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"As an admirer of the original novel of Midnight on Mourn Street, I was wondering how Christopher Conlon would manage to convey the story’s intricate and intimate twists and emotions within the confines of a theater stage...and, if anything, he’s managed to distill the tale down into something even more poignant, shocking, and tragic. Midnight on Mourn Street works so well as a play that it makes me wish I magically had access to a 400-seat house, three of the best actors in the world, and the skills to direct it...but in the meantime, it plays beautifully in the theater of the mind. Conlon has crafted both a superb example of the difficult art of adaptation, and an enthralling and deeply moving stand-alone read."


—Three-time Bram Stoker Award-winner Lisa Morton, author of The Castle of Los Angeles
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"WITH HIS STAGE ADAPTATION of Midnight on Mourn Street, Christopher Conlon has pulled an amazing emotional sleight-of-hand: he has brilliantly translated an intensely introverted novel into a celebration of the spoken word and in-depth characterization. One should read both the novel and the stage adaptation back-to-back for a perfect lesson on how transferring one form of storytelling media into another can produce new insight to the core work. This is quite simply, in my eyes, an amazing achievement."


—Five-time Bram Stoker Award-winner Gary A. Braunbeck, author of A Cracked and Broken Path
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The Characters

Reed Waters—tall, thin, about 40. Caucasian. He dresses in a nondescript fashion—plain work shirts, trousers or jeans, tennis shoes or loafers. A man who tries hard to go unnoticed.

Mauri Dyson—about 15. Caucasian. Old jeans, flashy abbreviated tops, tattered tennis shoes. Her hair should have an outrageous quality—bizarre artificial coloring or spikes, perhaps. But it should look cheap and homemade, not as if she's come from a fashion salon.

Will Bliss—17 or 18, a handsome African-American boy from a rough neighborhood who doesn't, at least externally, show it. Will dresses very nattily—collegiate pullover sweaters, slacks, loafers. He wears glasses. 

The Set

The living room of one-bedroom apartment. A somewhat tattered sofa is the dominant feature. The sofa faces an unseen "fireplace" downstage; a few fireplace tools in a rack are nearby. One or two chairs around the living room area. A bookshelf or two, stuffed with books, CDs, and a small stereo unit. Farther upstage, to one side, is a small breakfast table with chairs. A tiny television is near it, possibly on the table itself. At the rear of the stage is the kitchen of the apartment, with stove and oven, refrigerator, microwave, etc. An exit upstage to one side serves as the entrance to the apartment's single bedroom and bathroom. To one side there is a door leading out. Next to it is a window (suggested by a supported window frame).

On each side of the apartment is a small playing area in which the characters appear outside. 
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MIDNIGHT ON MOURN STREET


Act 1


Scene One
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Sound of rain.




Offstage, Reed cries out. 


Lights up—dimly, suggesting night—as, a moment later, phone rings. Reed appears from back bedroom to answer. He is dressed but disheveled, shaking his head, having just awakened. 


Outside, Mauri appears, inadequately dressed for the weather, obviously cold and wet, coughing. She carries a small battered backpack. She looks at the building before her.



REED: (switches on lamp, picks up phone) Yes?... Oh, Will, how are you?... Well, if I sound sleepy, it's because I've been sleeping... I know, I know, it's early... I just laid down for a moment and fell asleep... I'm an old man, my friend. Give me a break. I just had the most terrible nightmare... My head is still fuzzy.


Mauri wanders around building front, touching wall, trying to peer in through window, during dialogue.



REED: Yes, sure. Tomorrow's Saturday. I'll take you to the university library. What's the topic of your paper again—Richard Wright? Sure. We'll find loads of things...I know, but you're a senior now, Will. It's time to stop relying on the Internet. You need to use actual books from time to time....That's right. Those small objects with the paper sheets in them. (Chuckles) What's that? Well, hum it to me...(Listens) Oh, yes...Do you mean this? 


He hums the famous melody from the first movement of Tchaikovsky's 1st Piano Concerto.



That's Tchaikovsky. His first piano concerto... Right, the 1812 Overture guy, that's him...No, no need to buy it. I have it here. You can borrow it tomorrow. Okay...? Good. Well, I'll see you, then. How's your mother...? And all those siblings of yours...? (Long pause; chuckles) Really? My goodness. Well, yes. Okay. Tomorrow. You'll come by here? And we'll go? Great. Bye-bye, Will. 


