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FER RIS WHEEL

A Play in Two Acts
For 4 Women*

CHAR AC TERS

LISA MARIE . . . 32, sweet, vul ner a ble. Married to Manny.
Has five chil dren.

CELIA. . . 33, con ser va tive. A high school Eng lish teacher.
Has two chil dren.

BABS . . 34, has the look of a glam or ous, yet ag ing movie star.

ANTONIA (TONI) . . . . . . . . . 30, hair dresser, with a wild,
or ange-col ored hairdo.

(All the women are cous ins from the same Ital ian fam ily.
Celia and Antonia are sis ters.)

SETTING: It is the sum mer of 1970 in Pitts burgh, Penn syl -
va nia, at the Cherrywood amuse ment park. There is a pic -
nic ta ble and a large tree with a swing. A tran sis tor ra dio
hangs from the tree by a scarf. L is a small wooden bridge.
From the pic nic ta ble, the amuse ment park lights and rides
can be seen and the ech oes of car ni val mu sic can be heard.
Mu sic and lights are used to in ten sify ac tion of play ers.

Run ning time: 90-95 min utes
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SYN OP SIS OF SCENES

ACT ONE

Scene One: The pic nic area. Early af ter noon.

Scene Two: The Fer ris wheel (one seat). Same day,
                    af ter noon.
                 The pic nic ta bles. Same day, af ter noon.

ACT TWO

Scene One: The pic nic area. Late af ter noon.

Scene Two: The pic nic area. Twi light.

Scene Three: The pic nic area. Twi light.
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ACT ONE

SCENE ONE

(In the dark ness, we hear the girls scream ing their wel -
come to LISA MARIE. Lights up. The girls rush to meet
LISA.)

TONI. LISA!

(TONI wears a col or ful scarf around her hair, only a
shock of or ange-col ored hair co mes through. The pic nic
ta ble is set with loads of Ital ian food. They are ready for 
a pic nic. CELIA wears a straw hat. BABS is dressed in
short shorts, a hal ter top and out land ish high-heeled
shoes. CELIA and BABS rush to em brace LISA. Their
di a logue over laps.)

TONI. She’s here!!
CELIA. Oh, my God, Lisa!!
BABS. Lisa! Lisa! Lisa!
TONI. You’re here!
BABS. She’s here! She’s here!!
CELIA. Oh, Lisa! Lisa! Lisa! We been waitin’ for ya!
LISA (softly and un der di a logue). Oh, hi…hi…
TONI. Yeah…we been waitin’ and waitin’ for ya!
CELIA. Oh, God, Lisa!
BABS. Oh, God, we missed ya…

9
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LISA (softly, look ing from girl to girl). Ah…
TONI. Yeah, we missed you! Missed you! Missed you!
LISA (softly). Oh, me too. Me too.
CELIA. Oh, God, Lisa, I can’t be lieve you’re here! I just

can’t be lieve you’re fi nally here!
BABS (scream ing, jump ing up and down). Lisa! Lisa! Lisa!
TONI. Lisa…Oh, God…you look so pretty…
LISA. Thanks.
BABS. Oh, you do!
CELIA (di a logue over lap can end here). You do…you

do…your hair, your dress…ev ery thing…
LISA. Oh, thanks, girls…thanks…
TONI (em brac ing her again). Oh, God, we missed you,

honey…we missed you missed you…missed you…
LISA (softly). Ah…
TONI. And, here you are!
CELIA. Yeah, you’re fi nally here! You’re fi nally here!

(The girls stop. They are look ing at one an other, not
know ing what to say. There is an awk ward mo ment.)

TONI. Yeah…yeah… (Beat.) So…how are you, honey?
How are you?

LISA. Good. (Looking at each girl.) I’m good. I’m re ally,
re ally good. (A horn beeps sev eral times.) Oh, oh…that’s 
Manny…any body wanna help me get my…

BABS. Me! Me! Me!

(As BABS and LISA walk off to get her pic nic bas ket.)

