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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 LISHING 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 Web site: www.dramaticpublishing.com,
or we may be con tacted by mail at: DRA MATIC PUB LISHING 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 COPIES. 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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IM POR TANT BILLING AND CREDIT RE QUIRE MENTS

All pro duc ers of the play must give credit to the au thor of the play in all
pro grams dis trib uted in con nec tion with per for mances of the play and in
all in stances in which the ti tle of the play ap pears for pur poses of ad ver -
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
be used in all pro grams. In all pro grams this no tice must ap pear:

“Pro duced by spe cial ar range ment with
DRA MATIC PUB LISHING COM PANY of Woodstock, Il li nois.”
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Tracks was first pre sented on March 2, 2006, at the
Rob ert H. Bray Au di to rium at Attleboro High School in
Attleboro, Mas sa chu setts, un der the di rec tion of the au thor. 
The cast was as fol lows:

THE HOME LESS GIRL . . . . . . . . . . . . . Lauren Bambera
THE OLD MAN . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Kyle Eames
THE LAW YER . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Allison Girczyc
THE PRO FES SOR . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Troy Pepicelli
THE NUN. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Karina Villa-Duran
THE BUSI NESS WOMAN . . . . . . . . . . . . . Brittany Fiske
THE BUSI NESS MAN . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Jeff Grenier
THE HIGH SCHOOL GIRL . . . . . . . Ve ron ica Tumavicus
THE HIGH SCHOOL BOY . . . . . . . . . . . . Chris Michaud
THE WAIT RESS . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Angela Kelley

Stage Man age ment by . . . . . . . . . . . Katelyn Schoonmaker
Set De sign by . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Mandie Pro vost
Lighting by . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Lindsey Levesque
Sound Op er a tion by. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Alan Friedlander

Un der studies . . . . . . . . Vanessa Blanchette & Aleia Morin

4

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



TRACKS

CHAR AC TERS

THE HOME LESS GIRL – about 20 years old, afraid and un sure 
of her self. Af ter run ning away from home, she has been stay -
ing in the sub way sta tion for al most three years. She tries to
tune out the con ver sa tions of oth ers in the sta tion, but can’t
help con trib ut ing. This re sults in in creased frus tra tion and in -
se cu rity. She is trapped in a vi cious cy cle.

THE OLD MAN – a tired man, in his early 80s. He is a Ko rean
War vet eran who walks with a limp from a war in jury. Af ter
liv ing a long, de cent life, he has been bat tling can cer. De spite 
ev ery thing that has oc curred, he has very lit tle re grets and is
will ing to ac cept his des tiny.

THE LAW YER – a sin gle, driven pros e cut ing at tor ney in her
late 30s. She has ded i cated her life and ca reer to the pur suit
of jus tice, but in do ing so is un able to look at oth ers with out
crit i ciz ing their faults. This high stan dard she has for oth ers
is still be low the stan dard she holds for her self. She as sumes
to tal re spon si bil ity for ev ery case she has lost.

THE PRO FES SOR – a con fi dent, friendly pro fes sor of lit er a ture 
in his early 50s. His charm ing de meanor has made him quite
pop u lar with his stu dents. Thus, he is ex tremely de voted to
his job, per haps at the ex pense of his wife and his son, who
is al most done with col lege.

THE NUN – af ter be ing a self-pro claimed “hoo li gan” in Cath o -
lic school, she de voted the next fifty years of her life to her
faith, which has got ten her through all dif fi cul ties in her life.
Though she does not wish to force her faith upon oth ers, she
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is al ways will ing to of fer a help ing hand to those who may
have lost their way.

THE BUSI NESS WOMAN – a mar ried woman in her mid-30s,
with two young chil dren at home with her hus band. She re -
luc tantly re turned to a ca reer af ter her hus band was laid off
from work. Though she un der stands the re spon si bil ity of pro -
vid ing for her fam ily, she feels guilty about all the time spent 
away from them.

THE BUSI NESS MAN – a mar ried man in his mid-40s, with
two teen aged daugh ters. He works at a mid-level job for an
in sur ance com pany and strug gles to make ends meet. Al ways 
wor ried about how he is per ceived, not only by his em ploy ers 
but by ev ery one else, he of ten co mes across as ner vous, anx -
ious, guilty or even para noid.

