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This play was born in the moments between tuning a cello and dusting a violin bow, in my family’s little music shop tucked into the southern coast of Spain. It was born from the hush that falls over an instrument when no one is playing it—that strange, living silence where music seems to hover, waiting for hands brave enough to call it back.

Where Music Goes When No One Plays It is a short play about exactly that: the music we leave behind, the conversations we never finish, and the unlikely souls who pick up where we left off. It is the story of Maximilian Stille, a composer who died reaching for a chord too perfect for human hands, and Zeke, a man who couldn’t find Middle C if it bit him. 

Theater has always been a medium of storytelling, exploring the boundaries of human experience and delving into the mysteries of life and death. In this play, we explore the timeless themes of music and mortality. Through the unlikely alliance between Maximilian and Zeke, we delve into ambition, legacy, and the pursuit of artistic greatness—asking what truly defines success, and how one man’s legacy may transcend life and death.

​This story is family friendly and comedic but also explores the nature of achievement and the ways a person’s impact can endure beyond the grave. While intended as a lighthearted and family-oriented comedy, the narrative grapples with complex questions: our obligations to those who have passed, their expectations of us, and whether sacrificing everything for a single work of art is truly worth the cost.

​

​My goal was to create a piece that moves you from laughter into thought, only to spark laughter again — because I want you to enjoy every moment you spend with this story. I hope this noise we’ve made is as much of a joy for you to witness as it was for me to find in the quiet. May it startle you, linger in your bones, and stay with you as a gentle reminder that a masterpiece isn’t defined by its ending, but by the hands that finally call it home.

— Brittney Pilarcik
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MAXIMILIAN STILLE — A ghostly composer of the Romantic era. Brilliant, pompous, transparent (literally), and desperately lonely. He has spent two centuries perfecting a symphony he cannot play, waiting for someone with hands, a heart, and the patience to survive his ego.

ZEKE — A farmer in his forties, weathered by loss and Texas sun. He knows nothing of music theory but sees sound as color, feels harmony in his bones, and possesses a stubborn kindness. The only living soul who can perceive Maximilian.

CLARA STILLE — Maximilian’s late wife, a composer whose contributions were buried under her husband’s name. 

ELINOR STILLE — Maximilian’s great-great-great-great-granddaughter, a British archivist.

​LOLA “SKEETER” MALONE — A jazz ghost from 1927, all smoke, saxophone, and chaos. 

THE AUDITOR — A celestial bureaucrat in a beige suit. They eat phantom pie, file paperwork for the afterlife, and deliver deadlines with the emotional investment of a DMV employee. 

CLETUS — Zeke’s cousin, a mountain of a man, pie-eating champion, and musical saw virtuoso (twelve YouTube subscribers).

​DARRYL — The Tri-County Grange Hall sound engineer. 

THE PIG — A pig. Sometimes wears a bowtie. Snores in 4/4 time.

​

The play requires a piano. Everything else can be imagined, remembered, or haunted.

​

​

Where Music Goes When No One Plays It

(Lights rise slowly. The GHOST materializes from darkness, his form shifting between transparency and solidity like smoke deciding whether to become a man. He drifts through a dilapidated conservatory. Moonlight streams through broken windows, catching dust motes and rusted instruments in silver beams. He pauses at a broken piano, reaches for a key — his finger passes through with a soft, disappointed hum.)

​GHOST

(tracing geometric patterns in the air that briefly glow, speaking to no one, to everyone, to the universe itself)

In geometry, we speak of perfect forms — the circle, the square, the golden spiral. In music, we seek the same perfection. Both are languages of the universe, written in mathematics... (touches a piano key — silence, then a faint echo of what should have been) But what good is perfection if you cannot touch it?

(He attempts to pick up a pencil. It falls through his spectral hand, clatters to the floor. He tries again. Again. Growing theatrical frustration.)

Even Euler understood — his identity, e to the i pi plus one equals zero, pure mathematical poetry. The most beautiful equation ever written, connecting the fundamental constants just as music connects fundamental frequencies into harmony. (creating glowing numbers in the air) The harmonic series follows the same divine proportions as the spiral of galaxies. And yet here I am, reduced to watching my unfinished symphony gather dust while the universe hums on without me.

