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SONS OF SAINT AGATHA
Spencer Stone is caught in a dream. His own….
At this moment he is deeply anesthetized, about to experience sentinel node mastectomy
surgery. If all goes well, he’ll awaken as a male breast cancer survivor.
But as the procedure begins, Spencer's journey takes an unexpected detour and he finds
himself transported in a dream to a hotel banquet room in Las Vegas; a registered participant
in : “The 1st Annual Invitational Male Breast Cancer Convention”.
The trouble is, this disease affects less than one percent of all breast cancer survivors, so
there are just three guys in attendance.
And so, the comedy and camaraderie begins.
During the course of the Musical (and Spencer's surgery) we learn that these three men,
differing in age as well as the stage and grade of their breast cancers, have very dissimilar
approaches to their lives and their disease. Beneath the comedy and conflict they discover
that there is a connection even bigger than cancer that links them together in an
unforgettable and extraordinary way.
In addition to the three male actors there are two lead female characters in the show. Terri,
who is an Oncological Surgeon and the facilitator of the convention and Cyndie, a guitar
playing musician/singer who inadvertently wanders into the convention hall while searching
for the “Beat Seekers Music Fest”, also scheduled in the hotel.
Through the eyes of three survivors of an “orphan disease” and one survivor of a forgotten
art form, we learn that they have much in common as they struggle to find direction and
purpose in their lives.
Not just for men, “SONS OF SAINT AGATHA” has a positive and inspirational message for
anyone enduring a life-threatening disease. And anyone who’s not.
“SONS OF SAINT AGATHA”, is a story of inspiration and intrigue both humorous and heartfelt,
with plot twists as unpredictable as a cancer survivor’s six month check-up. The show
explores fear and fantasy, traditional cancer treatment, alternative therapies, life and death
decisions, the healing power of laughter, afflictions and addictions and the joy in living day by
day while diffusing the ticking time-bomb of cancer.

Terri Wiggins
In her 40’s, bright and articulate. A Surgical Oncologist, she is the “facilitator” of the Cancer
Conference. Sharp wit and poignant humor are her methods of operation, deftly leading
the attendees on a journey of discovery in their cancer experience.

Spencer Stone
Mid 30’s, newly diagnosed with Male Breast Cancer, stage and grade unknown. Fearful and
uncertain about his future. Deathly afraid of MRI’s, blood pressure cuffs and needles.

Bharry (B.C.) Coleman
A 45 year old who has been diagnosed with inflammatory male breast cancer (double
mastectomy, Stage 3 with some lymph node involvement) He’s angry and outspoken,
determined to “kick the hell” out of his disease. Currently undergoing chemotherapy and
radiation.

Virgil Cable
Somewhere in his 70’s--but he’s not telling. A former circus ringmaster. He’s a 5 year
survivor of metastatic male breast cancer. (Stage 4+, double mastectomy, considered
terminal) He relies on a disarming sense humor along with his acerbic views of humanity
to cope with stress. He’s headstrong and deeply cynical, but beneath the personal turmoil
there is an old man with some remarkable observations on life and death.

Cyndie Barkley
In her early 30’s. A musician and singer performing American folk music, she has come to
the casino to unwittingly take part in the “Beat Seekers Music Fest“, a meeting of rock and
rollers, misunderstanding it to be “Pete Seeger’s” (in honor of the celebrated banjo playing
icon of folk music.) The similarities between the three men fighting their “orphan disease”
and the young woman who feels alone in her forgotten art form take all four on a survivor’s
wild and turbulent ride.

THE SHOW FEATURES 15 MUSICAL NUMBERS AND
3 MUSICAL “SURGICAL REPORTS”

SONS OF SAINT AGATHA
The opening song takes place on the apron of the stage; curtain closed.
SONG # 1 "LIFE IS A CIRCUS" (SUNG BY THE 3 MALE CAST MEMBERS)

Dear Sir
Hello there
I must report as your physician that this serious condition that you have
Good God!
May kill you very soon
The Hell you say
Or cause relentless pain to bring you to your knees
Just stop it please
There can be no guarantees
I’ve got a life and I can’t take this damn disease
Dear sir
Buzz off, Pal
Accept my most sincere apology
Take your Oncology and go

Straight to Hell with what you know

You

Might
I

Die
Don’t

Very Soon
Believe

Stop all your lies
Metastasize
This thing will get you buddy

I’ve got this thing inside me.
Test results are in.
There was a lump!
This poison sting inside me.
Take it on the chin
There was a lump there!
A broken wing inside me
Call the next of kin
A lump there!
How the hell can anyone survive?

In my demise

Life is a circus
Death is a tease
Just to shake up and jerk us
Flying on the high trapeze
Life is a side show
Death is a breeze
Wake up and work us
Fight your deadly dark disease

Dear Sir
Unlucky man
That spot
Found on your scan
May kill your back-up plan
Limit your life span
You’ve got to meet this and treat this
And beat this if you can
I don’t think I can
Can you see the hope? Nope.
I only know that there’s no simple answer

So cope, I know you can
I don’t think I can
You can
All you need’s a simple plan
I can’t!
You can sir
I can’t!
You can sir
Cancer. Cancer. Cancer.

I’ve got this pain inside me
Only you can feel
Damn tumor!
This ball and chain inside me
Don’t expect to heal
We’ve heard that rumor
My life has been denied me
Where’s your friggin’ sense of humor
How the hell can I come out alive?

Life is a clown, sir
Throwin’ a pie
Know when you’re down sir
Fate is spittin’ in your eye
Life is a prank sir
Death is acute
Walkin’ the plank, sir
You’re jumpin’ with no parachute

Dear Doctor
Now what?
I have decided that this issue with carcinogenic tissue has to rest
How’s that?
I’m so much more than this
We’ve got to test
I must insist you let me get this off my chest
We’ll cut that breast
I can’t support what you suggest
You’ve got to trust my modern medicine is best

Dear Doctor
Time’s up pal!
I Don’t believe in your pathology
Where will you take this malady?
To join a circus and be free

You Might Die

Very Soon

I will not write

my epitaph

Don’t make me laugh
I’d rather ride a Giraffe
Life is a circus

Life is a circus Life is a circus

I’ve got this beast inside me
Balanced on the wire
A lion
A cat released inside me
Flying through hoops of fire
I’m tryin’
Nothing’s deceased inside me

No time to expire
No dyin’
I intend to fight to stay alive

Life’s a parade, sir
Hip hip Hooray
Death is delayed sir
So sign me up for one more day
Life is a circus
Survival’s a zoo
One perfect purpose
To have more time for what you do

Life is a show, sir
A risky routine
Never let go, sir
You’re bouncin’ on a trampoline

House lights are down, sir
The crowd’s on their feet

There is a circus in town, sir
You’ve got a front and center seat

Life is a circus Life is a circus Life is a circus

The curtain opens to a rather empty stage. It's a conference room with festive decorations all
around. A podium sits on the left end of the room. Banners, balloons and other decorations are
evident. Little cardboard horns are on the tables. There are a large number of chairs set up--all
of them empty. The sound of an active gambling casino reverberates through an open door;
loud voices, slot machine chimes and unruly laughter in chaotic commotion. A fog drifts across
the stage indicating that something is not real here.
There is a single female standing at the podium, holding a tablet Ipad computer which she refers
to from time to time. She looks a bit forlorn as she glances at her wrist watch. A sign on the wall
reads : "First Annual Invitational Male Breast Cancer Conference". She is talking into a cell
phone.

TERRI
Thank you for calling. I appreciate that “Survive and Thrive Magazine” wants to cover our story
but the truth is we don’t have many attendees quite yet.
She walks to the open door and shuts it
In fact, there aren’t a lot of people here. Actually….it’s just me.

There's a loud noise offstage;
the sound of shuffling feet and some mumbling.

TERRI
Look, you can send your writer over. Besides, there’s a big “Beat Seekers Rock Festival” down
the hall with a lot of ancient hippies checking in. That may be a more colorful story for you.
Bye now.
Suddenly a male character breathlessly rushes through the door. He's dressed in a hospital
gown, a surgical "shower cap" and surgical booties. He has an I.V. line trailing behind him.
SPENCER
Oh my God.....am I on time?

TERRI
Gesturing to the empty seats
Since you're the only one here, it seems that time isn’t real important.
Pointing toward the Male Breast Cancer Conference poster
On the other hand, if you're one of these guys.....I suppose good timing is everything.

SPENCER
I don’t understand….
Looking around with some concern
TERRI
It’ll all make sense soon enough. But for now, just know you are in the right place. Besides, I’ve
been waiting for you….
Looking at her Ipad
…..Spencer Stone.

SPENCER
How did you know my name?
Seeing his I.V. tubing
Wait a minute! I remember now. I was in a hospital, being wheeled into surgery for..............Oh
my God!

TERRI
You're still there Spencer.
She reads from her Ipad
And I see here, your mastectomy is just about to get underway. That left breast of yours is on
the way out, so to speak. We’re hoping for no metastasis to the sentinel lymph node, clear
margins, early stage and low grade. Well, that's not the greatest news, but all things
considered...

SPENCER
I don’t get it…
Feeling his own pulse
I’m hallucinating, right?

TERRI
Oh, probably a little. But actually, you're just dreaming. That's to be expected since you’re
under light sedation for pre-surgery.
Reads from her Ipad
Looks like a little benzodiazepine and a touch of morphine.

SPENCER
Oh my God. Hold on. I remember now. I was on the table waiting for them to start. They gave
me something. They said it was to relax me. And then I was having this crazy dream about...a
circus? It all seemed so real.
He looks down at his hospital gown and feels the plastic cap on his head.
Oh my God! It is a circus. I'm a clown! Wait, I’m not dead am I?

TERRI
Apparently not this time around. The fact is Spencer; you're actually still on that operating
table. And honestly you really are dreaming all of this--right now this very minute.

SPENCER
I don’t understand. I’m dreaming about circuses?

TERRI
Yeah. Morphine does that.

