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MAIZE!
a play on words

The characters are

ADAM

GENEVIEVE

Two forgetful, moody humanoids in a desert.
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AT RISE: A man and a woman stare at each 
other across the way. Below them, written 
on the floor are words—an ocean of them. 
Names, places, slang terms, etc. All 
chicken-scratched upon the stage they 
stand on. 

 
ADAM 

You know we’re fools right? 

GENEVIEVE 
I don’t think so. 

ADAM 
Of course you don’t. You’re happy chewing on rubble and calling it good. 

GENEVIEVE 
You’re a bitter, bitter man. 

ADAM 
And you’re of no use to me. We should have paid attention and died like everyone 
else. 

GENEVIEVE 
Why did that happen anyway? 

ADAM 
Don’t worry about it. It’s all in the past. 

GENEVIEVE 
I don’t like your rules. 

ADAM 
I don’t like you. 

GENEVIEVE 
What if I want to talk about the past? 

ADAM 
We don’t talk about the past. We keep our mouths shut regarding the past. 

Beat. 
 

GENEVIEVE 
Now what? 

ADAM 
We wait. 

GENEVIEVE 
For what? 
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ADAM 
To die. 

GENEVIEVE 
What happens when you die? 

ADAM 
Can you see the sun today? I certainly can’t. 

GENEVIEVE 
It will come soon. 

ADAM 
We better prepare. 

GENEVIEVE 
And the bag? 

ADAM 
I have it. 

His plastic bag carries a pair of sunglasses 
and a can of corn. The pair is broken in two. 
He hands her one lens and keeps the other 
one for himself. They shut one eye and 
cover the other with their dark lens. The 
sun doesn’t come. 

 
GENEVIEVE 

This is delightful. 

ADAM 
What do you know about delight? 

GENEVIEVE 
I know plenty. This is delightful to me. Isn’t it to you? …Enjoying a moment under 
the sun with someone. It’s nice. Isn’t it nice? 

ADAM 
I would rather you not speak. 

GENEVIEVE 
But we have to. 

ADAM 
No we don’t. Nobody’s here to tell us what to do anymore. 

GENEVIEVE 
But I like it. 

ADAM 
No more— 
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GENEVIEVE 
But I— 

ADAM 
—No more! 

Beat. She hands her lens back, he puts it in 
the bag. 

 
GENEVIEVE 

Well that’s enough of that. 

ADAM 
Had enough. 

GENEVIEVE 
Too much for me today. 

ADAM 
…Do you remember trains? 

GENEVIEVE 
Trains, of course. 

ADAM 
They were my favorite. 

GENEVIEVE 
Why? 

ADAM 
Can’t say. 

GENEVIEVE 
Oh. 

Beat. 
 

ADAM 
Doo. …Doo Doo… 

GENEVIEVE 
Is that a train? 

ADAM 
No. It’s a lullaby. 

GENEVIEVE 
Can I do it too? 

ADAM 
No. 
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She imitates his train horn sound. 
 

GENEVIEVE 
DOO-DOO!!! 

ADAM 
Stop it! It’s not yours! 

Pause. 
 

ADAM (CONT’D) 
That belongs to me. Myself alone. 

GENEVIEVE 
I didn’t know sounds could belong to people. 

ADAM 
That one does. It’s not your memory. 

GENEVIEVE 
It could be. If you share it. 

ADAM 
I don’t share memories. 

GENEVIEVE 
I guess today will do then.  

ADAM 
What? 

GENEVIEVE 
Today is a day you’re spending with me. And tomorrow you will have shared it as a 
memory whether you like it or not. 

ADAM 
Tomorrow? We won’t be here tomorrow! 

GENEVIEVE 
Why not? 

ADAM 
I don’t feel like living. I’d much rather entertain death. 

GENEVIEVE 
Entertain. With a lullaby perhaps? 

ADAM 
I’ll be a singing pile of ashes— 

GENEVIEVE 
—With your train sounds, perhaps? 
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ADAM 
Yes. Dead train sounds. 

GENEVIEVE 
I’d like to see that. It would be a grave mistake to miss it. 

