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Bonnie Lathrop, a 17-year old student

Evan Sutton, a 44-year old history teacher
As the play opens, it is midday.  Evan Sutton is sitting at his desk in the classroom.  There are papers in front of him.  For a few brief moments, he works on the papers.  His mind is obviously on something else.  He has no class scheduled during this period and the classroom is empty. The desk faces the audience.  To stage right of his desk is a wooden chair facing the audience.  In front of him are five student desks which comprise the front row.  At far stage right is the door which leads to the halls of the school.  Behind the desk are a blackboard and two corkboards on each side of the blackboard.  In one corner at far stage left is an American flag.  There is nothing else in the classroom.

As the curtain opens, we hear a bell which indicates the beginning of another period.

BONNIE:
(Entering slowly through door into classroom) You wanted to see me Mr. Sutton?

EVAN:
Oh, hi Bonnie.  Yes, come in.

BONNIE:
(Pulling a small brown paper lunch sack from her purse) Is it OK to eat my lunch in here?  I told Mrs. Benjamin you wanted to see me during lunch hour.

EVAN: 
Sure.  Sit down.

(Bonnie sits at chair next to the desk.  Evan gets up and sits on far edge of his desk.  For a moment, he watches as Bonnie methodically takes out a sandwich and an apple, then he turns away.)

BONNIE:
(nervously) You want some of my sandwich?  It's peanut butter and banana.  Protein and potassium you know.

EVAN:
No thanks.  I think I'll pass.  (sucking in his stomach)  I'm trying to take off a few pounds.

BONNIE:
(always quick with a compliment) Oh, you're not fat Mr. Sutton.  You're just right.

EVAN:
Yeah.  I'm just short for my weight.  For me to be just right I should be 7 foot 9.

BONNIE:
(laughing) Oh Mr. Sutton...  How about an apple?  Doesn't it make points when you give an apple to your teacher?

EVAN:
Well, it did in the fifth grade, but I'm far beyond bribes.  (pause) Got a candy bar?

BONNIE:
Why do I feel like I'm at the USO?

EVAN:
How do you know about the USO?  We haven't gotten that far in this class yet.

BONNIE:
I watch a lot of movies.  You want me to go get you a candy bar?

EVAN:
No thanks.  (after an uncomfortable pause) Bonnie, I……uh……asked you to come in here for a very specific reason.  I really need to talk...

BONNIE:
(interrupting) Did I blow my chapter test?  Darn...I really studied for this one.   At least it seemed easy enough.  I... I... thought I did well.

EVAN:
No you did fine.  You’re an excellent student.  I wish all my students were like you.

BONNIE:
(blushingly) Thanks.

EVAN:
But they’re not.  Probably never could be.  People….I mean…students like you don't come around very often.  You're a breath of fresh air in a repugnantly stagnant atmosphere. (pause)  You're so . . .  one of a kind. (he stares at her for a moment)

BONNIE:
(again a pause, as they don't break their eye contact) Well, I try to be.

EVAN:
(finally breaking eye contact and rising  Crosses to downstage left as if giving a Shakespearean monologue, hand and arm outstretched)

'Oh, she doth teach the torches to burn bright.

It seems she hangs upon the cheeks of night.

Did my heart love till now? Forswear it, sight.

For I ne'er saw true beauty till this night.’

BONNIE:
(paying intense attention to his speech, then thinks for a moment) 

Romeo and Juliet, first act, right?

EVAN:
Very good.  How about this one? (he directs this to Bonnie, still from DL)
'Her eyes illuminate the world like

an alluring array of fire and majesty

beckoning their subjects with the coy, seductive

innocence of youth.’  (looking at her)

BONNIE:
(she is stumped) Ummm... (thinking)  Macbeth?  Second act?

EVAN:
(crossing to edge of desk and sitting) No, Evan Sutton, late in his fourth act.

BONNIE:
You should have been a writer.

EVAN:
Well, it's always been a dream of mine.  (pause) Among others.

BONNIE:
Mine too.

EVAN:
Who knows.  Maybe when I give this teaching gig up and retire to a farm I'll have more time to write.

BONNIE:
Give up teaching?  You?

EVAN:
Look, I'm not getting any younger.  I've got a slew of plans and dreams that haven't yet been realized.  I don't plan on sitting behind this desk the rest of my life.  The salary sucks, it seems that most times the students run the school, and they’ve made the paperwork so monumental that I feel more like a paperpusher than a teacher.  I don’t know.  Maybe I was wrong to get into this field in the first place.  But I was so idealistic.  Now I think that old saying is true.  You know the one, "Those that can... do; those that can't... teach".