He hangs up, switches on another light or two, goes toward kitchen humming. Pours coffee from pot on stove into cup, stands drinking. At the same time Mauri sits heavily under the window outside. She begins to cry, not showily, but with enough volume that Reed hears her. She removes what is clearly a bottle of alcohol from her backpack and takes a large swig. Reed looks curiously about, finally gazing through window, puzzled. He sees nothing. He goes to table with his cup, sits, looks absently through a newspaper or magazine for a few moments. The crying is distracting to him. He gets up, looks out again, finally goes to front door and opens it. Glances up at the rain, holds his hand over his eyes as a visor. He sees her, approaches.



REED: Excuse me?


Mauri's head shoots up, surprised. She stops crying, stands quickly.



REED: Are you all right?


She backs away from him, suspicious.





REED: I mean—it looks like you're camping out on my lawn...It's not a good night for it. You'll get soaked.




MAURI: I'm okay.



REED: What?



MAURI: I said I'm okay. (Coughs)





REED: You don't—well, you don't look okay. Do you need an umbrella?

MAURI:  No. I'm fine.

REED: Well—are you staying out here? 

MAURI: No. I'll go. I'm sorry to bother you, mister. 


She turns to leave, makes it a few steps, then something seems to overwhelm her. Her knees buckle. She sways. Reed rushes to her.



REED: You're not okay.


She falls into his arms, shaking.



REED: What's wrong? What is it?


But she seems unable to respond, makes only indistinct sounds. He looks up at the rain, wipes his eyes.



REED: You can't stay out here. Come on, come in. 


He helps her toward the door. Her head sways; she is semi-conscious. When they arrive at the door she protests weakly.



MAURI: What...? No, no....

REED: It's all right. Just come in where it's dry and you can sit down.

MAURI: I—can't...

REED: Just for a few minutes. Until you feel stronger. Please. Look, my name's Reed. What's yours?

MAURI: My...?

REED: Your name. What's your name?

MAURI: (Indistinct sounds)

REED: Never mind. Just come in. 


As she crosses the threshold of the door she suddenly cries out, draws back.



REED: It's all right. Really. Don't be afraid. No one should be left out in the rain.


She allows herself to be led in. He directs her to the sofa, where she immediately drops down—virtually collapses.



MAURI: I'll be okay in a minute—I'm just dizzy...

REED: Are you hungry? I could call the hospital—I could drive you there if you want—it's not far...

MAURI: I just need my head to settle for a minute. It's spinning...

REED: Have you eaten lately?

MAURI: Stole some Slim Jims from a 7-Eleven...That was this morning. 

REED: That's all?

MAURI: I think so...


Reed goes to kitchen, begins quickly assembling food on a plate. He pours her a glass of milk from the refrigerator.



REED: That's not good, you know. That's not good at all. Not eating will make you sick, it...(Nervous, keeping a flow of chatter as he puts together the food) Especially for a young girl like you, you really need...You shouldn't allow yourself to go hungry like that. It's...it's very...I don't have a lot here, if I'd realized I was going to have company I would have brought in some things...I don't eat a lot myself, and what I do eat is pretty simple fare...So I can't offer a lot of...Well...Anyway, here are some things. Let's just see, okay? Let's see if some food helps. (He brings the plate and glass to her.) Can you sit up?


She does. She looks at the plate and glass for a moment, then takes them hastily and begins wolfing everything down. Reed watches her for a moment, then turns self-consciously away and crouches before the "fireplace," takes out a match and lights it, takes a fireplace tool and gives the fire a poke or two.



REED: These artificial logs are—are great. They light just like that. Their flames are just slow and steady, no popping, no sparks. And hardly any ash afterward. I always keep one in here, around this time. Fall, winter...(Pause, stepping back to look at the fire, glancing at her) It's not every day I bring in a camper from my front lawn, you know. I—I don't often have company.


She is preoccupied with the food; doesn't respond.



REED: I—I didn't get your name....


Still no response. Finally he moves to the window.



REED: The rain isn't letting up, is it? Terrible night. It's going to rain for hours, the weatherman said. It's supposed to let up toward dawn. November is too early in the season for snow—at least you missed that. But—but the rain is cold, it's very cold...


At last she finishes, puts the plate and glass aside, wipes her mouth on her sleeve, perhaps burps. 


REED: Have you had enough to eat?




She looks at him.



REED: You look like you're feeling a little better.

MAURI: The fire's nice. (Turns to it)

REED: Good.

MAURI: I can't believe I, like, fainted. I thought that was just something people did in old movies.

REED: I was afraid I was going to have to call 911.

MAURI: Sorry.

REED: You haven't told me your name.

MAURI: It's Mauri. Mauri Stevens.

REED: Well, Mauri Stevens, I'm Reed Waters. Pleased to meet you.

MAURI: I'll be out of here in just a couple of minutes, Mr. Waters.

REED: Reed. And you don't have to hurry
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