ADAM 
Aha! Funny you are. Come join me sooner than later, I’m sure the gravery’s running 
out of room. 

GENEVIEVE 
Gravery? 

ADAM 
Where they put graves. Like the—nevermind. 

GENEVIEVE 
Are you sure you’ll die tomorrow? 

ADAM 
No food today. 

GENEVIEVE 
We have food. We have a can of corn! 

ADAM 
Right. But no chance of food tomorrow. 

GENEVIEVE 
If one could eat words… 

ADAM 
We’d always have a mouthful. 

GENEVIEVE 
I like that. 

ADAM 
You’re enough of a fool I’m sure you’ll eat your own words eventually. 

GENEVIEVE 
That’s foul. 

ADAM 
Not foul— 

GENEVIEVE 
—Why would I want to eat what once came from my own gut? It came out for a 
reason. I don’t want to eat word-vomit! 

ADAM 
Would you rather eat someone else’s words? That doesn’t sound appealing either. 
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GENEVIEVE 
Nothing is appealing anymore. Can we go back to the time when things were 
appealing? 

ADAM 
What did I say? 

GENEVIEVE 
I know— 

ADAM 
—You heard me the first time. 

GENEVIEVE 
It’s not bad. 

ADAM 
Oh yes it is. 

GENEVIEVE 
To look back? 

ADAM 
You want to look back? 

GENEVIEVE 
Oh yes— 

ADAM 
—You absolutely positively want to? 

GENEVIEVE 
More than anything! 

ADAM 
WELL TURN AROUND!!! 

Beat. 
 

ADAM (CONT’D) 
Look back and see—you’ll find nothing. 

She hops closer to him as she hums some 
archaic tune. 

 
GENEVIEVE 

I’d like to ask you something. 

ADAM 
                                                     Do not. 

GENEVIEVE 
But I’d like to consider the answers you’ve got. 
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ADAM 
Ha, now you’re a poet. 

GENEVIEVE 
You know we are bound to rot soon enough. I’d like my last moments on this piece 
of earth to be happy ones. 

ADAM 
You’ll have to excuse my damper on your merry-making— 

GENEVIEVE 
—Oh it’s not damp, it’s drenched from the wet blanket you are! 

ADAM 
Well hang me out to dry, why don’t you! 

Beat. 
 

GENEVIEVE 
We should eat the corn. 

ADAM 
No. Now’s not the time. 

GENEVIEVE 
This time is as good as any other time. Take it out of the bag. 

ADAM 
I said not now. 

He moves the plastic bag out of her sight. 
 

GENEVIEVE 
I would like to see the corn please. 

ADAM 
The corn is safe— 

GENEVIEVE 
I’m sure it is. But I still want to see it… 

ADAM 
I wonder if we can see the sun at this time of darkness— 

GENEVIEVE 
Don’t wonder about the sun now! 

ADAM 
It’s such a rare occurrence— 

GENEVIEVE 
Where’s the corn? 
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ADAM 
—Getting to see the sun in this ocean of dark. 

She snatches the bag from him and looks 
inside.  

 
Takes out the can of corn, already open. She 
empties it out on the ground. Dirt spills out. 

 
GENEVIEVE 

Why did you do that? 

ADAM 
I don’t know. 

GENEVIEVE 
WHY DID YOU DO THAT?! 

ADAM 
I DON’T KNOW! 

GENEVIEVE 
You fool of an idiot!  

She tosses the bag at him. 
 

GENEVIEVE (CONT’D) 
Where is the corn? Where is it you? Where did you put it?! 

She fishes around for the corn among the 
piles of words. Then madly inspects the 
area until she finds only a sad realization 
and crumbles to the ground. She painfully 
cries and screams in sorrow. Gasps out her 
words intermittently. 

 
GENEVIEVE (CONT’D) 

…And what of me… You killed us both you wicked, fat wicked… You selfish fool… 

Adam watches her in fear. Quiet and 
clutching their bag. 

 
ADAM 

I was hungry. 

GENEVIEVE 
AND YOU THOUGHT YOU WERE THE ONLY ONE!!! YOU THOUGHT I DIDN’T 
HUNGER LIKE YOU!!! YOU MIGHT AS WELL HAVE TAKEN A ROCK TO MY 
HEAD YOU SELFISH… SELFISH!!! 