BONNIE:
Come on, don't be so hard on yourself.  Teaching is an honorable profession.

EVAN:
I know.  But it held so much more for me when I first started.  Back then it seemed that every September, I'd face a class full of minds just waiting to be filled with what I know.  Kind of like I was a gas pump, and there were 35 empty tanks sitting out there all waiting for a fill-up. (pantomimes pumping gas)

BONNIE:
(giggling) I've never heard it put quite that way.

EVAN:
But now there's a gas shortage.  As the years went by, the whole thing seemed to become more and more pedestrian.  Oh, every once in awhile I'd see some faces out there still with that “Teach me, I really want to learn” look.  But they are few and far between.  The whole thing is so mechanical now.  I don't know.  Maybe I'm just getting too old for this.

BONNIE:
(getting an idea) Um. . Mr. Sutton, if I'm not being too personal... how old are you?  I mean, you don't have to tell me…. I was just wondering.

EVAN:
I don't mind...  I mean, I don't mind telling you.  I do mind being 43...  But I guess when you teach history, the older something is, the more important it becomes... right?   (long pause) But new things have a place in our lives too.  Sometimes a very important place.

BONNIE:
Forty three?

EVAN:
Born on D-Day.  June 6, 1944.  The same moment the Germans were getting kicked in the ass on Normandy, I was getting slapped in the ass by Dr. Ginsburg.  (realizing his language) Oh, I'm sorry.  Teachers shouldn't use words like that in front of their students.

BONNIE:
(seeing a chance for a joke)  Oh, there's nothing wrong with saying 'Ginsburg".

EVAN: 
Very good.  You're very fast for your age.  I mean.…with humor.

BONNIE:
(laughing at his awkwardness) I know what you mean.

EVAN:
(looking at her) You have the prettiest smile...  (a pause while they both look at each other, then, at the same time:)

BONNIE:
Mr. Sutton...

EVAN:
Bonnie... (they laugh)  No, you go ahead.

BONNIE:
Can I… talk to you for a minute... about a... friend of mine?

EVAN:
Sure.

BONNIE:
Well... it's kind of tough to explain.  But I have this friend.. and she's my age.  Seventeen you know.  But she acts and thinks a lot older than she really is.  Well, she has this terrible crush on an older man.  I mean, not real old, but old enough to make people talk if they knew.  And she doesn't know what to do.  I mean, girls have crushes on their teach... (catches herself) on older men all the time, but maybe she thinks she loves this man.. and, well, she asked me for help but I thought I might ask you since you're.. you know.. a teacher and all that.

EVAN:
(he gets the point already) This friend of yours... has she told this man how she feels?

BONNIE:
(looking away) No.  She... she's kind of shy and anyway how do you tell someone who's 25 years older than you…or her.. that kind of thing?  No, she hasn't let on anything.

EVAN:
Well, I guess it depends on what her eventual intentions are.  I mean, does she want to have an affair with the guy or marry him or just keep it inside? (she shrugs her shoulders) (Evan moves closer to her)  OK, let's reverse the situation.  What if this man had a crush on your friend... and maybe he thought he was in love with her.  What would you tell him to do?

BONNIE:
(puzzled) I... I don't know.

EVAN:
No, of course you don't.  (getting on his soap box, figuratively) I mean why is it OK for a young girl or boy to have a crush on a teacher or friend of their parents or a rock star, but if a 40 year old suddenly finds himself in love with someone much younger than him, people are ready to lock him up and throw away the key. Where's the equality in that?  I mean, sometimes these things can work out... Look at Xavier Cugat and Charo.

BONNIE:
(still puzzled) Who?

EVAN:
Xavier... (pause) Never mind.  What about Elvis and Priscilla.  He was in his late 20's and she was only 14. (trying his best to do an Elvis impression) Thank you very much ladies and gentlemen... but I can't finish tonight's show, I have to go potty train Priscilla.  Thank you very much.

BONNIE:
(laughing and rising) Oh. Mr. Sutton, you're funny. But things are changing now.  I don't think people are as touchy about those things as they were way back then.

EVAN:
Way back then?  I was your age when they got married. You were what.. seven years old when he died? (she nods) You know one of the toughest things about being old and thinking young?  I have to keep reminding my students that Paul McCartney was in another band before Wings.  I mean I know I teach history, but I lived this stuff.  (getting more vocal and louder)  It just wasn't that long ago.  Why do my students consider me ancient just because I had the misfortune of being born earlier than they were.  Age is relative.  Time is relative. (pause as he looks at Bonnie, who thinks this is directed at her)  I'm sorry.  You know us old folks... our minds start to wander and we get carried away sometimes.

