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Scene 1. The toll booth

As the lights come up, THERESA is wearing a phone headset and is talking to her friend JEN. All the time she’s talking she is (miming) handing out toll tickets to approaching cars. It’s a rhythmic movement, almost balletic.  It shouldn’t be instantly apparently what the motion is – so any programme description of the initial locale should be limited to ‘The Verona interchange on the I-90’ or ‘On or about the I-90 in upstate New York’. The tollbooth just needs to be blocked off from audience view from about THERESA’s waist, down.

THERESA:
…I’m phoning him. Pathetic huh. I gave him my number, he never called, 


but there’s any number of reasons for that. I’ll ask him to meet me for 


coffee at the Verona rest-stop. Totally non-threatening. You don’t need to 


come. I’m just telling you in case he turns out to be some serial killer, then 

you should call the cops. Jen, seriously, there’s nothing to worry about. 


You still have his licence right? XXB457 New York. 2000 Camry, silver. 


You did the research – why didn’t you write it down? Nick. Nick Shostyk. 



(Leaning sideways, speaking to a car.) You pay when you exit, or at the 


Pennsylvania border.



(Back.) Like hello, have you never been on an interstate? And I know a lot 

about Nick other than what you researched. He’s regular. Every weekday, 


5:10. Which means he works in Rome. He’s got a briefcase on the seat 


beside him so: office job but not President because of the car. White shirt, 


no tie. A shirt like those religious guys wear but he’s not, no cross on the 


dash.  Plus three times he’s had a case of beer in the backseat. But it’s only 

a 12 and it’s Lite so he’s not religious - and not an alcoholic. A basketball, 

that’s a good sign. A hockey stick would suggest aggression. Man, another 

stopper, hold on.



(To a car.) The next rest stop is at Verona. Three miles I don’t know what 


that is in kilometres. Ten. I know this is the Verona exit but the rest stop’s 


on the I-90. It’s got a McDonalds a Dennys and a gift shop. The 



washrooms? Super clean. 



(Back.) Canadians. Always want to know how clean the cans are. Like I’m 

checking. 



I kinda hate that I’m stalking. Bad enough I got you to go into the Vehicle 


Registrations. And it’s weird knowing so many facts about him in 



advance. His phone number, his insurance... where he lives. I was tempted 

to drive by his house but when he takes me there for sex I don’t want to 


have to fake like I don’t know where we’re going. 



He’s got a really sweet smile. He doesn’t actually come to a complete stop 

but he always smiles and says thanks. He’s had my number for a week. I 


wrote it on a blank toll ticket. There are a million reasons why guys don’t 


phone Jen, some of them are benign. So yeah, I’m gonna call him as soon 


as I get up the courage. I’m going insane here. In-sane. Nick is the most 


interesting thing that has happened to me in a year. I’m just asking him for 

coffee at the Verona Rest Stop. Then we’ll go to his car, put the beer and 


basketball in the trunk, and have sex in his back seat, right in the parking 


lot. Post it on You Tube. And get married and have babies. 



It’s no big deal. You don’t need to chaperon and besides, you’re kind of 


conspicuous. I mean that as a compliment. 



Ah, who am I kidding. I won’t call him.




(Light fades on THERESA doing the arm motion.)

2. The Verona Rest Stop

Lights up on NICK, standing with a coffee. He is looking on one direction and making odd gestures with his hand. We’ll understand later that they are warning gestures. THERESA walks up to him from the other direction, very nervous.

THERESA:
Nick?

NICK:

Hi.

THERESA:
I feel like I should do this. (Hands him a toll ticket.)



(They laugh nervously.)

NICK:

(Takes ticket.) OK see ya.




(They laugh nervously again.)

THERESA:
I wasn’t sure your mother would give you the message. 

NICK:

Yeah she did.

THERESA:
Does she live with you?

NICK:

She’d say I live with her.

THERESA:
Oh.

NICK:

I’m getting my own place in a couple of months.

THERESA:
I didn’t catch what she said when she answered.

NICK:

Helen Takes The Cake. She’s a cake decorator.

THERESA:
But her name’s Isabel.

NICK:

How’d you know/

THERESA:
You’re taller than I thought. I only ever see you sitting down. But I guess 


if you play basketball.

NICK:

How’d you know that?

THERESA:
I can see the ball in your backseat. Don’t forget, the booth’s raised, we can 

see into the cars. 

NICK:

Can I get you a coffee?

THERESA:
I’d love one. I hardly drink all day because of the peeing issue.

NICK:

What’s that?

THERESA:
You have to do it in a bottle cuz you’re handing out tickets.

NICK:

No way - at the same time?

THERESA:
It’s all in the technique. We’re only visible from the waist up in a 



tollbooth so you learn to separate the top and bottom parts of your body. 


One half pees while the other stays perfectly still. It’s like Irish dancing. 


Only reverse.

NICK:

You want anything with your coffee?

THERESA:
Black’s fine.




(NICK exits. THERESA speed-dials.)