CELIA. Oh, go ahead, honey…we’ll wait right here till
you get back…right here…

10 FER RIS WHEEL Act I
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(CELIA and TONI sit down at the ta ble. CELIA takes off 
her straw hat. She is al most whis per ing the fol low ing di -
a logue, to TONI.)

Oh, I been look ing for ward to this all week. I’m a lit tle
ner vous, but…

TONI. Well, we all are.
CELIA. Yeah, and, I just hope we cheer her up.
TONI. Oh, we will.
CELIA. I mean, it seems like she’s been gone for years,

and I missed her SO much.
TONI. Oh, I know.
CELIA. Yeah… And, I hate to say this, but…I been think -

ing… No…no…I been think ing. I just “hope”…they
did n’t let her out too soon.

TONI. Oh, they did n’t let her out too soon…
CELIA. ’Cause, I mean, if it’s too soon…she could start

act ing a lit tle, you know… (Wav ing her hand with un -
cer tainty.)

TONI. She’s not gonna start act ing a lit tle any thing. We
just have to be sen si tive to her…when she gets back
here, we just have to be very, very sen si tive to her.

CELIA. Well, I hope so… ’Cause, I mean, we would n’t
know what to do if she starts act ing a lit tle “dif fer ent,”
or a lit tle (Whis per ing.) strange. I mean, we’re not qual i -
fied.

TONI. Celia…
CELIA. What?
TONI (whis per ing). Why are you whis per ing? (Louder.)

They’re gone.
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CELIA. Oh, I’m sorry. I’m just so ner vous. I been up all
night think ing about it…this pic nic…her get ting outta
the…ev ery thing…

TONI. Oh, I know. I know.
CELIA. I mean, just think about what she’s been through… 

so, when she gets back, please be nice to her.
TONI. I will.
CELIA. I mean, REALLY nice.
TONI. I will. I will. 
CELIA. She needs that. We’re her cous ins. She needs all

the love and sup port we can pos si bly give her…
TONI. Cel, we know…we been over this a hun dred times,

and we’re ready…we’re ab so lutely, one hun dred per cent 
ready… (Al most to her self.) Well, I am.

CELIA. Well, it’s hard when you have n’t talked to some -
one for months. We have no idea what she’s like now
and… Oh, my God…what are we gonna say to her?! I
mean, think about it. What are we gonna say to her?

TONI. We’re gonna act nor mal…when she gets back,
we’re just gonna act very nor mal…

CELIA (be gins prac tic ing). Lisa! How are you, honey…no, 
no, that’s not nor mal. Ah, Lis, how ya doin’, honey…no, 
no, too wor ried. Lisa… Lisa, are you okay, honey? Oh, I 
know you’re fine… I’m just askin’…but I know you’re
just…

TONI. Nor mal, Cel…we’re go ing to act nor mal.
CELIA. Well, I just don’t know how she did it…bein’ all

alone in that room…away from her kids and her…
TONI. Oh, if only we coulda vis ited her…
CELIA. …hus band…Yeah, but would they let us…no…
TONI (with CELIA). No…
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CELIA. God! This is scary… (Really re al iz ing it.) This is
so scary. We have no idea how to han dle a sit u a tion like 
this. And I just know Babs is gonna say somethin’ that’ll 
get her all up set. Or, I’m gonna say some thing. (To
TONI.) Or you! Oh, God…I just know you’re gonna say 
somethin’ that’ll “push” her right over the edge, and
then we’re gonna have to call Manny, or the para med ics, 
or the…

TONI. Cel, no body’s gonna call any body. When she gets
back, we’re all gonna be very calm. We’re gonna act
like nothin’ ever hap pened, and be very, calm…

CELIA. How we gonna act like noth ing ever hap pened?
Some thing def i nitely hap pened.

TONI. I don’t know, Cel…but we’re gonna have to. For
her sake. We’re just gonna have to.

(LISA and BABS re turn with LISA’s pic nic items.)

BABS (to LISA). Oh, I love this place! No other park in
the world puts their pic nic ta bles right next to the
rides…all you got a do is park your car… (She is look -
ing through LISA’s cooler.) and walk a few feet and…
Oh, my God! (She pulls out a six-pack of Rolling Rock
beer.) She brought Rolling Rock! I love Rolling Rock! 