THE HIGH SCHOOL GIRL – a se nior in high school, ranked
near the top of her class. Very smart, with a level head on
her shoul ders, she will be headed to col lege soon, and can not 
wait for the op por tu nity to es cape from her home town.
Though she wants to move on, she is afraid how it will im -
pact her boy friend.

THE HIGH SCHOOL BOY – her boy friend, also a se nior in the 
same high school. He is not ranked near the top of his class,
and if fur ther ed u ca tion is in his fu ture, it will be at a lo cal
com mu nity col lege at best. He pro cras ti nates and clings too
much to his girl friend.

THE WAIT RESS – a woman in her late 30s from “the wrong
side of the tracks.” She has lived a hard life, her dead beat
hus band hav ing left her. She has been forced to take a string
of jobs to keep her self and her daugh ter afloat. She tries to
live her life as calmly and hon estly as pos si ble but has oc ca -
sion ally re leased a ges ture of thought less ness.

NOTE: See Prop erties List at end of play.
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PROP ERTIES LIST

In the world of this play, ev ery one ar rives in the sub way
sta tion af ter life with a phys i cal rep re sen ta tion of the thing
for which they were most guilty in their lives. Thus, it is

 dengis sa dna tne serp eb sporp gni wol lof eht taht evit a rep mi
to the ap pro pri ate char ac ters. All other props should be
kept to an ab so lute min i mum.

HOME LESS GIRL: Cig a rette
OLD MAN: Cane
LAW YER: Brief case with one le gal-sized folder

dnab gnid deW :ROS SEF ORP
NUN: Ro sary beads
BUSI NESS WOMAN: Cell phone
BUSI NESS MAN: Wal let with ATM re ceipt
HIGH SCHOOL GIRL: Var sity jacket
HIGH SCHOOL BOY: Car keys (in side jacket pocket)
WAIT RESS: Or der pad & pen
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TRACKS

(The play opens with the sound of a sub way train leav -
ing the sta tion. Ideally, the sound co mes only from stage 
right. The stage is awash with red light as a strobe light
flick ers. The fre quency of the strobe de creases as the
sound ef fect soft ens—i.e., the train is get ting far ther
away. Si mul ta neously, the re main der of the stage lights
slowly rise to re veal a dirty, run-down sub way sta tion.

The D edge of the stage serves as the edge of the sub -
way plat form. Across the length of the stage is a wall.
Cen ter stage are two stair ways lead ing up ward out of
the sta tion. Only the bot tom few steps of each stair case
are in view, the rest masked by an other wall, DC of the
main wall. There are three benches: A short (6’ or so)
bench in front of the C wall, and two (8’ to 10’) benches 
on ei ther side of the stairs, cre at ing a com pletely sym -
met ric space. Sym me try is bro ken, how ever, by what is
on the walls. Sub way maps, torn ad ver tise ments and
graf fiti may ap pear on the walls, but must not give any
spe cific lo ca tions. The sta tion ei ther should not be
named or any name should be suf fi ciently ob scured.

The lights have come up to re veal two fig ures on stage.
One is a young woman, the HOME LESS GIRL, some -
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what anx ious yet le thar gic, stand ing DR. She has been
wait ing in the sta tion for a long time, un sure of her self.
She holds an un lit cig a rette that she has de bated
whether or not she will smoke. She wears dirty, torn
clothes cov ered by a dirty, torn, un kempt coat. Her hair
may be some what di shev eled.

Lying down on the L bench is an OLD MAN, who is
sound asleep. He is clearly a se nior cit i zen. He is
dressed in a hos pi tal gown or bath robe, but this is dif fi -
cult to see since his body is blan keted by news pa pers.
How ever, it is clear to see his stockinged feet are shoe -
less and a cane is within his reach.

Be fore the sound ef fect fully fades, a pro fes sion ally
dressed fe male LAW YER rushes down the L stairs try ing 
to catch the train. She re al izes, much to her dis may, that 
she has missed it. She turns to ward OLD MAN, turns
away in sub tle dis plea sure, glances and then glares at
HOME LESS GIRL, looks at her watch and re signs her -
self to sit on the C bench. She sits fac ing R, lay ing her
brief case on the bench be side her. She opens the case
and oddly stares at its con tents—only a sin gle le gal-
 sized file folder. Shaking the odd ness off, she re moves
the folder from the case and stud ies the pa pers in side.

