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LEAVING YOU IS HELL

CAST
MAN A forlorn musician drinking in a bar
WOMAN A seductive woman in a bar
GENEVERE A Hoodoo woman
SouLs 1, 2, 3 Lost souls in hell
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Leaving You is Hell

LEAVING YOU IS HELL

SCENE: A BAR IN NEW ORLEANS

MUSIC: WAILING BRASS, TRUMPET DIRGE STING

SFX: BAR WALLA WALLA, GLASS CLINKING, SOFT PIANO
MUSIC.

WOMAN : Is this seat taken?

MAN: Huh? ... No, no it isn'’t.

WOMAN : Well then mind if TI...?

MAN : (BRUSQUE) Sure, let me move my guitar.

SFX: GUITAR CASE SHUFFLED, CHAIR PULLED UP.

WOMAN : So what’s your story, anyways? You don’t
find too many blues men that keep to
themselves.

MAN: What makes you think I'm a blues man?
WOMAN : Ordinary guys don’t tell the bartender to
leave the bottle.

MAN: Well it’s not an ordinary day for me.
WOMAN : What kind of day is it?

MAN: The last day of my life.

WOMAN : You’ re kidding!

MAN: Wish I was...
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Leaving You is Hell 2.

WOMAN : Tell me.

MAN: No.

WOMAN : Please?

MAN: (BEAT) You really want to hear my story?

WOMAN : More than anything.

MAN: Bartender, keep ‘em coming!

SFX: TRUMPET STING, LANGUID TRUMPET RISES UP...

MAN : Well it starts and ends here in New Orleans,
city of dreams, nightmares... I was in town
for a gig, and after the gig, I found myself
sticking around in the bar.

WOMAN : Naturally.

MAN: Speaking to a woman, God, you know, not so
far from yourself. Shockingly beautiful.

WOMAN : Yes?

MAN: Long dark hair, dark eyes. She had me at
once.

WOMAN : Where is this going?

MAN: Back to her apartment.

WOMAN : Oh. ..
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WOMAN :

WOMAN :

MUSIC:

Leaving You is Hell 3.

But it was more than that. So much more.

As soon as we spent a minute with one
another, we knew we wanted to spend every
moment together from that minute forward.
The night was magic. The following day we
walked along the river, laughing about life.
We spoke the language of one another’s

souls.

How romantic!

So it seemed, but I couldn’t stay forever.
I had three more shows -- Lafayette, Dallas,
Austin -- and left her with the promise I’'d

be back.

And you did come back?

I did, but things had changed.

TRUMPET OUT, REPLACE WITH UNEASY STRINGS.

She lived in an attic apartment of a

crumbling 19* century duplex...
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Leaving You is Hell 4,

SFX: TRON GATE, WALK ALONG GRAVEL, UP STAIRS...

MAN: You had to pass through an iron gate to a
vast courtyard, then take a set of rickety
stairs that used to be a fire escape. Then
down a long hallway, up another set of
stairs, and then...

WOMAN : Then?

MAN: Then I found her.

SFX: DOOR CREAKS OPEN, ELLA FITZGERALD SONG IN
BACKGROUND

MAN: The apartment was empty. Or so it looked.

WOMAN : But you said --

MAN: Yes. She wasn’t in the living room. Or the
office, or the kitchen, but then I opened
the door to her bedroom --

WOMAN : No --

MUSIC: STING.

MAN: There she was. (CHOKES, TAKES A SHOT) She

was stretched out on her bed, a bottle of
red wine half finished and the rest pooling
around her chest. On her nightstand, an

empty pill bottle... And in her hand --
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Leaving You is Hell

WOMAN : Yes?

MAN: -- My obituary.

WOMAN : Your --

MAN : Yes.

WOMAN : But --

MAN: I don't know. Well, I do. Now. But I
didn’t then. I was killed in a car crash.
Thrown into the swamp.

WOMAN : Good God...

MAN: Tell me about it.

SFX: ANOTHER SLUG OF DRINK.

WOMAN : So that’'s it?

MAN: (STIFF LAUGH) Hardly.

WOMAN : What?

MAN: You wonder why I don’t open up, huh? Why a
music man like me keeps to himself?

WOMAN : Well, a little...

MAN: I used to play. I used to sing songs that
would last for hours and cause the skies to
open up, the trees to lean in, the birds to
settle around me.

