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CAST OF CHARACTERS 

CHARLIE HORSE:  A young child between the ages of 8-11. Pronouns  
     suggest male, but gender is irrelevant. 

MOTHER:   Charlie’s mother; mid-40s. 

COLIN:   Charlie’s brother; early 20s. 

VICTORIA:    Colin’s girlfriend; early 20s. 

UNCLE BRIAN:  Close family friend; mid-40s.  

RULES OF ENGAGEMENT 

The performance is intended to take place in a site specific, immersive 
environment. An empty apartment in which the audience is welcome to explore 
the space is ideal.  

Charlie can see and interact with the audience, and should encourage the 
audience to interact with him. Charlie’s banter with the audience can be 
improvised within the structure of the script.  

Charlie’s imaginary drawings and hockey stick handlings are projections he is 
able to manipulate and interact with. 

WITH THANKS 

A heartfelt thank you to Workshop West Playwrights’ Theatre, Vern Thiessen, 
Alberta Playwrights’ Network, APN’s RBC Emerging Artists Mentorship 
Program, David Van Belle, the Citadel Theatre/Banff Centre Professional 
Theatre Program 2017 participants, Bobbi Goddard, Matt Schuurman, Alice 
Schuurdart, and Beth Dart for their generous support in the ongoing 
development of this work. 
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Edmonton sometime in the late 80s or early 90s. Inside the shared living 
room/kitchen space of a beige-walled apartment that has recently been 
abandoned in a hurry. The fridge ajar. A stack of lonely magazines. A 
half-full garbage bag spilling over. Spindly wires reaching from the hole 
in the wall where the television once was. Threadbare, stained carpet. In 
the corner, a small black plug-in radio-clock, the time blinking a constant 
red 12:00. Crooked drapes sagging exhaustedly. Pockmarked walls, 
yellowed lines where photos used to hang. A hole the size of a fist 
punched through the drywall. A tired poster peeling at the corners for 
"Oliver & Company" crookedly taped to the wall. A grimy window looking 
over the spidered-cracked pavement of a near-empty parking lot, feeble 
window screens rip-torn. 

Propped up in the corner, a child's plastic hockey stick. 

On a overturned milk crate in the middle of the living room sits a brightly 
coloured kid's walkie-talkie, the on light blinking. 

On the kitchen counter, a crumb-crusted toaster next to a half empty 
family-sized box of Lava Berry Explosion Pop Tarts. 

The stale smell of forgotten. 

The hesitant sound of a bedroom door down the hallway slowly creaking 
open. Padded carpet footsteps sneaking closer. 

CHARLIE HORSE can be heard but not seen. 

CHARLIE HORSE: 

Mimicking the sound of a walkie talkie. 

Tango Alpha Bravo Romeo come in. Over. 

A long pause. Mimicking the sound of a walkie talkie. 

I said: Tango Alpha Bravo Romeo come in. 

Over. 

Another long pause. CHARLIE mimics the sound of a walkie talkie again. 

Hello? 

Hey! You! Yes. You. Come in. I said come in, already! 

Tango. Alpha. Bravo. ROM-EEEEO! Come in! 
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Over. 

The peek of a plastic hockey stick, matching the one propped up in the 
corner, edges out around the corner. 

You're not very good at this game, are you? 

Suddenly remembering the Pop Tarts on the counter. 

Did you eat them? 

Did you? Did you eat all of them? 

Did you? 

CHARLIE runs lightning fast from his hiding spot into the kitchen, plastic 
hockey stick trailing behind. 

Dressed in sad sweats with a hole at the knee and a button up shirt two 
sizes too big, CHARLIE wears a red cape that is actually just a towel tied 
around his shoulders. He is sock-footed, both socks smiling threadbare 
through the toes. 

He picks up the box of Pop Tarts and counts how many are left. He 
looks over his shoulder before choosing an empty cupboard to store the 
Pop Tarts in. He quickly slams the cupboard closed, and runs back to his 
hiding spot. 

He maneuvers the hockey stick out in front of him as he talks. 

Thanks. For not eating them. 

A long pause. 

A shy-peek around the corner, CHARLIE singles out one AUDIENCE 
MEMBER. Pointing to his hockey stick. 

You play? 

I'm not supposed to in the house usually, but no one else is here right now. 
And, well. Probably we can't break anything. 

You wanna play? 

CHARLIE peeks out from behind the corner again, and nods to the 
second stick in the corner, encouraging the AUDIENCE MEMBER to pick 
it up. 
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Once the AUDIENCE MEMBER picks up the second stick, CHARLIE 
comes out from around the corner to challenge the AUDIENCE 
MEMBER.  

CHARLIE reaches out a dirty hand to shake that of his opponent. 

Charlie. Charlie Horse. Nice to meet you. 

One on one. Me against you. First to score wins. 

This is my goal. 

CHARLIE draws an imaginary net on the carpet with his stick. 

This is yours. 

CHARLIE runs to the other side of the room and draws a second 
imaginary net on the carpet. 

Okay? You do know how to play, don't you? Cause, like, I'm really good, so 
you better get ready. Okay?  

CHARLIE reaches into the pocket of his sad sweats and produces a 
bright orange street hockey ball. 

You got a coin? Like a quarter or something? Isn't that what we're supposed to 
do? Flip a coin? Never mind. Let's just play. 

Face off! On three. 

One...two... 

On two, CHARLIE drops the ball and steals it away from his opponent. 

...three! 

CHARLIE commentates as he plays, always in his favour. 

Whether triumphant or defeated, CHARLIE still laughs when the first goal 
is scored (or even if it's not), collapsing to the floor in giggle-fits and 
deep breaths. 

Hey, that was pretty good. Thanks for playing. Maybe you need to practice a 
little before we play next time. But that was still fun. 

A deep sigh. CHARLIE lies on the floor a moment longer, lost in his 
thoughts. He quickly stands up, shaking his head to clear his mind. He 
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takes the stick from his opponent and carefully places it back in the 
corner. CHARLIE keeps his. 

Thanks for playing with me. I know that's not really why you're here. I know. 

Glancing at the "Oliver & Company" poster.  

He took me to see it three times in the theatre. Even bought me popcorn. And a 
large orange pop. 

My mom never buys the orange kind. 

MOTHER: 

Bad for your teeth, Charlie. 

CHARLIE HORSE: 

I didn't know adults even like cartoons, but I guess they do. I mean, it's a pretty 
good movie, for a cartoon.  

Singing. 

“Why should I worry? Why should I care? It’s just a bebopulation.” 

Do you know that one? That’s a good song.  

Do you like cartoons? Which one? Which one's your favourite?  

Oh, yeah. I like that one, too.  

Do you have a favourite movie snack? Like, we can't always afford the movie 
and the snacks, but when we can, like the last time he took me and we got a 
stomachache from all the things we ate...that was a pretty good day. Anyway, 
when we have enough money to get snacks too, I always get popcorn. The 
biggest one. I put extra butter on my popcorn. The kind you squish out of a 
pump. I know it's bad for you. 

MOTHER: 

All chemicals, Charlie. 

CHARLIE HORSE: 

But, whatever, it tastes good to me, even if it melts through the bag onto my 
pants. 
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MOTHER: 

Keep those pants clean. Only pair I can afford you right now. 

CHARLIE HORSE: 

He's, he was, here lots. Even though he moved out. Like, mom she told him to 
get a job and get his own place if he wasn't going to help out paying bills and 
stuff, and especially if he's, he was just going to, like, play video games and 
drink beers while she works and whatever…they fought about it a lot, so one 
night he just packed his stuff and moved out, but then he's, he was, just back 
here all the time. I think maybe because he has no where else to go maybe, or 
because he missed me maybe or whatever. 

