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Simone, Linus and Belinda are flying monkeys.  
Simone and Linus are on top of the train station. the sound of a train coming in below. 
they keep a keen eye out. Linus flutters his wings. Simone sniffs twice. they resume. 
pause. 
Belinda enters with a bag of donuts. 
 
BELINDA: i got a bag of donuts. 
 
pause. 
 
  hey. guys. i got a bag of donuts. 
 
LINUS:  you’re late. 
 
SIMONE: and we’re not guys. 
 
pause. 
 
BELINDA: i got a bag of donuts. 
 
SIMONE: one of us is a lady. much like you are a lady. tell me please how the 

presence of one male makes us guys. 
 
BELINDA: it’s a term of general groupingness, and i think we’re losing sight of the 

important part of my entrance here: i got a bag of donuts.  
 
LINUS:  you’re late. 
 
BELINDA: for us to share. that means a donut for me (takes one out) and you (takes 

another and hands it to Simone) and even you, Linus (holds one out for 
Linus) 

 
pause. 
 
LINUS:  you’re late. 
 
BELINDA: take a donut. i got a bag of ‘em. 
 
Linus just stares at Belinda. 
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SIMONE: i think what’s upsetting Linus is that we have a job to do. (Linus returns to 
looking out and doesn’t look back at her unless indicated.) an important 
job. and we’re doing it. he and i. us “guys” are up here doing what we’ve 
been asked to do. while you…what? shop for donuts. 

 
BELINDA: i didn’t buy a bag of donuts. 
 
SIMONE: the matter of how you acquired them is not the point. 
 
LINUS:  you’re late. 
 
SIMONE: that’s what i think Linus is getting at. 
 
BELINDA: look. (sets Linus’ donut down slowly on the ground in front of him) i know 

i’m late. i hear you. i hear you and i hear you. i think sometimes we let the 
task at hand spell out a little more of our lives than i think it should. we 
have to live a little. we’ve only got this once. (Belinda begins to eat her 
donut) 

 
SIMONE: what we’ve only got is this task to do. i know you like donuts. i know that 

you know how much i and Linus like donuts. we appreciate this. 
 
LINUS:  you’re late. 
 
SIMONE: i appreciate this. but the point of fact is that we could all maybe let this 

task at hand slack a bit every now and again if we all stayed on time and 
functioned cooperatively as a unit together until said task was done. 
(Simone takes a bite of her donut) 

 
BELINDA: (puts the last bite of donut in her mouth) okay. (wipes hands on thighs. 

Linus flutters his wings. Simone sniffs twice. they resume.)  
 
SIMONE: truth be told, and far be it for me to suggest otherwise, this is a damn fine 

donut. Linus, maybe we should eat our donuts. 
 
LINUS:  i’m good. 
 
BELINDA: okay, well, i’m here. i’m ready. let’s get down to it. i’ll be looking this way. 

(Belinda looks west) 
 
LINUS:  you’re late. 
 
BELINDA: get over it, man. jesus. have a bite a donut. lighten up. we’ll find her. 
 
SIMONE: and here’s where i’m probably going to side with Linus again, Belinda. you 

see, we’re in this together. 
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BELINDA: i know that. 
 
SIMONE: and while i hear the words you are saying and understand that you think 

you know what they mean, i don’t think you’re seeing the whole picture. 
 
BELINDA: i’m here. the longer we yap, the more likely we are to miss her. 
 
SIMONE: it’s not a her. 
 
LINUS:  you’d know that if you were on time. 
 
SIMONE: you’d know that if you were on time. but you weren’t. Linus found Dorothy 

yesterday. we got new orders. 
 
BELINDA: well, c’mon. how am i supposed to know that if you don’t tell me. you have 

to tell me. 
 
SIMONE: the instructions were in your box. 
 
BELINDA: (after a slight hesitation) i didn’t get ‘em. 
 
SIMONE: you didn’t get ‘em? 
 
BELINDA: no. in my mailbox? no. i checked. right after i punched in. 
 
LINUS:  you’re a fucking liar. 
 
BELINDA: jesus, Linus. chill out. 
 
LINUS:  you were late. you checked in. you ran up.  
 
BELINDA: i got some donuts. 
 
LINUS: i don’t know when that was. i don’t care to speculate. you’re not part of the 

team. you’re not contributing. i’m done with ya. 
 
pause. 
 
BELINDA: you’re done with me. 
 
LINUS:  you heard me. 
 
SIMONE: you heard him, Belinda. 
 
pause. 
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BELINDA: does this mean— 
 
SIMONE: you know what this means. 
 
BELINDA: nothing happens over there. 
 
SIMONE: somebody has to watch that side too. 
 
BELINDA: this is bogus. that side is doodoo. that side is caca. that side is just…it just 

sits there. no one comes. no one of interest. just random whoevers and 
that’s not what this is about. don’t make me go there. i’ll go downstairs— 

 
SIMONE: show a little self-respect. for the love of Morgansten. just get over there. 
 
BELINDA: i’ll go. if you’re down with this too. if you agree. if you don’t, and i know 

why you wouldn’t, then i’m going to fight this. i’m going to stand up and 
say— 

 
SIMONE: i’m with him on this. you got lazy. you didn’t check the box. what are we 

going to do? 
 
pause. 
 
BELINDA: i’m sorry, Simone. 
 
SIMONE: we’re all sorry. 
 
LINUS:  you were late. 
 
SIMONE: i’m sorry.  
 
pause. 
 

but he’s right. 
 
pause. 
 
BELINDA: fuck. 
 
Belinda grabs her bag of donuts and walks over to the other side of the rooftop of the 
train station. perches, looking out. pause. the three monkeys scan out. beat. Linus 
flutters his wings. Simone sniffs twice. they resume. Linus slowly bends down and grabs 
donut. without losing his line of sight, he eats the donut. he makes a contented sigh. 
Simone looks across the rooftop at Belinda. 
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SIMONE: were we right? 
 
LINUS:  (through a mouthful of donut) of course we were right. 
 
Belinda puts her hands together, as if to pray. raises her head. Simone watches her. 
 
SIMONE: what’s she doing? 
 
LINUS:  don’t know.  
 
SIMONE: is she praying? 
 
beat. 
 
  Belinda? 
 
pause. 
 
  Belinda? 
 
Belinda stays like that. Simone continues to watch her. Linus finishes his donut. licks his 
fingers. 
 
LINUS:  alright. 
 
SIMONE: back to it? 
 
LINUS:  alright. 
 
pause. 
 
SIMONE: back to it. 
 
blackout. 