SPENCER
So, who are you exactly?

TERRI
I’m Dr.Wiggins. I’m a Surgical Oncologist. And you can call me Terri.

SPENCER
I’m in a hospital?

TERRI
Yes….and no. Right now you are definitely in a casino. You can probably hear the incessant
clatter of dice on the craps table just outside that door over there. Actually that sounds more
like an inebriated, vacationing grandmother tap dancing on the bar top. I’m guessing she just
won twenty bucks on the penny slots. But truth be known, you are in the operating room right
now. At least the physical part of Spencer Stone. Fourth Floor. Hoag Hospital, Costa Mesa
California.—operating room3B
But the dreaming, seriously hallucinating, understandably confused Spencer Stone is right here
in this banquet room, an esteemed guest at our minimally attended breast cancer convention.
I’m the facilitator of this underwhelming event.

SPENCER
Ok. I think I’ve got it. So you’re a surgeon….named Phyllis.

TERRI
No. I’m a Facilitator named Terri. And a Surgical Oncologist.

SPENCER
Sorry. I’m not good with names.

TERRI
Don't worry about it. Morphine does that too. It’s simple really. While your mastectomy is in
progress, you’ll be here with us. And then you’ll wake up in Costa Mesa. Assuming that all
goes well.

SPENCER
So I’m in two places at the same time? This is awfully weird.

TERRI
Trust me. It’s about to get weirder.
Suddenly a second young man rushes in. He seems quite agitated. He looks at Terri and
then he shifts his eyes to Spencer in his hospital gown and cap
B.C.
Sorry I’m a little late. Parking in Vegas is a bitch.
Pointing to Spencer
Why is he dressed like a clown?

SPENCER
Pulls off his plastic cap.
Hey! Watch it.

TERRI
Yeah, we probably shouldn’t reinforce that.
To B.C.
Welcome the party. How can we help you?

B.C.
Well, actually I'm looking for the… juggling and trapeze class.

TERRI
Seriously?

B.C.
No, sorry. I couldn't help it after seeing him. I'm just clowning around. Honestly, I'm here for
the...
He looks around self-consciously and whispers
ah...you know..the…….BC meetup.

TERRI
Whispers back
B. C. ? Oh..gotcha.......the Battered Clowns recovery program.

B.C.
The what?

TERRI
Just kidding. You can say it out loud you know.

B.C.
Battered clowns?

TERRI
No, breast cancer.
Pointing to the poster on the wall
You're in the right place. I'm Dr. Wiggins. Terri.
Extending her hand to B.C. and checking her list
And you must be….

B.C.
Baron Alan Colman. Well, Bharry. Bharry Coleman. But people call me B.C. Stage 3
inflammatory breast cancer. But it’s ok. I’m gonna’ kill it. This is one war I don’t plan on losing.

TERRI
Well, why don’t you lay down you weapons for a moment and have a seat B.C.
Gesturing toward the empty rows of chairs
If you can find one. Isn’t that interesting, BC actually has BC. How quaint. So, let’s get started.

SPENCER
Excuse me, um...Terri………. How many are there....of us?

TERRI
Looking around the room and pretending to count.
Just two. So far. You guys are hard to find in case you haven't noticed. We only get about
twenty four hundred new cases of male breast cancer diagnosed each year in all 50 states, so
the two of you are a rare form of humanity here in Las Vegas. In fact, by virtue of your “orphan
disease” you’re sort of famous in these parts.

SPENCER
You know, my whole life, as far back as I can remember, I always wanted to be famous.

TERRI
Right. I'm guessing this isn't what you had in mind.

SONG # 2 FIRST ANNUAL INVITATIONAL MALE BREAST CANCER CONVENTION (Sung by
Terri, Spencer and B.C.)

It’s the first annual, invitational, unconventional, inspirational male breast cancer ---convention.
Best possible, most sensational, explorational celebrational day.
An event that’s replete
With the best men you’ll meet
Every guest is defined
By the breast you can’t find
It’s a notorious, and incredible great and glorious, unforgettable male breast cancer --festival
Full spectacle and respectable most remarkable and delectable day

We may welcome you in
With a manly embrace
Now we’d love to begin
But we can’t fill the space
It’s the most commendable, unoffendable all invite-able and attendable male breast cancer -- convention
Best festival chest and breastival uncontestable special guestival day
We’re on our way!

A voice is heard offstage. A third man rushes in. He is shirtless and has a round "happy face"
sticker over his right breast. He’s obviously much older. On his head he is wearing a WORLD
WAR 2 LEATHER FLIGHT HELMET. He has a red “Clown nose” attached to his face. He stops in his
tracks when he sees the empty room.

VIRGIL
Speaking to B.C.
Requesting permission to land commander. This is recognizance pilot Virgil Clarence Cable,
running low on fuel and running short on beer making a final approach.
They all look at him in silence
B.C.
Pointing to Terri
She’s in charge here.

VIRGIL
My apologies admiral.

To Terri
Requesting permission to set down on runway two-niner… and while I’m at it, might I have the
pleasure of your company for the next dance?

TERRI
Looking at her Ipad
I don’t seem to have a Virgil Cable on my attendance list.

VIRGIL
I’m not surprised captain. You see, I’m part of the stealth unit. Top secret. Hush hush.

TERRI
That’s charming Mr. Cable. But I’d like to direct you to the right airport. Do you by chance have
breast cancer?

VIRGIL
You know, in all of my……many years of daring adventure I don’t believe I’ve ever been asked
that. But I answer in the affirmative. So you must be Major Wiggins, whose signature
accompanies my flight assignment and party invitation.
He reads from the invitation
Dear Mr. Cable. Please join us for a day of health and healing—fun and festivity….. at the First
Annual Invitational Male Breast Cancer…………Convention.
Looking at the empty chairs
You know, I don’t see a whole lot of convening going on here.

SPENCER
You know, Mr. Cable…none of this actually happening.

VIRGIL
Looking at the empty room
I can see that.

SPENCER
No, I really mean it. None of this is real. It’s like this. You are a participant in……well, in this
nightmare I’m experiencing while I’m having my………….oh my God….my chest cut open
and……….lymph nodes dissected and my breast taken out……….
He rushes over to Terri
I’d like to wake up please.

TERRI
Trust me…You don’t want to wake up during surgery.
Look guys, I know this doesn’t make a whole lot of sense, but nothing about having breast
cancer—especially when you’re of the male persuasion, makes a lot of sense anyway. When
you think about it, male breast cancer is kind of an oxymoron. Let’s just say it’s an unusual
ailment. What do you say we just….go with the flow here. Hang out. Be surprised.

B.C.
Sorry to spoil the party folks. But I didn’t come all the way from Pasadena to hang out. I came
here to get pumped up. I’m here to nail the male thing. You know, males with a mission--the
dudes with attitudes… to stand erect…well maybe not that….to stand firm and kick the holy hell
out of this male breast cancer curse.

VIRGIL
You call this a curse, son?

B.C.
It’s worse than a curse….Pops.

VIRGIL
I’m guessing that your “pops” comment is in direct correlation with the obvious misalignment
of our respective ages and the wisdom embodied therein, so no offense is taken. Let me ask
you son, what if you could discover the hidden gift in this cancer of yours?

B.C.
You gotta be kidding, old timer. I just finished another five weeks of chemotherapy with the
dreaded Adriamycin, cisplatin cocktail, and if that wasn’t enough to make me puke my guts out,
they threw in a five year prescription of Tamoxifen tea. Ok, wait a minute. I see. You’re one of
those “positive at all costs” guys. I know your kind. Life is a joke, right? A laugh a minute. I
mean, just look at you. And while you’re busy pretending to be the great Oncolo-jester, cancer
is probably eating you up right now from the inside out. So, what’s with the clown nose? How
did you get past the casino security dressed like that?

VIRGIL
Are you kidding me?
Pointing to the door of the casino
Have you seen those clowns out there? You know, I’m just trying to brighten up what looks like
a pretty dismal party going on around here. Besides, I spent 32 years with the Ringling brothers.
Pulls off nose
This was my retirement gift since the boy’s couldn’t spring for a gold watch.

SPENCER
You were a clown? In a circus? Really? I knew it!

VIRGIL
Negative corporal. I was the ring master. The head honcho. The guy who creates the magic
for the multitudes, who paints the portrait for each exotic act—from the flying Marinda family
on the trapeze to the Amazing Alicia Rulante—the Anaconda wrangler from Argentina.

SPENCER
That sounds like a pretty exciting life.

VIRGIL
Hell, boy. More than exciting. Except for that Anaconda. Imagine millions of people looking to
you for a few fleeting minutes of painless living, a couple of thrills and a chance to forget that
life sometimes sucks. That’s what the circus offers. You get a laugh. You get light on a dark
night. You get a brief moment of peace in a wicked world. And then you get cancer. In my
case stage four. Inoperable. End of story.
TERRI
Welcome to the convention Mr. Cable.

VIRGIL
Call me Virgil. And what brought you lads here? I thought the male variety of breast cancer was
only appropriate for us over 60 guys.

TERRI
It’s complicated. And it’s not going to make a whole lot of sense just yet. Like you Mr. Cable,
Spencer here is the recipient of Male Breast Cancer…

B.C.
Don’t make it sound like a prize…

TERRI
… and he’s undergoing mastectomy surgery to remove his left breast as we speak.

VIRGIL
I don’t mean to sound Ill-informed. But what the hell are you talking about? Surgeries happen
in hospitals. Just outside that door over there we have 22 bars and 4,000 slot machines.
He starts toward the door
Come to think of it, I believe I’ve pulled in to the wrong hangar.
Looking at the men
And definitely the wrong crew. I’m takin’ off..
He continues toward the casino door but Terri stops him with a question
TERRI
Mr. Cable, you came here for a reason, right?