I miss him, I missed him when he was gone. Even though he's always, he was 
always poking me in the ribs and making fun of me and stuff. I mean, mom says 
that's what brothers do. That’s what brothers did. I don't know. 

COLIN: 

Charlie, my man! What kinda trouble we into today? 

CHARLIE HORSE: 

He's pretty fun, I guess. Like you. 

We play games. Drawing. Lego. You do Lego? 

Or dress up. He always chooses this red cape. 

COLIN: 

I look just like Superman. Faster than a speeding bullet, more powerful than a 
locomotive, able to leap tall buildings in a single bound. Check it out, little dude! 

CHARLIE HORSE: 

I know it's really just this towel. But we pretend. He likes it when I pretend. You 
like to pretend? 

He always wants to be a superhero. Superman, I guess. For some reason, I 
don't know. I don't really like Superman all that much. Do you have a favourite 
superhero? I think I like Batman better, anyway, but yeah.  

I'm not ever a superhero. When we play pretend? Nah. I am almost always a 
dinosaur. 
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CHARLIE roars a ferocious roar, giant teeth snapping. The shadow of a 
dinosaur appears behind him on the wall. CHARLIE laughs. 

Just kidding. 

The Pterodactyl is my favourite. Maybe my second favourite, actually.  

Hey, did you know? Did you know this? 

Pterodactyls are not dinosaurs. Dinosaurs are terrible lizards, but Pterodactyls 
are not lizards. Pterodactyls are reptiles. Flying reptiles. Lizards and reptiles are 
not the same. Like, they’re kind of the same and probably it’s easy to confuse 
them, but they’re not the same. But they lived at the same time. 

There's a dinosaur named for Edmonton. Yeah-huh. Edmon-to-Saurus. 
Edmonton-o-Saurus. That's my favourite, probably. 

It walked on two legs and lived in swamps and had leathery skin that was all 
saggy around its nose that could blow up like a balloon. Like a big bubble gum 
balloon right outta its nose. It was a, um, a survival thing. 

Do you like bubble gum? What's your favourite flavour? Watermelon. That's 
mine.  

Okay, but anyway, the Edmon-to-Saurus, Edmonton-o-Saurus, It had a beak, 
too, kinda like a Pterodactyl, but not, because Edmon-to-Saurus was a 
dinosaur. A terrible lizard. Not a reptile. 

It lived in the, uh, the, uh, the…what's that word again? 

MOTHER: 

Cretaceous. 

CHARLIE HORSE: 

Tries to pronounce the word with some difficulty. 

Cretash, cretash, cretaceous. Ha! Cretaceous period. 

It only ate plants. Edmon-to-Saurus. Edmonton-o-Saurus. It had no teeth in its 
beak. But hundreds in its cheeks. Cheeks full of teeth. Can you believe that? 
Cheeks full of teeth! 

Plants and twigs and seeds. That's what it ate. 

Do you have a favourite dinosaur? No?  
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No, he could never make up his mind either. 

CHARLIE uses his hockey stick to draw a parade of imaginary dinosaurs 
as COLIN speaks. 

COLIN: 

Velociraptor! No. Brontosaurus. No. Spinosaurus! T-Rex. I am definitely a 
Tyrannosaurus Rex. 

CHARLIE HORSE: 

T-Rex was the biggest. Well, they think - scientists who study dinosaurs, that’s 
what - uh, what are they called again? 

MOTHER: 

Palaeontologists. 

CHARLIE HORSE: 

Palee-oh. Palaeon. Yup. Palaeontologists. They think that maybe T-Rex wasn't 
actually the biggest, but they also maybe think that birds are dinosaurs and 
dinosaurs are birds from, like, forever millions of years ago, but anyway, T-
Rex's arms were too short to reach it's mouth - you know that right? - yeah, too 
short to reach it's mouth, but it could probably eat up to 500 pounds of meat in 
just one meal. Because it was good at chomping stuff. Do you even know how 
much that is? 500 pounds! It’s lots.  

He made fun of me a lot sometimes because I love dinosaurs so much.  

COLIN: 

How'dya fit all those funny facts inside that little brain of yours, duder? 

CHARLIE uses his hockey stick like a giant eraser, wiping away the 
dinosaurs. 

CHARLIE HORSE: 

He just bugs me. He always bugged me. It’s fun, it was fun sometimes. But also 
sometimes it’s, it was just…annoying. But I know he doesn’t, he didn't mean to 
be mean about it, y'know? It just. Well. It got bad for a while. After. 

MOTHER: 
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They don't turn on the sirens for that kind of emergency. Just the lights. Never 
the sirens. 

CHARLIE HORSE: 

We didn't know it was him at first. 

MOTHER: 

I knew he wouldn’t hack it out there. Just needed a place to be, I guess. Who 
knows why really... 

CHARLIE HORSE: 

It wasn't breaking in, okay, because, like he used to live here?  But when he 
moved out, when he was supposed to be living on his own, mom, she didn't 
give him a key, but also we just stopped locking the door after a while. He'd be 
here, sometimes, after I get home from school, watching TV or eating all the 
food. 

MOTHER: 

Hollow leg on that boy. 

CHARLIE HORSE: 

He even brought his girlfriend here. Don't tell mom, though, okay? She would 
not like that. Victoria. His girlfriend. She made me laugh sometimes. But not 
when they were on the couch like that. Gross. 

It was an accident when I saw them like that. He yelled.  

COLIN: 

Charlie! Get the fuck out of here, man! C’mon dude. You can't be in here! 

CHARLIE HORSE: 

I guess I snuck up on them or something. But, like, it was my living room too! I 
didn't know they were there! 

He took me to the movies to say thank you. For not telling mom about Victoria 
coming over all the time. Or sorry. For yelling at me to get out. I don't know 
which one. 

Maybe why we went three times. Once to say thank you. Once to say sorry. 
Once to say... 
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Even though he yelled, though, Victoria was still around. A lot. A lot, a lot. 

 

VICTORIA: 

Charlie, let's go for a ride, little buddy. 

CHARLIE HORSE: 

I had to go with her sometimes on days when mom was working and Colin 
wasn't around and like, I didn't always mind.  

VICTORIA: 

Let's get outta here. I got some things to do, some errands to run. Wanna come 
with? 

CHARLIE HORSE: 

The good thing about Victoria is the treats. 

VICTORIA: 

There's something good in it for you! I promise. C’mon, whatcha in the mood 
for? 

CHARLIE HORSE: 

Chocolate bars, always from the Max. 

O'Henry's are my favourite. Maybe my second favourite, actually. I like the way 
the peanuts and the caramel stick together in my teeth like that, but Twix are 
my actual favourite for real because you get two chocolate bars in one 
package. 

Do you have a favourite chocolate bar? Oh, yeah. That’s pretty good I guess. 

We went for a ride so many times that I couldn't eat all the treats she got me. 

VICTORIA: 

C'mon, pal. One more time for old time's sake. We have fun don't we? And you 
know you get to pick out whatever kinda treat you want, okay? 

CHARLIE HORSE: 
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I hide them all in my underwear drawer. The chocolate bars. So I can save them 
for later. I know it's bad to keep secrets, but don't tell my mom that either, 
okay? Because she does not like it when I eat too many treats - 

 

 

MOTHER: 

- only get one set of teeth, Charlie, can't afford the dentist right now, okay? 
How many times do I need to tell you? Knock it off with all the sugar. Where 
you get it all from anyway, huh?  

CHARLIE HORSE: 

- and because probably she wouldn't like that I hid them all in my underwear 
drawer. I know that's a silly place for them, but where else will no one look? Tell 
the truth. You would NOT look in someone's underwear drawer, would you? 
Would you?! 

