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ACT 1, SCENE 1

It is late in the evening of Monday December 
17, 2001.

Lights up on Ward 3, an inpatient hospital wing 
designed for teenage girls undergoing treatment 
for mental illness. The facility has a simple and 
highly sterilized feel to it. There are five metal 
beds lined up across the stage. Upstage of each 
bed is a plastic folding chair. Behind the folding 
chairs are a row of windows bolted shut that 
look out upon downtown Nashville. There is a 
reinforced door stage right that buzzes every 
time before it opens. Stage left there is a storage 
closet that requires a key card to enter from the 
ward.

ALICE and VIRGINIA are asleep in the two 
beds stage right. In front of the bed furthest 
stage left, EUPHEMIA, is sleeping on the floor. 
The center bed is empty. STACY stands on top 
of the bed to the right of Euphemia, swaying to 
the music that now fills the space. Stacy is an 
unkempt looking girl with untamable hair and a 
feral demeanor. Like all the girls in the ward, 
she is wearing white scrubs. LUKE CLARK 
stands upstage right of her bed and watches 
proudly.

STACY AND LUKE
I WANT TO SING
A COUNTRY MUSIC SONG
MAYBE THEN
I’LL FEEL LIKE I BELONG

I’LL DISAPPEAR
INTO THE CROWD
I’LL FADE AWAY
WON’T COME BACK AROUND
AGAIN

LUKE
(clapping lightly)

You sound stronger each time, hon.
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STACY
I’m still having trouble with the high section.

LUKE
I’LL DISAPPEAR
INTO THE CROWD
I’LL FADE AWAY
WON’T COME BACK AROUND
AGAIN

STACY
Show off.

LUKE
I’m not showing off.

STACY
Yes you are.

LUKE
I’m singing the phrase in key so you can clearly hear the notes.

STACY
You’re singing it down the octave.

LUKE
The notes are the same.

STACY
You’re showing off.

LUKE
(chuckling to himself)

Maybe just a little.

STACY
I knew it.

LUKE
You got my number, little miss.

STACY
You’re a diva.
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LUKE
Glass houses, Stacy.

STACY
(groaning)

Oh you know I hate that stupid phrase. It makes no sense.

LUKE
Yes it does. You just don’t understand it.

STACY
Whatever. So when are we getting out of here?

LUKE
Soon.

STACY
That’s what you said last month.

LUKE
And its even sooner now than it was then.

STACY
(throwing a temper tantrum)

Come on, Luke! I can’t take it anymore. I need to get out of here! Tonight!

LUKE
Shhhh! Are you trying to wake the other girls up?

STACY
(whining)

They can’t hear us.

LUKE
They can’t hear me, but they sure as spit can hear your whining voice, Missy.

STACY
Whining?

LUKE
At the moment, yes.

STACY
(still whining)

I object to being called whiny.
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LUKE
And my ears object to hearing you whine.

STACY
(speaking in a controlled voice)

Fine. I will speak in a less whiny voice.

LUKE
Thank you.

Stacy sits on her bed. Luke starts to exit.

STACY
Where are you going?

LUKE
Rehearsals over for tonight.

STACY
Because I was whining?

LUKE
No because we’ve done enough for today. You need to rest your voice.

STACY
I thought we were going to run the song again?

LUKE
Tomorrow.

STACY
Oh come on.

LUKE
You’re whining again.

STACY
No I’m not. (Luke gives her a stern look.) Fine. I was whining. But I don’t want you to go 
yet.

LUKE
I have to, Stacy. You know I’m not supposed to be here.

STACY
But you haven’t told me the Johnny Cash story tonight.
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LUKE
You can’t be serious.

STACY
Just tell me the story and then you can go.

LUKE
You’ve heard that story a thousand times.

STACY
Please?

LUKE
And then you promise to let me leave?

STACY
Girl Scouts honor.

LUKE
Ha. Now that’s a funny image.

STACY
Just tell me the story.

LUKE
Fine.

STACY
Yes!

LUKE
It was the summer of 1998. I was playing a gig at the Cadillac Ranch: a dive in the heart 
of lower Broadway. They’ve really classed up the place over the years, but back then it 
was a real hole in the wall. So I was playing, must have been somewhere around one AM.

STACY
I thought it was two AM?

LUKE
Who’s telling the story here?

STACY
I’m sorry. Go on.
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LUKE
So like I was saying, it was one in the morning. I was half way through the set and was 
losing the crowd. They just weren’t feeling me for some reason.

STACY
Unbelievable. How could they not love Nashville’s favorite son?