VIRGIL
Sure. As an old guy with a serious case of cancer, I thought I could help a few newbies out.
Lighten things up a bit. Offer some fatherly advice. Pass out a few free tickets to the big top.
That sort of thing. But this dreamy schemey stuff is all a bit too implausible for a guy like me

with a short attention span. And come to think of it, a relatively short life span. I believe I’ll
spend some of my final hours playing black jack.
Again he heads toward the exit

TERRI
Mr. Cable….Virgil….do you think there are occurrences in your life that can’t be explained?

VIRGIL
Sure. When my cousin Dwayne finally paid me back the $25 bucks he owed me. That was a
miracle.

TERRI
Then I promise you, if you give this a chance, you’ll be glad you…. taxied down our runway.

VIRGIL
Ok doctor. I’ll play along. But I have to tell you, I don’t have a lot of enthusiasm for breasts—at
least not the one’s these two are carrying around. I lost two of em’ and frankly, the hospital can
have em’. They gave me six months.

B.C.
To live?

VIRGIL
No, to run for president. Of course to live. They gave me a six month extension on my life with
“stage four plus” metastatic breast cancer, and I gave them…..a hell of a hard time before and
after my mastectomy. It was tit for tat.

And when you stop and think about it…what the hell good is a breast anyway? Right
gentlemen? I certainly feel sorry for some of my lady friends out there. Can you imagine
lugging those jugs around your whole life?
To Terri
I take my hat off to you! If I could just figure out how to get this thing off my head.
SONG #3 “WHAT GOOD IS A BREAST?” (Sung by Virgil, B.C. and Spencer)

What good is a breast
that's a question at best
may cause rampant unrest as I say
What good is a breast
please, if I may suggest
there's a reason I ask you this way
It's not that I'm cold and our breasts I’m dismissing
it's just that I'm told some of ours have gone missing
What good is a breast
people this is my quest
and I'm oddly possessed, yes it's true
But what good is a breast...to me and you?
What good is a breast
I don't mean to offend
but that's some extra load that you tote
Like a pendulum swinging
each time that you bend
Always knockin' and rockin' your boat
Perhaps I'm too blunt--in discussing your front
in this way that I frankly pursue
There's a long body list
of those parts that when missed

Can't prevent us from starting anew
So what good is a breast...to me and you?
What good is a man breast
Ha! That's a good question
It seems they're a bit out of place
The thought of Male breasts gives me mild indigestion
they're such a big waste of good space
Two minuscule mounds rather sweaty and hairy
Producing not one single drop of good dairy!
What good is a breast
that's the question addressed
though it's hard to digest, yes it's true
But what tactical good
what practical good
What in fact is the good of a breast to you?
What good is a breast that's a question I'm testing
it's something I've pondered for years
I may be a pest but I'm bound to keep pesting until the right answer appears
It started the day that my breast called it quits
with that sobering prospect of losing my........mind
It's this query I find
that remains undefined
I'm in kind of a bind with no clue
The question before us, what good's a pectaurus
to you?
What good is a breast, they can work as a compass
reliably pointing the way
They serve as a buffer if some jerk should bump us
while boarding a bus in Bombay

No matter the country my happy heart flutters
for mammary's, boobs, bosoms, jugs, teats and udders
But here's food for thought
What real need have we got
to be filling that spot in our vests
what's the actual good
the impactual good
the exactly essential and factual good of these things.... called breasts?
What good is a breast, as they tug at your collars
Unbearably dangling for years
They're squeezed and compressed by the thousands of dollars
of terribly ill-fitting brassieres
You're constantly stressed by them dropping or flopping
forever bra shopping at Sears
So puff up that chest
We're a group that’s been blessed
We don't need a damn breast to feel free
It's the last time I swear that I'll speak of this pair
What good is a breast to you and me?
....and one thing's made clear
By the fact we're still here
as we count every year that arrives
this could be the best year
the biggest no breast year....of our lives
B.C.
Look, Dr. Wiggins….Terri……I have to be honest with you…I’m with the old man. I don’t believe
in this dream stuff…

TERRI
I didn’t expect you would. But you know B.C., dreams are an extension of us. The only thing
missing in your dream is your body. But your feelings are intact. Pain is there. But so is
complete peace. Death and dying live there too, but so does every happy ending you could
ever imagine. Cancer is there. But so is absolute healing. The truth is, here is precisely the
same as there. But here in Spencer’s dream, which includes each one of us, the impossible
becomes… well, quite probable.

B.C.
That’s nuts. I don’t believe a word of it. This is just some crazy fantasy, or more like a second
rate script for some off Broadway loser show. I mean really off Broadway. Way off. Super
off…..

SPENCER
It does seem sort of crazy Terri, and I have to admit that…
He suddenly clutches his chest
Ouch! Good God, what was that?

The Ipad alarm rings loudly.

TERRI
Spencer, it’s important that we all stay calm. Well, especially you.
Terri reads from the screen.
As a surgical oncologist I can tell you that they’ve just injected your left breast with 400 cc units
of nitro amino expeller liquid………..

SPENCER
Wait a minute. I’m not supposed to feel that am I?

TERRI
No, but it did get your attention.

SPENCER
He feels another sharp pain in his chest
Ouch!

TERRI
Don’t worry Spencer. I promise, you won’t feel this much longer.
The Ipad alarm rings loudly.
Terri reads from the screen.
Your anesthesiologist has just administered your surgical medications. You’re in good hands
Spencer. Your vital signs appear to be stable and the live stream is arriving in real time text
messaging. Look, I’ll be honest. There’s nothing easy or certain about breast cancer surgery.
It’s either a walk in the park, or a shark in the water.

SONG #4 SURGICAL REPORT SONG PART ONE (sung by Terri)
YOU’RE IN A REAL JAM
WE’VE LOOKED AT YOUR MAMMOGRAM
TUBE DOWN YOUR AIRWAY
THAT BREAST OF YOURS IS COMMIN’ OUT TODAY

REST ASSURED NOW THAT WHILE WE’VE GOT YOU UNDER THE KNIFE
YOU COULD BE CURED FOR LIFE

THERE’S NO THROMBOSIS
CHECKING YOUR CHEST REVEALS
INTRA VENTICULAR INDUCTION SURELY INDICATES
MILD OBSTRUCTION, NO PNEUMOTHORAX IN YOUR LEFT BREAST
OUR PROBING DEMONSTRATES

FINE, BONY THORAX
WILL AID YOUR MASTECTOMY
HELA AND PLEURA LOOK HEALTHY AS WE FILE YOUR LAB REPORT
WHEN YOU WAKE UP, YOU’LL GET OUR UNDYING SUPPORT
BUT YOU’LL BE ONE BREAST SHORT (Cheer up sport!)

TERRI
Ok then, this is jolly good news!

SPENCER
I think I’m going to be sick…..

B.C.
Wait a minute. How do you know all this from reading that tablet of yours?

TERRI
Well, think of it this way. Cancer presents us with a lot more questions than answers, right?
It’s as mysterious as it is serious. So exactly how things work here in this world of Spencer’s may
seem a little murky. But then, the life of a cancer survivor is a lesson in not knowing the
unknowable. Besides, it’s my job to understand this stuff. Have I made things any clearer?

B.C.
Absolutely not.

TERRI
Reading again from her Ipad
Spencer, in simpler terms you’ve got a primary lymph node that was just marked with
radioactive dye and they’re about to dissect. Look, if you’re really lucky, that node will be free
of cancer and you can get on with your life. Minus one breast of course. And the best news is I
don’t think you’ll be feeling any more pain.

B.C.
Hold on. If this, as you say, is Spencer’s dream then why am I able to make decisions on my
own? How can I have any will if I’m not really here? Ok. I think I gotcha’ on that one.

TERRI
It’s not as simple as all that, B.C. Have you ever heard of quantum physics?

B.C.
Of course I have.

TERRI
Good. That explains it.

B.C.
Wait a minute, quantum physics doesn’t explain anything. It just asks a lot of questions no one
can answer.

TERRI
My point exactly. Anything else you don’t want to know about?

B.C.
Sure.
Pointing to Spencer
I don’t want to know what happens to all of us when he wakes up from his operation.

VIRGIL
Now that’s a very good thing to not know.

SPENCER
I have to tell you, I’m suddenly feeling much better. Perhaps I can excuse myself...
Moving toward the meeting room door
I know there’s a bar with an empty seat out there. Maybe I’ll pull a few slots…

VIRGIL
Hey, if you want to gamble, breast cancer’s the perfect crap shoot.
The Ipad alarm rings loudly. Terri reads from the screen.

SONG #5 SURGICAL REPORT SONG PART 2 (SUNG BY TERRI)

THERE’S NO MISTAKIN’
FIBRO FATTY TISSUE SEEN
SPECIMEN TAKEN
FROM CONTRALATERAL RIGHT BREAST AREA
FLAPS ARE RAISED AND SENTINEL LYMPH NODE REMOVED
SENT DOWN THE HALL FOR (CARCINOGENIC EXAM)

PATIENTS UNSHAKEN
WITH PROPOFOL IN HIS VEINS
SOON HE’LL AWAKEN
TO LEARN WHAT GRADE AND STAGE HIS CANCER IS
SUB AREOLAR INCISION IS SUTURED PARTLY
THE REST IS STITCHED AND GLUED
(A UNI-BREAST DUDE)

DOCTOR’S ELATED
TO EXCISE WITH SURGEONS KNIFE

PATIENT ILL-FATED TO HAVE THIS FESTERING MALIGNANCY
HIS SUSPICIOUS CARCINOMA HAS TO COME OUT
OR HE MAY LOSE HIS LIFE (NO DOUBT)

SPENCER
Forgive me asking but…. what’s a hypoechoic mass?

TERRI
You know Spencer, the first few minutes of surgery is always a little unnerving. You can rest
easy now. That lymph node of yours is out and is actually being rushed across the hall for a
microscopic examination. If there’s no cancer in the node, they’ll just pop out that breast and
send you home.

SPENCER
Pop out?

VIRGIL
Yeah kid. It’s like a really slippery champagne cork….. Actually, when you stop and think about
it, one simple cell went bonkers in that breast of yours and caused all this trouble. How can
one little piece of …..I dunno..tissue or matter what the hell is a cell made out of anyway?