ADAM 
ENOUGH! 
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GENEVIEVE 
No… Enough of you. 

She holds out the palm of her hand to him. 
 
GENEVIEVE (CONT’D) 

Give me the bag. 

ADAM 
Forgive me. 

GENEVIEVE 
THE BAG. I need it. 

ADAM 
What are you doing? 

GENEVIEVE 
This is all your doing. This chaos, this… Everything. 

ADAM 
I don’t understand. 

GENEVIEVE 
I did not want to wander. And now look where we are! 

Beat. 
 

ADAM 
Please forgive me. 

GENEVIEVE 
Be gone. Give me the bag. Follow me no more. 

ADAM 
…No. 

GENEVIEVE 
You and I can’t afford another upset. 

ADAM 
Let me buy myself a second chance. Please. 

GENEVIEVE 
There’s no currency in these lands. Give it. Surrender it. 

ADAM 
No! 

She clutches at the bag and they pull at it. 
 

GENEVIEVE 
I found the bag and I deserve to keep it! 
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ADAM 
But I found what’s inside the bag! 

GENEVIEVE 
You didn’t share it! 

They come closer in the struggle and 
together they fall to the word-stained 
ground. 
 
ADAM 

It doesn’t matter! 

GENEVIEVE 
You didn’t share anything! 

He lets go of the bag and she’s thrust on her 
rear end. 

 
ADAM 

It’s all ending tomorrow. No can of corn ever gave someone hope. 

GENEVIEVE 
I believed in the corn. 

ADAM 
Oh did you? You believe the corn in the can grants immortality? I was not aware of 
magic corn! 

GENEVIEVE 
I hope it is magic! Then you will spend eternity thinking of all the hurt you made 
when you ate the corn by yourself! No one to keep you company but your gluttony! 

ADAM 
You’re dying the day after today regardless. 

GENEVIEVE 
Then I’ll be happy I spent my last hours without you. 

She clutches the bag and makes for the 
exit— 

 
ADAM 

Stop. 

GENEVIEVE 
Yes? Final thoughts before my eyes forget you? 

ADAM 
Stay. 
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GENEVIEVE 
Are you not happy with the company you’ll be keeping? Gluttony, melancholy? 
Train memories? 

ADAM 
You should stay. There is peril to be found in darkness. 

GENEVIEVE 
No more than the peril I found with you. 

She’s about to exit— 
 

ADAM 
—We can talk about the past! 

GENEVIEVE 
Really? 

ADAM 
Yes. 

She sits down and expects a conversation. 
Beat. 

 
GENEVIEVE 

Very well. Tell me yours. 

ADAM 
It was unfortunate about the corn— 

GENEVIEVE 
No corn-talk, please. 

ADAM 
Right. 

GENEVIEVE 
Tell me about train sounds. Your selfish memories. 

ADAM 
They were big machines, the trains. 

GENEVIEVE 
That I know. They were zeniths of civilization! 

ADAM 
Zeniths on tracks to who knows where— 

GENEVIEVE 
Were they? 

ADAM 
—I suppose. You’re the poet. You create word-images than I can. 
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GENEVIEVE 
Desperation and hunger makes poets. 

ADAM 
You start. You’re far better at it. 

GENEVIEVE 
I know your scheme. 

ADAM 
I don’t scheme. 

GENEVIEVE 
You have too, been scheming. The wires in your head warming up and glowing red 
with thought, I can see that. 

ADAM 
Can you now? I’m glad your wires are still functional. 

GENEVIEVE 
You want my company. Don’t you? 

ADAM 
I liked the sound they made. Is that what you like to hear? 

GENEVIEVE 
The corn was all we ever found and all we ever had. And you ruined it. In my 
thinking, there is a shortage of forgiveness on this broken land. I only want to speak 
of the past. …So tell me. Tell me about trains. 

Beat.  
 

ADAM 
I listened to them at night. When I was a boy. 

GENEVIEVE 
When were you a boy? 

ADAM 
I can’t say. 

