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Prologue

(In the center of stage, sits a group of five board members. Four are all dressed up nicely sitting around an oval-shape table. One is dressed up very nicely and you can tell by the articles of clothing, that he is a wealthy man. He is standing up facing a white board and looking at the diagrams on large paper. All board members are already on stage. Mr. Conolly is facing the board, writing notes and analyzing diagrams. Lights go up.)

Board Member #1: Who knows what the schools will do? We have to make a decision that’s final.

Board Member #2: But if we do cut the arts out of the schools, where is the joy and happiness in the kids’ eyes? We could crush so many people Luther.

Board Member #3: (Directed towards Mr. Conolly.) They could force their way to fight back no matter what the school district throws at them.

Mr. Conolly: (Dramatic turn to face the audience.) That’s why I have power.

Board Member #4: But sir, don’t you understand? You could be overthrown, impeached!

Mr. Conolly: I am prepared to make the decision I have to make. We have to use the money someplace else. That’s what they tell us. We have to invest the money in another area. The arts are not where it needs to be. I am not prepared to...

Board Member #2: (Interrupting before he goes on.) Sir, my daughter goes to school everyday for her passion in music and...(Tries to go on but quickly interrupted.)

Mr. Conolly: I am sorry Jed. We can’t focus on this aspect.

Board Member #4: I still disagree with this decision. Not only cutting the arts and ruining dreams, but you are looking at a choice that affects kids’ perspective on schools.

Board Member #3: You’re staring at a large decrease in numbers in the schools sir.

Mr. Conolly: I told you! The money is leading somewhere else. The arts are not important. They are the easiest to break!

(There is a long pause and the board members are getting upset trying to calm themselves down.)

Board Member #1: (The silence is finally broken.) Is this final then?

Mr. Conolly: I’ll send the letter out tomorrow morning notifying all the schools. Thank You. (He nods to them signaling that they must leave.)

(Board members exit off stage shocked with the outcome of the meeting. Mr. Conolly stays on stage. He holds a small envelope. He gives out an evil smile to the audience. Lights fade.)
Parados

(Enter art students. They are dressed in paint aprons, their faces are covered in paint, and they have painted shoes. Every part of them is covered in paint. They are spread out all over stage. All students are upset. Lights fade up. Students are still and expression is bland.)

Chorus:
A joy to be, A joy for us
Express through art
Express through you
Express through me
But there lies the evil
The Conolly behold
Trying to cut through us
Like a permanent marker
But he won’t prevail
Nor he be victorious
Through our art
Through our home
Through our way to express.

But wait, oh wait
What will James do?
An express for James
His wandering soul
Through passion and heart
Stands a gifted being
No one, no place for him to be
Except the art that lies beneath.

(Art students exit offstage saddened by the Prologue.)
Scene I

(Opening Scene: On one side of the stage stands James, a fifteen year old sophomore in high school. He has just walked in from a regular day in school; he is dressed in school uniform which is a blue polo shirt with khaki shorts, high socks and some old sneakers-he is covered in paint. On the other side of the stage sits Linda, the art teacher for Cardbason Point High School. She is covered in paint from today’s class. None of them have any wisdom of the previous scene. Linda is still. Spotlight on James.)

James: (You hear the sound of the front door closing.) Mom! I’m home! (Looks to audience.) James. Art. Expression. 3 words you should know about me. (Walks to the couch and sits.) I go to Cardbason High, home of the bison. But I’m not one of those football jocks or cool kids. I’m not a nerd or prep. I am art. (Starts to get excited walking around the house.) Yes. Yes. ART! I am Winslow Homer’s Fox Hunt. I am Pablo Picasso’s The Barefoot Girl. I am Vincent Van Gogh’s Starry Night. This is my football. This is my expression. (Lights fade and James is still.)

Linda: (Light fades up on Linda. She unfreezes. She is sitting on a chair with her desk out to the audience. Lights are on everything but James.) Art-nothing can describe this real sensation. As a kid, I grew up worshiping this term we call art. Art is like my soul; I can’t live without it. Oh yes of course, my name is Linda and as you can see I am lucky enough to be the art teacher for Cardbason Point High School. Expressing. It’s my motto. (Lights fade and Linda is still.)

