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“Rebecca Gilman has an un err ing ear for the ways
mis matched peo ple re late, an open heart for the ways

they louse things up.”
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[Rebecca Gilman is] “a force to be reck oned with in
the Amer i can thea tre of the new mil len nium.”

The Wall Street Jour nal
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BLUE SURGE

A Play in Two Acts
For 2 Men and 3 Women

CHAR AC TERS

CURT, 38

SANDY, 19

DOUG, 38

HEATHER, 25

BETH, 38

TIME and PLACE
A mid-sized city in the Mid west, in the pres ent.

Note: Sandy and Heather are plain, Mid west ern girls.  They 
do not look like movie stars.
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ACT ONE

AT RISE: A room in a mas sage par lor, some where in the
Mid west, in the fall. There is a straight-backed chair
and a plat form, built to be a mas sage ta ble but it is
larger. The room is brightly lit and busi ness like. A small 
boom box sits on a shelf next to some jars and bot tles.

CURT and SANDY en ter. CURT is fully dressed in jeans, 
sweat shirt and coat, a lit tle ner vous. SANDY wears a
short silk robe and high heels. She is young, thin and
flat-chested, not a knock-out at all.

SANDY. Okay. Be fore we start the mas sage, I need you to 
sign this thing—  (Hands him a piece of pa per.)

CURT. What is it?
SANDY. Just a thing.  (He starts to read it. She looks at

him.) It just says that we’re not re spon si ble for any
pre-ex ist ing med i cal con di tions. (He’s still read ing.)  So,
just ba si cally, you need to sign it be fore we can get
started.

CURT. Okay. (He signs it, hands it to her.)
SANDY. Okay— (Looks at pa per.)  Bill. I just gotta take

this out front, so why don’t you go ahead and get un -
dressed and when I get back we’ll get started.

CURT. Okay.

7
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(She ex its. CURT looks around, then takes off his work
boots, shirt, pants. When he gets to his un der wear he
stops. He’s wear ing briefs. He de cides to leave them on.
He sits down on the chair and waits. Beat. SANDY re -
turns. She takes a look at him.)

SANDY. You’re go ing to leave your un der wear on?
CURT. Should I take them off?
SANDY. No. How ever you’re com fort able’s fine. (Beat.

They stand there.) So what do you want?
CURT. What can you of fer?
SANDY. Well, a full body mas sage is twenty-five, or I can 

do just your back for fif teen. 
CURT. Okay. (CURT reaches in his pants and pulls out

sixty dol lars, hands it to SANDY.)
SANDY. Sixty dol lars? What’s that for?
CURT. I thought, maybe, we could do some thing a lit tle

ex tra?
SANDY. Like what?
CURT. Well. How about a full-re lease mas sage?
SANDY. What’s that?
CURT. A full-re lease mas sage.
SANDY. I’m not fa mil iar with that term. What does that

mean?
CURT. Okay. (He gets more money from his wal let.)  Would

you know what I was talk ing about for a hun dred?
SANDY. Look, I know what you’re do ing, and you’re not

gonna get laid, okay? You’re not gonna get a handjob,
you’re not gonna get a blowjob. I’m a mas seuse. I’m
trained in the art of ther a peu tic mas sage. I have a li -
cense.

CURT. Okay—

8 BLUE SURGE Act I
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SANDY  (over lap ping). It’s in sult ing when peo ple come in
here and they in sult my pro fes sion and they think I’m a
whore.

CURT. Okay, I’m sorry. I’m re ally sorry. (Beat.) So I
guess I’ll just take the fif teen-dol lar one.

SANDY. What?
CURT. You said there was a fif teen-dol lar one?
SANDY. Oh. You mean the back mas sage?
CURT. Yeah.
SANDY. Oh. Okay. (Small beat.) I guess you better get on

the ta ble. 
CURT. Yeah.
SANDY. Okay.  (CURT gets on the ta ble. It’s not a real

mas sage ta ble, so he has to hold up his head. SANDY
turns and looks vaguely at the shelf be hind her.) Let me
just find some oil here. (She takes down a bot tle and
opens it. Trying to be nice; as if noth ing hap pened.) So.
What do you do?