Next, the PRO FES SOR, smartly dressed in a shirt, tie
and sweater vest, co mes down the R stairs. He sees the
HOME LESS GIRL and con fi dently ap proaches her. She
glances at him and he gives her a quick smile. She ner -
vously paces away, fid dling with her cig a rette. The
PRO FES SOR sees this, reaches in side his jacket pocket

8 TRACKS

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



to find his lighter and steps over to her. All the while,
LAW YER has been ob serv ing.)

PRO FES SOR. Would you like a light? (Still search ing for
his lighter but un able to find it.)

HOME LESS GIRL (star tled). Wha…?
PRO FES SOR. I have a lighter some where. For your cig a -

rette.
HOME LESS GIRL. Oh, this. (Looks at cig a rette.) Uh…no.
LAW YER (has been slowly ris ing, but speaks over lap ping

HOME LESS GIRL’s “no”). With all due re spect, I have
no in ter est in breath ing any sec ond-hand smoke. Be -
sides, I be lieve state law pro hib its smok ing on train and
sub way plat forms.

(HOME LESS GIRL steps away. By this time, a NUN has 
de scended the L stair case. She wears a typ i cal black and 
white nun out fit, com plete with habit. Upon see ing OLD
MAN, she holds her ro sary beads over him and prays.
She must be fin ished pray ing be fore HOME LESS GIRL
an nounces that the cig a rette is her last.)

PRO FES SOR (to LAW YER). Let me guess. A law yer.
LAW YER (rolls her eyes). Yes. A good one too, so I rec -

om mend you not vi o late state law in front of me.
PRO FES SOR. The lady doth pro test too much, me thinks.

(Only he him self chuck les.)
HOME LESS GIRL. Lay off it. I did n’t want a light, okay?

I don’t want to smoke it. I’m…I’m sav ing it. It’s my last 
one.

NUN (has fin ished pray ing and stepped D). My apol o gies,
but I could n’t help over hear ing. (Steps to ward HOME -
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LESS GIRL.) You’re sav ing your last cig a rette? May I
as sume you’re quit ting the habit?

HOME LESS GIRL (af ter a quiet, yet some what all-know -
ing, groan). I guess you could say that.

NUN. Con grat u la tions, and have faith, dearie. I will pray
for your suc cess.

OLD MAN (un ex pect edly opens his eyes and speaks with -
out sit ting up). Yeah, those things’ll kill ya! (Laughs,
but it trails off as he passes out again.)

(The oth ers all looked in OLD MAN’s di rec tion when he 
spoke, but then looked at each other un com fort ably. The
awk ward si lence is bro ken by a voice com ing down the
R stairs—a BUSI NESS WOMAN speak ing on her cell
phone. She is dressed in a busi ness suit and pants en -
sem ble.)

BUSI NESS WOMAN. …run ning late again, so just tuck the 
kids in and kiss them good night for me. And please
make their lunches for school to mor row. I’ll be leav ing
early to mor row for a pre sen ta tion to a cli ent. Steph a nie
likes her sand wiches cut into tri an gles, but I’m sure you
al ready know that, honey. (There is no an swer on the
other end.) Honey? (Looks at dis play on phone.) Damn.
No sig nal down here.

(She looks around for help. The oth ers, with the ex cep -
tion of OLD MAN and HOME LESS GIRL, quickly look
away from her so as not to ap pear to have been lis ten -
ing. Upon the line “no sig nal down here,” HOME LESS
GIRL is shak ing her head and sadly gri mac ing as if she
knows some thing the oth ers don’t. Af ter fid dling with
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her phone, hold ing it aloft, and step ping to slightly dif -
fer ent lo ca tions in or der to try to find a place with some 
sig nal, BUSI NESS WOMAN gives up on her phone. She
ex am ines the oth ers and ap proaches LAW YER.)

BUSI NESS WOMAN. Ex cuse me. Do you by any chance
have a cell phone I could use for a few mo ments?