James: (James unfreezes. Spotlight on.) My real home is at Cardbason Point’s third floor; Room 707-Period 2. Art class with Linda…Linda. The art teacher. My friend, my best friend. An environment where she lets me be anything I want to be.  Where I can convey my passion. I can be someone who I want to be. (Lights fade on James. Light back on Linda.)

Linda: (Gets up from her desk. Linda has an apron and you see her covered in paint. She goes around and walks closer to the audience as to talk to them.) I have 19 students. 4 periods in the day where they can be anyone they want to be, at least in my classroom. Art is an elective, a choice. If you don’t want to be in my class, then you don’t have to be. I want students who are willing. It makes me shiver when I see them showing such passion for what they care about. It’s a way to express. But then there’s James. I’m not one to have favorites but boy does this kid have a bright future. He is the perfect example of a girl in the boy form, of who I was. The nobody who had no friends. The person no one really knew or cared about. But the one who could express. The one who was always open minded. (Lights fade on Linda. Spotlight on James.)

James: (Excited.) Last year, I  painted my piece titled A Different World that gave me the scholarship to the Reno Institute of Art. A leading art school. I won as a freshman! But, I still cannot imagine a world without Linda. 

Linda: I was just so proud of him! The kid has got such an astounding talent. A raw, natural talent worth the price. 

James: (Transitioning into a more sad state of mind now walking around again.) However, life can’t be this amazing and wonderful place. And yes, in every story there is a villain. Throughout the course of the past school year we have had to defend Mr. Conolly, the dreaded School District Representative. 

Linda: (Lights go up on Linda. James is still. Suddenly she drifts back to her desk and sits down.) Luther Conolly. He’s like a scar drenched in your body. You can’t ever get it off. (Light go up on James. Lights stay on Linda as well. Therefore the whole stage is lit. Both characters are moving. They are not frozen anymore.)

James: He is the villain. He is the evil.

Both: Trying to cut the arts out of schools!

James: Our school, our class! 

Linda: And what are they going to use the money for? Another government misuse of money. (Takes a deep breath to calm herself down.) 

James: But we have always shaken him off. We are fighters and we don’t quit. 

Linda: The arts are unified. We are unified. Art expresses what cannot be put into words and cannot remain silent. And this ‘Conolly’ man will never break us.

James: Cause the good guy always wins. (A large sigh.) I think... (Light fades off James and he is still.)

(Lights fade on Linda. James unfreezes and the both exit offstage.)

(Stage is dark. You hear a school bell ring. Lights go up. You see the art class where Linda is sitting in her desk with the letter. You can hear the sound of her tears. With her head planted on the desk. James walks in not knowing the problem.)

James: Linda? WHAT?! What happened? (James acting very confused. He runs over to Linda’s desk to find a letter in hand. The same one from Mr. Conolly in the prologue. Linda shoves the letter to James. Once James reads the first line, you can tell by his expression, he knows what it is.) NO LINDA, NO! (Pause. In denial.) NO! This can’t happen Linda.

Linda: It’s over James. Over. Read it. Just...

James: (Interrupts Linda before she starts to break in more tears. Starts to read the letter.)
Dear all teachers,

Both: (Linda joins in reading as she knows and has memorized the letter because she has read it so many times.)
Due to the little money we have profitable in the school district, I have come to inform you that, unfortunately, the arts programs in the schools will no longer be. This was an executive decision made by the board members and myself. These programs include music, theatre/drama, and art. The schools included in this are Williamstown High School, John Marbury High School, Lenton Heights High School, (James takes a breath when reading) Cardbason Point High School, and Comonium City High School. Once again, thank you for your cooperation. I will be sending further notices about the next step for teachers. Thank you and my apologies.
Sincerely,
signed Luther Conolly 

James: Linda you can’t let this happen. You just CAN’T! (Realizing he just yelled at her.)

Linda: James...

James: Linda please! Go talk to Conolly. Please. 

Linda: James...I can’t

James: Please Linda. Please. Please!

Linda: I’ll do my best! Okay?

(James exits furiously confused and shocked. You see Linda’s head plop onto the desk. Lights go out.)

(Art students/Chorus come lined up in a straight line. They are furious! Their face and body is no longer covered in paint. They are looking and seeing that they no longer have paint on them. Lights go up.)