GENEVIEVE 
You’ll say or I’m leaving. 

ADAM 
Fine… The sky was still dark back then. I’m not that old. When were you a girl? 

GENEVIEVE 
I can’t say now. But I will say after you. 

ADAM 
Very well… 
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He sits next to her. 
 
ADAM 

As a boy I would greet the mornings with eyes wide open. Pounds of grief collecting 
on my chest, asking me to breathe heavily. Asking me to stay awake until the sun 
came up. I was pressed to think about my grief. 

GENEVIEVE 
Must have been the weight. 

ADAM 
The pollution has finally affected you, has it not? 

GENEVIEVE 
I concur, is all. 

Adam does not want to continue. 
 

GENEVIEVE (CONT’D) 
Go on please. 

ADAM 
This is nonsense. 

GENEVIEVE 
Sense anywhere? None. 

ADAM 
I can’t say these things to you. 

GENEVIEVE 
I must be the fool then! 

ADAM 
More so than me? 

GENEVIEVE 
Certainly more so! I should be gone! I have been cheated and tricked by your 
trickery! I am so disillusioned. 

ADAM 
Don’t say that. I’ll bring you back to your illusioned state. 

GENEVIEVE 
Too late for that. You made an illusion of me when you ate the corn! 

Pause. 
 

ADAM 
I’m sorry. 

GENEVIEVE 
You keep your apologies! They’re as worthless as the ground we stand on. 
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She looks to the horizon. Quiet and still. 
 

GENEVIEVE 
I know this will be my last night. We have seen many nights, but this night is the 
one. You ate my corn and because of that, I will die a sooner death than you. Of that 
I’m assured. 

GENEVIEVE (CONT’D) 
It’s about time too. I know it will come—Death, arriving casually, like an old friend 
stopping by for a word or two and then inviting me out for a walk. 

ADAM 
Is Death a person to you? 

GENEVIEVE 
…Yes. Who else to carry out my fate but a person? 

ADAM 
You carry your own fate. Your death is no one’s weight but your own. 

GENEVIEVE 
So Death is no one? Death is a final breath and a rotting corpse and the earth 
swallowing the vessel you once were. 

ADAM 
Death is a happening. Not someone assigned to hold your hand. 

GENEVIEVE 
Meaning? 

ADAM 
You’re afraid. 

GENEVIEVE 
I am NOT afraid. I hold my own hand! I walk to the edge of that darkness and I 
shout my valor at the unknown! I AM FEARLESS! I AM AUDACITY!! I AM!!!  

ADAM 
…But you really think Death, the person, will be waiting to escort you to your 
eternal resting place? 

GENEVIEVE 
AAAAAAAAAAAAGH! 

ADAM 
Just a thought. 

GENEVIEVE 
And here’s a just thought: I believe you are more fearful of Death, the event, than I 
am. 

ADAM 
I am not! 
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GENEVIEVE 
Oh and you mask it so poorly… 

ADAM 
Speaking of masqueraders, are you not the one who conceals her thinking with ill-
meaning smiles? 

GENEVIEVE 
I smile out of happiness. 

ADAM 
And in a land like this, one is only happy-less! 

GENEVIEVE 
Now you accuse me! 

ADAM 
What do you hide?! 

GENEVIEVE 
I hide nothing! 

ADAM 
Every smile has a secret to hide! And from your lips, I see the answer to your 
mystery protruding. Perhaps you have a plan to survive. Yes? You’re so afraid of 
death you’re planning to extend your days! Please elucidate on your scheme: Deep at 
night, as I fall asleep, you plan to take a rock and beat my head open. Feast on my 
remains and prolong your fate! Aha! The poet kills the beast! For that is all I am. The 
selfish, corn-eating artificial animal… Quite obvious now, the things you conceal 
from me… 

His chuckles continue. Beat. 
 

GENEVIEVE 
Have you had your fill? Have you gorged on my dignity enough? 

ADAM 
Just as you planned to feast on me! 

GENEVIEVE 
Stop! 

He shuts up. 
 

GENEVIEVE (CONT’D) 
You’re happy. You smile for the first time. It’s a shame you’re happy at my 
expense… 

She sniffles slightly but contains herself. 
 

