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IN THE MIDDLE OF NOWHERE

CHARACTERS:

LUCAS PENDER: A man of character, loving, devoted to his
wife,

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

TIME:
From September 2001, to the present.

SETTING:

A turn-of-the-century farmhouse in Mayfield, Neb., a small
town in the middle of nowhere.

PRODUCTION NOTES:

The play is best served by platforms, a table or two, straight-
back chairs, minimal area lighting and modest sound support.
Costuming may remain the same throughout, with an occasional
scarf or overcoat as convenient. While a few handprops are cru-
cial, the majority may be pantomimed.

Lucas and Rebecca address the audience as well as each other.
Past and present actions are entwined throughout the play.

NOTE: The play is conceived without an intermission. If an in-
termission is required, it should be taken where noted in script.
Regardless of the decision, the action should continue unbroken
from the previous moment.
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IN THE MIDDLE OF NOWHERE

AT THE CURTAIN:

(LIGHTS up on LUCAS and REBECCA. They face the
audience. They look tired. LUCAS in fact, is quite ill
but tries to disguise the fact. There's not much time left.)

LUCAS. Hello. Our name is...Pender. I'm Lucas and this
is my wife, Rebecca.

REBECCA. Hello.

LUCAS. We appreciate the time you' ve made for us. Espe-
cially on such short notice.

REBECCA. We got up at 4:30. Drove nearly straight
through. Still got lost twice. But here we are. Good thing
I made sandwiches. Chicken salad. Lucas loves my—

LUCAS (feeling a sharp pain in his stomach). Sweetheart?
We have to move aong now. Not...much time...left.

REBECCA (tentative at first, then gaining confidence). All
right. 1 guess then...first...we live in Mayfield, Ne-
braska. It's a small town about ten miles northeast of
Broken Bow.

LUCAS. Broken Bow’s almost dead center of the state.

REBECCA. Where we are it's al pretty much...wide...
open...sky. Off to the west are the Sandhills...miles and

9
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10 IN THE MIDDLE OF NOWHERE

miles of rolling sand and grass for hours on end some-
times.

LUCAS. The summers are hot. And in the winter...from
the back porch to the barn...the wind can slice you
nearly in half. But you make do.

REBECCA. We have a rambling two-story farmhouse. Our
daughter, Cheryl, was born there. Four bedrooms, lots of
kitchen space, a dining room...big attic and cellar.

LUCAS. My granddaddy Lucas built it as a wedding pres-
ent for my father and mother. We added on here and
there over time. And we used to have about...oh, six
hundred acres in corn and... (He coughs but waves off
REBECCA's concerned expression.)

REBECCA. Soybeans, Lucas, we grew—

LUCAS. Soybeans, yes, and...uh...some cattle, too, over
the years. Fair-sized farm.

REBECCA. Lucas used to work the land himself until Dr.
Stafford discovered his leaky valve.

LUCAS. We lease what'’s left of it now. We get along.

REBECCA. And we had Pender's Feed and Grain store,
too. On the right there...as you come in off the highway
next to the Citgo? For nearly thirty years. Lucas had
seven people on payroll.

LUCAS. For itself...Mayfield is a proper community with
proper neighbors. German ancestry, mostly, like mine...
with afew Irish here and there.

REBECCA. My folks came from Holland. Never been
there myself. Some day...maybe.

LUCAS. Mayfield loves its Friday night football, And
Homecoming? Nothing but bonfires and hot dogs as far
as you can see. We're the Mayfield Marauders. Haven't
cracked .500 in eight years. But hope springs eternal.
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IN THE MIDDLE OF NOWHERE 11

REBECCA. And there's a farmers market every Saturday
in summer and spring. And on Sundays we have prayer
circles for those who pray...

LUCAS. ...and pray for those who don't.

REBECCA. That's my mother you just heard speaking
there.

LUCAS. You know everybody 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
military. Daughters, too. These are hard times.

REBECCA. But nothing too personal.

LUCAS. No. Nothing...too...intimate.

REBECCA. Better to save that for God.

LUCAS. Wdll, now you have it, the picture of things. Nor-
mal people in a norma community. Old-fashioned val-
ues for the most part. Nothing to be frightened abouit.
Least that’s what we thought.

(LIGHTS out on REBECCA.

We are now in the Pender farmhouse.

Itis 2001.

LUCAS and REBECCA are stronger, more vigorous.)
LUCAS (cont'd). We'd been up late celebrating Rebecca' s

birthday. Cheryl and her husband, Howie—he's an eye

doctor in Chicago, gives us free eye exams—anyway,

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?

© Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, lllinois.



12 IN THE MIDDLE OF NOWHERE

(LIGHTS up on REBECCA talking on the “ telephone.”)

REBECCA. It's just lovely, Cheryl. Fits beautifully. And,
Howie? You're such a dear. Thank you so much. It's
just perfect.

LUCAS. Rebecca mentions how I'd impressed her by
cooking salmon steaks on the grill.

REBECCA. No, they weren't dry, Cheryl...hardly at all,
honest. They were...

LUCAS. Moist and tasty.

REBECCA. Moist and tasty. (Laughs.) Yes, that was
Daddy coaching me in the background.

LUCAS. Then the twins get on the phone.

(SOUND: Two young girls singing “ Happy Birthday.” )

LUCAS (cont'd). They go on about the fun they’d had at
Camp Eagan that summer. How they’re going to send
two more potholders for Grandma's kitchen art gallery.

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

(LIGHTS out on REBECCA.)

LUCAS. A little after nine, Rebecca goes upstairs to dress
for bed while | lock down al the windows and doors,
turn out the lights. | keep the floods on over the garage,
of course, and the porch lights, front and back. No sense
being foolhardy. As I’'m changing into my pajamas we
share another laugh over the poor salmon | charred be-
yond recognition. And after we pray to the Lord to keep
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IN THE MIDDLE OF NOWHERE 13

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” being hummed and
partly whispered by REBECCA.)

LUCAS (cont’d). It's around 3:00 when | hear Rebecca.
It's hard to get my bearings at first...then | see her
standing by the window.

(LIGHTS reveal REBECCA peeking through the “win-
dow blinds.”)

LUCAS (cont’d). Rebecca? Sweetheart? Anything the mat-
ter?

REBECCA. Ssshhh.

LUCAS. Are you feeling al right? What’s wrong?

(REBECCA raises her hand as one silences a child. She
is breathing in short spurts.)

LUCAS (cont’d). I'm out of bed now, thinking there must
be something | 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. Promise me.

LUCAS. Promise you what?

REBECCA. We aren't safel

LUCAS. Rebecca, we're fine. | locked all the doors and—

REBECCA. We're not fine! You have to promise me,
Lucas.
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14 IN THE MIDDLE OF NOWHERE

LUCAS. Yes, yes, of course, | promise you whatever you
want. Now please—

(REBECCA runs from the bedroom.)

LUCAS (cont'd). Rebecca? (He looks through the “ window
blinds.”) | look through the blinds. Grass, weeds, and
the two poplars | planted to celebrate the birth of the
twins. Porch lights way off at the Baldwins. Edgar and
Charlene. Good neighbors for thirty years or more.
Nothing frightening about the Baldwins. All | can figure
is...Rebecca s had another attack of the fears...those
times when you see...the end of things. Like two
months after Cheryl was born...out of howhere Rebecca
says she dreamed...baby Cheryl...facedown in her
crib...not breathing. Rebecca's so afraid to leave Cheryl
alone she carries her from room to room, her ear to our
baby girl’s chest to hear if her heart is till beating. We
took turns staying awake while little Cheryl got her
sleep. We were exhausted. Gets so bad, Rebecca stays in
her nightgown and robe days on end. Then one morn-
ing...Rebecca's in the truck with Cheryl tucked under
her arm. Five hours later she’s up on a ladder painting
Cheryl’s bedroom sunshine yellow...white clouds and
bluebirds flying all across the ceiling. No more fears. All
gone. Since then, except for some moody spells here and
there...and breaking her collar bone that time in '88
when she slipped on the back porch stairs...well,
Rebecca s health has been enviable. Until that night of
her birthday.

(LIGHTS up on REBECCA at “ Bronson’s Grocery.”)
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IN THE MIDDLE OF NOWHERE 15

REBECCA. The next morning I'm at Bronson’s Grocery.
We need some eggs, milk, toothpaste...orange juice.
Funny how all of a sudden everything seems used up.
I’m thumping eggplants to see if they’re ripe.

LUCAS. And Allison Billings comes down the aide...the
church secretary at Trinity Lutheran. She's pushing little
Karen in the stroller cart.

REBECCA. | wave hello and ask how everyone is getting
along in the Billings household.

LUCAS. Just fine, she says. Then Allison’s cell phone
starts ringing. It's her husband, Andy, calling her from
his office. Andy sells State Farm.

(SOUND: The far-off whine of an approaching air-
plane)

REBECCA. Then Allison...she starts screaming...my fa
ther, my father!