WOMAN : You boast!
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Leaving You is Hell 6.

MAN: I don't. And it doesn’t matter. 1It’s over
now.

WOMAN : So, what happened?

MUSIC: EERIE MYSTERY RISES UP

MAN: Next to the bottle of pills was a book of
matches. Madame Genevere, an address in the
ninth ward. Audiences with the dead. I
called the number.

SFX: PHONE RING, RING - PICK UP

GENEVERE : (FRENCH ACCENT) Yes?

MAN: I have a problem.

GENEVERE: A loved one?

MAN: She was.

GENEVERE : Mm. Come at once.

SFX: CLICK

MAN: I couldn’'t get a taxi quickly enough.

SFX: CAR DOOR OPENS, SLAMS, TAXI SPEEDS OFF.

MAN': I'll skip the boring bits. She was a hoodoo
woman of no trifling power. Lean and black
with fire in her eyes. We sat down to pull
tarot cards and parlay with the dead.

WOMAN : (HUSHED) And-?
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Leaving You is Hell 7.

29 MAN: Genevere told me I had to go to the

L30 underworld.

31 WOMAN: What?

L32 MAN: The only way I could bring my love back was
L33 to go to hell and get her myself.

L34 SFX: CACOPHONY -- SUCKED INTO HELL. MUSIC

L35 CAREENS DOWN THE SCALE

L36 MAN: (FILTER) (SCREAMS)

L37 SFX: GROWL OF FIRE IN THE BACKGROUND, HOWLS OF
L38 THE DAMNED.

L39 MAN: It was hotter and darker than I could ever
L40 imagine, like being sucked into the mouth of
L41 a dragon. It was difficult to orient, every
L42 sense was different, the ground was -- wrong
L43 -- and I felt my soul chipping away every
L44 second I was there.

L45 WOMAN: But you... endured.

L46 MAN: Oh did I. I stamped forward across the

L47 frying plains, through the howls of the

L48 damned and down a long staircase of bones
L49 deeper into the bowels of that terrible

L50 place. Every lost soul encountered, I

L51 asked:
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Leaving You is Hell 8.

Where do I find the Lord of this place?

(HISSES)

Where do I find the Lord of this place?

(CHILLING LAUGH)

Where do I find the Lord of this place?

(CRY, THEN) Goooooo!

Dammit, I won’t!

Down, then! But you may never return!

She pointed to a darkness even darker than
the rest of the place -- a hole sucking what
little light there was into it it. And I

headed towards it.

Weren’t you scared?

(BITTER LAUGH) Scared, yeah. But desperate.

And unarmed?

No. I had my guitar --

(PATS GUITAR CASE)
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Leaving You is Hell 9.

L70 MAN: -- (BITTER LAUGH). As I approached the

L71 hole, the fear finally hit me. I froze,
L72 dumbly, staring into the void as you might
L73 stand before a sheer cliff before jumping.
L74 I knew this was a one way trip. However I
L75 came out on the other end, I’'d never be the
L76 same. And I stepped in.

L77 SFX: HOWLS RISE TO A CLIMAX, THEN - STILLNESS.
L78 MAN: Now imagine you were standing outside on a
L79 sunny July day. Staring at the sun... just
L80 staring. Forcing yourself to keep looking
L81 even when you wanted to look away. You do
L82 that, for a good half hour or more, until
L83 your eyes tear up from the brightness. Now
L84 imagine you were instantly transported to
L85 the bowels of a coal mine, half a mile under
L86 the earth. Standing there in the dark.

L87 Your eyes would weep in shock. They would
L88 take ten, twenty minutes to adjust. Hours
L89 maybe. You might even blind yourself. Do
L90 you get me?

91 WOMAN: Yes.

L92
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Leaving You is Hell 10.

Now imagine, when that all clears up. All
of the darkness is begins to dissipate, like
silt settling at the bottom of a pond.
Imagine now that in that coal mine, at the
bottom of the earth, far from where you are
comfortable or have power to do anything
about your fate, sitting there in the still
darkness, implacable as a coiled viper, is

the devil.

The devil?

None other.

How did you know?

You know. (HOLDS BACK A BITTER LAUGH) You

know.

So?

So what? You want to know what I did then?
When I'd lost my love, descended into the
depths of hell, and stood before the king of
darkness with my damn guitar to protect me?
You what to know what happens next? Ha!
(TAKES A DRINK) I asked him to let her live

again.