TERRI
Cells are made out of little pieces of DNA and gelatinous filaments of genes and some sort of
binder to hold the tissue walls together….

VIRGIL

Good to know. I’m just sayin’ that isn’t it amazing that these little clusters of ….whatever the
hell’s inside them…..it’s hard to believe they can pack such a killer punch.
So imagine you’re a cell. You know, just one simple cell. So you’re hanging around with the
other guys one day…there in cell city…doing what cells are supposed to do….

B.C.
Like cella-brating?

VIRGIL
Yeah, that’s good kid.
My point is they’re supposed to be on our side, working for us. They are the building blocks of
our bodies. They made us. We are them. And then, out of the blue, one little cell gets ticked off
about something or other and he quits the club. Just like that he starts a mutiny. He’s a friggin
defector.
And so he changes into something evil…something awful. And you’d think that would be the
end of it. After all, you’ve got these billions of other little dudes doing their job and working
together. This little runt over here, this defector should have no power. But he’s a cannibal.
He starts eating his friends----and those so called friends just happen to be the building blocks
of your body. They ban together in a warm cushiony pillow of breast---and create the last
supper.
And you’re not on the guest list. You’re the meal. And all because of one wicked traitor. One
rotten little saboteur. One simple cell.

SONG#6 ‘‘ONE SIMPLE CELL”(Sung by Virgil)
One simple cell.
Just a copy like the billions that have grown.
Behind your lapel
Looking for your lymph nodes while its dining on your bone.

A lonely cell.
A rather boring and just ordinary clone.
About to set out on his own.

One simple cell starts growin’
Spreads out above, below and
Onward in its quest
Another victim to infest
Looking for your unsuspecting breast

One wicked cell
His ambition is to count the lives he’s wrecked
Shot from Hell
One intrepid traveler on a mission to infect
A clever cell
A silent killer with a scheme you don’t expect
Hoping your breast is never checked
One deadly cell intruding
Polluting and uprooting
Poison to ingest
Relentless, lethal and obsessed
On the prowl to steal a healthy breast

B.C.

To Virgil
What makes you think you know so much about cancer, Dad? And what’s with that flight get
up anyway?

VIRGIL
What get up? Why, anybody with any intelligence would dress appropriately for a risky
mission like this one. We’re astronauts. We are embarking on the gravest journey of our lives.
Now take Spencer here. Chances are he’ll come out Ok, if the cancer hasn’t infiltrated his
lymphatic system. And B.C., all that fight in you takes a good deal of energy, but your odds of
beating stage 3 cancer are still pretty good. Your odds of beating anger….now that’s a different
story.
And as for me…..I’ve been terminal for 6 months. I was supposed to fly out a here a long time
ago. So I’m ready for the final expedition. Locked and loaded. Ever wonder what happens
after we die? Well guess what? I’m gonna’ know that secret before you do.
You have to earn this award. The ringmaster is about to announce the final performance. I’m in
the spotlight. It’s my show. And as you can see---I’m ready to roll. So let’s get this so-called
convention thing movin’. I don’t have a lotta’ time right now.

B.C.
Having cancer is a whole lot more than just looking death in the eye. It’s more like kicking life in
the butt. Because the very day we are diagnosed with cancer, our lives start winding down. It’s
never like it was before.

SPENCER
So, what about me? What if I don’t wake up from this surgery? I don’t even know what stage of
cancer I have. But when I found out three weeks ago that I needed this operation, I thought for
sure I was going to die.
I couldn’t imagine an entire life—my life--vanishing from the face of the earth. It seemed
impossible. Improbable. Improper even. How do you make sense of that? Of being and then
suddenly not being?

It was the best joke ever, and life was telling it, and I was the punchline.
A part of me still thinks there was a mistake somewhere. I sort of expect someone to jump out
from behind a tree and shout “Surprise! You’re on America’s silliest videos show”. But
nobody’s done that yet. There’s no jovial announcer. No camera. Hell, there's not even a tree.
I’m trusting a room full of strangers to cut me open, take out some important parts and wake
me up when it’s all over. I sure hope they know what they’re doing….

SONG #7 “WHAT IF I DIE?” (Sung by Spencer)
What if I die before we’re done here?
What if the end is overdue
Certainly I was havin’ fun here
But what if I croak before we’re through?

What if I’ve gone to new locations?
Stopping the clocks, I’m outward bound
Laid in the lawn, with pink carnations
Locked in a box, stuck in the ground

What would you say
If they
Said your time was slipping away?

What would you do
If you knew
You’d be dead in your prime by the end of the day?

What if I’m stuck, my world is crashin’?
And I abort this life too quick?
Down on my luck too late to cash in
Getting’ the short end of the stick

I don’t intend to take my last breath
But you can tell nothin’s for sure
And in the end, if it’s a fast death
I’ll be madder than hell it’s premature

Wouldn’t you dread
To be dead
After clingin’ to life on a thread

You and I
Gotta die
But I’d rather be sippin’ a latte instead
So what if I die before we’re done here?
What if I scram and go too fast
And what if I am the only one here
Who’d give a damn that I had passed?

The Ipad alarm rings loudly. Terri reads from the screen.

TERRI
Well Spencer, this is good news. Things seem to be moving along with your surgical team.Fine
needle aspiration biopsy of palpable mass revealed carcinoma. But hey, we already knew that.
SONG #8 SURGICAL REPORT PART SONG THREE (sung by Terri)
Patient sedated
In supine position placed
Breast operated on by his surgical oncologist
Corresponding to the mammogram of his breast
We’re hoping for the best (It’s a hell of a ride)

Breast obulated
That hypoechoic mass
Breast as we’ve stated
Is ductal fat and partly glandular
Pulse and pressure reads one forty by sixty one
Breast amputated (and the tumor inside)

Massive intrusion
His needle biopsy showed
Needs an infusion
Of liquid luck or chemotherapy
In conclusion our examination suggests
More checks and tests

Say goodbye to those breasts!
(Bye Bye now….)

VIRGIL
You know lad, there’s no good way of finding out you have breast cancer. And a rare one at
that. I know you’re anxious. That’s a stage we all go through. It’ll pass.

B.C.
I don’t think it’s as upbeat as all that Mr. Cheerful. My doctor told me we all have a 1 in 7
chance of dying of cancer. But it just so happens, I’m gonna beat this thing. I’ll kill it before it
kills me. I’m declaring war, taking no prisoners and I don’t intend to lose.

VIRGIL
Well soldier, I suppose I have it easy compared to you guys. My battles over. Now all I have to
do is plan my bon Voyage party. I may be terminal but I don’t plan on any dyin’ the way you
might think about it.. At least not dyin’ in the traditional sense.
I’m gonna walk out into the Arizona desert in the dead of winter with my whole life in my
pockets. And I’m going to find a really nice looking slab of red sandstone and I’m gonna sit right
down there and take in the view. The sun will make things nice and toasty until it disappears in
a blaze of red, and then I’m gonna strip on down to my original birthday suit—buck naked and I
ain’t gonna budge.
When hypothermia sets in you start to shiver and then your brain gets confused and you get
awful hot. That’s why a lot of mountain climbers who freeze to death are found with no
clothes on at all. It’s when you can’t keep the core of your body warm enough to pump blood
to your heart that your body just stops trying.
And suddenly, you stop shivering and you stop feeling hot and you stop feeling cold and you
stop feeling pain---and you no longer have cancer. It’s as easy as that. Except of course for the
fact that you shrivel up and die from lack of water and the coyotes eat your eyes out.

B.C.
That’s great Pops. Let’s see if we can scare Spencer a little more…
VIRGIL
Assuming that you’re suggesting, as you often do with that perfected sense of chronic
negativity, that I’m attempting to frighten Spencer.

SPENCER
Mr. Cable, how can you be so cavalier about all of this? This isn’t fun. And it certainly isn’t
funny. I mean, the three of us have a life threatening disease!

VIRGIL
Naw. The three of us have nothing to worry about. Life is a threatening disease…

SONG #9

[MUSIC UNFINISHED]

“LIFE IS A THREATENING DISEASE” ( Sung by Virgil)
(Intro) I often write myself a little note
Whenever cancer grabs me by the throat
To remind me that what I cannot see
Behind me’s just a fantasy
And what’s ahead is just as faint
As what there is or what there aint
I once thought that this wicked cancer was an unforgiving rival
Now I have no doubt it’s life itself that threatens our survival

(Verse)

Watch out for danger avoid a surprise
Don’t look a stranger straight in the eyes
Lock up your door and hide all the keys
Life is a threatening disease

Look where you step friend and cover your back
Don’t walk alone, stand away from the track
Be warry of colds every time there’s a sneeze
Life is a threatening disease

(Chorus)
Life is a heavy load
A risky business and a rocky road
There’s no allowance for an easy ride
You’ll lose your balance if you don’t step to the side

Steer clear of bacteria, virus and fungus
Be wary of foreigners living among us.
Don’t run with scissors, or climb into trees
Life is a threatening disease.

Cut down on sugar and fats and caffeine
Never shake hands that aren’t perfectly clean
Don’t swim in rivers or walk in your skis

Life is a threatening disease

Cancer may slow you and sickness arise
But don’t let Life’s limits create your demise
Live every day and let happiness fill you
Life’s a disease and it’s waiting to kill you

Suddenly the door bursts open and a young woman with a guitar in her hand comes running
into the room. She is sobbing as she throws herself into a chair, unaware of the others. Terri,
Spencer, B.C. and Virgil stare in disbelief. Finally, Virgil clears is throat loudly and the woman
jumps up, startled.

CYNDIE
Oh good golly. I thought this was an empty room. So very sorry.
She picks up her guitar and quickly moves toward the door
I’ll just be on my way…

TERRI
Actually, miss we could use a little music around here.

VIRGIL
Indeed. As you can see, this is a fairly somber group.

