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CHARACTERS

ABBY BINDER, a resident, 70s—80s
MARILYN DUNNE, a resident, 70s—80s
SCOTTY, a resident aide, 20s—30s

BENJAMIN, LEWIS and CLOWN, played by the same
actor, 40s

COLLEEN and WOMAN IN WHITE, played by the

same actress, 30s—40s

DEREK, ZOMBIE BUTLER, and MASKED MAN,
played by the same actor, 30s—40s

PLACE
The play is mostly set in a double room at the Bristol Place

Senior Living Facility in suburban New Jersey. Though
there are a few other locations.

NOTE

A slash (/) in the dialogue indicates the start of the next
spoken line.



RIPCORD
ACT ONE

Scene 1

A double room in the Bristol Place Senior Living Facility. Its
Jairly homey, as far as these places go. There are two beds, a
couple end tables, two sitting chairs, and two identical dressers.
Theres a door to the room stage right that leads out into the
hall. A wide set of windows line the stage left wall. Its a very
sunny day. A door upstage right leads into the bathroom.

As the lights rise, we discover Abby Binder in the chair closest
to the windows, reading on an iPad. Her side of the room,
stage left, has a few plants on the windowsill and some knick-
knacks. Her bed is made, while the stage right bed is not. The
stage right dresser has several framed family photos atop it,
while Abbys dresser has a small stack of books.

Theres a tap at the door. Scotty, a resident aide, enters carrying
a tray with a couple covered plates on it.

SCOTTY. Hey, Abby. You didn’t want to come down to the dining
room?

ABBY. (Doesn’t look up from her iPad.) Am 1 there?

SCOTTY. Thats alright, I brought some lunch up for you. (Places
the tray near her.)

ABBY. Why bother? I can't taste anything.

SCOTTY. I know, I'm sorry.

ABBY. Going on two months now. Which may be a blessing given



what they serve down there.

SCOTTY. Its very common. Losing your sense of taste.

ABBY. No, it isn’.

SCOTTY. TI've seen it with a lot of our residents. It’s usually the
medications. Certain combinations do funny things.

ABBY. O, are you a doctor now?

SCOTTY. No. The plate’s right there when you get hungry. It’s
shrimp marinara.

ABBY. It doesn’t matter what it is. It all tastes like sand to me.
SCOTTY. Okay. (He makes the unmade bed over the following.)
ABBY. How long is that woman here?

SCOTTY. What do you mean?

ABBY. Its been three weeks. And she never stops talking. How
long is this supposed to go on?

SCOTTY. This is where she lives, Abby.

ABBY. Well yes, for now, but I / meant —

SCOTTY. Not just for now. Indefinitely. This is Marilyn’s room.
Same as you.

ABBY. ButI thought she was being moved as soon as a bed opened
up. And from what I hear, that fat woman on the first floor died
last night.

SCOTTY. Mrs. Moore. Her name was Mrs. Moore.

ABBY. Well I can’t keep track of everyone’s name. You knew who
I meant. She’s dead isn't she?

SCOTTY. She passed away, yes.

ABBY. Then there’s an open bed.

SCOTTY. I think Marilyn prefers this room. She said she likes the
view of the park. She’s very happy in here.

ABBY. But everyone wants the first floor. It’s closer to everything.
And I've always had my own room, Scotty.

SCOTTY. That’s not true.

ABBY. Most of the time. That Spanish lady was here for a few
months, but after / her —

SCOTTY. If there’s space, we try to accommodate you, but there’s
not always space. And you don’t have a private room.

ABBY. Not officially maybe.

SCOTTY. If you and your family want to pay for a private room —
ABBY. If I have to have someone in here, why can’t it be someone
quiet? What about that woman without the voicebox? She seems nice.
SCOTTY. So is Marilyn. You just need to give her a / chance.



ABBY. That woman is troubled, Scotty. I think there’s something
wrong with her. She’s always trying to make little bezs with me.
SCOTTY. What do you mean, bets? What kind of bets?

ABBY. Just the stupidest things. Guessing games and quizzes. This
morning she wanted to race me to the elevator. Last night she bet
me she could balance a slipper on her head.

SCOTTY. Could she?

ABBY. I don’t know, I rolled over. You have to get her out of here.
SCOTTY. I can’t force her to leave, Abby.

ABBY. Management could. Charlie Hastings would've done it. He
always made sure I had my own room.

SCOTTY. Well, Charlie doesnt work here anymore.

ABBY. Which is a shame. Charlie liked me.

SCOTTY. Ilike you too. But, 'm not in charge of room assignments.
Miss Larusso is.

ABBY. Well you're friends with her, aren’t you? I see you in her office
all the time watching those cat videos or whatever they are. They must
be very funny the way you two carry on.

SCOTTY. They aren’t cat videos.

ABBY. No?

SCOTTY. Not all of them.

ABBY. Can’t you talk to her?

SCOTTY. You talk to her. Be your own advocate.