OK, we’ve met, he’s getting me coffee, he’s really tall and sweet but of 


course I had to open my big mouth about peeing on the job, I’ll explain 


later, he’s totally not a psychopath but bad news bad news you know how 


I said his mother answered when I finally called him? He lives with her.  


He says it’s temporary. Her name is Isabel, Kostyk, confirm, right, you 


already know that, but do some research on her company will you, Helen 


Takes The Cake/

NICK:

(Returning.) Phone call?

THERESA:
Thanks. OK, confession time. My friend – Jen - thought you might be a 


serial killer and she wanted to come along for safety, so I just phoned her 


up to say you aren’t. I mean, I was pretty sure already: basketball, 



briefcase, lite beer, not religious, it doesn’t match the profile of a 



psychopath.

NICK:

You really know all that from me just driving up?

THERESA:
Plus Jen works for the Thruway Commission, she ran your licence.

NICK:

Well she wouldn’t find much out; it’s my Mom’s car.

THERESA:
You’re listed as an insured driver. But yeah, she’s the registered owner.

NICK:

So how’s Mom’s driving?

THERESA:
You knew about the fender bender.

NICK:

Some guy hit her in a parking lot.

THERESA:
Is that what she told you? 

NICK:

Shit. (Pause.) Theresa, there’s something I have to tell you.

THERESA:
Oh oh.

NICK:

I have a friend.

THERESA:
Girlfriend, damn.

NICK:

No no. Cory. He’s on my team.

THERESA:
Aw shit.

NICK:

No no, basketball team. He’s over there.

THERESA:
The fat guy?

NICK:

No, the guy with the red ball cap.

THERESA:
That’s ironic. I told Jen to stay home and you brought a guard. Uh, you 


can tell Cory he doesn’t need to stick around.

NICK:

He kind of drove me here. Mom needed the car for deliveries.

THERESA:
Do you work with Cory?

NICK:

No, I’m with the City of Rome. He’s a lawyer. Actually, a paralegal.

THERESA:
That’s better.

NICK:

It is?

THERESA:
They’re way more honest. Nick. It’s kind of weird having him sit over 


there pretending not to watch us.

NICK:

You don’t mind if –

THERESA:
The more the merrier…

3. The Tollbooth

THERESA appears to be alone, and handing out tickets with the same rhythm as in the first scene.

THERESA:
Everybody has visitors. It makes my supervisor crazy. I’m at two 



warnings, Jen both times. She used to stop by a lot when she was out of 


work. One of my co-workers has her kid when she can’t get a sitter. The 


kid just sits on the floor and plays. It’s a short kid and it likes small places. 

I’m union so they can’t actually fire me but I’d get put on roadside 



cleanup which is like Siberia in winter and in summer you have to clean 


out the garbage bins at the rest stops and I’m allergic to wasps.




(A hand reaches up with a bottle.)

CORY:
Is this what I think it is?

THERESA:
It ain’t Gatorade.

CORY:
Do you ever have guys here?

THERESA:
You’re the first.

CORY:
When can I stand up?

THERESA:
It’s better if you don’t.

CORY:
I’m getting a cramp.

THERESA:
OK, but if I see a supervisor coming –




(CORY Stands. The first thing visible is, of course, his red ball 



cap.)



Cory.

CORY:
Yeah.

THERESA:
Was Nick hurt?

CORY:
No no. He’s fatalistic.

THERESA:
He lives with his mother, he’s got to expect a little – reluctance from 


women. But I feel really bad. I blame this job. I’m starting to act anti-


social. Actually, he might like my friend Jen. In fact, I should set them up. 


I know, I’ll send her to his office with apology flowers from me. He’s a bit 

on the quiet side but Jen could make a tree talk.

CORY:
Tell her to ask him about the movie.

THERESA:
What movie?

CORY:
He’ll explain. Tell her to ask him about the movie about Schenectady. 


When’s your shift end?

THERESA:
Why?

CORY:
Cuz.

THERESA:
You hungry?

CORY:
That too.

THERESA:
Cuz I’m starving. I don’t like to eat in here. Chinese?

CORY:
Mexican?

THERESA:
There’s a Roy Rogers at the Falls rest stop.

CORY:
Sure. So why did you pick Nick – there must be a million guys going 


through here.

THERESA:
I don’t know exactly. He showed up just when I was at the outer limit of 


lonely. Why don’t we just go to Verona, grab a burger and go to your 


place oh shit I bet you live with your mother too/

CORY:
Brother.

THERESA:
I guess that’s OK.

CORY:
He’s a pig.

THERESA:
My place is a dump.

CORY:
Can’t be worse than mine.

THERESA:
Let’s go to Verona, grab a burger, then drive to the end of the I-90 until 


we hit the Pacific and/

CORY:
I like the sound of your dump.

THERESA:
It’s your funeral.

CORY:
Can we kiss on that?

THERESA:
You want to kiss here?

CORY:
Yeah, I do. Do you?

THERESA:
Yeah.

(They turn and kiss. A beat – then, as they stay kissing, THERESA begins handing out toll vouchers again. The lights fade.)