But mostly because my mom, she really, really doesn't like Victoria. 

MOTHER: 

A liar and a thief. 

CHARLIE HORSE: 

I don't have that many left anymore anyway - chocolate bars - so I can't share 
them with you, if that's what you're thinking, okay? I'm not bad at sharing, I just 
don't have enough right now. Okay? Okay.  

The bad thing about Victoria was that she took my mom's car without asking 
sometimes. 

MOTHER: 

God damned no good lying thief. Why Colin, my handsome boy, why he gotta 
run around with that girl is beyond me... 

CHARLIE HORSE: 

Oh, yeah okay, but the really bad thing about Victoria was actually the fish tank. 

CHARLIE uses his hockey stick to draw an imaginary fish tank full of 
tropical fish. 
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VICTORIA: 

We have a million places to be today, bud! Come the fuck on. Move it! 

CHARLIE HORSE: 

She says a million places like we're actually going to go somewhere new 
maybe, but we always go back to the same place. And I was never allowed up 
the elevator with her, so she would just make me wait in the car but that was 
boring so sometimes she would let me come inside the motel - Motel 6! If 6 is 
here, where do you think the other five live? - more like Motel Sucks. Okay, but 
sometimes she would let me come inside, uh, the office is what she called it 
sometimes -  

VICTORIA: 

Just have to stop in at the office! 

CHARLIE HORSE: 

Or whatever it was - like I don't think it was an office, really? I don’t know - but I 
had to sit in the chair next to the fish tank across from the man behind the desk 
with the smelly breath who just smoked a lot. 

VICTORIA: 

Sit here quiet, little man, and watch the fishes okay. I'll be back as soon as I 
can. 

Hey? Hey! You watch him, okay? I'm serious man. Don't let him outta your 
fucking sight, alright? 

Lookit, Charlie! That one's your favourite, isn't it? 

CHARLIE HORSE: 

I don't have a favourite fish. 

CHARLIE uses his hockey stick like a giant eraser, vanishing the fish tank 
and all the fish. 

What is it you think she does in there at the Motel Sucks? 

Don't tell my mom I said sucks. 

MOTHER: 

You did not just say what I think you said! 
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CHARLIE HORSE: 

A whisper giggle. 

Motel Sucks. 

Sometimes, when she leaves, Victoria is smiling and laughing. 

VICTORIA: 

Business is good, little dude! 

CHARLIE HORSE: 

But sometimes, when she leaves, she has a sour face. Like she just ate 
something she hates, or like she just heard the worst thing ever, or maybe 
smelled something rotten, and when that happens, she just grabs my wrist hard 
like this and we leave fast. 

VICTORIA: 

Let's get the fuck outta here. Get up. I said move! 

CHARLIE HORSE:  

I go with her, not just because of the treats even though no one else ever takes 
me for treats like that, but because on the ride home always we roll down the 
windows when it's nice, or turn on the heat really high when it's cold in winter, 
and she makes the radio loud and we sing even if we don't know the words but 
you know what? That's the best time, when we don't know the words, because 
we can just make them up and we’re good at that game. 

CHARLIE zips over to the radio-clock and clicks on the volume. A 
familiar song comes on the radio, one that might get stuck in your head 
for days at a time. CHARLIE makes up the words, singing shyly under his 
breath for a bit. 

The song ends. CHARLIE snaps off the radio-clock. 

CHARLIE draws a deep breath and sighs. 

She didn't mean to, you know. She didn’t mean to, to, to hit that girl. In the 
crosswalk that time. With my mom’s car. Victoria was singing pretty loud, must 
be why…it was bad, okay?  

VICTORIA: 
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Fuck. Fuck. FUCK!  

I didn’t even fucking see her, man. Where the fuck did she come from? Just my 
luck. Just my fucking luck. What the fuck, man. I didn’t even see her. What was 
she thinking? Where did she come from? Who just walks out into traffic like 
that? I didn’t even fucking see her. Honest to fuck, I didn’t see her. Fuck my 
fucking life.  
 
Oh, shit. Charlie. You okay, Charlie? Charlie. Charlie! You okay? Look at me. 
Fucking look at me. You okay, little man? Look at me. Tell me you’re okay.  

CHARLIE HORSE: 

I was okay. The girl in the crosswalk though, she was not okay. 

VICTORIA: 

Listen. Charlie, listen to me. I know I say this a lot to you, I know it’s a lot to ask 
of you, but listen, listen to me, okay? You can't tell anyone about this, okay? 
You promise me. Fucking promise me, Charlie. I fucking mean it. Say it. Tell me. 
Promise me, Charlie. 

CHARLIE HORSE: 

Promise. I said it but I don’t know if I meant it. 

Do you think it’s possible to lose count of how many promises you make? I’m 
scared maybe I’ve lost count. I think I’ve definitely lost count. Maybe.  
 
And another secret my mom doesn't know is that Victoria doesn't have her, uh, 
what is it? License or whatever, like what she needs to be allowed to drive? And 
if my mom knew that she probably for sure would've been extra mad about 
Victoria taking her car all the time for all the errands we run and all the times we 
go to the office. 

VICTORIA: 

You say a fucking thing, to your mom - or to Colin, even - and I swear to 
fucking god, Charlie… You hear me? Fuck. This is bad. 

CHARLIE HORSE: 

But he knew. Colin knew. 

After that happened I didn't tell my mom about the chocolate bars or the fish 
tank and definitely we didn't talk about the crosswalk because probably that 
would have made my mom even more mad? I dunno. 
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The girl. I wonder about her sometimes. I think about if she’s okay. Do you think 
she’s okay? I just don’t know. Victoria, she just got out of the car right after it 
happened and ran over and said: hey, are you breathing? Except probably she 
said some extra bad words even worse than suck that I am definitely not 
allowed to say -  

 

VICTORIA:  

Hey, hey! Are you breathing? You’re breathing. Stay awake. Come on. You’re 
okay. Be okay. Come on, please be okay. Tell me you’re okay. Are you fucking 
okay? Fuck. Fuck. I’m sorry. Listen, I can’t stay here, okay? Someone will help 
you. But I can’t, fuck. I can’t. I gotta. You’re okay, be okay.  

Charlie! Get back in the fucking car. Get back in the car! 

CHARLIE:  

Victoria, she just got back in the car. She just left that girl there, lying in the 
crosswalk. And then we just drove away. I know that wasn’t the right thing to 
do. That’s why I worry about her, the girl in the crosswalk, sometimes. I just 
think about her and sometimes dream about her and well, I just really hope 
she’s okay, you know? She’s okay, right? 

COLIN: 

Listen, bud. Listen. I’m sure that girl, I’m sure she’s fine, okay? She’s fine. She 
has to be fine. I know what happened got you shook up pretty bad, and I know 
that’s some heavy shit for a kid to deal with, but c’mon, listen to me, you’re a 
big kid now, okay, and sometimes you gotta deal with shit you don’t want to, 
and that’s part of being grown up, that’s part of being a big kid, okay, and 
you’re a big kid now. C’mon. Stand up tall. There ya go.  

I gotta go deal with some shit, okay? Victoria, she's in it pretty bad and I, uh. I 
just gotta make sure she she’s okay. I gotta just take care of some things. I’ll be 
back. Don’t worry. Hey. Hey! Listen to me. I’ll be back. Just do what mom says 
while I'm gone, okay?  

CHARLIE: 

He didn't come around for a while after the crosswalk because Victoria had to 
go away I guess but no one tells me where and I'm sad no one knows the song 
game the way she does so sometimes I turn on the radio by myself when no 
one else is around and I make up the words as best I can, but I always just end 
up singing about Victoria. 
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CHARLIE turns on the radio-clock again. A song he doesn’t know comes 
on, but CHARLIE sings to himself anyway, making up the words, for just 
a moment. He turns the radio-clock off. 