ABBY. Oh that never works. Besides, Miss Larusso doesn’t like me.
SCOTTY. Because you're mean to her.

ABBY. Her problem is, she has no sense of humor. Charlie Hastings
thought I was hilarious.

SCOTTY. Because he was drunk.

ABBY. You leave that man alone.

SCOTTY. He had a terrible drinking problem, which is why he
was fired.

ABBY. All I know is, he did whatever I asked him to. If he were
here, that woman would’ve been gone by now. (Marilyn enters. Shes
warm and pleasant.)

SCOTTY. 7here she is.

MARILYN. Herel am.

SCOTTY. How you feeling, Marilyn?

MARILYN. I feel great, thank you. Just back from my walk.
SCOTTY. Oh, are you doing that now?

MARILYN. Every day after lunch. Twice around the park. Me and
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Alice and Sally. Mr. Hantz comes along sometimes. I've invited Abby
but she doesn’t like the exercise.

ABBY. Its not the exercise I don' like.

MARILYN. Did you make my bed, Scotty? I've told you that you don
have to do that. 'm only gonna mess it up again. 'm a restless sleeper.
ABBY. Also she snores.

MARILYN. It true!

ABBY. I had to get earplugs.

MARILYN. My Oliver used to boot me out of bed. Usually it’s the
husband on the couch, but with us it was me. Poor man.

ABBY. My very thought.

MARILYN. (Chuckles at that.) Isn’t she awful, Scotty?

SCOTTY. She is, yes. She’s awful. (As be exits.) 'l be back.
MARILYN. We missed you in the dining room. You should see it
down there. They have it all done up for Halloween now. Pumpkins
up on the walls, skeletons, black cats. Youd love it.

ABBY. Why would you think that?

MARILYN. They're like classroom decorations. And Mr. Hantz said
you used to be a teacher. Grade school, he said. I don’t know how he
got it outta ya, you won't tell 7z¢ anything.

ABBY. (Looks to the windowsill.) My plants are droopy.
MARILYN. But teacher makes sense. I can picture it. I bet you were
very stern with the children. (Abby grabs the watering can and heads into
the bathroom. We hear the water running.) I was an office manager. In
my husband’s business. Did I mention he was a skydiving instructor?
ABBY. Several times.

MARILYN. We were based down at Alexandria Field. I could tell
you some stories, boy. My children run the business now. They’re
good kids. And they'd do anything for me. (Abby comes out of the
bathroom with the watering can filled. She waters her plants over the
Sfollowing.) Did you hear that Mrs. Moore died? Poor thing. Went
in her sleep. Such a nice woman.

ABBY. Such a nice room.

MARILYN. Room?

ABBY. It’s too bad she’s dead, but silver linings, right?
MARILYN. How do you mean?

ABBY. That room is prime real estate in this place. First floor —
between the mailboxes and the day room. Less walking, more space.
MARILYN. Are you thinking of changing rooms?

ABBY. What? No, 'm not thinking of changing rooms.



MARILYN. Oh, you sound so enamored of it.

ABBY. I'm not. I only mentioned it because I thought you might
want it.

MARILYN. Oh no, I'm perfectly happy where I am. There’s much
more sunlight up here.

ABBY. No there isn't.

MARILYN. (Moves to the windows.) Sure there is, we don’t have
that building blocking our view like they do downstairs. And I can
see the park from up here. There’s your bench where you like to sit
and read. It’s a lovely view.

ABBY. I guess I've never noticed.

MARILYN. Well that’s a waste, with you so close to the window.
Maybe youd like to swap beds?

ABBY. I would not.

MARILYN. No, I don’t blame you. It’s the nicest spot in the room.
(Abby, annoyed, may go back to reading. Marilyn smiles, then takes a
childs painting from her dresser.) Did I show you this? My grandson
made it for me. Caleb. So sweet. Do you know what it is?

ABBY. A Pap smear?

MARILYN. I¢s a fire truck.

ABBY. I don’ see it.

MARILYN. He loves fire trucks. Ambulances too. Anything with a
siren. He can hear one from blocks away. He gets this big grin, and
flies to the window to see them pass by. They make him so happy.
ABBY. That’s creepy.

MARILYN. Creepy?

ABBY. Those sirens are blaring because people are dying.
MARILYN. (Chuckles.) Now come / on.

ABBY. They are. Or their homes are going up in flames. Or there’s a
car accident, or some old man has fallen down some stairs. That’s
what those sirens mean. People in pain.

MARILYN. Caleb doesn't know any of that. It’s just a fire truck to him.
ABBY. Well, when you've heard as many sirens as I have ... They’re
nothing to be happy about. Is he alright? In the head I mean, or is he
alitde ...

MARILYN. What kind of question is that?

ABBY. Well if he’s chasing after fire trucks, you have to wonder.
My son never did that. Normal boys don’t do that.

MARILYN. Of course they do. You're just trying to get a rise out of
me. (Pause.) So you have a son, huh? What's his name?
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