ADAM 
What are you doing? 
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GENEVIEVE 
Nothing. 

ADAM 
Why do you weep? 

GENEVIEVE 
Not weeping. 

ADAM 
In any case, I feel no guilt: I foiled your plan, exposed you, and now you look like a 
fool. 

GENEVIEVE 
Yes. A foiled fool. 

ADAM 
Precisely. 

GENEVIEVE 
And you, a fooled foil. 

ADAM 
Really. How so? 

She lifts her game-face— 
 

GENEVIEVE 
Never have I heard a more preposterous hypothesis! 

ADAM 
It’s possible. 

GENEVIEVE 
Certainly. 

ADAM 
Certainly it is! The times are unpredictable! 

GENEVIEVE 
Always have been unpredictable— 

ADAM 
—As unpredictable as the sun inching out of darkness. 

GENEVIEVE 
And the last time we saw the sun? 

ADAM 
Can’t recall. 

GENEVIEVE 
I do recall trees. 
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ADAM 
Please do not. 

GENEVIEVE 
It will help the time pass. 

ADAM 
Time-passing is not our agenda. Especially with talk of the past. 

GENEVIEVE 
Oh. I see. You would like to prolong this even more? 

Pause. 
 

ADAM 
I don’t know. 

GENEVIEVE 
Well until minds are made up, I will recall trees! 

ADAM 
I have a made mind! It’s been made over the years and I will not listen to your past! 

GENEVIEVE 
It’s only tree-talk— 

ADAM 
And tree-talk is past-talk! 

GENEVIEVE 
Minds are nourished by talk— 

ADAM 
Not past-talk. 

GENEVIEVE 
By the time we finish talking, it’s all past-talk. 

Beat. Adam reverts to train noises. 
 

ADAM 
Doo. 

GENEVIEVE 
You really are afraid. 

ADAM 
Doo Doo… 

GENEVIEVE 
Afraid of tomorrow, and undoubtedly afraid of yesterday— 
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ADAM 
DOO! DOO DOO!!! 

GENEVIEVE 
—And afraid to share your train memories. They don’t belong to me. That I know. 
That I grasp. But on this night, I open my heart and let you in. I hope that you will 
do the same: The trees I remember are tall, frail figures late in autumn. Sun going 
home for good. Beyond the mountains far away and the leaves on the ground. My 
tiny hands reaching for branches I can’t reach. And the prickly tree branches above, 
paintbrush the silver clouds on a canvas of purple and orange. And Mother picks 
me up and takes me inside. For the wind is starting to bite my face. My little face. 
My little imagination— 

ADAM 
—Little imagination here— 

GENEVIEVE 
—WILL YOU SHUT UP ABOUT HERE!!! LITTLE OF EVERYTHING HERE! LITTLE 
OF GLEE AND LIFE AND HOPE!!! I WANT TO GO BACK!!! I WANT TO 
IMAGINE LIKE WE USED TO!!! PRETEND WE WERE!!! I WANT TO BREATHE 
HAPPINESS AND REACH THE BRANCHES AND GO BACK INSIDE BECAUSE 
THE WIND IS BITING!!! 

She screams in grief and whispers to herself 
in her sorrow… 

 
GENEVIEVE (CONT’D) 

…Little of everything and big nothings… I want to go back… Please let me go 
back… Please… So big, and yet I am nothing. I want to be little… Be everything. 

Adam stares at her. Approaches her. 
 

GENEVIEVE 
Be gone. Your aid is useless here. 

Adam retreats and sits across the way. 
Pause. 

 
ADAM 

Long ago, when trains would ride their tracks, and their whistling would brush my 
ears, I would stay awake at night to listen. Listen to the stern machinery at work. 
Echoes of sound and movement would reach my open window and my 
imagination. A lullaby for the sleepless. My desire was simple. To ride the train to 
the end of the Earth. And I did. And when the clouds swelled and the wind fought 
back and the sky tore up, I found myself alone. I couldn’t go back. And then I found 
the corn. 

GENEVIEVE 
And then I appeared. 