LAW YER. I usu ally get re cep tion in the sub way. Hold on.

(LAW YER puts down her folder and searches through
her case for her phone. PRO FES SOR smiles at BUSI -
NESS WOMAN when she looks at him, so he searches
through his pock ets, but can’t find his.)

BUSI NESS WOMAN (sit ting be side LAW YER). I’m not ex -
actly sure when mine went dead, so I don’t know how
much of the mes sage my hus band got, and… (Sees a
puz zled look on LAW YER’s face.) Any luck?

LAW YER. That’s odd. I can’t seem to find it. (Con tinues
search ing to no avail.)

PRO FES SOR (ap proaches BUSI NESS WOMAN). I usu ally
keep mine in my coat pocket, but oddly, I don’t seem to
be wear ing my coat. Sorry.

BUSI NESS WOMAN. I just want him to tell my kids I love 
them, and that I’m sorry I missed tuck ing them in again.

NUN. Children are an her i tage of the Lord: and the fruit of 
the womb is his re ward. How many chil dren do you
have, dearie?

BUSI NESS WOMAN. Two.
NUN. I’m sure he’ll tell them for you.
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BUSI NESS WOMAN (ris ing, ad dress ing ev ery one). Did
any one hap pen to see a payphone any where in the sta -
tion?

(With the ex cep tion of HOME LESS GIRL and OLD
MAN, the oth ers pro vide in def i nite an swers. HOME -
LESS GIRL again re acts oddly—she shiv ers and
groans.)

HOME LESS GIRL. Payphone down here? Yeah, right.
(Puts cig a rette to her lips ner vously.)

BUSI NESS WOMAN. What about up stairs?
NUN. Dearie, don’t worry about it. It sounds like your hus -

band is an ex pert at this kind of thing.
BUSI NESS WOMAN. He is, he is. I just wanted the kids to 

hear me say good night on the ma chine be fore bed.
OLD MAN (like be fore). That would be a long-dis tance

call. (Passes out like be fore.)

(Again, the oth ers look awk wardly at OLD MAN. PRO -
FES SOR takes a few steps to ward him.)

BUSI NESS WOMAN. Maybe I’ll get home in time to see
them. Ben had a Little League game to night. My hus -
band some times takes them out for ice cream af ter ward.
Maybe Steph a nie won’t fall asleep in the car. Does any -
one know when the next train co mes?

(HOME LESS GIRL turns away from them, look ing up to 
the ceil ing, puff ing quickly on her un lit cig a rette. She
wants to tell them some thing but is aware it’s better that 
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they learn it them selves. LAW YER and PRO FES SOR
both look at their watches.)

LAW YER. Should be any min ute. I just missed a train
when I got here, and that was… (Trails off, look ing at
watch.) My watch has stopped.

PRO FES SOR. Mine too.
BUSI NESS WOMAN. It’s all right. I’ll go up stairs and

look for a payphone.

(She starts to ward the R stairs but backs away as a
BUSI NESS MAN rushes down the stairs, al most plow ing
through her. He wears a coat over his shirt and tie. He
is gasp ing for breath and clutch ing his wal let to his
chest. He al most stum bles into BUSI NESS WOMAN.)

BUSI NESS WOMAN. Oh!

(BUSI NESS WOMAN quickly steps out of the way as
BUSI NESS MAN stag gers to the C bench. LAW YER col -
lects her be long ings, not so much to clear a place for
the man, but to pre serve her im por tant work. Slowly, the 
NUN ap proaches BUSI NESS MAN.)  

BUSI NESS MAN (still pant ing). I think I lost him.
NUN. Don’t talk, son. Catch your breath.

(PRO FES SOR looks up the stairs to see if any one is
com ing.)

PRO FES SOR. I don’t see any one com ing.

TRACKS 13

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



BUSI NESS MAN. Good. (Puts his wal let in his in side coat
pocket.) When’s the next train?

PRO FES SOR. It should be soon.
LAW YER. Were you run ning from some one?
BUSI NESS MAN. I was at an ATM when some guy pulled

a knife on me. He told me to give him my money, but I
took off. I cut through Cen tral Park and came down
here.