You didn’ t!
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Leaving You is Hell 11.

MAN: You bet I did.

WOMAN : And he---

MAN: Agreed.

WOMAN : He did-?

MAN: On one condition.

WOMAN : What?

MAN: I would have to live it all over again.

WOMAN : What?

MAN': I would get a second chance. Knowing full
well what evil would happen.

WOMAN : But... no. Aren’t you supposed to sing him
a song? Change his mind? Make him believe
in love?

MAN: That’s not how it works.

MUSIC/SFX: PIANO MUSIC RETURNS - FADING BACK TO BAR
AMBIENCE

WOMAN : So, you’'re telling me, that -- providing I

believe your crazy story -- after all of

this... You didn’t bring her back?
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Leaving You is Hell 12.

You see, that’s what it all comes down to.
How you phrase a question. What you ask

for. And I asked for the wrong thing.

What?

I asked for her to live again. Not to bring

her back.

But isn’t that the same thing?

No. (SHAKEN) No it isn’t at all.

So you didn’t get her back?

She lives. Yes, she lives indeed. But me,
well, I didn’t think too hard about myself,

did I°?

Well, you saw your, well, you know, but

certainly it was a —-

Not a mistake. Not a mistake at all.

(DISTURBED) What... was it then-?

You see, sometimes when someone clings too
strongly to a dream, to a love, to another,
they stick around. Three thousand pounds of
crushed steel and glass can’t take them

away.

You’re a ghost!
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Leaving You is Hell 13.

(CHUCKLES) No don’t worry, I'm not there
yet. Not yet. Flesh and blood. Here, feel

my hand. Flesh and blood.
Yes. You're warm.

(WISTFUL) Yet here I am, back in New
Orleans. In a dark bar, drinking bourbon.

Except...
Except?

Except this time around, I didn’t play.

Because if I had, well --
You would meet her again.
Yes.

And fall in love again?
Yes. And kill her again.
No!

Yes.

But... (REALIZING) You met me all the same,

didn’ t you?
It wasn’t supposed to happen like this.

But it did. And... Even without your music!
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Leaving You is Hell 14.

No. No, you have to forget this ever
happened. I’'m just some lonely drunk in a
bar. This was some idiotic story. Just

forget it and go out and live your life.

I don’'t care about the music! I loved you
as soon as I laid eyes on you. We can still

be together!

Sorry, honey. You can’t fall for me again.

But won’'t it be worth it? Isn’t it worth
it, right now? Your -- your hand, it'’s
still warm. We still have tonight, don’t
we? And maybe -- just maybe it won’'t

happen again!

It’1ll happen. Oh yes, it will happen. To
me. But it doesn’t have to happen to you.
Don’t you understand? That’s the only thing
I accomplished, the only thing that made it
worth everything I had to go through.
Dammit! I was supposed to keep a secret and
you pried this out of me. You can’t know.

You have to forget me.

I won't. For heaven’s sakes, I won’t!
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Leaving You is Hell 15.

Then I've got to go. 1I’ve said too much as

it is. Every extra word... Brings you that

No, please! A kiss, a word, a moment! It’s
all worth it -- isn’t it? You won’'t leave

me, will you? Over some stupid devil’s

Tomorrow morning, don’t read the paper. Get
your coffee, your beignets, and watch the
damn television instead. Sleep in. Go for

a walk on the river. But don’t pick up the

MAN:

much closer to the abyss.
WOMAN :

game?
SFX: CHAIR PUSHED OUT.
MAN: Promise me one, thing, okay?
WOMAN : Anything.
MAN:

Picayune.
WOMAN : No, you can’t mean...
MAN:

It’s the only way. (SLURPS DOWN THE REST OF
HIS DRINK) Look, I’'ve got a long drive

ahead of me. (RELUCTANTLY) Goodbye.
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Leaving You is Hell 16.

321 MUSIC/SFX: PIANO BAR MIX CROSSFADES INTO LONELY

322 TRUMPET, A SAD JAZZ RIFF (ECHOES OF ST JAMES
323 INFIRMARY). CAR ENGINE STARTS, DRIVES OFF,
324 HIGH SPEED -- IN TANDEM WITH THE TRUMPET

325 RIFF WHICH WAILS TO A STING, FADE OUT CAR.
326 LAST NOTES OF TRUMPET END ON A SOMBER NOTE.
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