BONNIE:
That's OK... but you're not an old folk.  And for your information, I probably have more Beatles albums than you do.

EVAN:
(impressed) Oh, really.

BONNIE:
Sometimes I feel like there's a 30-year old trapped inside me.

EVAN:
You mean like some weird kind of Siamese twin?

BONNIE:
I'm serious.

EVAN:
Well, let me know when you find her.  I'm dying to meet her.  She's probably one hell of a woman.

BONNIE:
Be serious.

EVAN:
I'm sorry.  You're trying to tell me some deep feelings and I shouldn't make jokes.

BONNIE:
You call those jokes?

EVAN:
I was just trying to point out that sometimes it becomes painfully obvious that the chasm between my generation and yours is very expansive.  I try to be as contemporary as I can with my students, but sometimes I feel like a pimple on the ass of progress.

BONNIE:
Oh, come on.  That gap's not as wide as you may think.  I mean maybe with a lot of the other people my age. But I'm different.

EVAN:
So I've noticed.

BONNIE:
Oh, you have?

EVAN:
(nods) Yep.

BONNIE:
You know, other than chronologically, we're not that different.

EVAN:
But Bonnie, you're only 17.

BONNIE:
Well, I may be only 17 but I'll bet you and I have more in common than you realize.

EVAN:
Like what, for example.

BONNIE:
(after a pause to build up some nerve.  She starts out slow, and once she has made the decision to tell all, gets more emotional as she speaks)  Well, we both love history... and writing.  And remember when you told us about wanting to live on a farm and raise chickens and cows, away from where anyone could bother you, well, I've dreamed about that.   And how about the time I made you some of my favorite corn flake cookies... you said they were your favorites too (getting more emotional and faster in her delivery) And what about Shakespeare, don't we both love Romeo and Juliet.... and Italian food and sixties music and... (almost inaudible) you. (she turns away)

EVAN:
What?

BONNIE:
You!

EVAN:
What about me?

BONNIE:
I... .I.... (he starts to move towards her and place a hand on her shoulder.  She moves a step away from him as she speaks)  No.. don't   I have to say this but I can't look at you when I do.  (he backs off and sits on front edge of desk)  The friend I told you about... in love with the older man.  It's me.  And, like it or not.  I love you.  You Mr. Sutton.  (there is a short pause while Bonnie turns around to face Evan, who appears just a little surprised that she had enough nerve to say what she did)

EVAN:
(taking a deep breath) Oh boy. (after another short pause) Then I guess we have more in common than we knew.

BONNIE:
What do you mean?

EVAN:
(thinking for a moment before speaking) Nothing. Never mind.

BONNIE:
No, tell me.  Mr. Sutton.   It took every ounce of strength I had to get the courage to tell you my feelings You owe me.  Don't play games with me.

EVAN:
I'm not playing games with you.  It's just.... (he gets up and begins to pace nervously)

BONNIE:
Just what?

EVAN:
 OK, what the hell.    (he looks as if he is going to speak, but there is a long pause)

BONNIE:
Come on, put the lips together and make a sound.

EVAN:
(he turns towards her) Bonnie, I could lose my job for saying this.  But, then again, I could probably be arrested for my thoughts anyway.  I know what I'm supposed to say. It's a major topic of discussion in the teacher’s lounge.  When this kind of thing happens ... and it happens a lot to other teachers... you're supposed to say that this kind of thing is normal.  Girls have feelings like that, but you’ll get over it at the end of the year.  But I can't say that... I'd be lying to you and to myself.  The truth is... (pause) I've slowly been falling in love with you since the first week of class. (Bonnie reacts)  That's one of the reasons I had you come here.   I couldn’t go on hiding these feelings inside like they were some sort of disease that nobody wants to talk about.  I had to come out of the closet…so to speak.  I just had no idea you felt the same way.  In a way, I was hoping you'd tell me it was just a boyish crush, and I'd get over it at the end of the year.  That teachers have feelings like that all the time and it's normal.  But, I don't know what's going to happen now. (pause) Well, that's it.  I've bet all my chips and laid my cards on the table.

BONNIE:
That's some card game.  (pause) I feel kind of weird right now.

EVAN:
No different than I've felt for six months.

BONNIE:
(they face each other)  What do we do now?

EVAN:
(awkwardly) I really don't know.  I swear I've never been in this situation before.  Sure, I’ve had cute girls in my class, and girls that may have had a crush on me, but I’ve never had feelings run this deep, about a student or anyone.  I mean, it's been bad enough hearing kids laugh in the hall about "Why hasn't Mr. Sutton ever gotten married" and everything that implies.  I'm not a sleazy politician looking for a sympathy vote.  I don't think we can go public with it.