I didn’t even get to say goodbye.  

Do you have a favourite kind of fish? 

I know it's hard to choose just one because there's more than like two hundred 
and fifty thousand different kinds of fish on earth. That's a lot to choose from.  
 
It’s okay. You don’t have to decide. 

Why do you think it is that people are just always doing that? Going away? 
Nobody ever talks about why. Or where they go. Or even if they'll ever be back 
sometimes. 

Maybe we could play the song game sometime. You and me. I bet you’d be 
pretty good at it. Maybe.  

Do you like to listen to loud music? Everyone who comes here does. Especially 
on the weekends. It just gets, it used to get full of people and noise and stuff. Is 
your house like that?  

All of mom's friends came over after work or whatever, and they just sit around 
the kitchen table and drink and smoke and talk and laugh really loud, and then 
Colin comes always with his friends and then they drink and smoke - 

Do you smoke? It's bad for you, you know. Really, deadly bad for you. 
Cigarettes have poison in them. Poisonous tar! 

That's how some of the dinosaurs died. By falling into a tar pit. 

I flush mom's cigarettes down the toilet sometimes. I don't want her to die. 

MOTHER: 

God dammit, Charlie. Not again. Do you know how much money you just 
flushed down the goddamned toilet? Get to your... 

CHARLIE HORSE: 

Get to your room! She says. Every time I do it I get grounded, but I still do it 
because I don't want her to die ever.  

I swear I won't smoke ever. Really, I promise. 
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There's, like, four thousand chemicals in just one cigarette. Four thousand! But 
there are only seven hundred species of dinosaurs that have even been 
discovered yet. 

Just think about that. 

Anyway, okay but sometimes they even yell and my mom has to kick some of 
them out. And whenever she does, something always get broken. Every time. 

This one time, Uncle Brian - 

UNCLE BRIAN: 

Heya, Charlie! 

Singing (Charlie Don't Surf by The Clash, 1980)  

“Charlie don't surf and we think he should. Charlie don't surf and you know that 
it ain't no good. Charlie don't surf for his hamburger Momma. Charlie's gonna 
be a napalm star.” 

CHARLIE HORSE: 

Rolling his eyes. 

Of course I don't surf. There's not even an ocean near here. 

UNCLE BRIAN: 

Brought you over some snacks and things, my boy. You go ahead and put 
these away in the fridge, okay? It'll be a good surprise for your ma. Where she 
at anyway?  

CHARLIE HORSE: 

Brian, he's not really my uncle. Like, he’s not related to me like Colin is my 
brother, but mom says since he's been around my whole life, and since she 
knows him from before I was born that he's better than family related by blood 
and that I should respect him the same way I respect mom and Colin because I 
am actually related to them by blood - 

MOTHER: 

He's been here for us, Charlie, through thick and thin, better than any blood 
relative we ever known. You show him some respect, y'hear?  

CHARLIE HORSE: 
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- okay, but like this one time, Uncle Brian, he was so drunk, like whoa-wobbly 
bumping into walls and stuff and he got mad about something, like my mom 
having to work late all the time or getting fired from another job or something 
that he's always yelling about because he's secretly in love with my mom but I 
guess it's not that much of a secret because everyone knows, even me and I'm 
just a kid - 

 

UNCLE BRIAN: 

Goddammit, Trish! Where's the cash I left you for the week? Whaddya do? Buy 
beer, obviously. What else? Huh? What about groceries? The bills paid up, 
Trish? Come on. I don’t wanna have to babysit you, Trish. But here I am looking 
out for you, looking out for Charlie. Helping out. And you can’t even fucking 
hold down that part time gig. I heard, Trish, I know. Like. What the fuck, Trish? 
I’m trying to help you out here. Why won't you fucking let me help you? Why 
won’t you just help yourself? Jesus Christ, Trish. 

CHARLIE HORSE: 

- and yeah, anyway, he got upset I guess 'cause he punched a hole in the wall 
right here... 

MOTHER: 

Brian! What the fuck? How am I going to explain this to the landlord, you fuck? 
Get out of here. Go the fuck home. You don’t need to take care of me. I never 
asked you. I’ve been taking care of myself, taking care of my kid, on my own 
just fine. I don’t need you. Do hear me? I don’t need you. Get out. Sleep it off.  

CHARLIE HORSE: 

So, then, Uncle Brian, he’s gotta leave. I didn't really want him to, but I know 
why he had to go then. I know it’s not okay just to punch holes in walls. And, 
like, I didn’t want Uncle Brian to go, but also I didn’t want him to be there like 
that. Not like that.  

But you know, mostly everyone else they just wouldn't leave. Friday. Saturday. 
Sunday. The whole weekend. 

Wanna hear a fun thing? Okay, like I think it’s fun. Not everyone thinks it is, but I 
do. Wanna hear about it? Wanna know what I do? 

Okay. So, I go to my room and slam the door and I yell, just scream at the top 
of my lungs to see how long it takes for an adult to notice. 
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CHARLIE lets out a loud, sustained scream. 

UNCLE BRIAN: 

Shhh, Charlie. Shush, shush it up, there Cosmic Charlie. C’mon Charlie, shut up 
man.  

CHARLIE HORSE: 

They always come quicker on Fridays. Never on Sundays. 

UNCLE BRIAN: 

Okay, okay, shut it, Charlie. C'mon on, now. Listen.  

Singing (Goodbye Charlie by Bobbie Darin, 1964) 

“Goodbye...Charlie. Hate to see you go. Goodbye, Charlie. Gee…I'm feelin' 
low. But, I'm cluein' you in. Someone's doin' you in, pal.” 

CHARLIE HORSE: 

Mom hates the screaming game. 

UNCLE BRIAN: 

Ah, fuck. I gotta go kid. Ah, damn. I messed up bud. Heh. I gotta go. Just for 
now. Okay? Keep it down, you know how much your ma hates when you do 
that. Be a good sport, kid. Shh. Keep it down now, Charlie.  

MOTHER: 

It's dangerous to cry wolf, Charlie. Do you know what that means - to cry wolf? 
What if you really are in trouble? No one will believe you. That's stupid 
behaviour, Charlie. And I know you're not stupid.  

CHARLIE HORSE: 

She was right. About the not believing part. Not the stupid part. I don’t think, 
anyway. I don’t know. But yeah. Adults stopped caring when I yelled after a 
while. They just stopped.  

Do you know Monopoly? The game? 

CHARLIE draws a monopoly board with his hockey stick. 

You know how to play it? I never really learned, like I don’t know the real rules, 
but I like all the money. 
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I know it's not real. It's just paper. Okay? It's not real. 

Sometimes Colin and me we'd pretend we're rich and stuff and he'd always fan 
himself like this with the money in his hand and say: 

COLIN: 

Pop me some Cristal! Jeeves, bring around the car!  

 

CHARLIE HORSE: 

Who is Jeeves anyway?  

It's nice to pretend sometimes. 

When he left, after mom said he had to move out because he wasn’t helping 
around here anymore which just made mom real mad, but anyway, he just 
forgot a bunch of stuff here or maybe he didn't need it? I don't know, but like 
he has, he had some video games, ones that he didn't ever actually let me play 
when he’s, he was here, but anyway, he left them and so then I get to play with 
them. I'm not super good at them -  

COLIN: 

C'mon little bro, keep up!  

CHARLIE HORSE: 

I don't mind losing really, because it's fun just to play. With him. It was fun. 

Do you have a favourite video game? 

Oh, I don't know that one. Maybe you could show it to me sometime.  