(bitter laughter, genuinely pained)

O tempora, o mores! What a time to be a ghost. "Music hath charms to soothe the savage breast" — yes, well, I wander seeking solace in wind and rain, but the savage breast seems entirely uninterested in being soothed by a man who cannot hold a conductor's baton, let alone a pen.

(He drifts toward a rustic cabin in the distance, passing through a fence post, a clothesline, a child's abandoned toy — each interaction a small failure.)

Music is a higher revelation than all wisdom and philosophy — the electrical soil in which the spirit lives, thinks, invents. My music was the divine way to tell beautiful, poetic things, to express the inexpressible, to give voice to the ineffable. And yet they reduced it to mere entertainment. A distraction. Background noise for their vapid social gatherings.

(He reaches the cabin, tries to lift a quill from a windowsill — it clatters to the ground, unseen, unheard.)

Even the simplest quill eludes my grasp! How am I to compose when I cannot even hold a pen?

(He attempts to hum a melody. The sound fades into nothing, consumed by the night air.)

Even my voice... even that betrays me.

(A rustic cabin. ZEKE, a man in his forties with weathered hands and a permanent squint from years of squaring off against the sun, sits on a wooden chair. He holds a jug of moonshine not like a drunk, but like a man who has learned that some nights require assistance to make sense of the day. He is not stupid. He is tired. He is watching the shimmer appear before him with the patience of a man who has seen too much to be surprised by anything anymore.)

​ZEKE

(not startled, just... confirming)

Well. Either that's some mighty strong moonshine, or you're about as solid as my ex-wife's promises. Both possibilities have precedent.

​GHOST

(sighing, dryly, still performing for an audience of one who refuses to be impressed)

How fortunate. Of all the humans who might perceive my spectral form, I get... Plato's hillbilly cousin.

​ZEKE

(taking a measured sip)

Plato? Ain't that Mickey Mouse's dog?

​GHOST

(to the heavens, genuinely pained)

Is this my purgatory?

​ZEKE

I'm Zeke. Like "Yeek," but with a Z. And you are the most talkative hallucination I've ever had, which is saying something considering I once spent three days in the desert with no water and a very chatty cactus.

​GHOST

(desperately clinging to dignity)

I am — was — Maximilian Stille. A composer. A true prodigy of my craft, a musical genius unlike any the world has ever known. My time on this planet was cut cruelly short, and my masterpieces were left unplayed. My competitors failed to acknowledge my brilliance, preferring instead to wallow in their own ignorance and revel in their —

​ZEKE

(interrupting, not unkindly, just efficient)

You're dead.

​GHOST

(thrown)

I — yes. That is the general —

​ZEKE

And you're complaining.

​GHOST

(indignant)

I am not complaining. I am articulating the profound injustice of —

​ZEKE

Mister, I've buried two wives, a daughter, and every dog I ever loved. You're dead and you still get to talk. That's not injustice. That's a bonus round.

(The Ghost pauses. No one has interrupted his manifesto in two centuries.)

​GHOST

(recovering, but less certain)

Ah. Yes. Well. You see, I was composing a new form of expression, combining the mathematical precision of Bach with the emotional depth of Beethoven. Imagine a fugue that follows the Fibonacci sequence, each voice entering at intervals determined by the golden ratio.

(creates glowing musical notes in the air — genuinely beautiful, genuinely sad)

But death has rather inconsiderately interrupted my magnum opus.

​ZEKE

(studying the floating notes, not with confusion, but with recognition)

Them symbols look like the patterns my grandma used in her quilting. She always said there was music in the way the shapes fit together. She was deaf as a post the last twenty years of her life. Still quilted every day. Said she could see the music better than she ever heard it.

(The Ghost stares at him.)

​GHOST

(quietly, almost to himself)

She could... see the music.

​ZEKE

(shrugging)

Don't know about all that. Just know she made beautiful things without needing anyone to tell her they were beautiful. You seem awful concerned with whether folks acknowledge your brilliance. Maybe that's your problem right there.

​GHOST

(stung, defensive)

You misunderstand entirely. I seek but one person willing to toil for me — hours, days, perhaps years — until they can fully grasp the depth of my musical prowess. Of course, I highly doubt that person is you, but lo and behold, you are the only one who can bear witness to my spectral presence.

​ZEKE

(not offended, just amused)

So I'm your last choice and your only choice. That tracks.

​GHOST

(grandly, but with desperation leaking through)

I implore you, do not bask in false hope. Pray that it is not you, for the weight of my creative
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