BONNIE:
I'm a little scared.  I'm shaking.

EVAN:
You're scared?  My career's on the line.

BONNIE:
(a touch of sarcasm while trying to be funny) Remember Elvis and Priscilla.  Maybe that'll help.

EVAN:
I doubt it.

BONNIE:
Look... Mr. Sutton ..Evan. Is it OK to call you Evan? (he nods yes)… Remember when you taught us about the Duke of Windsor giving up the crown for the woman he loved, Mrs. Simpson?  They must have faced the same kind of feelings.  I don't know what's going to happen tomorrow or next week or next year.  I only know what I feel now.  And I want to be together... I want to be with you.  Will you hold me?

EVAN:
(he crosses to her, glances momentarily towards the door to make sure no one is watching, and they hug for a moment in a tender embrace) Bonnie, I'm not the Duke of Windsor, and I don't have the unlimited financial resources he did.  Like I said, teaching is all I've ever done in my life.  I started teaching about the time you were born.  Of course, I always dreamed about moving back to the farm I was raised on and milking cows and plucking chickens and writing for a living... but not alone.  (he breaks the embrace)  Oh, Jesus, why couldn't I just lust after you.  Teachers do that all the time.  Why am I going crazy over a girl whose parents are younger than I am? (he sits in chair next to his desk)

BONNIE:
(playfully, beginning to show signs of acting older than her years) Well, I do have a younger sister if you're interested.

EVAN:
I don't believe this.  I'm spilling my guts out to you... risking my career and my reputation and you're making jokes.

BONNIE:
Well, you did it to me earlier.

EVAN:
OK, so now we're even.

BONNIE:
I'm sorry (she crosses to his seat and sits).  I guess that's my way of handling awkward situations.  Not that this is that awkward... I just was expecting unrequited love.  I never, ever expected you felt the same.  My insides have felt like I swallowed a Cuisinart for the past month.  If you only knew how many times I almost stayed behind after class to tell you my feelings.  Remember that field trip we went on to the museum?  I almost told you there.  Remember how we talked for almost the whole four hours?  It was one of the best days I ever had.  I floated all the way home.  You and I talked not like teacher and student, but like real adults.  But I couldn't tell you how I felt then.  I didn't know how you'd react.  I guess I was prepared to have you tell me that what I was feeling was just infatuation and you'd transfer me to another class if I wanted ... and then you'd pat me on the head and send me on my way.  I've never even had a serious boyfriend. (she gets up) I remember back in sixth grade, I had this terrible crush on the PE teacher.  He was this macho muscular guy with hair everywhere and the cutest buns.  (Evan winces) Every girl in his class dreamed about him.  He was a dreamboat.  Unfortunately, he had the personality of a volleyball net.  By the end of the year, I hardly noticed him anymore.

EVAN:
He should be thankful.  Sixth graders can get you ten to twenty.  With good behavior, I should be out in three years.

BONNIE:
Come on.  Laws are made to protect the world from criminals.  What we feel isn't criminal.  You can't regulate love.

EVAN:
Bonnie, no matter how we feel inside, the fact of the matter is that you're still only 17.  You may feel like you have a 25-year old trapped inside of you, but in the eyes of the state you're a minor ... just a child.  (pause) In my eyes you’re far beyond that... far beyond your years.  I mean just from a teacher's standpoint, you're head and shoulders above the rest of the class.  You see everything from an adult's view.  In my eyes you’re more a woman than a girl... more woman than most women I've met.

BONNIE:
I'll be 18 in June.  Then I'll be legal.  I mean how can they tell me that on June 14th, I'm not old enough to make my own decisions, but on June 15th I am.

EVAN:
How many hairs make a beard?

BONNIE:
(puzzled) What?

EVAN:
If a man has twenty five hairs on his chin, it's not considered a beard.  But fifty hairs probably are.  At what point does it cross over from just hairs on his chin to a beard?  Twenty nine?  Forty Two?

BONNIE:
But what does that have to do with me being able to make my own decisions?

EVAN:
My point precisely.  But someone, somewhere said that seventeen year old girls are just not rational enough to think for themselves and make decisions, but eighteen year old girls are.  (sarcastically)  So, on a girl's 18th birthday, she immediately becomes a wise sage who can decide whether or not she can stay out late, smoke cigarettes, or make love with her history teacher.

BONNIE:
I was wondering when you'd get around to that.

EVAN:
Actually my dear, I've gotten around to it in those prison walls I call my mind almost every night.  Thank God for a vivid imagination.  We've made love more times this school year than most couples do in 20 years of marriage.

BONNIE:
Was I good?

EVAN:
(halfway embarrassed and incensed)  I beg your pardon.