B.C.
Slapping Spencer on the back and pointing to the girl

Hey Spencer, how did you dream this up? Way to go dude.

TERRI
I’m doctor Wiggins. I suppose you’re looking for that “Beat Seekers Music Festival” down the
hall. I can feel the bass guitar through the floor boards.

CYNDIE
Actually, I just left that gathering. I heard about it through a phone message from a friend. I
thought she said “Pete Seeger’s Music Festival”. Those “Beat Seekers” folks who are attending
weren’t exactly folks who follow folk music. I’m afraid I’m about 50 years too late.

VIRGIL
I loved Pete Seeger. He inspired me to pick up the 5 string banjo. A very underappreciated
instrument. Along with accordions and bagpipes.

SPENCER
Speaking to Cyndie
You’re a musician?

CYNDIE
Well, until today I suppose. Actually I’m just a struggling artist. A washed up, out of date, in a
rut, archaic, antiquated, prehistoric singer. Without a song!
She bursts into tears again

VIRGIL

Hey now young lady. We don’t allow negativity of any sort in this convention. We’re all about
death and dying around here.

CYNDIE
Sorry. I don’t mean to be a sour puss. But that was all true. Death and dying? Are you guy’s
undertakers? And where is everybody?

TERRI
We are everybody. It’s a breast cancer awareness convention.

CYNDIE
Oh, good golly. Now that sounds serious. But where are the ladies?

TERRI
For men.

CYNDIE
Oh, good golly.

B.C.
You’ve walked into a battle ground. We’re declaring war on cancer and preparing to annihilate
the enemy.

VIRGIL

Don’t worry young lady. While he’s training for combat and hollering the Battle Hymn of the
Republic, the rest of us are sitting in silent repose and singing folk tunes. We’re your kind of
people.

TERRI
Listen, Cyndie. Why don’t you set down that guitar and join us for a glass of punch. We’ve got
more than enough to go around. Besides, this could be way more interesting than your Beat
Seekers, anti-folk festival.

VIRGIL
Yeah, those mother folkers….

SPENCER
I should warn you, things aren’t what they appear to be around here.

CYNDIE
You mean you could all be serial killers or something like that, right?

TERRI
You see Cyndie, these are three guys with varying degrees of breast cancer.

CYNDIE
Good golly. Is that possible?

SPENCER

Funny. That’s the first thing I said.

TERRI
Pointing to the banner on the wall
Welcome to the first annual invitational male breast cancer convention.

CYNDIE
Men with breast cancer. I never dreamed such a thing existed.

B.C.
That makes two of us. Oh it’s real alright. But hardly anybody knows it. Or knows us. Doctors
don’t tell guys to check their breasts. Pharmaceutical companies ignore us since they can’t
make a zillion bucks off of any drug that might be helpful. It’s a girl’s disease and I feel stupid
and embarrassed to have it. I guess I’m glad nobody pays any attention. I like being invisible.

VIRGIL
…and miserable.

B.C.
What’s there to feel good about? This disease sucks. But not for long. It just so happens, I’m
gonna’ kill it dead. So, tell me Virgil, what is it exactly that drives you?

VIRGIL
Other than the bus?

B.C.

Yeah. How does a man who actually knows he’s about to die, unlike the rest of us poor jerks
who don’t know from one day to the next when this cancer will kill us, how do you get by?

VIRGIL
Get by? Do you mean how do I turn off the terror that infests my entire being? How do I stop
the ticking time bomb about to explode in my chest? How do I expunge the advances of the
Grim reaper, waiting to grab me by the throat and strangle the living daylights out of me?

B.C. Yeah, that’s it.

VIRGIL
Well son. I don’t do it your way.

B.C.
And what exactly does that mean?

VIRGIL
Well to begin with, you’re a light chaser. You run from anything dark in your life, and in doing
that you’ve created this world of fraudulence. You’re scared to death son, and there’s nothing
wrong with that, but you’ve created this lie, this fake story that has you beating cancer to a
bloody pulp, but doesn’t allow you to experience cancer, experience life—what’s left of it
anyway. You’re a victim of your cancer. You’re a victim of your life.

B.C.
Sorry old man. But cancer isn’t allowed in my life. And besides that, life sucks. That’s why I
want to kill all the parts that make it miserable. You may be happy running around in clown
shoes and a red wig, but the reality is, if you have to know, my girlfriend just split for Cabo San

Lucas with some loser accountant, I need a root canal, I’m stuck in this stinkin’ hole of a casino,
with some deranged strangers, I have cancer ....and to top it all off, my friggin’ cat just died.

VIRGIL
Do you even hear yourself talking? Cancer and negativity is ruling your life. What you resist
persists. Ever heard that before? Well, of course not. You are in fact the consummate
purveyor of festering fear. The harder you try to forget you have cancer, the faster you run on
that treadmill of terror--the longer your agony will ravage you and the deeper your pain will
penetrate your very soul . What’s your addiction?

TERRI
Now gentlemen, this little convention is all about discovery and sharing but I want you to be
respectful of one another.

VIRGIL
Oh, no disrespect intended here. The kid and I are having a heart to heart. So kid, what are you
addicted to? Besides lying? You’re terribly edgy you know. What is it, prescription drugs?

B.C.
I’m not an addict. I take Ativan for anxiety.

VIRGIL
It doesn’t seem to be effective. There’s more than that…

B.C.
I take prescription Percocet for my pain.

VIRGIL
Bingo! Now we’re making progress. You’re like a walking medicine cabinet. What else?

B.C.
Medical marijuana. But it’s legal.

VIRGIL
Oh, good boy. Good law abiding boy. Look, the only crime here is in the cover up. And I don’t
care what you hide from me, or from Terri or Spencer or Cyndie…..it’s the lies you tell yourself
that count. You’re numbing your senses to erase your pain; your fear. It never works. It only
makes you angrier than you already are. Besides, my remedy for unbridled terror works
wonders.

B.C.
And what is it that you suggest old timer? Sitting with your arthritic knees in a lotus position
and chanting old man mantras?

VIRGIL
Hell no. A double shot of reposado Tequila with a wedge of lime.

B.C.
Pounding his fist on the table

Look, what do you want from me, you pestering old fool?

VIRGIL
Son…..I want to set you free.

SONG #10 MY CAT DIED (Sung by B.C.)
My Cat died and life has gone dull
My Cat died
He’s dysfunctional
I’ve got to blame something, how else can I hide. My cat....he died.
My head aches I fear there’s no cure
My skin flakes
I’m a victim for sure
My health is unstable my world has gone flat
Unable to live with no cat
(Chorus)
I lost my feline and who would have thought life would be cruel and unfair
I’d make a bee-line for some brighter spot
But all my darkness demands more despair

I can’t laugh (He’s on his own now) It hurts to relax
(Imagine that)
I won’t laugh
(He’s all alone now)
He’s depressed to the max (Bad cat!)
I ate so much pie that I’m splitting my slacks

Don’t give me sympathy just feed me snacks!

His cat died
No longer alive
His cat died
And so did his drive
When kitty ascended his life took a dive.
His cat....................he died

(Chorus)
He kicked the bucket, I guess he was tired
His life was over and gone
He had to chuck it, he went and expired
Pussy cat why did you have to pass on?

My Cat died (He’s bereft now)
And I’m feeling numb (Imagine that)
My cat died (Nothing left now)
He dared to succumb (Bad cat!)
It injured my ego and damaged my pride
My cat he left me..........and died.
And now I find life is a hell of a ride
My cat.......he died.

The Ipad alarm rings loudly. Terri reads from the screen.
TERRI
Well folks, this is the news we’ve been waiting for. Spencer, your pathology report is coming in
now….. Stage and grade of cancer….. He’s got… I can’t read it…
She pushes the Ipad toward Virgil
VIRGIL
Wait a minute. You’re a professional. You deliver news like this every day.

TERRI
Not like this. I’m afraid I’m flawed as a surgeon. I’ve broken the Hippocratic Oath. I’ve gotten
personally attached to my patient.

VIRGIL
Well so have the rest of us.
Pushing the Ipad away
I can’t read it!

TERRY
Cyndie, you’re the only one that doesn’t have a vested interest in male breast cancer. Please
break the news…
She shows the Ipad to Cyndie

CYNDIE
Oh, good golly everybody. I don’t think I can. I mean, I may not have a vested interest in breast
cancer, but I do have a vested interest in Spencer.

VIRGIL
Don’t you mean a “breasted” interest?

CYNDIE
No, it’s more than that.
Taking Spencer’s two hands in hers
You see, it’s like this. The world needs you to be here.

SPENCER
I would like to add something, well, significant to the mix before I go.

CYNDIE
And you, like me with a song to sing but nobody to hear it , are feeling a little out of synch with
life right about now, right?

SPENCER
Right. I feel like I’ve been left out of life’s loop. Like, the train just left the station, and it feels
like I should be on it, but the truth is, I have no idea where it’s going. That must be how you
feel too. It’s like playing a beautiful piece of music, for a crowd of deaf people.

CYNDIE
Or having a disease like this one that has you, which hardly anybody can relate to. Whatever it
says on this report Spencer, please don’t let cancer allow you to forget your worth. You’re a
star. And the blacker the sky gets, the brighter you can shine. So what if you have an uncertain
life? You’re still living.

SPENCER
Right. And so what if you have an under-appreciated song? You’re still singing.

CYNDIE
Looking again at the Ipad
And so with that in mind……..Spencer……shining star that you are….you have…..
Lifting her eyes from the Ipad and looking at the others…
Oh, good golly...

SONG #11 YOU’RE A STAR (SUNG BY THE FULL CAST)
You’re a star
In this crazy life you lead that’s what you are
And you’re destined to succeed and venture far
You’re the best at what you do
If the planet only knew!
Let the world rejoice to know that you’re that one and only you!