CELIA (un der di a logue). We know.
BABS. I bet you brought it just for me!
LISA. Oh, yeah, Manny picked it up this morn ing… Oh,

and when I told him “no men or kids,” he said, “Well,
that’s a hell of a thing”…

(BABS re ar ranges the ice in the cooler to ac com mo date
the beer.)
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BABS (un der di a logue, she is bub bling). I’ll chill it… (Singing
and do ing the cha-cha.) chill it…chill it…chill it…

LISA. …and I told him, Toni says I’m with you 365 days
of the year, and since this is my day, I should be able to
come here by my self…

TONI. Oh, that’s right.
BABS (lift ing her drink). Oh, ab so lutely!
CELIA (to LISA). Yeah, hey, I’ve been try ing to call you.

We should get to gether. My kids are dy ing to see yours.
Hey, how’s Carlos?

LISA. Good.
TONI (un ty ing the scarf around her head). Good.
CELIA. Gina?
LISA. Good.
CELIA. Good. We checked up on ’em. Ev ery day we gave

’em a lit tle callie…
TONI. Yeah, we’re so glad ev ery thing turned out okay for

ya. But, I knew everything’d be all right once you got
out of the… (The scarf is off.)

CELIA (sud denly, to TONI about her hair). Oh, my God!
Wait a min ute!! Ev ery body just wait a min ute… (A beat
while CELIA takes TONI’s hair in, then points with both 
fin gers to the hair.) WHAT…is that?

TONI. What?
BABS. Oh, I love it. It’s great.
CELIA (touch ing her hair). That.
TONI. It’s my hair. I’m a hair dresser.
CELIA. It’s or ange.
TONI. It is not. It’s sculp tured red.
LISA. Oh, it’s pretty.
BABS. Very.
TONI (to BABS as she works on her hair). Thankee youee…
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CELIA (still stunned by TONI’s hair). It looks just like a
car rot…

BABS (wild laugh ter, un der CELIA). A car rot!! A car rot!!
CELIA. I mean, the shape of it and ev ery thing. It looks just 

like a… (She is touch ing TONI’s hair.) …a…
BABS. Oh, I think it’s fab u lous. Ab so lutely fab u lous.
CELIA (still look ing at TONI’s hair and shak ing her

head). A veg e ta ble.
TONI. Any way… (To LISA.) we’re so glad you could

come, honey. It must feel great to be back in your own
house af ter nine months in the…

CELIA (whis pers). Toni. (She puts her fin ger to her lips.)
LISA. Oh, it does. It does. (To CELIA.) And, I know what

you mean about the kids, Cel.

(Un der LISA’s di a logue, CELIA con tin ues to check out
TONI’s hair.)

But, they’re al ways so busy…they have Girl Scouts, and 
Cub Scouts, and…

CELIA. Oh, mine too. Ev ery time I turn around, it’s some -
thing new.

TONI (to LISA). Oh, honey, I’m just so glad you’re home…
(Into the air with joy.) It’s the Scarletta fam ily re union!

CELIA. Yeah, yeah! (To LISA, as she clears a space at the 
pic nic ta ble.) Hey, let’s take a look in Lisa’s bas ket and
see what she…

BABS. Hey, hey…who’s ridin’ the Fer ris wheel to day?
TONI (raises her hand). Me! Me! Me! Me!
CELIA (pull ing a choc o late cake out of LISA’s bas ket).

Ow, look, it’s her fa mous choc o late cheese cake!
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BABS (over lap ping, to TONI). It’s my fa vor ite ride.
TONI (to BABS). We know, honey.
CELIA (tast ing the cheese cake, ex ag ger ated). I love her

cheese cake!
LISA (over lap ping, to BABS). Oh, Manny makes me ride

ev ery thing from the Jack Rab bit to that cat er pil lar ride.
TONI. Hey, we been ridin’ the Jack Rab bit since 1952.
BABS. Oh, you better be lieve it… I love this park!
CELIA. Oh, me too.
BABS. It’s like our sec ond home.
CELIA. Since we were ba bies… (To LISA, still tast ing her

cake. Shaking her head like it is won der ful.) Oh, de li -
cious. (She turns her head and spits the cake into a nap -
kin. It’s not that good.)

