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*** NO TICE ***

The am a teur and stock act ing rights to this work are con trolled ex clu -
sively by THE DRA MATIC PUB LISH ING COM PANY with out whose
per mis sion in writ ing no per for mance of it may be given. Roy alty must
be paid ev ery time a play is per formed whether or not it is pre sented for
profit and whether or not ad mis sion is charged. A play is per formed any
time it is acted be fore an au di ence. Cur rent roy alty rates, ap pli ca tions and 
re stric tions may be found at our website: www.dramaticpublishing.com,
or we may be con tacted by mail at: DRA MATIC PUB LISH ING COM -
PANY, 311 Wash ing ton St., Woodstock IL 60098.

COPY RIGHT LAW GIVES THE AU THOR OR THE AU THOR’S
AGENT THE EX CLU SIVE RIGHT TO MAKE COP IES. This law pro -
vides au thors with a fair re turn for their cre ative ef forts. Au thors earn
their liv ing from the roy al ties they re ceive from book sales and from the
per for mance of their work. Con sci en tious ob ser vance of copy right law is
not only eth i cal, it en cour ages au thors to con tinue their cre ative work.
This work is fully pro tected by copy right. No al ter ations, de le tions or
sub sti tu tions may be made in the work with out the prior writ ten con sent
of the pub lisher. No part of this work may be re pro duced or trans mit ted
in any form or by any means, elec tronic or me chan i cal, in clud ing pho to -
copy, re cord ing, vid eo tape, film, or any in for ma tion stor age and re trieval
sys tem, with out per mis sion in writ ing from the pub lisher. It may not be
per formed ei ther by pro fes sion als or am a teurs with out pay ment of roy -
alty. All rights, in clud ing, but not lim ited to, the pro fes sional, mo tion pic -
ture, ra dio, tele vi sion, vid eo tape, for eign lan guage, tab loid, rec i ta tion,
lec tur ing, pub li ca tion and read ing, are re served.

For per for mance of any songs, mu sic and re cord ings men tioned in this 
play which are in copy right, the per mis sion of the copy right own ers
must be ob tained or other songs and re cord ings in the pub lic do main
sub sti tuted.
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KENT R. BROWN

Printed in the United States of Amer ica
All Rights Re served
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tis ing, pub li ciz ing or oth er wise ex ploit ing the play and/or a pro duc tion.
The name of the au thor must also ap pear on a sep a rate line, on which no
other name ap pears, im me di ately fol low ing the ti tle, and must ap pear in
size of type not less than fifty per cent (50%) the size of the ti tle type.
Bio graph i cal in for ma tion on the au thor, if in cluded in the playbook, may
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IN THE MID DLE OF NO WHERE

CHAR AC TERS:

LUCAS PEN DER: A man of char ac ter, lov ing, de voted to his
wife.

REBECCA PEN DER: A woman of the land, fierce in spirit.

TIME:

From Sep tem ber 2001, to the pres ent.

SET TING:

A turn-of-the-cen tury farmhouse in May field, Neb., a small
town in the mid dle of no where.

PRO DUC TION NOTES:

The play is best served by plat forms, a ta ble or two, straight-
back chairs, min i mal area light ing and mod est sound sup port.
Cos tum ing may re main the same through out, with an oc ca sional 
scarf or over coat as con ve nient. While a few handprops are cru -
cial, the ma jor ity may be pantomimed.

Lucas and Rebecca ad dress the au di ence as well as each other.
Past and pres ent ac tions are en twined through out the play.

NOTE: The play is con ceived with out an in ter mis sion. If an in -
ter mis sion is re quired, it should be taken where noted in script.
Re gard less of the de ci sion, the ac tion should con tinue un bro ken
from the pre vi ous mo ment.
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IN THE MID DLE OF NO WHERE

AT THE CUR TAIN:

(LIGHTS up on LUCAS and REBECCA. They face the
au di ence. They look tired. LUCAS, in fact, is quite ill
but tries to dis guise the fact. There’s not much time left.)

LUCAS. Hello. Our name is…Pen der. I’m Lucas and this
is my wife, Rebecca.

REBECCA. Hello. 
LUCAS. We ap pre ci ate the time you’ve made for us. Es pe -

cially on such short no tice.
REBECCA. We got up at 4:30. Drove nearly straight

through. Still got lost twice. But here we are. Good thing 
I made sand wiches. Chicken salad. Lucas loves my—

LUCAS (feel ing a sharp pain in his stom ach). Sweet heart?
We have to move along now. Not…much time…left.

