really help her? I don’t think it answers it. [I don’t think it is supposed to.] I think the 
purpose to drama, the best experiences, are not watching it in the theater, but talking about it with 
friends on the way home.” 
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AUTHOR’S NOTE 

Mormonism is my life-long spiritual home. But loving a culture does not mean blinding oneself to its 
limitations. And chief among those limitations is a deeply rooted culture of sexism, of patronizing 
patriarchy. And above all, Mormonism can be obsessed with public relations, with how things seem, with 
appearances.

Often critics outside our culture point to the fact that Mormon women are not allowed the Priesthood. Well, 
what does that mean? Both more and less than our outside critics understand. The Mormon understanding of 
‘Priesthood’ is complicated and difficult; Mormon women participate in public worship and have some 
leadership role in Church proceedings. No, Mormon sexism is quieter than that, subtler. And it’s tied to 
issues of body image and sexuality, it’s tied to that focus on the way things look to the world.

So the three plays of 3, each with casts of three actresses, begins with that number: three. Three is an iconic 
number in Mormonism. We believe in a Godhead of three persons; not the Christian trinity, but three distinct 
individuals, each of them Gods. We’ll sometimes describe ourselves as monotheistic, but it isn’t really true; 
we worship an odd sort of Divine Committee; three Gods who run things. The Church Presidency consists 
of three Presidents; so does each Priesthood quorum, and each individual ward is run by three bishops. 
Three is magic. So a play called 3, three plays with three women is deliberately transgressive; we’re 
coopting three-ness.

The first play of 3 is called Bar and Kell. It’s a play about two women, Barbara and Kellie, who decide, with 
the best of intentions, to intervene in the life of Brandie, a really messed up third woman; advise her, work 
with her, help her. Laudable, perhaps, but what are their real concerns? Are they genuinely interested in 
helping someone in need? Or are they primarily worried about the image of their neighborhood, the way a 
poor family lowers their property values? They ignore the very real abuse in Brandie’s life, and hurry her 
along toward marriage, rationalizing all the while what a positive difference they’re making. It’s a play that 
suggests the complicity of women in their own marginalization; as long as everything looks okay, it is okay.

The second play was suggested by a Utah obscenity trial from some thirteen years ago, and also the re-
release of the movie Titanic. Community Standard suggests the larger social world of a Mormon ward, so 
three actresses each play multiple roles, though each with one primary role. I thought that juxtaposing those 
two ideas, an obscenity trial and Titanic, might be an intriguing way to explore issues of sexism and 
sexuality. Janeal, a Mormon housewife, reflects on a time earlier in her life when she served on a jury 
intended to establish the community standard for obscenity in her Utah Mormon culture. That experience 
made her realize how much her husband has pornographied and objectified her. I’ve seen this in LDS 
culture; the idea that a particularly effective missionary will be rewarded by God with a particularly sexy 
wife, the way men ‘rate’ the women in their wards, the continued fascination with polygamy, long gone 
from Mormonism, but still vestigially in our theology. And Utah, as a Mormon-majority state, consumes 
more pornography per capita than any other.

The third play, Duets, is about a situation I’ve seen far too frequently in Mormon culture, marriage between 
a straight LDS woman and a gay man with whom she has fallen in love. I’ve had many friends who had 
suffered the heartache of such misalliances. I’ve seen it end in tragedy, as it does in this play. Not always, 
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thank heavens, but often enough, it leads to botched efforts at reparative therapy, to self-loathing and self-
hatred among people who would be better off as friends. In this case, I thought it would be interesting to 
locate the play among female relationships, among women who have chosen complicity with a damaging 
status quo.

I had thought of the plays as simply three short plays about Mormon women. But as I reworked them, I 
came to realize the thematic unity that ties them together. So much of Mormon culture is about appearances, 
about the social pressure to conform, to share the same attitudes and desires, to seem. I’ve also felt the 
pressure to have a perfect yard or a perfect marriage or a perfect home or perfect children. I think that 
pressure can be damaging.

Kell, in Bar and Kell, comes to realize that she doesn’t actually care about her new neighbor Brandie as a 
person, that she actually does care about how Brandie’s white trash presence makes the neighborhood look. 
And that knowledge devastates her. By the same token, Janeal, in Community Standard, realizes that her 
husband’s obsession with her physical appearance has in some very real ways pornographied her, that she is 
as objectified and as commodified as the women in porn are to men who view it. And Sondra, in Duets, 
realizes she has allowed the lie at the heart of her marriage to a gay man to destroy the man she loves the 
most.

The three plays of 3 are all quiet plays, non-explosive plays. But I have tried to explore my own culture 
honestly and truthfully, to peer into the darkest closets of my own spiritual home.
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