BUSI NESS WOMAN. Cen tral Park?
LAW YER. Cen tral Park—as in New York City?

(With the ex cep tion of HOME LESS GIRL and OLD
MAN, ev ery one slowly steps away from BUSI NESS MAN. 
What he is say ing does not make sense to them. They
look around con cerned and con fused. They know they
are not in New York City.)

LAW YER. That’s not pos si ble.
BUSI NESS MAN. What? Why not?
LAW YER. Be cause we’re in Chi cago.
BUSI NESS MAN. Chi cago? Now that’s not pos si ble. This

is New York.
BUSI NESS WOMAN. But…but it’s Se at tle. How…?
PRO FES SOR. Cal i for nia. I teach Eng lish and Eu ro pean

Lit er a ture at U.C. Berke ley. (Turns to NUN.) And where 
do you think we are?

NUN. The other sis ters and I were va ca tion ing in Rome.
I’ve wanted to go there all my life. I was sit ting in my
room read ing up on the ca the drals we were go ing to see
to mor row. I…I be lieve I dozed off.

BUSI NESS WOMAN. This does n’t make sense. I was
walk ing to the bus stop, talk ing on my cell phone.
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Maybe I was n’t pay ing close enough at ten tion to where I 
was go ing, but I am pos i tive I never en tered a sub way
sta tion.

OLD MAN. Toto, I have a feel ing we’re not in Kan sas
any more.

PRO FES SOR (goes to OLD MAN). If you have some thing
to con trib ute to this con ver sa tion, then please do so.

OLD MAN (swings his legs and sits up, re veal ing his at -
tire to a shocked au di ence). Are you sure you want my
con tri bu tion?

LAW YER. You were here when I ar rived. You must know 
where we are.

OLD MAN (reaches for his cane and starts walk ing for -
ward). Where we are? We’re in a sub way sta tion that
hap pens to con nect to sev eral dif fer ent places, in clud ing
a hos pi tal in Jack son ville, Florida. (Points at him self.)
Don’t you think that’s odd?

BUSI NESS WOMAN. This is ri dic u lous. It must be a
dream or some thing.

BUSI NESS MAN. I’m not dream ing. I ran across Cen tral
Park. I know that for a fact.

OLD MAN. Oh, that’s right. (Limps over to BUSI NESS -
MAN.) You es caped a mug ging. Have you checked your
wal let?

BUSI NESS MAN. My wal let? What’s that got to do…?
OLD MAN. Look in your wal let, sonny.
BUSI NESS MAN (gets and opens his wal let. In side is no

cash or credit cards, only an ATM re ceipt, which he
holds up). All my money…gone? What? How?

OLD MAN. Maybe you did n’t get away. Con sider that.
BUSI NESS MAN. So what does that mean?
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NUN (to OLD MAN). The poor man has been robbed.
Show some com pas sion.

LAW YER. It still does n’t an swer where we are, or how we 
all could’ve got ten here!

BUSI NESS MAN (stuffs the ATM re ceipt in his pocket).
The only way he could have taken my money is if…is if 
he stabbed me. (Shrugs the idea off.) So how does that
work? Did he stab me? Then what am I—dead?

(There is a dis turb ing si lence as they all look around,
con tem plat ing the mo ments be fore they ar rived in the
sta tion. Mean while, HOME LESS GIRL has been wres -
tling with her con science since the OLD MAN started
speak ing to BUSI NESS MAN—she has fid dled more anx -
iously with her cig a rette than be fore. She puts it in her
mouth, but re moves it to speak, keep ing her back to the
oth ers.)

HOME LESS GIRL. We’re all dead.
LAW YER. That can’t be true. I think I’d re mem ber if I

just died.
BUSI NESS MAN. Af ter you die, you go to a sub way sta -

tion? That’s ri dic u lous.
NUN. They do say the Lord works in mys te ri ous ways.
BUSI NESS WOMAN. This is crazy. What ever this place is, 

I have to get home to my fam ily and away from you
peo ple. I’m go ing to find a phone—even if I have to go
back up to the street—and call my hus band. (Has al -
ready van ished up the R stairs.)

HOME LESS GIRL. You won’t find one. (But BUSI NESS -
WOMAN has gone.)
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