REBECCA (tentative at first, then gain ing con fi dence). All 
right. I guess then…first…we live in May field, Ne -
braska. It’s a small town about ten miles north east of
Bro ken Bow. 

LUCAS. Bro ken Bow’s al most dead cen ter of the state.
REBECCA. Where we are it’s all pretty much…wide…

open…sky. Off to the west are the Sandhills…miles and
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miles of roll ing sand and grass for hours on end some -
times.

LUCAS. The sum mers are hot. And in the win ter…from
the back porch to the barn…the wind can slice you
nearly in half. But you make do. 

REBECCA. We have a ram bling two-story farm house. Our 
daugh ter, Cheryl, was born there. Four bed rooms, lots of 
kitchen space, a din ing room…big at tic and cel lar.

LUCAS. My granddaddy Lucas built it as a wed ding pres -
ent for my fa ther and mother. We added on here and
there over time. And we used to have about…oh, six
hun dred acres in corn and… (He coughs but waves off
REBECCA’s con cerned ex pres sion.)

REBECCA. Soy beans, Lucas, we grew—
LUCAS. Soy beans, yes, and…uh…some cat tle, too, over

the years. Fair-sized farm.
REBECCA. Lucas used to work the land him self un til Dr.

Stafford dis cov ered his leaky valve. 
LUCAS. We lease what’s left of it now. We get along.
REBECCA. And we had Pen der’s Feed and Grain store,

too. On the right there…as you come in off the high way
next to the Citgo? For nearly thirty years. Lucas had
seven peo ple on pay roll.

LUCAS. For it self…May field is a proper com mu nity with
proper neigh bors. Ger man an ces try, mostly, like mine…
with a few Irish here and there.

REBECCA. My folks came from Hol land. Never been
there my self. Some day…maybe.

LUCAS. May field loves its Fri day night foot ball, And
Home com ing? Noth ing but bon fires and hot dogs as far
as you can see. We’re the May field Ma raud ers. Have n’t
cracked .500 in eight years. But hope springs eter nal.
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REBECCA. And there’s a farm ers mar ket ev ery Sat ur day
in sum mer and spring. And on Sun days we have prayer
cir cles for those who pray…

LUCAS. …and pray for those who don’t. 
REBECCA. That’s my mother you just heard speak ing

there.
LUCAS. You know ev ery body miles around…went to

school with half of them…dated the other half. You
visit. Ask about their aches and pains. Their sons in the
mil i tary. Daugh ters, too. These are hard times.

REBECCA. But noth ing too per sonal. 
LUCAS. No. Noth ing…too…in ti mate. 
REBECCA. Better to save that for God.
LUCAS. Well, now you have it, the pic ture of things. Nor -

mal peo ple in a nor mal com mu nity. Old-fash ioned val -
ues for the most part. Noth ing to be fright ened about.
Least that’s what we thought.

(LIGHTS out on REBECCA.

We are now in the Pen der farm house.

It is 2001.

LUCAS and REBECCA are stron ger, more vig or ous.)

LUCAS (cont’d). We’d been up late cel e brat ing Rebecca’s
birth day. Cheryl and her hus band, Howie—he’s an eye
doc tor in Chi cago, gives us free eye ex ams—any way,
Cheryl calls around 7:00 to wish Rebecca happy birth -
day and did she get the silk blouse they’d sent, was it
the right size?

IN THE MID DLE OF NO WHERE 11
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(LIGHTS up on REBECCA talk ing on the “tele phone.”)

REBECCA. It’s just lovely, Cheryl. Fits beau ti fully. And,
Howie? You’re such a dear. Thank you so much. It’s
just per fect.

LUCAS. Rebecca men tions how I’d im pressed her by
cook ing salmon steaks on the grill.

REBECCA. No, they were n’t dry, Cheryl…hardly at all,
hon est. They were…

LUCAS. Moist and tasty.
REBECCA. Moist and tasty. (Laughs.) Yes, that was

Daddy coach ing me in the back ground.
LUCAS. Then the twins get on the phone.

(SOUND: Two young girls sing ing “Happy Birth day.”)

LUCAS (cont’d). They go on about the fun they’d had at
Camp Eagan that sum mer. How they’re go ing to send
two more pot hold ers for Grandma’s kitchen art gal lery.

REBECCA. Oh, yes, do send them soon. I can’t wait. Bye,
bye, now. Love you, too!

(LIGHTS out on REBECCA.)