Anyway. I don't actually care about video games all that much. Mostly I just 
miss just playing with paper Monopoly money and pretending to be rich. 

He tells me all the time. 

COLIN: 

Money isn't everything, Charlie. You gotta make your own happiness, you hear 
me? I mean it. Don’t let that pressure get to you, man. That kind of stress isn’t 
good for you. No good for me.   

CHARLIE HORSE: 
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I know it. That money isn't everything. But it must be something because that's 
why mom has to keep looking for another job and is always saying - 

MOTHER: 

Charlie! You think we made of money or what? Because we're not. Why can't 
you understand that? 

 

 

CHARLIE HORSE: 

To AUDIENCE. 

Hey, are you rich? 

MOTHER: 

Charlie! 

CHARLIE HORSE: 

Sorry. I'm not supposed to ask people about money. Talking about money is 
rude. I know. You don't have to answer that. I’ll try not to ask again, okay? 

But like, okay, I know we're not supposed to talk about money, I just said that I 
know, okay, but I also know money is what makes mom and Colin even super 
stressed out. Because she's always yelling about how expensive it is to live 
here -  

MOTHER: 

Colin! I'm not asking for much here, but I really need you to pull your weight. 
You can't just sit here in the dark eating all our food, drinking all my 
goddamned beer, watching TV all fucking day, and not pitch in, man. Come on. 
You’re an adult now. A grown man. For fuck sake. Man up already. 

CHARLIE HORSE: 

I know this isn’t a nice place to live, really. Like, this is nicer than other places 
we’ve lived before. I wish you could’ve seen like the last place we lived? The 
door didn’t lock always. Like if you just pushed your shoulder into it like this, the 
door would open. Even without a key. I’ve seen other people’s houses. Like on 
TV and stuff. I know some people they live in way nicer places than this, like 
with a backyard even. A swimming pool even! That’s not for us, I guess, that’s 
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not a place we’ve ever lived. Do you think maybe someday when I’m really 
grown up I might be able to live in a nice place like that? Maybe some day.  

But, anyway, sometimes Colin he just doesn't like to go to work because he has 
the sad. 

COLIN: 

Not today, Charlie. Just leave me the fuck alone, okay? Go play in your room or 
something. I'm not in the mood. 

 

CHARLIE HORSE: 

Do you know about the sad? Do you know about it? The days he’s, the days he 
was sad are the hard days. Do you know that I mean? Always with the blinds 
closed and the TV on real low and he just drinks so many beers and leaves the 
cans laying all around even though my mom hates it and he's mean, like a real 
wolf, not a cry wolf. 

CHARLIE stick-handles an empty can around the room. 

COLIN: 

Get the fuck out of the way of the TV, Charlie. I'm not going to say it again. 

CHARLIE HORSE: 

That's when he isn't really him. Because when it's really him, when the blinds 
are open, and it’s not dark and he's happy he says - 

COLIN: 

You make a better Shreddie than a Cheerio, kiddo! 

CHARLIE HORSE: 

And I know that means to stop playing in the front of the TV. Because you can't 
see through a Shreddie. Get it? It's funny, okay? 

It's hard to see into his eyes when he's sad, you know. Like, I can wave my 
hand like this - 

CHARLIE waves his hand in front of his eyes as if to break a trance. 

And sometimes it takes forever for him to even notice. Forever. 
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My mom reminds him to take a shower and change his clothes and stuff. That's 
kinda funny, right? Because that's what she tells me all the time, and I'm just a 
kid. I mean, like I’m a pretty grown up kid now, like he said I was, I’m pretty 
grown up, okay? But that’s what she used to say to me when I was a little, little 
kid.  

MOTHER: 

Get in the goddamn shower. Wash that stink off you. God, why do I have to 
remind you to take care of yourself? Grow up already. I said go. 

 

CHARLIE HORSE: 

But he doesn't. He doesn't listen to her. Not on those days. And mom, well, she 
just gets this look on her face like she just lost something important or 
remembered something really sad? 

MOTHER: 

C'mon, Colin. Please. 

CHARLIE HORSE: 

He just ignores her. He ignored her. He can be, he was really good at ignoring 
when he wants to.  

He's good at lots of things, I told you. Like pretending to be Superman. And 
being fun. And keeping secrets. And ignoring. 

He's really good at that, even though he maybe doesn't know that I know some 
of his secrets. So maybe he's actually not that good at keeping them. Because I 
know some of them.  

Want to know something?  

I know where he got it. 

The police know now, too, I guess. 

MOTHER: 

They don't turn on the sirens for that kind of emergency. 

CHARLIE HORSE: 

Do you know the invisible string game? I learned it at school. Want to play? 
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Hold on. 

CHARLIE runs lightning fast into the kitchen. 

He finds a pair of safety scissors in a kitchen drawer, and walks very 
carefully and slowly back from the kitchen, with the blades of the 
scissors pointing down. 

Don't run with scissors, okay? 

CHARLIE puts down the scissors and runs over to the stack of lonely 
magazines, pushing the magazines over. CHARLIE sorts through the pile 
of magazines until he finds the right one. 

CHARLIE opens it to the middle and tears a page out and picks up the 
scissors.  

Do you know how to make paper hearts? Like this? 

CHARLIE folds the torn page in half, and cuts a half heart shape starting 
at the crease. 

You try. 

CHARLIE hands the scissors to an AUDIENCE MEMBER, and 
encourages them to cut out a paper heart. 

Yeah, okay. That's pretty good I guess. Make some more just like that. I'll be 
right back. Don't go anywhere, okay? 

CHARLIE runs lightning fast down the hall. 

The sound of a bedroom door creaking open, CHARLIE rummaging for 
something. 

CHARLIE runs lightning fast back into the room. 

Aha! 

CHARLIE holds up a spool of clear fishing line and a marker. 

Did you cut out the shape of a heart, like this? Yeah, okay, wow that's pretty 
good. You’re pretty good at this. 

What is the name of someone you miss the most? Do you know them? 

Write it here like this. 



 

Charlie Horse by M.L. Dart (2018)  26 

You can cut more than one if you need to. It's okay to miss more than one 
person the most at the same time, you know.  

Okay. 

CHARLIE measures out a length of clear fishing line and snips it. He 
hands it to the AUDIENCE MEMBER. 

This is your invisible string. 

CHARLIE measures a second length of clear fishing line and snips it. 

This is mine. 

Did you write the name of who you miss the most on your paper heart? You 
don't have to show me or anything. It can be just your secret.  

Okay. Good. Good work, okay? You just put it on your string, like this. 

CHARLIE ties his paper heart to his length of fishing line. He holds up 
the string with the heart attached and twirls the string so the heart rolls 
around and around and around. 

Did you get yours? 

Oh, good. 

Can I show you something? 

CHARLIE leads the AUDIENCE down the hall to his bedroom. He 
hesitates at the door before opening it. 

You seem nice and I think you will like this, but you promise to not like laugh 
about it or anything? It's pretty personal or whatever. 

Promise? 

Okay. Thanks. 

CHARLIE opens the door. 

Inside is a web of invisible strings strung from corner to corner to corner 
to corner with paper hearts dangling and twirling from each string. Some 
of the hearts have pictures - dinosaurs, stick figures of CHARLIE and 
COLIN, a movie theatre. Most hearts have names written on them. The 
names repeat themselves: Colin. Mom. Victoria. Uncle Brian. Colin. 
Colin. Colin. Colin. 
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CHARLIE ties his new string to the web. 

Do you like it? 

You can add yours. If you want to. 

Here. Let me help you. 

CHARLIE ties the AUDIENCE's string to the web. 

I learned at school when we played this? I learned that we stay close to people 
we miss the most because of our invisible thread. 