ADAM 
Like an apparition. 
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GENEVIEVE 
And the past became today. 

ADAM 
And when today becomes tomorrow, we’ll be ready to die. 

GENEVIEVE 
…You talked of the past. 

ADAM 
I did. 

GENEVIEVE 
You have made me proud. 

ADAM 
You must have been prideful from birth. I did nothing to make you so. 

GENEVIEVE 
Birth. What a silly idea. Do you mean delivery? 

ADAM 
Of course! Delivery! Silly birth idea, my mistake. 

GENEVIEVE 
When were you delivered? 

ADAM 
Late, actually. There were setbacks at the delivery facility— 

GENEVIEVE 
Dear me— 

ADAM 
—And much deliver-ation as to where my home would be! 

GENEVIEVE 
Aha! Now you are the poet. 

ADAM 
If only poetry was the answer. 

GENEVIEVE 
Perhaps it is. 

ADAM 
Poetry is words. And what is a word anymore?!  

GENEVIEVE 
A word is as consequential as the person who speaks it. 

ADAM 
That explains my inconsequential banter! Thank you for putting me in my place! 
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GENEVIEVE 
We have no place. 

ADAM 
Is nowhere a place? 

GENEVIEVE 
Apparently. Here we are. 

ADAM 
Because we have no place! 

He chuckles. 
 

GENEVIEVE 
I’d like to ask you something. 

ADAM 
…Do ask. 

GENEVIEVE 
Is hunger a recollection of yours? 

ADAM 
…No. 

GENEVIEVE 
I say I hunger, and I live in starvation… But my longing for it is long gone. 

ADAM 
How can you not be hungry? 

GENEVIEVE 
Are you? 

ADAM 
I don’t know. 

GENEVIEVE 
If you don’t know what it is, how can you be? 

Pause. 
 

GENEVIEVE (CONT’D) 
My mind and body can’t recall. 

Does it mean I’m hungry at all? 

ADAM 
But you must be. We need hunger to exist. To survive! 

GENEVIEVE 
I have none. 
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ADAM 
Clearly you must— 

GENEVIEVE 
—How long have we wandered? 

ADAM 
I don’t know. 

GENEVIEVE 
Of course you know— 

ADAM 
—I DO NOT!!! 

She stares back defiantly. 
  
GENEVIEVE 

Ages. We have wandered and ambled and roamed and meandered— 

ADAM 
—But you don’t know! 

GENEVIEVE 
I KNOW BECAUSE HUNGER IS OUT OF MY MEMORY!!! 

She picks up the plastic bag. 
 

GENEVIEVE (CONT’D) 
That can of corn, you ate a lifetime ago. That can of corn usurped with dirt a lifetime 
ago. And though I screamed at your selfishness, I felt no hunger. I screamed out of 
habit. Out of the routine misery brings. And that is all—I have become an idle 
corpse… Walking and talking… Puzzled by what came before me and what is to 
come tomorrow. Puzzled by the inability to speak! Speak like I must! Puzzled by the 
words I use to sepulcher my person. A maze of nowhere words, imprison me in. 
And I can’t retrace my steps. I can’t find the door. I can’t go back. 

Silence. 
 

ADAM 
Maize. I could be wrong but… Perhaps someone else ate the can of maize. Perhaps I 
forgot and thought I ate it… 

GENEVIEVE 
Yes. Perhaps. 

ADAM 
Now what? 

GENEVIEVE 
We wait. 
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ADAM 
For what? 

GENEVIEVE 
For the sun to come back. 

ADAM 
Delightful. We have protective lenses to shield our eyes from it in case it ever 
returns! 

Adam, from the plastic bag retrieves the 
broken sunglass lenses. Hands Genevieve 
one of the lenses and she takes it. Pause. 

 
ADAM (CONT’D) 

And what if the sun takes its sweet time returning? 

GENEVIEVE 
Death shouldn’t take as long as the sun. We’ll wait to die instead. 

Adam nods in agreement. 
 
They look up at the black sky and cover 
their eyes with their shared sunglass lenses 
and wait. 

 
ADAM 

Doo… Doo Doo… 

Lights out. 
  

 
 
 
 

 

  

  

 