You’re a star
A celebrity from Rome to Zanzibar
With a limousine and driver for your car
On a scale of one to ten
You’re a perfect specimen
On the day that you were born some great creator raised the bar

You’re a star
Like fine brandy or a Russian caviar
You’re the toast of every Monarch, King and Czar
They line up to shake your hand
You’re the leader of the band
You’re an influential, quintessential, monumental hero and a star!

You’re a star
And a falling star is good at falling far
So be glad that you’re exactly who you are
In your fearless stage debut
Know your life belongs to you
You’re a very special cookie in a cosmic cookie jar

We are stars
And each moment that we live is always ours
When we’re beaten back we’ll proudly show our scars
We’re the cream of our own crop
We keep rising to the top
We are dignitaries, luminaries, glorious, extraordinary stars!
BLACKOUT
INTERMISSION
__________________________________________

ACT TWO
The curtain opens to reveal the convention room with Terri, B.C., and Virgil sitting in chairs.
Cyndie is standing, holding the Ipad in her hands and reading from the screen. Spencer is
standing next to her, trying to follow the words as she reads them.
CYNDIE
Reading from the Ipad
Pathology revealed a 1.7 X 1.5 X 1.2 cm grade 3 invasive ductal carcinoma with less than 10%
in-situ component, 2 negative nodes and clear margins. ER and PR were strongly positive and
HER2 Negative.
She hands the Ipad to Spencer who reads.
SPENCER
The previously described lobulated mass at the 3 o’clock position has been resected. Areas of
scarring are present. No residual mass appreciated. No fluid collection. Normal appearing
lymph nodes are present within the axilla.
Tumor histologic grade 3
Tubule score 3
Nuclear score 3
Mitotic score 3

Terri, what’s it all mean?

TERRI
In a nutshell, you have stage one grade three breast cancer. It could be a lot worse.

SPENCER

Three weeks ago I was a normal guy living an average life, with a good job and a positive view
of my future. I had that little bump under my left nipple for a month or two. I went to see my
doctor for allergies. Can you believe that? You go in with a stuffy nose and come out with
cancer. Anyway, he sent me in for a mammogram. I didn’t tell anyone. I couldn’t share that
with anybody. Could you?

B.C.
Hell no. I didn’t tell anybody about that bump on my chest. It’s a chest, not a breast. I didn’t
feel right about using the word nipple when I thought about men. Nipples were for girls. I told
my girlfriend I was going in for a man-o-gram, just to make it clear I wasn’t some sissy boy. My
doc had me follow up with an ultra sound. Then I got the news, and bingo! I knew that my own
body, this physical structure that holds us together; this so called temple of life that’s supposed
to carry us for a hundred years---betrayed me.

VIRGIL
You know, young man, as long as you’re determined to feed on that declaration of negativity,
your body—the very one you just spurned and disparaged—is going to rebel. Hell, you must
have enough cortisol and other stress hormones percolating through your arteries to make a
cellular time bomb.

B.C.
Spencer, aren’t you mad as hell?

SPENCER
No, I’m not mad at anybody. I’m just very….disappointed. Every dream I’ve ever had for my life
is suddenly…questionable. Nobody deserves this. We deserve to live. And I deserve to have a
chest without holes in it.

TERRI
Cancer feels like it limits our choices, but that’s an illusion. It seems true because our fear of

suddenly losing so much just clutters the view we have—that we’ve always had---of our future.
Every possibility you ever had in your life before cancer is still there after cancer. Cancer has
only added a heap of other options, and some of them are not so good, and sometimes those
are the only ones we can see. They’re scary. They jump out like black cats in the night.
Terrifying. Vulgar. Demanding. Until those negative options are the ones we start reacting
to….and believing in.

VIRGIL
Spencer, don’t give up on those dreams in your life. Even if you’re standing on a rickety
boat…you’re still afloat. Hell, maybe those dreams in life that you speak of don’t have the
power to kill cancer, but they have the power to mute cancer, to hush it up and clean up its
profanity and whittle it down until it’s the size of a disappointment—just like you said.. And
disappointments are nothing more than little discarded dreams. Just start a new one.

CYNDIE
You know Spencer, I’m beginning to understand that you having breast cancer and me losing
my voice to rock and roll are, in some crazy way, kind of linked. Good golly. Life is giving us a
boot to the backside and shaking us up for a reason. It’s so easy to miss something important.
It’s so easy to think we’ve failed when life looms over us and pins us down and takes our breath
away….takes the best away…or in your case, takes our breast away.
No matter what life has thrown at us, and no matter how desperate a situation might be….no
matter how the tide has turned, there’s always one more way. There’s always one more
chance to get right.

SONG #12 “YOU ARE THE ONE (YOU’RE WAITING FOR)” Sung by Cyndie and Spencer

Every day that a leaf falls from a tree
There’s a chance in that moment to be free

Some may say
We are like a leaf in flight
Lost at sea on some long and lonely night
But if you fall, just find that little piece of sky
There’s no one else—who can remind you how to fly

One more chance
There’s always one more try in store
And one more dance
So waltz your way across the floor
Be alive, survive and free to ask for more
The key you hold unlocks the door
You are the only one you’re waiting for.

You’ve got it all
Just see the way your life has grown
And if you fall
You’ll never take that path alone
Walking tall
It isn’t easy when you’re thrown
If there’s a wall
You’ve likely built it on your own
And no despair, will ever steal the joy you claim
Stand up and share

The place were life has carved your name

There’s one more chance
No matter how the tide has turned
To learn to dance
And realize the joy you’ve earned
In your sturdy boat you’ve made it to the shore
No one else can give you more
It’s only you your life is waiting for

Like a leaf, every heart must come to know
When to fall, where to land, how to grow
Time is brief so take this moment to receive
All the joy in the truth that you believe

Don’t be afraid
To ever show the world you’re real
You’ve got it made
To find the freedom that can heal

So get it right
Give up the notion that you’re small
You own the light
You’re all you need to have it all

Trust your wings just step up to the ledge and soar
You are the one to catch your fall
You are the only one you’re waiting for

VIRGIL
So young man, it seems that you are the proud life-time recipient of the “one breasted man”
award. Welcome to the club!

SPENCER
I’d rather not accept this award if it’s all the same to you.

VIRGIL
Not to worry Spencer. Look at it this way. I’m stage 4 plus. There is no stage 5. It means you
and B.C. have a fightin’ chance to live a full life—with a little luck.

B.C.
But there’s no good cancer. It doesn’t matter how you label it. Cancer is the tumor terrorist,
and it needs to be shot dead in its tracks.

TERRI
We’re working on that B.C. But we’ve identified over 200 kinds of cancer so far. It doesn’t
appear that a single cancer cure is in the cards.

CYNDIE

When I was a kid, I remember being embarrassed and afraid to tell anyone that my birth sign
was Cancer. The word frightened me.

SPENCER.
So what did you do?

CYNDIE
I decided to be a Sagittarius instead.

VIRGIL
Putting his arms around B.C. and Spencer
We three have joined a club that isn’t exactly easy to get into, but once you’re in….you’re in for
life. Sorry lads, but this cancer club offers no refunds. Regardless of what route we take in our
efforts to become and remain cancer free, we are destined to be reminded often that
recurrence may be just around the corner.

SPENCER
That sounds a little grim.

TERRI
But don’t forget gentlemen, a full life may be just around the corner too.

VIRGIL
And what makes a full life? Hell, my days are seriously numbered, but life is no less satisfying
because of it.
B.C.

Are you trying to say you have no regrets old timer?

VIRGIL
I can’t recall any. I’ve lived a decent life doing things I’m mostly proud of. Oh, except for that
one time I stole Ralph Kaputnicks dung beetle from his science experiment in the third grade.

CYNDIE
Good golly. Why would you want to do a thing like that?

VIRGIL
Well to begin with it was stuck in a jar. It creeped me out. This massive, African insect, so
beautiful to behold, so majestic and weird and wonderful, stuffed into that ugly little bottle
with the lid on tight. I felt claustrophobic just looking at it. It gave me a sort of pre-pubescent
panic attack. So I stole it…and set it free.

CYNDIE
That’s so sweet.

VIRGIL
Yeah, but then I realized it was already dead. And had probably been dead for a very long time.

SPENCER
Time was something I never used to think much about. Suddenly I get the feeling there’s
someone sinister lurking in the shadows, holding a stop watch; counting down the minutes.

VIRGIL

That’s our old friend the time keeper again, reminding us that if we’re lucky, we just might have
thirty thousand days to make something of our lives.

B.C.
What are you talking about? Thirty thousand days is nothing.

VIRGIL
It’s only nothing if you don’t make it into something. Nope. The average human life span is 82
years. Thirty thousand days. Do the math. And think about it.
SONG #13 “THIRTY THOUSAND DAYS” (Sung by the cast)
Thirty thousand days
Living in a haze
Watch out buddy, better mend your ways

Look at what you’ve got
No one’s got a lot
Time is something that cannot be bought
(Chorus)
Let your heart unite
Through your shining light
With every song you write
Sing it every minute every day night

Thirty thousand days
Death has no delays
All we’re given in our life decays

Life will never wait
Don’t ignore your fate
You’ll be walking through the pearly gate

(Chorus)
Every hand we lend
Every heart we mend
That’s the story of the life we spend
Don’t squander it away my friend

Everybody pays
No one ever stays
We’ll be gone in thirty thousand days

Try to feel alive
More than 9 to 5
Every second there’s a reason to survive

(Chorus)
We will never fix
All the bumps and nicks
Good and bad will mix
So be happy that your clock--still ticks
VIRGIL

Men, we’re all Gold Card carrying members in this cancer alliance, and with membership there
is an underlying uncertainty that shadows us for the rest of our lives. However, I’m happy to
report that there is a sort of “vacation option” available that puts your account on “hold” for an
unspecified period of time, and that’s what you two men have signed up for. Otherwise known
as remission. You get my drift?

CYNDIE
But what about you Mr. Cable?

VIRGIL
I’m afraid I don’t qualify for the program.

B.C.
I never wanted to join this stupid club.

VIRGIL
Listen friends, I think the time is about right. I have a small favor to ask of all of you.