Do you believe in that? That maybe there's an invisible thread that lets your 
heart be connected to someone else's heart like that? 

Whose heart is connected to your invisible string? 

You don't have to tell me if you don't want to. I know it can be a private thing, 
missing someone the most. 

CHARLIE slowly walks around the room, touching each of the paper 
hearts with COLIN's name written on them. He pulls on the strings so the 
hearts bounce and twirl. 

Right before it happened, it got dark here. Really, really dark. Do you know what 
I mean about that?  

MOTHER: 

I don't understand how it got so bad so fast. 

CHARLIE HORSE: 

Are you afraid of the dark?  

Can I tell you a secret? I won’t make you keep if you don’t want to. Or if you 
can’t. I know that’s hard sometimes. Anyway, can I? Tell you a secret? I know 
it's not a very big kid thing to say, but I'm pretty afraid of the dark. Sometimes I 
even sleep with the light on just in case.  

That's silly, I know. Like, nothing bad is going to happen. Probably.  

Right before it happened, she started again. Drinking. Then it was the stuff I 
can't tell you about, at least she says. 

MOTHER: 
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Keep your mouth shut about this, okay Charlie? Anyone asks, what do you tell 
them? 

CHARLIE HORSE: 

Mom does not use drugs. If that's what you're thinking. 

MOTHER: 

That's right. Not now, not ever. Nothing in this house you need to be ashamed 
of, okay? And if anyone come asking you tell 'em to - 

 

CHARLIE HORSE: 

Mind their own business. I know. 

But, you know, when he had the sad and Colin’s eyes were hard to look at and 
it was dark in here and mom was like that, just far away from here because of 
all the drinking and the Fridays and the Saturdays and even the Sundays and 
the stuff I'm not supposed to talk about, not even to you, okay? That's when 
the bad stuff starts. 

She doesn't mean to, always. Like, sometimes she's the most fun mom. Like 
sometimes even her and Colin are fun together because they’re not fighting, 
and when that happens it doesn't even matter if I don't go to school or 
whatever because we’re laughing and things are good…but the run out days 
are the worst. Like when the beer runs out or the money runs out or there's no 
food left in the fridge or the cupboards even and she's on the phone like that -  

MOTHER:  

Listen man, you know I'm fucking good for it, I'll get you back when I get paid 
next, just get me through, alright? Yeah. Yeah. Okay. No, I’m good for it. I 
swear. This is the last time, I won't ask, no, not like this again... 

CHARLIE HORSE: 

My mom says white lies are okay sometimes. Like, if you know the truth will 
really hurt someone's feelings, or you know the truth is worser than a lie, then 
it's okay. 

MOTHER: 

Those little white lies are what get us by sometimes, Charlie. It's okay to tell a 
white lie or two if no one gets hurt. 
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CHARLIE HORSE: 

It's hard to tell what she means by hurt. Because, like, hurt feelings and a hurt 
arm are different things, but sometimes they feel the same, I guess. 

I guess maybe I don’t know why white lies are okay but the cry wolf game isn’t? 
Do you know you? Do you?  

CHARLIE gets lost in his own thoughts for a moment. 

Anyway. I guess she didn't leave a note this time. Not that I could find anyway. 
Usually she leaves a note. Usually she writes something like: 

 

MOTHER: 

Don't worry, Charlie. Momma'll be back before you know it. Lock the door. Stay 
safe. I love you. 

CHARLIE HORSE: 

Or sometimes just: 

MOTHER: 

Don't forget to eat. Be back soon. 

CHARLIE HORSE: 

Sometimes she'll leave some money too on the table. 

But this time, she just left after dark, after I was asleep, in the middle of the 
night I guess maybe, because she wasn't here when I got up. And there was no 
note. And there was no money. 
 
The toaster was still here, though. And the Pop Tarts. So, thanks. For not eating 
them. 

I, uh. Well. It’s never happened like this before. So I don’t really know. What to 
do, I guess. But. Um. Don’t worry. She'll be back. My mom. She always comes 
back…eventually.  

But, uh, he won’t. Colin won’t. That's not how it works. 

I don't want to play in here anymore. Come on. 

CHARLIE leads the AUDIENCE back to the main room. 
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What do you want to play now? Do you know Go Fish? Or maybe Hide and 
Seek? Everyone knows how to play Hide and Seek. Okay, let’s play. 

You hide first. I'll count. 

CHARLIE puts his hands over his eyes but peeks between his fingers. He 
counts to 10. 

Ready or not, here I come! 

CHARLIE finds the hiding AUDIENCE MEMBER. 

Gotcha! You didn’t really do a great job at hiding. 

I'm really good at hiding. You won't find me ever. So, I guess that just means I 
win. I win! I win! 

CHARLIE giggles to himself for a bit before getting lost in thought again. 
His face fades from happy to contemplative to serious.  

It used to be just that she would drink after work and on weekends with all her 
friends.  

That was pretty fun, I guess, for her when she was drinking like that. 

Remember what I told you about? On weekends? And Uncle Brian - 

UNCLE BRIAN: 

Singing (Cosmic Charles by The Grateful Dead, 1969) 

“Cosmic Charlie, how do you do? Truckin' in style along the avenue. Dum de 
dum de do da lee do. Go on home your mama's calling you.” 

CHARLIE HORSE: 

- did you know calls me a nickname? Like, he always calls me grunion for some 
reason? Do you even know what that means? 

UNCLE BRIAN:  

Grunion! Here y’are! 

CHARLIE HORSE: 

I do. I know what a grunion is. It's a fish. 
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Maybe when I said I don't have a favourite fish before I should have said I don't 
really like fish that live in tanks like that but if I were to maybe have one 
favourite fish it would be a grunion. 

They're from California. You know what's weirdest about them? They lay eggs - 
you know fish lay eggs, right? That's not the weird part. I guess they're kind of 
like dinosaurs that way - but grunions, they lay eggs on the beach, in the sand, 
not in the water. 

Most fish don't do that. Like, no fish really do that. 

So that's what Uncle Brian would say - 

UNCLE BRIAN: 

My little grunion. My little fish out of water. 

CHARLIE HORSE: 

Fish outta water. Whatever that means.  

But anyway. It was fun sometimes. The times when she lets me order pizza - 
double pepperoni, extra cheese, please! - and always forgets about bedtime 
and doesn't care what TV I watch so I watch all the shows she tells me are not 
good for my brain - 

MOTHER: 

That stuff'll rot your brain kid, turn it right to mush. 

CHARLIE HORSE: 

- and mostly I just get to do what I want and as long as I don't hurt myself by 
jumping off my bed onto the floor with a loud thump or like go to a friend's 
without telling her. 

She doesn't care really. 

She even sometimes lets me go to the store by myself then. 

She writes me a note. She's good at notes. She writes me a note: 

MOTHER: 

I give my child, Charlie, permission to purchase one pack of Player's Light 
Regular cigarettes on my behalf. 

Signed, 
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CHARLIE HORSE: 

Mom. 

I know I said cigarettes are very deadly bad for you and that they will kill you, 
but like I get to use whatever change is left to buy something, so I do it when 
she sends me with a note so I can fill up one of those paper bags with five cent 
candies because I already have a lot of chocolate saved in my underwear 
drawer. 

Like, not a lot, a lot. Like I said. I don't have enough to share. 

Blue whales are my favourite. Maybe my second favourite. Coke bottles are my 
favourite I think. Or actually, fuzzy peaches. It's hard to decide. 

Do you have a favourite candy? Oh yeah, that’s pretty good I guess.  

After it happened and after the parties didn't happen any more, she just drinks 
by herself. 

