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SCENE 7: ON THE EDGE

SETTING: The couch becomes a bed, with blue sheets and pillows.  When Naomi
finishes, we are back at the cafe.

AT RISE: A woman lies on couch under sheets.

NAOMI
It's really very simple.  Just sit up.
        (She does so with difficulty, arranging pillows so

she can be comfortable)
Well, don't want to rush this thing.

(She slides back down flat on her back)
Perhaps If I dangle my legs over the side of the bed, it will be like getting into the pool.  I can get
used to the cold gradually and then slide off the bed and into the water.

(She sits up and dangles legs)
Now I'll just slip off the edge.  If only my heart would stop this dumber than dumb pounding.  But if
I'm on the floor, how will I get up?  No one here to help, that's for pretty damned sure.  If I'm going
to slip off an edge, I think it would be better to go sit on the edge of the roof at the parking ramp.
Now that's an edge to slip off of.  Park and slip.  And feel the cool air.

(A deep sigh)
It's hot in here.  Perhaps I could just go over and turn on the fan.  It wouldn't take much energy.  I
can't.  Sure you can, darlin', just get up and go turn on that coolin' fan.  I can't.  Sure you can.  Oh,
get the hell out of my sight.

(Scolds herself)
You have a loving husband, a beautiful home, a future in futures.  I mean you spend your days at
work betting on the future, don't you?  And even if I am the one to say so, you've done pretty
spectacularly in that department.  Well, then why am I on edge, on this edge to be exact?  I'm
beginning to wonder if I'll ever get up.  When Josh gets back from his business trip, his business trip,
his business trip, what will he say, what will he say, what will he say.  Ok, oolalay. OK.



(To someone in audience)
Ida told me that when she was in the last stages of her cancer her doctor told her to indulge in sex.
Tell your husband, the doctor said, so Ida told me, that sex is good for you.  Ida was pretty bitter
about that.  Her husband had moved into his own bedroom as if he thought he would catch it from
her. And for years before that they had twin beds for heaven's sake.  Fat chance of being saved by
sex.  Poor Ida.  I sure miss her.

(Arranges herself on edge)
Perhaps if I get up on my hands and knees I can get up backwards.

(She gets on hands and knees and puts one leg out as if to test the air, but collapses)
No, if I'm going to get up I need to see what I'm doing.  I can't just back back into life.  I feel like an
empty hole.  Just empty.  Nothing inside Naomi, no me, no me, nomenomenomenomenome.
  (To someone in audience)
The doctor told Francine that regular exercise and a change of diet would get rid of her depression.
That's all she does now.  She says she isn't depressed anymore.  She walks maybe 5 miles in the
morning, and that's before her aerobics class.  She swims in the afternoon, and she never ever, never
ever, never ever, never never never never ever ever ever ever takes an elevator.  Of course she's
turned orange from carrots and is so thin, she's like a walking muscle.  A walking muscle, but not a
talking muscle.  I can't remember her really saying anything to me that doesn't relate to her regimen.
Makes me tired just thinking of what she does.  I think I'll take a little nap.

(She dozes off, then wakes with a start)
Well, now Naomi, up and at em.  At who?  Suzanne said her doctor says she has a chemical
imbalance.  Her doctor prescribed a vitamin regimen.  Alternative medicine or something.  Now
she's balanced I guess.  Probably gets out of bed every single god damned morning.  Good for
Suzanne!

(Accuses an audience member)
Don't tell me I've always been on the edge.  Edgy, maybe, but what edge could I not handle, I ask
you?  Just last week I got out of bed every single day.  At dawn I would rise.  No alarm clocks
needed.  Don't you dare tell me I didn't rise to just about every occasion.  Was I not an expert
juggler, could I not dance on any tightrope thrown my way?  Was I not the one who could ski
downhill or cross country.

(Explains her case)
It's when they invented this demented uphill skiing that the trouble began.  With all those obstacles.
And Josh doesn't seem to notice.  And Suzanne is busy with her balancing act, and  Francine is
always on some track or other and Ida died on me.  So I think I'll just rest up some, if you don't
mind. You mind.  Well, never mind.  Never, never, never you mind.

(Pause)
I think I'll let a little sleep catch me up.  Night.

(She pulls covers over her head)

GLORIA
(Singing to NAOMI)

SOME PEOPLE THINK BLUE MEANS YOU'RE BLUE
LIKE DOWN-AND-OUT OR DOWN IN THE DUMPS
BUT BLUE, VERY BLUE IS MY COLOR
THE COLOR THAT MAKES ME HIGH,
THE COLOR OF THE TEARS THAT I CRY,
GIVE ME BLUE--VERY BLUE.

(Pulls NAOMI off the couch)
BLUE, VERY BLUE IS MY COLOR
NOT PINK, NOT ORANGE, OR RED
WHEN I'M IN A FUNK AND CAN'T SEEM TO GO ON
IT'S BLUE, VERY BLUE
GIVES ME POWER TO GET THROUGH
THE TIMES THAT I'M BLUE, VERY BLUE.



WHEN THE WORLD CLOSES IN AND I'M IN A RAGE
I CLOSE MY EYES TIGHT
AND I TRULY DELIGHT
IN THE BLUE THAT COMES THROUGH WITH THE NIGHT
IN THE BLUE THAT COMES THROUGH WITH THE NIGHT

(NAOMI seems soothed and returns to cafe table)

YES BLUE, VERY BLUE IS MY COLOR
NOT GREEN, NOT YELLOW, OR BROWN
THERE'S A CERTAIN CARESS TO A CREAMY WHITE DRESS
BUT BLUE KEEPS ME HANGIN' AROUND
IT'S THE BLUE IS THE COLOR OF THE SKY
IT'S THE BLUE IN THE SORROWED GOODBYES,
IT'S THE BLUE, VERY BLUE, IN THE COLOR--
OF YOUR EYES
OF YOUR EYES
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