CURT. I work con struc tion.
SANDY. Oh yeah? (She clum sily squirts a lot of oil on

him.) Oops.
CURT. Do you mind not putt ing so much on me? I don’t

want my shirt to stick to me.
SANDY. Sorry. (She wipes the oil off with a towel.)
CURT. What’s that smell?
SANDY. The oil. It’s called “spice.”
CURT. It smells like BENGAY.
SANDY. Yeah. I was won der ing what it smelled like.
CURT. Do you have any thing else?
SANDY. We have one smells like co co nut. (She gets the

bot tle for him, lets him smell it.) It al ways re minds me
of Pan ama City.

Act I BLUE SURGE 9
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CURT. What’s that?
SANDY. A city. In Florida.
CURT. I’ve never been to Florida.
SANDY. No way, you should go.
CURT. I guess I don’t re ally want to smell like any thing. Is 

my point.
SANDY. Your choice. (Turns back to the shelf.) H ow

about baby oil? Un scented.
CURT. Okay. (She gets the baby oil and rubs some on her

hands, then she be gins awk wardly rub bing his back.)
SANDY. Con struc tion, huh?
CURT. Yeah.
SANDY  (beat). That’s funny about the BENGAY . I had n’t

thought about BENGAY in a long time. 
CURT. Yeah?
SANDY. My dad used to wear it. 
CURT. What’d he do?
SANDY. He was a trucker. His neck got stiff.
CURT. Is he still alive?
SANDY. Sure he’s alive. I don’t know where he is, but

he’s alive. (CURT laughs.) I guess that did sound kind
of funny, did n’t it?

CURT. Yeah. (Beat.) It re minds of me of high school foot -
ball. BENGAY . They were al ways rub bing it on you. If
you ripped your arm off they’d rub BENGAY on it.

SANDY. Who’d you play for?
CURT. Hew itt .
SANDY. No way. I went to Huffman.
CURT. Huffman?  Huffman al ways kicked our ass.
SANDY. Yeah, but our cheer lead ers were cows. (They

laugh. Beat. They’re both self-con scious.)
CURT. How long have you been do ing this?

10 BLUE SURGE Act I
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SANDY. I’ve been a mas sage ther a pist for three months. 
CURT. How old are you?
SANDY. Twenty-one.
CURT. No you’re not. (She thinks about this then she

pokes him.) Ow.
SANDY. Did that hurt? 
CURT. Yes.
SANDY. There’s a knot in your back. Right there. (She

pokes at it.)
CURT. Ow!
SANDY. How do you think that hap pened?
CURT. It’s a ten sion thing.
SANDY. Well you need to re lax.
CURT. Well could you help me re lax?
SANDY. I am. I’m giv ing you a mas sage.
CURT. No you’re not you’re just pok ing me. (Small beat.)
SANDY. Sorry. (She rubs his neck.) Is that better?
CURT. Yeah. (She rubs.)
SANDY. How come you’re so tense?
CURT. I don’t know. My job.
SANDY. Maybe you should find some other line of work.
CURT. I don’t know how to do any thing else.
SANDY. Maybe you should learn.
CURT. I never went to col lege. I don’t know what else I’m 

go ing to do. (Beat.) Some times, I get so tense I can’t
move my head.

SANDY. That’s aw ful. 
CURT. Yeah. When it hap pens, I feel like I have a big

stump on my shoul ders. (Small beat.) Which I pretty
much do. Have a big, scowl ing stump on my shoul ders.

SANDY (laughs, thinks). Okay. I got just the thing for you.
CURT. Oh yeah?

Act I BLUE SURGE 11
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SANDY. Yeah. This is some thing I do. Now lay down flat, 
okay?