I know she doesn't mean to be so mean. Like, I know that's just all the drinks. I 
know the difference between when she's her normal self and when she's her 
drunk self and I know that sometimes the words just come too fast and she 
can't stop it. You know? Like, it's not really her then, the way she talks like that. 

MOTHER: 

How could I have ever. What was I thinking. I just can't believe. A mistake. All of 
this is a fucking mistake. Why did I ever sleep with your fucking waste of skin 
father? Huh? The man who's never given me a goddamned thing, not a 
goddamned penny, Charlie. And this? This fucking dump, this nowhere place. 
No money. No where to go. This is not how I imagined it, this is not how it was 
supposed to turn out - what, are you crying? Stop fucking crying. Are you a 
baby? A fucking baby? No, I didn't think so. Only babies cry. Stop your fucking 
crying. 

CHARLIE HORSE: 

Oh, it's okay that she says those things. She's right, you know. I'm not a baby 
anymore. 

I make breakfast in the morning before school - 

- I know how to make things like tea and toast and Pop Tarts, obviously!, for 
breakfast and I also know how to make Ichiban and Kraft Dinner when we have 
it even if we don't have any milk but you do definitely need butter, oh, and also 
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soup from a can but I think the can opener is gone now so I wouldn't know how 
to do that without the can opener. 

- and I bring it to my mom, tea with sugar in her favourite mug. I can't show you 
it, her favourite mug, because she must've taken that too, I guess. With toast. I 
put it beside her bed on her nightstand or on the coffee table if she's sleeping 
on the couch and I leave her a note on the kitchen table that says: 

MOTHER: 

Deciphering Charlie's handwriting. 

I made you breakfast so you can feel better. Please feel better. I’m at school. 
Edmontosaurus! Love, Charlie. 

CHARLIE HORSE:  

Always when I get home she's sitting at the kitchen table drinking and smoking 
and talking on the phone and she waves at me like this - 

CHARLIE gives a dismissive wave with one hand. 

- and I know just to go to my room and play quietly or do my homework or 
whatever and not bug her until it's time to eat dinner. 

I always have to remind her about dinner.  

You know what, though? I don't go to my room and yell cry wolf like I used to, 
not on days when it's just her because I know how much she hates that game. 

I try to be good for her. I try. Like Colin says, like he said. I try to be good. 

But today I woke up and it was just like this. 

Again. 

This isn't the first time. 

She always comes back for me. 

She will come back. 

MOTHER:  

They don't turn on the sirens for that kind of emergency. Just the lights. Never 
the sirens. 

CHARLIE HORSE: 
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I know where he got it. 

It isn't a secret. The police know, okay? 

I surprised him once when he had it, kinda like the time I walked in on him and 
Victoria. 

COLIN: 

Charlie. Get the fuck out of here. What? This? None of your fucking business. 
Go on. Get the fuck out. Charlie. Charlie! Don't mention it to mom, alright? This 
isn't a toy. This isn’t for you to play with. Don’t you fucking come near it, okay? 
You hear me? I mean it.  

CHARLIE HORSE: 

It was dad's. It was his. 

We don't talk about him. Our dad. Or what he did. To mom. To Colin.  

I was too little. I don't know these things, I guess, I don’t remember. I only know 
because sometimes they forget we don't talk about him. Sometimes, after too 
many beers or on nights when the sad is here, they say things. I've learned.  

I know it’s dangerous. Colin did too. He told me. 

COLIN: 

This is the real fucking deal, man. It's dangerous as hell. It's not for little kids, 
okay?  

CHARLIE HORSE: 

But he had it. He just had it. I don’t know why.  

COLIN: 

Don’t worry about this, okay? I’m just keeping it safe.  

CHARLIE HORSE:  

And when it got bad, really bad, when it was always dark and the drapes were 
never open and he didn't make jokes about Shreddies and the beer cans were 
all empty and I stopped being able to look at him, really look at him, see his 
eyes because of the sad, I knew something bad was going to happen. 
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Do you know that feeling? In the bottom of your stomach like that? Sorta like 
being hungry and having a tummy ache and being nervous like you are on the 
first day or school when you don't know anyone all at the same time? 

I know that feeling. 

MOTHER: 

I don't understand how it got so bad so fast. 

The sound of a gun shot rings out. CHARLIE shakes his head, 
pretending he didn't hear it, convincing himself he didn't hear it. 

CHARLIE HORSE: 

I didn't hear it. No. I didn't hear it. 

It was the middle of the night. I was asleep. 

And it was hot. Like how you wake up with the sheets sticking to your skin in 
the middle of summer? 

My mom, she doesn't let me sleep with the window open even in the summer 
time because she's afraid someone might break in even though we're way up 
here on the fourth floor and it would maybe only be a superhero who could get 
in the window. 

The lights are what woke me up. 

The red-blue bounce of emergency vehicle lights glow. 

MOTHER: 

Just the lights. Never the sirens. 

CHARLIE HORSE 

I watched from my window. It was closed, don’t worry. I didn’t open it. But, I 
did. I watched from my window. Just all these polices and ambulance people 
talking with serious faces. 

I couldn't hear what any of them were saying. 

Just like when he'd keep the volume real low on the TV on sad days and I'd 
make up the words - yeah, like Victoria's song game - but only because I 
couldn't hear. 

The sound of a gun shot rings out again. 
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COLIN: 

Lookit me, Charlie! I'm Superman! Faster than a speeding bullet… 

CHARLIE HORSE: 

After a long time, after a time that felt like forever, finally they took him away. 

The ambulance. It took him away. They covered him up, but I could see. I could 
see that it was red. From his blood. 

COLIN:  

Faster than a speeding bullet!  

CHARLIE HORSE: 

How fast do you think a speeding bullet travels actually? Do you know?  

I do. Twenty five hundred feet. Per second.  

That's fast. Really fast. Faster than Superman. And Superman is fast. 

The guy who came here in the ambulance he told me to wait inside my room 
until someone talked to me, that someone would want to ask me questions or 
something maybe, about what I don’t know really, but they wouldn't let me say 
goodbye. All I wanted to do was say goodbye but I couldn't see him. They 
wouldn’t let me see him. All I saw was that it was red. From his blood.  

Maybe that's why he took me to the theatre three times, right? Once to say 
thank you and once to say sorry…and once to say goodbye. 

COLIN: 

Whadya say, little bro? You and me and a date with the big screen? All the 
popcorn you can eat. 

CHARLIE HORSE; 

I wanted to yell and scream the way I would when it got loud in here. 

MOTHER: 

It's dangerous to cry wolf, Charlie. What if you really are in trouble? No one will 
believe you. 

CHARLIE HORSE: 
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But it wasn't me who was in trouble, and I didn't want the guy who came here 
in the ambulance or the polices in the parking lot or the neighbours who were 
standing out in the hallway like that watching him be taken away to think I was 
a cry wolf baby. 

Because I'm not a cry wolf baby, okay? 

Why do you think it is that people are just always doing that? Going away? 
Nobody ever talks about why. Or where they go. Or if they'll ever be back. 

Because he didn't really say goodbye. I know I said we saw the movie three 
times. 

But he didn't say goodbye after the last time. 

I can't remember what he said exactly, but it wasn't goodbye, okay? Maybe it 
was: 

COLIN: 

Catch you later, little bro. 

 

CHARLIE HORSE: 

Or maybe: 

COLIN: 

See my flying like Superman! 

CHARLIE HORSE: 

Or maybe: 

COLIN: 

Get home to mom, okay, and don't give her hard a time, alright? 

CHARLIE HORSE: 

Okay, but it wasn't goodbye. He didn't ever say goodbye. No one ever says 
goodbye. 

Why not just say goodbye? Why didn't he just say goodbye? 