BONNIE:
I still can't believe I'm sitting here talking about making love with you.  I mean, I've dreamed about it and hoped for it, but I was resigned to the fact that it would never happen in my lifetime.  When I walked in here, I thought you were going to be mad because I haven't done much studying lately, and it's beginning to show in my grades.

EVAN:
Not in here it's not.

BONNIE:
That's because I live for this class.

EVAN:
Why haven't you been studying?

BONNIE:
(sheepishly)  Well, I. .uh... haven't been handling this thing too well.  I don't have any real close friends, just casual ones, so I can't really confide in anyone.  And anyway, telling the wrong person could get us both in trouble ... you more than me.  But can you imagine what it's like when all your friends are talking about what they did on their dates and all the while you're thinking of new and exotic ways to get your history teacher to notice you.

EVAN:
Well, if it's any consolation, you succeeded.

BONNIE:
Oh, God... the things that have been going through my head since this all started.  I'd lay awake nights wondering just how normal it is to think the kind of thoughts I've had about you.  Am I sick?  I know it's healthy to have strong fantasies, that's normal.  But I've been doing silly things like writing your name on pieces of paper, and writing Mrs. Evan Sutton, Bonnie Sutton, and your initials on the inside of my notebooks and then scratching them out so no one will see.  I mean that's not normal.

EVAN:
(he walks over to his desk, opens the center drawer, and pulls cut a giant stack off scrap papers with the name Bonnie written all over them)  And this is normal?

BONNIE:
(laughing warmly) My God.

EVAN:
(he stuffs the papers back in the drawer)  So what else do you think about?

BONNIE:
Well, I think a lot about myself.  Why don't I have close friends my age?  Why don't I date much?  I mean, most of the guys I've gone out with were either walking cases of terminal acne, or all hands.  I mean... I go out occasionally, but not nearly as much as most girls brag about.  I thought the last guy I went out with would be different.  He was rich.  I thought he had class.  He rented a limousine and we were going to go to the Majestic downtown.  About five minutes after we pulled out of my driveway, he pushed a button and a black glass divider closed between us and the driver.  He took his hand and slipped it down my…. 

EVAN:
(interrupting loudly)  Stop it. (pause)  Bonnie, we all have our own cross to bear.  Yours was going out with creeps.  Mine was being locked up behind this desk for the past six months knowing I could only see you for 55 minutes each day.  And then watching you get hustled by every jock, prep, nerd, biker, punk greaser in this school. And then imagining what you were doing out with them while I sat alone at home watching Bogie and Bacall in Key Largo.

BONNIE:
(Evan struck a good note with this)  Oh, God.  I love Bogie and Bacall.  You know she was only seventeen when she came out to Hollywood.  Eighteen when she met Bogie, who, by the way, was in his 40's.  My God, you couldn't find two people more in love than them.  And it lasted until he died.  People never called him a cradle robber.  They loved the idea of a man his age falling for a young starlet.  Oh, boy, do I know how she felt.

EVAN:
Well... maybe....

BONNIE:
No maybes about it.  History is riddled with people just like us.  Famous and infamous alike.  (getting a little righteous)  Face it, it's our time.

EVAN:
Bonnie, history has a way of being very nice to people.  No one really knows but the people involved exactly what they went through.  (getting a little stern) The hard cold facts are that a) I will lose my job.  b) Your parents will ground you for life.  (softening) c) There's no way this could ever work out and (finally giving in) d) I'm willing to try anything to make it work out.  Oh, God, I love you (he crosses to her and gives her a short, almost awkward kiss).
BONNIE:
(they break the kiss slowly but remain in each other’s arms, staring into each other’s eyes) Let's do it right here on the desk.

EVAN:
(breaking the hug and a bit surprised by her statement) My God, last period I gave a ten minute speech about chewing gum in class.  Making love in the classroom does stir up a bit of excitement in me, but I can't be a hypocrite about it.  I'm not going to do anything here I wouldn't let my students do.

BONNIE:
But I am your student.

EVAN:
Touché.

BONNIE:
Well?

EVAN:
No.  And it's not going to happen outside the classroom either.  You're first sexual experience shouldn't be with a lecherous old history teacher.

BONNIE:
How do you know it would be my first sexual experience?  That's a pretty chauvinistic assumption.

EVAN:
(surprised) Oh, I just assumed...  (pause) You ' re right, I apologize.

BONNIE:
I accept.  For what it's worth, your assumption was correct.

EVAN:
You didn't have to tell me that.  It wouldn't have changed anything.

BONNIE:
But my first time should be with someone I love, right?

EVAN:
(a little unsure of his answer) Well... right.