CURT. What are you go ing to do?
SANDY. Just trust me, okay? Lay down. (CURT turns his

head to the side and lies down.)  Now close your eyes
and just breathe slow. Deep and slow. (She be gins gently 
rub bing cir cles on his back, the way a mother would rub 
her child’s back.) Good. Now think about a place you
like. Some place you re ally like to be at and try and
imag ine that you’re there. Maybe a place with flow ers,
or the beach. It’s a warm place. It’s sunny. Or it’s cool,
shady. Nice though. Wher ever it is. But you have to pick 
it. It’s some place you re ally love. (Beat.) One of those
streets by the lake maybe. With the houses? With the
yards?

CURT. Yeah?
SANDY. What ever. You pick it. Now imag ine you’re

there. And all your wor ries…all your wor ries are faded
off. Be cause it’s where you want to be. This is n’t some -
thing in the fu ture. You’re there now and you’re go ing
to stay there. In your good…se cret place. (She rubs his
back for a long while, si lent. She stares into space.
Pause. Then SANDY is sud denly self-con scious. She
stops, steps back, stands there for a mo ment, look ing at
him. He does n’t move. SANDY does n’t know what to do. 
She ten ta tively taps him on the shoul der. Softly.) Are
you asleep?

CURT. What? (He re luc tantly looks up.)
SANDY. You okay?
CURT. Yeah. (Em bar rassed.) Thanks. That was nice. (He

sits up.)
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SANDY. Sure. (SANDY picks up the money he put down
and counts out fif teen dol lars, holds out the rest.) Here’s 
your change.

CURT. Keep it. I…took up your time. 
SANDY. Thanks. Do you want me to dress you?
CURT. What?
SANDY. Some times, cli ents like it if we help them get

dressed?
CURT. No. That’s okay. I can do it. (He starts get ting

dressed. SANDY cleans off the ta ble. CURT watches
her.)  So when’s the last time you went to Florida?

SANDY. I don’t know.  (Beat.) Se n ior year.
CURT. When was that?
SANDY. Last spring. Why?
CURT. No rea son. Just mak ing con ver sa tion while I awk -

wardly get dressed. 
SANDY (laughs. Beat). When I was a kid, when my

mom’d take me to the doc tor, if the doc tor made me
take my shirt off, my mom would take it and sit on it.
Be cause it was al ways so cold in the doc tor’s of fice and
he’d put that cold stetho scope on you and all. Then
when the ex am i na tion was over, my mom would hand
me back my shirt and it’d be all warm, from where she
was sit ting on it.

CURT. That was nice.
SANDY. I al ways think some thing like that would be nice

around here. Maybe a lit tle warm ing oven or some thing.
Or those heat lamps, like in res tau rants. Then your
clothes would be all toasty. (CURT smiles, fin ishes get -
ting dressed.)

CURT. Thanks for the mas sage.
SANDY. I’m sorry I poked you.

Act I BLUE SURGE 13
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CURT. That’s okay.
SANDY. I don’t re ally know what I’m do ing.
CURT. It’s okay. Nei ther do I. (Black out.)

SCENE TWO

The same room, a week later. DOUG en ters with
HEATHER. HEATHER is wear ing a teddy and high
heels.

HEATHER. You want a mas sage to day, honey?
DOUG. Oh yeah.
HEATHER. Okay, you’ll need to sign this form here. (She

finds a piece of pa per, he signs with out look ing at it.)
Okay. Why don’t you get un dressed, and I’ll take this up 
front, then when I come back we can start.

DOUG. Sweet.  (She ex its. DOUG strips com pletely with out 
res er va tion, re mains stand ing, na ked. HEATHER en -
ters.)

HEATHER. Ex cel lent. Now what would you like?
DOUG. I don’t know what I’m in the mood for to day.

What do you think we should do?
HEATHER. Why don’t you tell me what you want?
DOUG. What can you of fer?
HEATHER. I don’t want to make an of fer, be cause some -

times, peo ple have dif fer ent things in mind, then I of fer
up some thing and it sort of sty mies their imag i na tion.