LUCAS. A lit tle af ter nine, Rebecca goes up stairs to dress
for bed while I lock down all the win dows and doors,
turn out the lights. I keep the floods on over the ga rage,
of course, and the porch lights, front and back. No sense 
be ing fool hardy. As I’m chang ing into my pa ja mas we
share an other laugh over the poor salmon I charred be -
yond rec og ni tion. And af ter we pray to the Lord to keep
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us safe, we kiss each other good-night and roll over, she
on her left side and me on my right. And we fall asleep. 

(SOUND: We hear “Abide With Me” be ing hummed and 
partly whis pered by REBECCA.)

LUCAS (cont’d). It’s around 3:00 when I hear Rebecca.
It’s hard to get my bear ings at first…then I see her
stand ing by the win dow.

(LIGHTS re veal REBECCA peek ing through the “win -
dow blinds.”)

LUCAS (cont’d). Rebecca? Sweet heart? Any thing the mat -
ter?

REBECCA. Ssshhh.
LUCAS. Are you feel ing all right? What’s wrong?

(REBECCA raises her hand as one si lences a child. She
is breath ing in short spurts.)

LUCAS (cont’d). I’m out of bed now, think ing there must
be some thing I have to see. She grabs my arm. Her grip
is fierce. Her eyes…wider than I’ve ever seen them. 

REBECCA. Don’t look.
LUCAS. Don’t look at what? What do you see?
REBECCA. Prom ise me.
LUCAS. Prom ise you what?
REBECCA. We aren’t safe! 
LUCAS. Rebecca, we’re fine. I locked all the doors and—
REBECCA. We’re not fine! You have to prom ise me,

Lucas.
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LUCAS. Yes, yes, of course, I prom ise you what ever you
want. Now please—

(REBECCA runs from the bed room.)

LUCAS (cont’d). Rebecca? (He looks through the “win dow 
blinds.”) I look through the blinds. Grass, weeds, and
the two pop lars I planted to cel e brate the birth of the
twins. Porch lights way off at the Baldwins. Ed gar and
Charlene. Good neigh bors for thirty years or more.
Noth ing fright en ing about the Baldwins. All I can fig ure 
is…Rebecca’s had an other at tack of the fears…those
times when you see…the end of things. Like two
months af ter Cheryl was born…out of no where Rebecca
says she dreamed…baby Cheryl…facedown in her
crib…not breath ing. Rebecca’s so afraid to leave Cheryl
alone she car ries her from room to room, her ear to our
baby girl’s chest to hear if her heart is still beat ing. We
took turns stay ing awake while lit tle Cheryl got her
sleep. We were ex hausted. Gets so bad, Rebecca stays in 
her night gown and robe days on end. Then one morn -
ing…Rebecca’s in the truck with Cheryl tucked un der
her arm. Five hours later she’s up on a lad der paint ing
Cheryl’s bed room sun shine yel low…white clouds and
blue birds fly ing all across the ceil ing. No more fears. All 
gone. Since then, ex cept for some moody spells here and 
there…and break ing her col lar bone that time in ’88
when she slipped on the back porch stairs…well,
Rebecca’s health has been en vi able. Un til that night of
her birth day.

(LIGHTS up on REBECCA at “Bronson’s Gro cery.”)
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REBECCA. The next morn ing I’m at Bronson’s Gro cery.
We need some eggs, milk, tooth paste…or ange juice.
Funny how all of a sud den ev ery thing seems used up.
I’m thump ing egg plants to see if they’re ripe. 

LUCAS. And Allison Bill ings co mes down the aisle…the
church sec re tary at Trin ity Lu theran. She’s push ing lit tle 
Ka ren in the stroller cart. 

REBECCA. I wave hello and ask how ev ery one is get ting
along in the Bill ings house hold. 

LUCAS. Just fine, she says. Then Allison’s cell phone
starts ring ing. It’s her hus band, Andy, call ing her from
his of fice. Andy sells State Farm.

(SOUND: The far-off whine of an ap proach ing air -
plane.)

REBECCA. Then Allison…she starts scream ing…my fa -
ther, my fa ther!

LUCAS. Then lit tle Ka ren starts up scream ing.
REBECCA. More cell phones now and peo ple go ing for

their cars, leav ing carts in the mid dle of the aisles. The
man ager runs to his of fice, turns on Chan nel 13. The
North Tower is…it’s all smoke and flames and…

(SOUND: The air plane whine is closer now.)

REBECCA (cont’d). Ev ery body’s crowd ing in. Try ing to
see. Hold ing their breath, gasp ing. 

LUCAS. Evelyn Hawkins crosses her self and starts pray -
ing.