B.C.
If it has anything to do with killing cancer, count me in.

VIRGIL
Yeah, killin’s part of it.

SPENCER

So, what is it Virgil?

VIRGIL
Well, I’d like to ask the four of you to attend my….farewell party.

CYNDI
Well, that’s an easy one. I’ll even play some old fashioned folk music for the occasion. If
anybody remembers what that is.

B.C.
Yeah, sure. When is it?

VIRGIL
Well, it’s actually my celebration of life service. It’s right now.

CYNDIE
How can that be?

VIRGIL
Well, it’s as simple as this. I’m afraid I’ve just run out of time.

SONG #14 TIME KEEPER (Sung by Virgil)

Time Keeper
You stand there with a stopwatch in your hand
To steal away another day and all the hours I have planned

Time Keeper
You’re reaching out like some forgotten friend
But by the time this day is over someone else’s time will end

Time Keeper
You’re telling me it’s time to close the show
To put away the scenery and all these memories that I know

You’ve been watching such a long time
Hoping we could get along fine
I’m thinking it’s just the wrong time
To go

Time Keeper
You’re concealed inside the shadow of that mask
Your face is never seen despite these favors that you ask

Time Keeper
You cannot hide those restless, urgent eyes
Grim Reaper, I wonder if that’s you in that disguise.

Time Keeper
I want to know how lives like mine can fade to black
Underneath the darkness of that cloak upon your back

What I wouldn’t give for one more day
To find a another stair to climb
Just to watch another sunrise
Another time

Time Keeper
I used to fear I’d find your hiding place
But standing in the starlight I see the kindness on your face

Time Keeper
I think I see what you’ve got up your sleeve
I know the time has come to bid farewell to all we leave

Time Keeper
I know at last my very soul has been set free
And I want to thank you for this time that you’ve kindly given me

VIRGIL

I’m trying to say that my time…my life…with any hope of quality is over. You may have
forgotten that really important word in my diagnosis.

B.C.
Gee, what word was that Virgil?

VIRGIL
Terminal.
My cancer is inoperable. And I intend to swallow the fifteen hundred milligrams of Seconol
Sodium that I’ve saved up.
He removes a bottle from his pocket. It’s a small tequila bottle.
I’ve got a bunch of old guys in my card club who all made donations to my drug stash. It’s
amazing the amount of dangerous drugs senior citizens keep around the house. We mixed it up
with chocolate syrup in this old Tequila bottle to sort of kill the bitter taste.

B.C.
Are you kiddin’ pops. You’re gonna kill yourself? With chocolate syrup?

VIRGIL
I’m going to exercise my right to life by ending my own, yes. While I can still down a shot of
good Tequila which I also just happen to have right here…
He pulls a second, identical bottle from his pocket
And while I can still win a few bucks in a smoke-infested casino before I go…..and…..
He falls silent

SPENCER

And what?

VIRGIL
Suddenly somber
…And be able to say goodbye with four special friends to send me off. Look, I don’t have any
family left. Guy’s, don’t look at me like that. Hell, I’m not gonna do it here! Why would I want
to ruin a perfectly good, although under attended, convention? Hell no. I’ve got a lovely suite
on the 18th floor. And a full mini bar. And no, I’m not gonna die and stiff em’ for the price of
the room just in case you were wondering. What kind of man do you think I am? I prepaid it. I
even left a generous tip and a nice note for the housekeepers.
He places both bottles on the table
B.C.
A nice note? Like “to whom it may concern. Thanks for hauling my bony old body down
eighteen flights of stairs.”

SPENCER
Wait, isn’t that illegal?

VIRGIL
So go ahead. Give a dead man a ticket. Bottom line is I’m ready to stop hurting. There isn’t a
single minute when I can forget I have cancer. It’s way more than discomfort. Sometimes
surviving is the worst kind of pain. Oh, and by the way, for what it’s worth, I’d like my ashes to
be scattered in the Magic Kingdom.

B.C.
I don’t see you as a religious man, Pops. What are you talking about?
VIRGIL

Disneyland of course.

SPENCER.
Wait a minute. Isn’t that illegal ?

VIRGIL
Of course it is. That’s what makes it so damn exciting. I want my best friend, whoever that is,
to sneak my ashes through security and sprinkle me around Tomorrow Land.
This dying stuff is a deep space expedition into the great unknown. It’s a voyage through the
treacherous and tumultuous oceans of unfathomable misfortunes and as far as I’m concerned,
it’s the ultimate existential exploration known to human kind--or in the case of guys with breast
cancer …mankind.

TERRI
Look, Virgil. I know your pain is substantial and you’re sick and tired of being sick and tired, and
regardless of what any of us think or how we feel about euthanasia, there are probably some
better locations to accomplish this instead of in a cheap room of a gambling casino.

VIRGIL
I can’t think of one. And the room is very nice by the way. Did I mention the mini bar? The
truth is I was ready two weeks ago. Then I found out about our little gathering here and
figured that you were my people. Besides, now I have some lovely music to send me on my
way.
Oh, and….a little something to leave behind.
He hands Cyndie an envelope. She opens it.
CYNDIE
Oooh my! It’s money.

VIRGIL
Yeah, Three thousand dollars. I won it out in the Casino on my way in this afternoon. What
timing, huh? I picked a hell of a time to get lucky. I didn’t know who to give it to, until you came
in to the picture, and I don’t know what it costs to make a music CD, but put this bit of cash
toward that melodic dream and keep that folk music alive will ya?

She rushes to Virgil and hugs him

CYNDIE
Oh, Mr. Cable. Virgil. You are a dear, sweet friend. How can I ever thank you?

VIRGIL
That’s easy. Sing a last song for an old man, will ya? And keep that dream of yours alive. You
too Spencer. And especially you B.C., if you can stop fightin’ long enough.

CYNDIE
With pleasure. This is for you Mr. Cable. You know, I’ve never really believed in anything for
very long. Least of all myself. I guess that’s why I was willing to let history gobble up my music
and my dream of singing and making recordings. I’d give anything to have some unshakable
dream that towers like a mountain peak instead of waving like an old faded flag.
She walks over to Spencer
I’ve been thinking. Spencer, even if I can’t believe in my own dream, I can believe in a little
piece of your dream. That dream to live. Because I know, even if cancer takes you away from
us, you’ve already added something wonderful to the world. And in time that little piece of you
that I believe in, that little piece will get bigger and bigger until it covers up all my own
hesitation. Because I really do believe that even if none of us can be cured, we can always be
healed.
SONG #15 “I BELIEVE (IN YOU)” (Sung by Spencer and Cyndie)

I believe there’s something inside every person alive that can light our way
I believe that life will provide every chance to survive we deserve this day
I believe it’s hard to conceive of a life where hope has been left behind
I believe that as people grieve there’s a chance to be healed that we all can find
I believe there’s more than we can see
Only fear can impair our view
I believe that love conquers cancer bringing hope each day anew
I believe that love is the answer and I believe in you
We believe that love can retrieve every dream we lose in deep despair
We believe we stand at the eve of a life where we choose all the joy we share
(Music break)
I believe that when we receive all the love that we need
every heart grows strong
I can feel it; no one can steal it, a strength that can mend every life gone wrong
I’ve been told that as we grow older the pain in our lives can be laid to rest
There’s a power looking over our shoulder that forever strives welling in your breast
I know love is stronger than thunder
here in a world where the truth shines through
I believe there’s love living under the pain and the fear that can block our view
I believe in sharing the wonder and I believe in you
I believe in you
I believe in you
B.C.
Well, I admire your sense of comradery. You’ve got this support system that’s full of peppy
songs and empowering slogans and lovely colors of pinks and blues, but it’s all a fantasy. Who’s
gonna step up and kill this assailant that’s trespassing in our lives? While you’re singing and
dancing, cancer is destroying someone else’s life. And it won’t be mine. I’m not a religious
man….thank God! It’s so much easier to be a disciple than a rebel. Believers are followers and
infants in the evolution of human spirit, lacking courage and failing to connect with the essence
of life. Real cancer survivors are rebels…

VIRGIL
Look, Spencer and B.C., you both have cancer. Well, you’re stuck with it. And before you react
defensively with that look of horror on your face, B.C. think about it for a minute. You can’t
ever undo the intrusion of cancer in your life. Once it infiltrates your body and busts through
that blood brain barrier that you assume so valiantly protects you, there’s no chance that you’ll
ever banish it from your being. Oh, you may find the satisfaction of remission, and you may be
symptom free, perhaps even forever, but you can’t step back in time, or wipe the slanderous
slate clean. Once a cancer survivor, always a cancer survivor. So what I’m saying is, you may as
well invite it in like you would a bothersome relative. Even if you and cancer never share a
waking moment together, it’s always asleep in the spare bedroom.
He pulls both bottles from is pockets
Now, I would like to offer some refreshment for the party revelers.
They each pick up a plastic cup from the table
and hold them out to be filled, and then hesitate.

VIRGIL
Holding a bottle in each hand.
One holds the Seconol and one the Tequila.

Let me see now….I’d better keep this straight. I’d hate to lose one of you….I’m almost certain
that this is the one with the Seconol Sodium. Or is it this one? My bunco club always told me I
made a killer cocktail.
Virgil pours a little Tequila into each cup and raises his glass

Sometimes we just have to trust life to deliver what’s best for us. But life is a threatening
disease after all.
They all raise their glasses, looking quite concerned

So, here’s to Spencer, our newest member of the uni-breast alliance. May he live long and
prosper.
They all drink except for B.C.
TERRI
What about that idea you had, you know, to die in the desert?

VIRGIL
That was the plan. Then I met you people. I really prefer to end the show with you clowns
instead of a pack of scruffy coyotes and poisonous lizards.
Besides, I haven’t had a chance to sell this idea to the pharmaceutical hucksters yet, but I’ve
actually discovered the ultimate cure for cancer.

B.C.
Ha! And what would that be you old coot?

VIRGIL
Dying.