UNCLE BRIAN: 
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Charlie. Hey buddy. Charlie? You okay?  

Singing (Good Time Charlie's Got the Blues by Danny O'Keefe, 1973) 

“Good time Charlie's got the blues. Good time Charlie's got the blues. Ya know 
my heart keeps tellin' me. You're not a kid at thirty-three. Ya play around, ya 
lose your wife. Ya play too long, you lose your life…" 

CHARLIE sits with his back to UNCLE BRIAN. He does not answer 
UNCLE BRIAN. 

UNCLE BRIAN: 

Oh, Charlie. I'm sorry, grunion. I know you're scared. Listen, look at me, ok? 
Come on now.  

A long pause. 

CHARLIE HORSE: 

Why did he... 

 

UNCLE BRIAN: 

Don't ask yourself that, Charlie. We won't ever know. We can't really know, 
okay? It's a complicated reason, and your brother, well, he's a, he was a 
complicated guy, you know?  

CHARLIE HORSE: 

I know. I guess. I don't know. Why would he…? 

UNCLE BRIAN: 

Charlie. My little Charlie Horse. We're gonna get through this, okay?  

CHARLIE HORSE: 

How do you know?  

UNCLE BRIAN: 

Well, I don't know everything for certain, but I do know right here, right now we 
got each other, and we'll do our best, okay?  

CHARLIE HORSE: 
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Where are they taking him? 

UNCLE BRIAN: 

Away, Charlie. They have to take him away.  

CHARLIE HORSE: 

But where are they taking him to? 

UNCLE BRIAN: 

Charlie, they have to -  

CHARLIE HORSE: 

He's, he's my best friend, okay? 

UNCLE BRIAN: 

I know, Charlie. We all love him, but Colin, well, uh, Colin's gone, Charlie. 

 

CHARLIE HORSE: 

Gone where? 

UNCLE BRIAN: 

Well. He passed away, Charlie. 

CHARLIE HORSE: 

Passing way? What do you mean even? 

UNCLE BRIAN: 

Charlie, Colin has been in a, well, I guess you could call it a sort of accident, 
okay, and he's not going to get better. He's gone. He passed away. He's - 

CHARLIE HORSE: 

Dead. 

A long pause. The echo of a gunshot. CHARLIE covers his ears and 
rocks back and forth until the ringing in his ears stops. 
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I lied. When I said I didn't hear it. I lied. I heard it. 

It wasn't even a white lie because it's not better than the truth and it doesn't 
make anyone feel any better. 

I lied about it, okay? I heard it. I really heard it. 

Just like I know where he got it. 

Just like I know the sad got him too bad to stop it anymore. 

Just like he told me. 

It wasn't goodbye, okay, but it was something kind of like it. 

COLIN: 

I can't stay around here no more, Charlie, and it's going to take you a long while 
to understand, but trust me, it's going to be better for everyone - for you, for 
mom, for me. And when it happens you can't be mad, okay? You can't be mad. 
You can't be sad. Well, you might be sad. And that's okay. It's okay to be sad. I 
know I tell you all the time that you’re a big kid now and that you shouldn’t cry, 
but hey. It’s okay. You just have to know that what happens next, I know it 
sounds kinda fucked up, but well I did it for you, for all of us, okay? You're 
going to hear all sorts of shit, I know it, you're going to hear shit about me after, 
but all you have to remember about me are dinosaurs and superheroes and all 
the fun times we had, okay little bro? You and me. That's all you got to hang 
onto. Got it? 

CHARLIE HORSE: 

Getting it didn't mean I wasn't scared when I heard it. 

Have you ever heard it like that up close? It rings in your ears and it sounds like 
it goes zooming so loud right by you even though you're a whole room away 
and it just sticks in there, ringing like that, it's so loud. It's so loud. 

They said - the polices and the people who came in the ambulances - they said 
he committed it. 

Why do you think they say that, "commit?" 

I thought that was something you did wrong. Like, you can commit a crime, 
right? 

So, why do you think they say "commit" when they talk about it that way? 
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Why can't they just say he died by like...the dinosaurs died because of tar. They 
didn't commit by tar. 

And fish, sometimes they died by laying on the sand too long. They didn't 
commit by being a fish out of water. 

So why do they call it that? 

Don't they know the real reason? Don't they know about the sad behind his 
eyes? Don't they know that's what it was? 

Do you think it's contagious? Like a cold? The sad. Do you think it's something 
you can catch? Like, if he had it, can I have it? 

What if I have it? 

Because it's the sad that scares me most. 

I don't believe in monsters, like the kind you find under your bed when you're 
really little, I don't believe in that kind, but I think maybe, I think that his sad was 
a kind of monster he couldn't fight no more. 

I believe that. 

That his sad was a monster he couldn't fight no more. Because how do you 
even fight something that's inside you all the time? How do you do that? 

Listen. I know you came here not to play but to probably talk about him, or to 
probably tell me my mom she isn't coming back and you're the one to tell me 
where I'm going next but this place is the last place we had, me and him, it's 
where we were dinosaurs and superheroes and where he told me I was a 
Shreddie and even though those dark hard days were scary days and weren't 
the same kind of fun as dinosaurs or superheroes or whatever, they were our 
days, and they live here, okay? 

UNCLE BRIAN:  

It’s okay, buddy. I know, grunion. It’s going to be okay. But we gotta go. We 
can’t stay here, kiddo. You understand? We can’t stay here. You’re going to 
crash with me for a while, okay? Just while your ma, while she, uh, while she 
gets it together, okay? She’s gonna need some time, buddy. We’re all gonna 
need some time. Come on now.  

CHARLIE HORSE: 

They live here with me and I can't just leave them behind. Because everyone 
else is gone now. 
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VICTORIA: 

Have fun, Charlie.  

CHARLIE HORSE: 

Not without saying thank you or sorry or goodbye. 

MOTHER: 

Be good, Charlie.  

CHARLIE HORSE: 

So don't make me go from here yet, okay? 

COLIN: 

Listen, Charlie. 

CHARLIE HORSE: 

Because I don't know how to pack those days up in a suitcase like I might do 
my underwear and my chocolate bars that I can't share, and you have to 
promise me that I can leave my invisible string hearts up where they are, too, 
okay? 

COLIN: 

Little man. My little bro. You’re a bid kid now. 

CHARLIE HORSE: 

So just don't make me. I don't want to! I can't. Why do you think he didn't, why 
doesn't anybody ever, why is it so hard to say goodbye? 

COLIN: 

I can't stay around here no more, Charlie. 

CHARLIE HORSE: 

I don't want to say goodbye.  

UNCLE BRIAN: 

I got you, Charlie. It's okay. Shh, now. Okay. I'm here.  
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Singing (Waiting for Charlie to Come Home by Etta James, 1962).  

“And I'm waiting for Charlie to come home. And bring me all the love I need…” 

C’mon, my little grunion. It’s time to go.  

CHARLIE grabs his hockey stick and his walkie talkie and his safety 
scissors. He scans the apartment before turning to leave. UNCLE BRIAN 
opens the front door of the apartment and stands in the hallway waiting 
for CHARLIE. CHARLIE walks slowly out the door. Just as he’s about to 
cross the threshold, he runs back into the apartment.  

CHARLIE HORSE:  

To the AUDIENCE. 

Thank you. Sorry. Goodbye. 

Goodbye. 

Goodbye. I want to make sure I don’t forget to say that ever, okay, so I’m 
saying goodbye to you now, okay?  

Thanks for listening. Sorry for, um. Well. You know. I guess I gotta go now.  

Okay.  

Goodbye.  

CHARLIE exits the apartment, grabs UNCLE BRIAN’s hand, and leaves. 

-END- 