BONNIE:
Well, there you are.  (She looks at him.  He nods his head "no" again) I guess you're right.  We could both get in trouble.  Especially you.  And I don't want that to happen.

EVAN:
I don't either.  But I was kind of hoping you'd say that I wasn't a lecherous old history teacher. (he looks at her, expecting an answer)

BONNIE:
(she is silently playing with him by not saying anything) Uh huh.

EVAN:
OK, so maybe I am a lecherous old history teacher. But my intentions are good.

BONNIE:
No doubt.

EVAN:
Bonnie, a few minutes ago I told you that one of the reasons I asked you to come in here was to tell you my feelings.  I really wasn't sure how you would react. But now... I guess I can tell you ... as Paul Harvey would say... the rest of the story.

BONNIE:
Should I be sitting for this?

EVAN:
Suit yourself.

BONNIE:
Uh, oh.  Get ready for round two.

EVAN:
Bonnie, what would you say if I told you that this was my last year of teaching?  That I had decided to move back to my mom's farm and write and milk cows and pluck chickens. (pause)  And that I wanted you to come with me.  In June.. after you turn 18.

BONNIE:
(not thinking before answering) Well.... maybe you are too old for me.

EVAN:
Hell, I'M too old for me.  That's what I've been trying to say.  Think for a moment.  Put the age thing on hold.  Then tell me what you'd say.

BONNIE:
(she thinks for a moment before answering) I'd say a few things.  First, I'd want to know if you made that decision now after talking to me or before.  Then I'd want to know if you are really serious... or just acting on an impulse or from your heart or from your head.  And then I guess I'd want to know how to pluck a chicken.

EVAN:
Is that a yes?

BONNIE:
No it's not.  Not yet.  (she seems a bit confused by the suddenness of the situation)  There's so much to consider.  I mean what about my parents?  What about you?  You've spent most of your life teaching.

EVAN:
Becoming a teacher was my decision.  Unbecoming a teacher is my decision too.  I'm in charge of my own life, dammit, and if I want to do what I've been dreaming about all my life, then I'll do it.  But it's much more fun to do it with someone.  And I want to do it with you.

BONNIE:
What about your mom.  Does she still live on the farm.  (sarcastically) Isn't it strange for a 43-year old to still live with his mama?

EVAN:
My mother passed away ten years ago.

BONNIE:
Oh, I'm sorry.  I didn't mean to say that.

EVAN:
That's alright.  You didn't know.  Anyway, when she died, the farm was left to me in my name.  I let a couple of old family friends stay there for free as long as they keep it up.  But lately they've been making noises about wanting to move on.  And I don't want to sell the farm and lose one of the only dreams I can fulfill.  I’ve always wanted to go back there... but I never wanted to go alone.  Knowing how you feel has just made the idea much more palatable.

BONNIE:
But if I said no, would you still do it?

EVAN:
(pause for a moment while he thinks) I can't answer that right now.

BONNIE:
Have you thought about all the implications of this?  The first thought that comes to mind is how are my parents going to react.  You said yourself they'd ground me for life.

EVAN:
Do you really think they'd do that?

BONNIE:
I don't know.  They're pretty liberal people.  They were married when they were 19.  And my dad was one of the mainstays of the anti-war movement in college.

EVAN:
Ah, a man after my own heart.  What about your mom?

BONNIE:
Oh, she's not after your heart.

EVAN:
Smart ass.

BONNIE:
She's pretty liberal too.  But you can't predict how anybody's going to react.  After all, I'm still their little girl.

EVAN:
But when you're 18, you can make your own decisions and they can only abide by them.

BONNIE:
But they're still my parents.  And I'd never want to alienate them or do anything to hurt them.

EVAN:
Still, they just might understand.  And it's not like I'm kidnapping you to a commune somewhere where you'll be held against your will.  There's a very good college within driving distance, and I'd want you to get your degree.

BONNIE:
(pause for a moment)  Just then... you sounded just like my father.

EVAN:
(chuckling) I thought I’d make it through this whole discussion without hearing those words.

BONNIE:
No… I just meant that he has always wanted me to go to college.

EVAN:
And you will.  With me or... God forbid... without me.

BONNIE:
(thinking)  But go to college for what?  What kind of education do you need living on a farm?  You don't need an MBA to know how to churn buttermilk.

EVAN:
There's more to it than that.  Bonnie, I know you have this image of Ma and Pa Kettle down on the farm.  Nowadays it does take an MBA to run a farm right.  It's a business just like anything else.  I mean, it's still a small place but if it's run right, we can make enough money to live very comfortably... no matter who is in the White House.

BONNIE:
(reluctantly)  Well...