REBECCA. And then…United 175 hits the South Tower… 
at 590 miles per hour. 
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(SOUND: Sud den si lence.

LIGHTS shift…

The glow of their “TV” plays across their faces.)

LUCAS. Then four days straight.
REBECCA. From ev ery an gle.
LUCAS. On ev ery chan nel. 
REBECCA. The planes crash into the tow ers again and

again. All that blue sky. A beau ti ful day. Ev ery one said
so.

LUCAS. Then the tow ers…how could they just fall in on
them selves like that? 

REBECCA. Peo ple run ning…ev ery where. 
LUCAS. Like the Jap a nese mon ster mov ies we used to see

at the Sun set Drive-In. 
REBECCA. That man…do you re mem ber him…in a busi -

ness suit car ry ing a brief case? His hair, his face…ev ery
inch cov ered in white dust. Ex cept his eyes…un be liev -
ing.

LUCAS. Sis ters and wives hold ing pic tures of broth ers and 
fa thers and hus bands, all hop ing a re porter will put their
des per a tion on tele vi sion. 

REBECCA. Har riet Stillwater? She drives straight through
to her sis ter Eileen’s in New York. 

LUCAS. Twenty-one hours. Ar rives Thurs day. 
REBECCA. And that night on na tional news—could n’t be -

lieve it—there they are on a street cor ner hold ing a pic -
ture of their brother, Mark. 

LUCAS. And Win dows on the World?
REBECCA. Lucas and I were there two years be fore.
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LUCAS. For our an ni ver sary, Cheryl and Howie put us up
at Em bassy Suites. Got us tick ets to Phan tom of the Op -
era.

REBECCA. And the Pen ta gon…
LUCAS. And those poor peo ple in Shanksville. What cour -

age.
REBECCA. It would al ways be in side us now. In our liv -

ing room. Ev ery where. No place to hide.
LUCAS. That’s what Rebecca had seen look ing through

the blinds that night. A vi sion of things to come.

(The glow from the “TV” fades out.)

LUCAS (cont’d). Af ter sev eral days, the planes…the fall -
ing tow ers…peo ple called the net works…asked them to
stop.

REBECCA. Chil dren could n’t sleep, hid un der their beds.
Thought we were still un der at tack.

LUCAS. Churches all around filled up most Sun days. Peo -
ple came who had n’t been in years.

REBECCA. Nightly vig ils. Dis cus sions…ques tions. Why
did they do this? Why do they hate us so much? 

LUCAS. Hardly any one we knew had any idea what Mus -
lims be lieve in, good or bad.

REBECCA. Or where, even, Af ghan i stan and all those
other places re ally were. 

LUCAS. So Rebecca and I get out a map. 
REBECCA. Spread it over the din ing room ta ble. Had n’t

looked at that part of the world since high school. 
LUCAS. Most I re mem bered was Suleiman the Mag nif i -

cent. The Per sian Em pire, I think.
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REBECCA. Two weeks af ter the planes, Billy Jack son and
his two broth ers beat up a high school boy…an ex -
change stu dent from In dia. 

LUCAS. Be cause he looks dif fer ent. 
REBECCA. Has dark skin. 
LUCAS. Speaks funny.
REBECCA. He’s from over there where they hate us, is

how Billy jus ti fied it. He was n’t alone.
LUCAS. The Scouts, Lions, Ro tary…all put on fundraisers 

for the fam i lies of the vic tims. Three vol un teer fire men
drive out to help at Ground Zero.

REBECCA. The Prai rie Quilt Guild camps out at our house 
for days on end.

LUCAS. Twelve sew ing ma chines go ing full tilt on both
floors. Women sleep ing in shifts. Prayers at break fast
and sup per is about all the talk ing they did. I’ve never
felt such con vic tion. In about three weeks they fin ish up
sev enty-five quilts. Mostly log cabin de sign…for fam ily
and home.

REBECCA. We send two dozen to a women’s shel ter in
Brook lyn, an other three dozen to the Sal va tion Army. 

LUCAS. And the rest—all red, white and blue, look ing like 
Amer i can flags—well…

REBECCA. Those we send over night to Fire De part ment
Head quar ters, Mayor’s Of fice, New York, New York,
10007.

LUCAS. All the la dies signed the card. God bless your
cour age and may God keep you safe. But, in time…well, 
the ev ery day just has a way of creep ing back in. Bills.
Work. Check ing up on friends and fam ily. The things
that need do ing. It’s nat u ral. It’s your own back yard. 
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