Chorus I:
What has happened in this sad conclusion?
The letter been sent
A sad heartfelt cut, A cut through heart
A cut through soul.

Oh James that boy, how does he feel?
His passion been ripped
Like a knife through his skin
And that letter
Gloom and Pain
The internal of evil
A dooming breakthrough
Felt through cells in his blood.

But he won’t give up
The strength in his passion
His life occurrences
Lie inside his true spirit
And won’t Linda fight?
A fight for our right
She’ll stand all might
There’s hope in sight
She’ll grasp the criminal
Make sure he knows
The arts are enduring
She’ll let it be known.

(Art students exit offstage having I bit of hope in their eyes.)
Scene II

(A round-oval table is brought upon which is the same one from the prologue. You see Mr. Conolly at the head of the table. he is working on some notes. He is now dressed in a suit that is very colorful. He is humming “If I were a Boy” by Beyonce; he is very much into his work. Light go up and you hear the sound of a knock at the door.)

Linda(Offstage): Excuse me. (Mr. Conolly looks over.) Yes hello. Can I come in? (Mr. Conolly has a suspicious look on his face. He then approaches the door and gets up from his seat and looks over.)

Mr. Conolly: Of course. (Gestures offstage. Linda walks in.) And how may I help you?

Linda: My name is Linda and I am the art teacher for Cardbason Point High School...

Mr. Conolly: Linda if you are here to argue why the arts...

Linda: Mr. Conolly sir. You are making a huge mistake. You are crushing; ruining so many dreams. Just take a step back and think.

Mr. Conolly: (Walks over to desk and sits down.) Linda. I understand and I am sorry. Our decision is final. 

Linda: (Trying to pull out anyway to make an argument.) You see that? (Points to his suit.) That suit is the purity of art. Oh and your music. Beyonce, such a talented singer. Think of all the musicians  and singers being cut like that. (Mr. Conolly shaking his head the whole time.)

Mr. Conolly: Thank you Linda. It’s been a pleasure talking with you...

Linda: (Yelling) You DON’T UNDERSTAND!

Mr. Conolly: I understand perfectly alright. 

Linda: And where is the money going?

Mr. Conolly: (Getting up from his desk. Yelling.) Nothing you can do will change my mind. Get it?

Linda: PLEASE! Just please...DAMMIT! (Falls to the ground.)

Mr. Conolly: Security! (Picks up his walky-talky. Turns back to his desk continuing his work like nothing happened.)

(Two security guards enter the room. They notice the women on the ground but still seem to ask.)

Security Guard #1: What seems to be the problem sir?

Mr. Conolly: Please escort this women out the premises.

Security #2: On it sir. (They grab Linda and take her out the door. Mr. Conolly nods his head.)

Linda: (As they escort her, she mutters under her breath.) Son of a bitch.

Mr. Conolly: (Continues looking at his work.) You are to be terminated immediately!  

(Linda is taken offstage. Lights fade out a little bit and a small spotlight is put on James looking through the glass of Mr. Conolly’s office. He has just seen what happened. Tears are flowing down his face. Eventually, lights fade out.)

(Art students/Chorus come lined up all over the stage. Once again, they have lost an article of clothing which this time, is their paint aprons. They are now in white t-shirts splattered with paint on them. They are extremely sad. They are again looking at themselves realizing they have lost their paint aprons. Lights go up.)

Chorus II:
Another broken heart and soul 
The distinguished evil strikes again
With power and duty
He forces the hurtful terms
Poor ol’ Linda, Just fighting for justice
For hope, For faith, For belief in passion
But she does so fail,
She’ll get an A for effort
But the F in her heart
Is engraved deep within.

What is Conolly’s plan?
The immorality of each vain
Are we not tough and sturdy?
Could there be a pathway?

But James, the boy of fervor
Seen each second of the encounter
Tears flowing down his face
Each one nibbling through his vigor
Is it over for the arts?
For the compassion and express
Can someone surrender the immortal that lies within?

James our sense of might
We call upon your soul
For the last chance to defeat
The grief in our core
The interior of the wicked
Scratched profound in our being
For the last chance to fix
A graze through our passion.
(Arts students exit offstage with their heads down.)