LUCAS. Then little Karen starts up screaming.

REBECCA. More cell phones now and people going for
their cars, leaving carts in the middle of the aisles. The
manager runs to his office, turns on Channel 13. The
North Tower is...it's all smoke and flames and...

(SOUND: The airplane whine is closer now.)

REBECCA (cont'd). Everybody’'s crowding in. Trying to
see. Holding their breath, gasping.

LUCAS. Evelyn Hawkins crosses herself and starts pray-
ing.

REBECCA. And then...United 175 hits the South Tower...
at 590 miles per hour.
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16 IN THE MIDDLE OF NOWHERE

(SOUND: Sudden silence.
LIGHTS shift...

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

LUCAS. Then four days straight.

REBECCA. From every angle.

LUCAS. On every channel.

REBECCA. The planes crash into the towers again and
again. All that blue sky. A beautiful day. Everyone said
0.

LUCAS. Then the towers...how could they just fall in on
themselves like that?

REBECCA. People running...everywhere.

LUCAS. Like the Japanese monster movies we used to see
at the Sunset Drive-In.

REBECCA. That man...do you remember him...in a busi-
ness suit carrying a briefcase? His hair, his face...every
inch covered in white dust. Except his eyes...unbeliev-
ing.

LUCAS. Sisters and wives holding pictures of brothers and
fathers and husbands, all hoping a reporter will put their
desperation on television.

REBECCA. Harriet Stillwater? She drives straight through
to her sister Eileen'sin New York.

LUCAS. Twenty-one hours. Arrives Thursday.

REBECCA. And that night on national news—couldn’t be-
lieve it—there they are on a street corner holding a pic-
ture of their brother, Mark.

LUCAS. And Windows on the World?

REBECCA. Lucas and | were there two years before.
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IN THE MIDDLE OF NOWHERE 17

LUCAS. For our anniversary, Cheryl and Howie put us up
at Embassy Suites. Got us tickets to Phantom of the Op-
era.

REBECCA. And the Pentagon...

LUCAS. And those poor people in Shanksville. What cour-
age.

REBECCA. It would aways be inside us now. In our liv-
ing room. Everywhere. No place to hide.

LUCAS. That's what Rebecca had seen looking through
the blinds that night. A vision of things to come.

(The glow from the “ TV fades out.)

LUCAS (cont’d). After several days, the planes...the fall-
ing towers...people called the networks...asked them to
stop.

REBECCA. Children couldn't deep, hid under their beds.
Thought we were still under attack.

LUCAS. Churches all around filled up most Sundays. Peo-
ple came who hadn't been in years.

REBECCA. Nightly vigils. Discussions...questions. Why
did they do this? Why do they hate us so much?

LUCAS. Hardly anyone we knew had any idea what Mus-
lims believe in, good or bad.

REBECCA. Or where, even, Afghanistan and all those
other places redlly were.

LUCAS. So Rebecca and | get out a map.

REBECCA. Spread it over the dining room table. Hadn't
looked at that part of the world since high schooal.

LUCAS. Most | remembered was Suleiman the Magnifi-
cent. The Persian Empire, | think.
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18 IN THE MIDDLE OF NOWHERE

REBECCA. Two weeks after the planes, Billy Jackson and
his two brothers beat up a high school boy...an ex-
change student from India.

LUCAS. Because he looks different.

REBECCA. Has dark skin.

LUCAS. Speaks funny.

REBECCA. He's from over there where they hate us, is
how Billy justified it. He wasn’t alone.

LUCAS. The Scouts, Lions, Rotary...all put on fundraisers
for the families of the victims. Three volunteer firemen
drive out to help at Ground Zero.

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

LUCAS. Twelve sewing machines going full tilt on both
floors. Women dleeping in shifts. Prayers at breakfast
and supper is about all the talking they did. I’ve never
felt such conviction. In about three weeks they finish up
seventy-five quilts. Mostly log cabin design...for family
and home.

REBECCA. We send two dozen to a women's shelter in
Brooklyn, another three dozen to the Salvation Army.
LUCAS. And the rest—all red, white and blue, looking like

American flags—well...

REBECCA. Those we send overnight to Fire Department
Headquarters, Mayor’'s Office, New York, New York,
10007.

LUCAS. All the ladies signed the card. God bless your
courage and may God keep you safe. But, in time...well,
the everyday just has a way of creeping back in. Bills.
Work. Checking up on friends and family. The things
that need doing. It's natural. It's your own backyard.
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