TONI (to LISA). Hey, hey, hey, you had your Sweet 16
Party here, re mem ber?

LISA (re mem ber ing). Oh, yeah, that’s right. That’s the
night Manny bought me my very first opal ring.

BABS (look ing for some thing). And, you screwed him that
night, right?

CELIA. Babs! What’s wrong with you?!
LISA (gig gling, to TONI, un der the di a logue). Oh, you told 

’em…you told ’em…
BABS. What? She did… (She finds the can opener, holds

it up.) Oh, here it is.
CELIA. We just got here, and we got a lot of stuff to un -

pack so will you please just…

(BABS af fixes the can opener to her neck lace.)

16 FER RIS WHEEL Act I

© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



LISA (softly, gig gling). Well, we did. That’s the first time
he ever put my legs up over his shoul ders while he
pushed his…

CELIA (over lap ping). Lisa! Honey, we don’t wanna hear
about your legs up over your…

BABS (takes a small bot tle of te quila out of her purse and
pre pares a shot). Oh, I do. I wanna hear about her legs…

TONI (to BABS, laugh ing). ALL up over his shoul ders…
CELIA. Toni! (Not very sen si tive.) Be sen si tive.

(TONI takes a tray of la sa gna out of LISA’s bas ket.)

TONI (open ing tray and speak ing in a very sen si tive way).
Ow…la sa gna…you brought la sa gna… I love la sa gna…

(LISA smiles, she is de lighted her cousin no tices.)

CELIA (tak ing out ta ble cloth, plas tic sil ver ware, plas tic plates
and a few reg u lar glasses). We got a mil lion things to
do here, so will you please just start unpackin’…

LISA (to CELIA). Oh, it’s okay, Cel. She did n’t say any -
thing…re ally, she did n’t say…

TONI. For get it… She’s al ways pickin’ on me. I’ll be
leavin’ soon…then she’ll miss me…

CELIA. You al ways say that.
TONI. Yeah, but this time I mean it. So, ev ery body just lis -

ten up…lis ten up… I have a very big an nounce ment to
make…a very, very big… I been holdin’ this in for
weeks, but this is the per fect day to say it…so here it
is…ready…here it is…be sides this be ing a party for Lisa 
Ma rie…I think we should con sider this…my of fi cial go -
ing-away party…
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© The Dramatic Publishing Company, Woodstock, Illinois



BABS (clap ping). Oh, you’re gonna do it! You’re gonna
do it!

CELIA. Oh, right.
LISA. Oh, you’re go ing away, Ton? I don’t want you to go 

away…
TONI. Okay…okay…lis ten up…lis ten up…ev ery body, lis -

ten up… ).noit net ta rieht fo lla sah ehS(  …okay…
Ready… I…Antonia Scarletta…am mov ing to Man -
hattan.

BABS (scream ing and em brac ing her). Oh, con grat u la -
tions! You’re goin’! You’re goin’!

LISA (softly). Oh, Toni…when’d this hap pen… I don’t
want you to go to…

 naM ni riah od annog er’uoy esop pus I ,dnA .AILEC -
hattan?

TONI (stops and se ri ously con sid ers, then says). No, I’m
gonna do brain sur gery in Manhattan.

BABS (laugh ing wildly). Brain sur gery in Manhattan!
TONI (se ri ously con sid er ing again). No, I think I’ll do

heart sur gery in Manhattan.
BABS. Heart sur gery in Manhattan!
TONI. No, I think I’ll do brain AND heart sur gery in

Manhattan.
BABS. Brain AND heart sur gery…in Manhattan!
TONI. No, heart friggin’…brain friggin’ sur gery…in

Manhattan.
CELIA (sing song). It’ll never hap pen…it’ll never, never

hap pen…
TONI. Oh, yes it will, Cel …dnats red nu t’nod tsuj uoy…

’cause you’re small town, and I’m not.
CELIA (to TONI). Small town? I don’t think I’m small

 .noT ,nwot
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