SONG #16 “WHAT SHALL I LEAVE BEHIND?” (Sung by Virgil)

What shall I leave behind?
One simple memory
Hoping one day you’ll find
Some little part of me

If there’s a way to remind
There’s someone we’ve loved left behind
Knowing these years of our lives
Inspire all the fire that forever survives

What shall I leave behind?
Some misty melody
Songs of the heart designed
To be sung everlastingly

Knowing we never forget
We’ve tenderly sung our duet
Never departed nor gone
Love is the music that lives on and on

What can I leave behind?
Something to hold us near
Treasure the ties that bind
Softly to reappear

Life has remarkably shown
Indelible moments we’ve known
Threads of our hearts that we weave

Embroidered with loving long after we leave

So what shall I leave behind?
After we say Adieu
Memories intertwined
Stories of me and you

VIRGIL
So comrades, I’m prepped for the final flight as you can see.
Adjusting his pilots helmet
Ready to launch. I’ll just pull a few slots on my way up to the room. If I hit anything big I’ll pay
for the twenty-five year reunion party for you four. Sorry to have to miss it.
He heads toward the door
TERRI
Wait, Mr. Cable, don’t you want someone to be there with you?

VIRGIL
Oh God no! This is just between me and my tequila. Besides, this is a solo flight. I’ve gotta
earn my wings.
He steps through the door—looking back for a moment.
Oh, and Cyndie…what’s that old tune from 1931 that talks about dreaming a little dream..
CYNDIE
Singing acapella
Sweet dreams till sunbeams find you
Sweet dreams that leave all worries behind you
But in your dreams whatever they be

Dream a little dream of me…..

VIRGIL
Yeah, that’s the one. Dream on.
He exits, slowly closing the door behind him

SONG #17 THE MAGIC OF A DREAM (sung by Cyndie and Spencer )
You can dream the greatest dream
You can share the sweetest song
You can dare to find the joy in every tear
Like the current in a stream
Find the path that makes you strong
And you’ll know where you belong and why you’re here
All the dreams you’ve concealed
Release their magic when they’re revealed
Always more
Than it seems
That’s the magic of your dreams
Leave behind your heavy heart
As you yearn to free your soul
You can burn like any bright expanding star
You can find that missing part
You can turn a half to whole
And the world will be enriched by who you are
Trust your heart to what’s in store
And feel the wonder you’ve waited for
Always more
Than you seem
That’s the magic of your dream

SPENCER
So tell me Terri, how is all of this supposed to end? Do I wake up in Hoag Hospital, Costa Mesa
California with stage one grade three breast cancer and remember all of this as a crazy stuff?
Or will I forget everything and all of you?

TERRI
Well Spencer. I wasn’t looking forward to this part of your story, because it gets a little difficult
from this point on.
B.C.
What do you mean, difficult? What could be more difficult than living with cancer every day?
Does he remember us or not?
TERRI
Sure. If that’s the ending you want, why not?

SPENCER
What do you mean the ending we want? I never wanted to have cancer.

B.C.
And what happens to me? Spencer may be caught up in some dreamy hallucination, but I’m
here and I’m real.

TERRI
Look, I’m sorry people, but I can’t give you a happy ending. I can’t give you a sad ending or a
tragic ending either. Because that’s just not the way it works. There isn’t one. It would be nice,
if I could tuck you into bed and make you all feel wonderful…. Instead, I have to let you go, not
knowing of the news…so you can find any ending that life might choose for you.
B.C.
Screw life! Cancer can’t hijack me, or my life, or my dreams for that matter. I’m the guy in
charge.

TERRI
As you struggle to find your own point of reference from which to live day by day you’ll come to
know that cancer has no definitive markers, no dependable parameters to allow us to
formulate our future, and so we’re left to find our own, often simple methods to combat our
disease. Feeling good about our choices and believing in our body’s intrinsic ability to heal itself
certainly can’t hurt, but the fact is the threatening disease called “life”, as Virgil reminded us,
makes all of the final decisions for each of us on this cancer journey..

B.C.
And why do we call it a journey? Do I look like I’m traveling in a friggin’ covered wagon? I didn’t
buy a ticket for this excursion.

TERRI
Cancer loves a surprise. Cancer thrives on fragile promises, and breaking them is the one thing
cancer does best. We have no control here.
Spencer, you’re about to wake up, and you won’t be here when you do. That’s about all I can
promise you. You’ll have a heck of a sore throat from the breathing tube that’s been keeping
you alive. You’ll have a permanent tightness in your left chest, and, if I’m not mistaken….
Reading from her Ipad
I count at least seven dedicated friends in the waiting room, looking forward to seeing you.

SPENCER
I still have so many questions...

B.C.
How does he get off so easy? One of us is looks like life is pretty good; one of us will be dead
before morning and the other, that being me, is fighting like hell to stay alive.

TERRI
Nobody gets off easy where cancer is concerned. And are you absolutely certain, which of
those is you? Is it possible you spend so much time trying not to die that you’ve forgotten how
to live?

B.C.
Look friends, it’s been a hoot.
He begins to walk toward the door
But sometimes you just have to follow the path, or the journey if that makes it sound any
better—the road that takes you to a place you believe in. I’ve got a war to fight. While you guys
are dreaming your lives away, I’d rather go on back home to Pasadena and forget that I have
breast cancer for a few decades. You know, we really only have one thing in common here.
These damn cancer cells. Cancer is a prison. And I plan on breaking out.

SONG #18 “CELL MATES” SUNG BY B.C.

Branded as bandits
Caught in a crime wave
We’re not only
Lonely
We are murderers in this prison cell
Rebellious --raisin’ hell
and makin’ our stand
Feel this knife in my hand?

Cell mates Doin’ our time
Cell mates
No cell shall confine
Cut down in our prime
Guilty of killin’ cancer
Willin’ to answer for the crime

Bound like a madman
Damn this disorder
Life is tangled
Strangled
And this fools disease
Brought me to my knees
Dying to break the man it’s cursed
But not if I kill it first

Cell mates to the core
Cell mates forever more
Doing time together
Cause we’re guilty of killin’ cancer
Stuck in this deadly tug of war
Let me say it one more time, we’re here

Guilty of killin’ cancer
Dyin’ to even up the score
Yes, we’re dyin’ to even up the score

He exits
SPENCER
Terri, there’s just one more thing I need to know.

TERRI
Yes, I understand. You want to know what happens to you when you wake up from your
surgery.

SPENCER
That’s it. I’m not trying to find out anything that I don’t have the privilege to know. I mean, I
don’t understand who makes the rules for stuff like this.

TERRI
There are no rules. So try not to make it into something complicated. You see, it’s like any
other dream you’ve ever had, only a lot more detailed. And this one doesn’t end. You’ll wake
up and go on with your life, just as before, but with a little cancer coming along for the ride.

SPENCER
But how can there be no finale, no closing? Everything has to come to a stop. How can a day or
a story or a play have no ending?

TERRI
The day doesn’t end when the sun sets. It just continues on the other side of the planet. And
having cancer in your life is exactly like that. You may forget from time to time. But it never
ends—provided it doesn’t kill you.

SPENCER
Will I remember any of this?

TERRI
Sure. Like any good dream that makes you laugh in your sleep or wakes you up in cold sweat. I
suggest you write it down the minute you open your eyes in that hospital room, so you don’t
miss any of the important elements.
SPENCER
What about Virgil? Does he have to die?

TERRI
He does.

SPENCER
So, what should I do when I wake up?

TERRI
I suggest you start living. There were a lot of unknowns in your life before you got this cancer,
and just as many afterward. They’re just different. So buckle up and live through it all.

SPENCER
Will I ever see you again? And how about B.C. ? Will I know any of these people in real life?

TERRI
This is real life. It’s just another view. And since the world is approaching a population of eight
billion, it’s unlikely that you’ll run into any of them in the time you have left. But they’re out
there all right.

SPENCER
Walking to Cyndie
And Cyndie?

TERRI
I suspect that’s the real question you’ve been afraid to ask. She’ll be out there in some coffee
house, singing her heart out. And looking for a one breasted guy to walk through the door.

SPENCER
But I don’t even drink coffee.

TERRI
I suggest you start. And that is the very best advice I can leave you with.

SPENCER
Picking up Cydnie’s guitar
So, how do we start…this journey?

TERRI
Well, if I were you—and Cyndie-- I’d make a left at the moon, and shoot for the stars.

TERRI
When I was a young girl, I knew a kid who had cancer. But I never knew why. Why do such
unkind things exist in the world? I decided I wanted to be a doctor at the moment in my life.
So you see guys, cancer is my life, as much as it’s yours. I want to kill it for the pain it causes ,
and accept it for the strength it demands of us and even love it as part of the design of life it
delivers, for reasons we may never understand. Cancer isn’t my friend, but it’s not my enemy
either. How can any part of life be an enemy of life? And who decides what is good or bad or
relevant or necessary. Certainly not me. We come into this life, and if we’re lucky, we have
just thirty thousand days in which to grow. It’s a celebration, even when cancer shows up. And
sure, it’s a crazy, uncontrolled, and uncontrollable circus of sorts. And nobody knows how
many of those days we have left, but we’ve got some. Why not live each and every one of
them?

SONG #19 “WHY IS THERE CANCER IN THE WORLD?” (Sung by Terri)

I wish I knew
How death might give
Some gift to those left in this world to live
Who comes and goes?
Who knows the way our life breath flows?
And who decides
The changing of the tides?

If there is love

Please let it find me now
If I have strength
Good God, remind me now
If there is hope
I’ll take all that life will allow
How can all we treasure pass us by?
Why is there cancer in our world? Why?

I saw a face
A little child
His eyes with grace and mercy smiled
He looked away, lived one more day before he died
Lord knows he tried
Every Angel cried
If there’s a God
Good lord I wish I knew
If there’s a God
Who is he talking to?
If there’s a God he’s got some explaining to do
Why would God let little children die?
Why is there cancer in the world? Why?

BLACKOUT

END
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