EVAN:
And you would not be trapped inside a farmhouse.  My God, the place is nicer than most of the houses here in town.  There’s a truck out there, and with my car, you could go anywhere you please.  After college you may want to get back in the work force.  What I'm saying is that you don't have to change any of your other plans and dreams.  The world is still out there for you.  All I'm asking for is a chance to share it with you.

BONNIE:
OK, what if I did decide to give this serious consideration.  Somehow I can't visualize you coming to my house to meet my parents.  The PTA doesn't make house calls.

EVAN:
(very sarcastically) I promise I'd behave like the perfect gentleman.  I'd keep my elbows off the table and maybe, if you're good, I'd even use a knife and fork instead of my fingers.  And besides, it will give me a chance to meet your younger sister.

BONNIE:
Will you be serious?

EVAN:
Dammit, I am serious.  Your parents were young once.  And not too long ago at that.  I don't think they've forgotten about love already.  If I explain everything to them... let them know my intentions are honorable... I'm sure they'd understand.  They'd have to.  After all, I am older than they are, they have to respect their elders.

BONNIE:
Allright, let's take it one step further.  What if we go through with this.  What are your friends going to say?  You never mentioned anything about them.

EVAN:
I don’t have that many friends, and those that I do have are pretty liberal.  We won't get any flack from them.

BONNIE:
How about the people out in the country.  You said that farm has been in your family for years.  I can see it all now.  The first time one of the neighbors has a barbecue, they'll see me with you and say, ‘Oh, Evan, I didn't know you had any children.  What a cute little girl.’ And then you'll go off and tell stories with the guys and I'll be left to play Pin the Tail on the Donkey with all the other kids and grandkids.

EVAN:
I think you're exaggerating.

BONNIE:
I don't think so.

EVAN:
Can't you get it through your head that it doesn't matter what friends or family or neighbors or the mailman thinks?  We are what we are, and people will like us or hate us for that and that alone.  We're good people.  If we believe in what we are doing, and not hurting anyone else, the rest of it doesn't matter.

BONNIE:
It does matter.  Isn't what I just described a real possibility?  I'm not just thinking about me.  I’m thinking about you.

EVAN:
Think about us.  You’re just looking at one possible scenario.  Let's take mental Polaroids of this situation and lay them out.  We can get good pictures and bad ones. That's real life.  There will be bad ones.  I am 25 years older than you.  God knows I can't hide that.  I will die before you do.  But we can still have 30 or 40 fantastic years, and you won't be missing out on anything in life, I'll make sure of that.

BONNIE:
I want to go with you.  I really do.  But... (takes a deep breath) I'm afraid the novelty of me will wear off.

EVAN:
Is that it?  Is that the only lame excuse you can think of?  The novelty of you will never wear off.  I've never been more committed to anyone or anything in my life. What do you want?  A more formal proposal?  (he gets down on his knees)  Miss Lathrop, will you share your life with me? Will you let yourself be put on a pedestal?  Will you let yourself be loved like no one else can be loved?  Will you. give up this notion that people really give a shit about how old we are... or aren't?  Will you come with me and be my love?  Bonnie, will you marry me?

BONNIE:
(on the verge of tears, but not happy tears, rather confused ones)  What am I supposed to say?

EVAN:
Say what's in your heart.  I don't need an answer today.  Just think about it.

BONNIE:
This isn't fair.

EVAN:
What isn't?

BONNIE:
Evan, I'm just a kid.

EVAN:
(angrily) Will you stop saying that!  You just finished telling me about how much older you feel.  I'm not trying to rob you of anything.  My God, what if I was 21 and made the same offer?  Would you hesitate as much?  I don't think you're balking at the chance to live the life we're talking about.  I think you're balking at the age gap between us.

BONNIE:
Can you blame me?

EVAN:
(letting down his guard for a moment)  No... I guess I can' t.

BONNIE:
You said earlier that you couldn't tell me whether you’d still go if I said no.  Why?

EVAN:
Because you wouldn't believe me if I told you.  You'd think I was just trying to play with your emotions.

BONNIE:
And you're not playing with them now?

EVAN:
No, dammit.  I'm telling you how I feel.  You said you loved me.  You said you wanted to be with me.  Or were you just saying that for your own benefit.

BONNIE:
That's not fair.

EVAN:
I'm sorry.  I get cranky when I haven't had lunch.

BONNIE:
See, how could I live with someone who gets so feisty on an empty stomach.

EVAN:
And a broken heart.

BONNIE:
Evan, when the school year is over, we'll go our separate ways.  Just like every other teacher and student. I'll go off to college and you'll be back in the classroom next year, and some new senior with stars in her eyes will be sitting in this seat and I'll be nothing more than an occasional smile on your face.