DOUG. You’re cute.
HEATHER. Thanks. What do you want to do?
DOUG. Um, what about a full-re lease mas sage?
HEATHER. Sure.
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DOUG. How much does that cost?
HEATHER. Forty.
DOUG. Oh. Well what can I get for a hun dred?
HEATHER. A hun dred can def i nitely buy you some fun.
DOUG. Would you fuck me for a hun dred?
HEATHER. I’d fuck you for two.
DOUG. Two. Hey. How much do you charge for anal?
HEATHER (de cides).  Four. So. What’ll it be?
DOUG. Oh! Well, um, hang on a sec ond. (He reaches for

his pants, pulls out a wal let. Shows her his badge.)
Okay. What I re ally want is…you’re un der ar rest for so -
lic i ta tion!

HEATHER (over lap ping with “ar rest”). Oh fuck me!
DOUG. You have the right to re main si lent.
HEATHER. I did n’t do any thing!
DOUG (over lap ping). Any thing you say may be used

against you in a court of law.
HEATHER. You to tally en trapped me! This was to tal en -

trap ment!
DOUG (over lap ping). You have the right to an at tor ney. If

you can not af ford one—
HEATHER. This is so fucking not gonna stick!
DOUG. One will be ap pointed to you by the court.
HEATHER. I can’t be lieve this! I’m call ing my law yer

right now. You picked the wrong per son to fuck with,
buddy.

DOUG. Do you un der stand these rights as they have been
read to you?

HEATHER. Fuck  you. You don’t have any thing on me. 
DOUG. Oh yeah?  (He reaches into his jacket pocket.)

Act I BLUE SURGE 15
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HEATHER. Yeah. What do you think? I never been
busted? (DOUG pulls out a tape re corder.) Oh you
taped that? Ex cel lent. Glad to hear it. Dumbass.

DOUG. I’m not the dumbass. You’re the dumbass, sis ter.
Your dumb ass is grass. We’re shut ting this place down. 
Call in the un der taker, be cause the wreck ing crew is
here.  (HEATHER starts to gig gle.) I don’t care if you re -
spect the man, as long as you re spect the badge.

HEATHER. You should put on some pants.  (Black out.)

SCENE THREE

Curt and Doug’s of fice at the po lice sta tion, later that
day. It has a ta ble and chairs, and a tele phone. There
might be a two-way mir ror. SANDY, in sweatpants and a 
sweat shirt, sits alone. CURT en ters, car ry ing a file. He
and DOUG both wear their street clothes (jeans, flan nel
shirts, work boots) at the sta tion.

CURT. Hi.
SANDY (sur prised). Hi.
CURT (con sults the file). Sandy?
SANDY. Yeah.
CURT. You hit the jack pot to day, Sandy. I’m let ting you

go.
SANDY. Se ri ously?
CURT. Yep. 
SANDY. I don’t have to pay a fine or any thing?
CURT. No. I should warn you though; next time, you

won’t get off so easy. You don’t have a re cord. I’d like
to see you keep it that way.
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SANDY. Yessir.
CURT. I just need you to an swer one ques tion. Did you

know I was a cop? (Beat. She does n’t an swer.)  Off the
re cord.

SANDY. Yeah.
CURT. How?
SANDY. You did n’t take off your un der wear.
CURT (mad). Se ri ously?
SANDY. That’s how we know.
CURT. Be cause I did n’t take off my un der wear? Je sus

Christ.
SANDY. But then I was n’t sure. I mean, you went ahead

and asked for a mas sage. 
CURT. I did n’t want to blow my cover.
SANDY. See? I did n’t know.
CURT. Is that why you were so nice?
SANDY. What?
CURT. You were just…you did n’t have to do all that. The

vi su al iza tion thing.
SANDY. I don’t know.
CURT. Where’d you learn that?
SANDY. I don’t know.
CURT. Is that what you do? In a mas sage?
SANDY. I guess.
CURT. With ev ery body?
SANDY. I don’t know. It de pends. (Beat.) So can I go?
CURT. Yeah.

(DOUG en ters.)

DOUG. Can you be lieve this shit? I to tally did not en trap
that girl.
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