LUKE
I know, right? Anyway, I finished the song I was playing and decided that I needed to do 
something to salvage the set. So I asked the audience if they had any requests. And 
there’s was this table all the way in the back with a bunch of people crowded around it. 
Keep in mind its dark as hell in this club and there must have been two inches of smoke 
in the air: this was back in the days when you could still smoke in clubs in Nashville. 
Anyhow, a voice called out from that back table “Play Ring of Fire” and the whole table 
started cracking up. I guessed it was some kind of inside joke, but I figured I had nothing 
to lose at that point. So I started playing Ring of Fire. About half way through I could feel 
the shift in the air: I was winning the crowd over. They were with me. So I decide to 
double down. I finished Ring of Fire and launched right into Walk The Line. The place 
erupted with cheers. Even the guys at the back table were going nuts. I had them all in the 
palm of my hand. I finished Walk The Line and jokingly said I was only going to do 
Johnny Cash songs for the rest of the night. One of the guys from the back table stood up 
and replied “Do you mind if I sit in then?” There was an instant hush over the crowd. 
Everyone at the tables around him went silent as he started making his way to the stage. 
He got close enough for me to see his face and it was Johnny Cash, “The Man in Black,” 
in the flesh. He jumped on stage, grabbed my second guitar, and we spend the next hour 
playing every song of his I knew. We were perfectly in sync from the first note. We 
harmonized together like we’d been playing for years. Every cut, every chord, every note: 
blended together seamlessly. The crowd went insane. We finished the set, he turned to 
me, shook my hand, and then walked out without saying a word. It was the most magical 
moment of my entire life.

STACY
I love that story.

LUKE
Get some rest. You’ll need it when we get out of here.

STACY
And when’s that going to be?

LUKE
Soon. Soon.
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Blackout.
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ACT 1, SCENE 2

The afternoon of Tuesday December 18, 2001.

In the center of the room Virginia, a 15 year old 
girl, is attempting to build a house of cards at a 
frenetic pace, but keeps accidentally knocking it 
down with her spastic movements.

Behind her, Stacy and Alice are sitting on 
Alice's bed, the second bed from stage right. 
Even though Stacy is wearing the same scrubs 
as all the other girls, Stacy’s seem dirtier and 
more worn. Alice, on the other hand, looks 
perfectly put together. Her hair is combed, her 
scrubs look like they have been freshly ironed, 
and her nails are well manicured. She is a year 
younger than Stacy, but carries herself with the 
air of a much older person.

Behind the bed furthest stage left, Euphemia, a 
muscular girl, stares out one of the windows 
with the eyes of a hawk, lost in thought as she 
surveys the landscape far below.

VIRGINIA
(adding another card to the house)

Almost got it, almost got it! (The cards fall.) Darn. (She starts again.)

ALICE
That's stupid.

STACY
No it's not.

ALICE
Yes it is.

STACY
You don't know what you're talking about. This is Tennessee. Music is a big deal to 
people here.
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ALICE
Real music is, but you're talking about an open mic night at a dive bar. 

STACY
So?

ALICE
No one cares about a stupid open mic night.

STACY
Where do you think new talent is discovered?

ALICE
Not at The Cadillac Ranch.

STACY
You'll see when I perform there and end up with a record contract.

ALICE
That’s never going to happen.

STACY
Yeah it will.

ALICE
Even if some big time record company producer hung out at this open mic night, which 
they don't, and even if you could sing strong enough to get a contract, which we both 
know you can’t: none of that matters because you're in here and The Cadillac Ranch is 
out there!

STACY
That's why I'm getting out of here.

ALICE
(laughing)

No you're not.

STACY
YES I AM!

ALICE
Oh really? Is today the day Dr. Braddock comes into the ward and announces you’re 
cured and releases you? I must have missed your dramatic full recovery.
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STACY
Constantine got released last week.

ALICE
Constantine worked hard to get her issues under control. You’re not Constantine.

STACY
There are other ways out.

ALICE
Like what?

STACY
(reluctantly)

People have broken out before.

ALICE
(laughing harder)

No they haven’t. You can’t break out of a psychiatric hospital. There are locked metal 
doors, identification check points, video cameras, and all other types of security 
everywhere. You can’t even get into our storage closet without a key card.

STACY
(growing increasingly frustrated)

You’re wrong. I have to get out and share my voice with the world.

ALICE
Stacy, you’re deluding yourself: you can’t break out of this hospital and you can’t sing!

STACY
I can too sing! You’ll see! I’m going to get out of here and become a huge star! 

ALICE
You're not going any where. Why don't you go take a nap. I think you have an extra dose 
of the crazies today.

STACY
Shut up, Alice! You’re not my friend anymore.

ALICE
Yes I am. I’m the only friend you have.

Stacy growls at Alice then stomps away from 
Alice's bed. 
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