EVAN:
(incensed) How dare you!  Is that all I am to you?  Where do you get off telling me my feelings?  Your seventeen years are really showing now   I'm not talking about going on a date or taking a casual Saturday picnic.  This is my life... and your life.  Forever.

BONNIE:
(again on the verge of tears) See, we're fighting already.  That should tell you something.

EVAN:
It tells me that deep down inside your pretty little heart you really want to do this.  But you are so worried about what your friends and your parents might think that you're willing to give up a lifetime of happiness... and an occasional fight... and some heartache... and the good times for better or worse... for the sake of popular opinion.

BONNIE:
But what about those bad times.  I don't know how I would handle it.

EVAN:
You're going to have to face the bad and the good whether you are with me or with someone else.  Fate doesn't look at you and decide to deal you more because your mate is older, younger, black, white or Bulgarian.  You take the hand that's dealt and you make the best of it.

BONNIE:
I don't buy that.  We'd face more adversity because we would have one more hurdle to jump than other couples.

EVAN:
Bonnie, I love you.  I want to spend the rest of my life with you.

BONNIE:
Don't.

EVAN:
Bonnie, I'm willing to give it all up for you.  Be my Mrs. Simpson, my Priscilla, my Bacall.  The hell with what people think.  We can finish out the year keeping it a secret.  You'll be 18 then.  (pause) I don't know what the future's going to bring, but I want to share it with you.

BONNIE:
(crying now) Evan, don't do this.  It can't work out this way.

EVAN:
Why not?  Because there's a few years between us?  Because people will talk?  Because....

BONNIE:
(interrupting loudly) YES!  Evan, I love you more than anything.  A big part of me is saying to just chuck everything and go.  I could be happy.  It's the life I dreamed about with the person I love.  But would you be happy?  What about 20 years from now?  When you're 63 and I'm still in my mid-30's.  What then?  (this hurts Evan).
EVAN:
Bonnie, I'm willing to face that then for twenty years of happiness now.  It's a trade off I'd gladly make.  Our lives are just a heartbeat in time.  History won't remember us.  Nobody's going to be reading about us in any books. But if we follow our hearts, we can write our own history book.  We deserve it to be true to ourselves.

BONNIE:
Don't be so corny.  I don't deserve that kind of happiness.  I haven't paid my dues in life yet.

EVAN:
Now who's being corny.

BONNIE:
(semi-sobbing) Look, go to your country farm.  Raise your chickens and milk your cows.  Find yourself a wife and have some kids.  And forget about me.  (pause) I'll graduate, and go to college and marry a stock broker and have my 2 point three children and join the country club. And maybe someday when we're traveling through the farm country on the way to see his Aunt Minnie, our paths will cross and we can remember what we almost had.

EVAN:
What we can have.  (pleading)  Please Bonnie.  Go with me.

BONNIE:
(pause)  No,  I can't.

EVAN:
Can't I do anything to change your mind?

BONNIE:
(sobbing, nods no)

EVAN:
(slowly) Then I guess this is it?

BONNIE:
(nods yes)

EVAN:
You're making a mistake.  You're giving up someone who can teach you about the best things in life.  Someone who you can share all your new experiences with. Someone who will love you more than anyone else can.

BONNIE:
(starts for door, stops by his desk and picks up her apple, crosses to Evan, looks at him for a few seconds, then hands him the apple, slowly turns and exits, crying softly as she closes the door.)

EVAN:
(slowly sits in his desk chair, stares at the apple in his hand, then places it on the desk in front of him.  For about ten seconds he stares forlornly into space.  He puts his head in his hands for about another five seconds, then at once he jumps up and in one sweeping move with his hand, pushes everything on his desk onto the floor.) (almost screaming) DAMN YOU! (he begins to cry.  His back is to the door.)

BONNIE:
(the door slowly opens and she peeks her head through.) Evan…..Mr. Sutton.  (he turns toward her abruptly, hoping against hope.)  Will you sign my permit to get back to class?  (there is a pause before Evan answers.)

EVAN:
(voice wavering) Sure.

 
Bonnie slowly crosses toward Evan at center stage.  He takes a few steps toward her and they meet in front of the desk.  Bonnie hands him the pass, which he signs and hands back to her.  She takes several steps backwards, never breaking their gaze into each other’s eyes.  Finally, she turns and runs the remaining steps to the door.  She turns back to give Evan a final look.  He kisses his hand and blows the kiss to Bonnie, who catches it and puts her hand to her heart.  They look for one more moment until Bonnie turns and exits out the door as the music (“I Saw Her Standing There” by the Beatles) swells and the lights fade to black.
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