
Scene 1: Prologue 
  
Summertime, midnight. 
  
The sound of a train; a full moon looms overhead. 
  
A light goes on in a window and a MOTHER appears, dressed in a 
nightgown. She approaches the window and sees the full moon.  
  
MOTHER: (with a sigh) Damn. 
  
As she lowers the sash, she laments: 
  
MOTHER: Couldn’t you have come another night, instead? You know 
that now she won’t get to bed. 
  
ACT I. 

A spotlight appears on a black stage. Into its circle steps 
APOLUNA, a girl of about age 13 with a white forelock of hair in 
a field of mousy brown, different-color eyes (one green; one 
blue) and an armful of books.  

APOLUNA: Ladies and gentlemen; children of all ages! (She clears 
her throat.) It’s time to recite the moon’s Lunar phases: 

FULL 
WAXING GIBBOUS 
FIRST QUARTER 
WAXING CRESCENT 
NEW 
WANING CRESCENT 
THIRD QUARTER 
WANING GIBBOUS 
FULL 

Behind her, strings of lights flicker across the stage like 
fireflies... 

And a man with an accordion enters. As she continues to sing, he 
begins to play accompaniment. 

FULL 
WAXING GIBBOUS  
FIRST QUARTER 
WAXING CRESCENT 



NEW 
WANING CRESCENT  
THIRD QUARTER  
WANING GIBBOUS  
FULL 

PHASES AND CHANGES 
CYCLE DE LA LUNE 
MY EVERYDAY LIFE 
HAS BECOME TRES JEJUNE 

MOONRISE, MOONSET 
CYCLE DE LA LUNE 
BUT ONE DAY I’LL BECOME 
LA FILLE SUR LA LUNE 
  
As a door opens, the lights rise on a small room with a single 
bed, a bench and a desk — to which Apoluna rushes to sit. 

The bed is surrounded by stacks of books. 

The mother enters. 

MOTHER: Time to put away your books— 
Don’t you shoot me sassy looks. 

APOLUNA: I’m studying for tomorrow’s test! 

MOTHER: It’s better that you get some rest 
You’ll be sharper in the morning. 

APOLUNA: Mom... 

MOTHER: This is your ten minute warning. 

Apoluna grabs an old book from the bottom of one of her piles. 

APOLUNA: Enough time to read this. 

MOTHER: Where did you? That’s from when you were three... 

APOLUNA: And if Dad were still here, he’d read it to me. 

MOTHER: Don’t start this again! Your father’s... (sighs) left us 
on our own. I won’t read you a children’s book; it’s time to act 



like you’re grown. Tomorrow’s a busy day. There’s so much to do 
now... 

BREATHE IN  

Mother: 
Breathe in. 
Breathe out. 

Daughter: 
Breathe in 
Breathe out. 
  
Mother: 
How many breaths have gone by 
Since you’ve gone? 

Daughter: 
Breathe in 

Mother: 
Breathe out 

Daughter: 
Breathe in. 
  
Mother: 
Breathe out. 

Daughter: 
How many lonely nights 
Have I sung this stupid song? 
  
Mother: 
It’s fine! 
  
Daughter echoes: 
I’m fine! 
  
Mother: 
We’re fine! 
  
Daughter echoes: 
It’s fine! 
  



Together: 
We don’t need you anymore. 

Mother: 
But my heart 
  
Daughter: 
Our hearts 
  
Mother: 
Isn’t fine 
  
Daughter echoes: 
Aren’t fine. 
  
Together: 
Since the night you went away… 
Breathe in...breathe out 
Breathe in...breathe out 

Mother: 
All that is left 
Is the memory  
of your last look 
  
Daughter: 
And all I have left 
Is your dumb, stupid dumb, dusty old stupid dumb book! 

MOTHER: Then don’t stay up reading it. Good night... 

APOLUNA: ...Good Night. Sweet Dreams. I love you. Don’t let the 
bedbugs bite. 

MOTHER: I love you, too. See you in the morning. Now I’m turning 
off the light. 

After Mother closes the door, blanketing the stage in darkness, 
the refrain of Cycle de la Lune returns on the accordion.  

Apoluna:  

MOONRISE, MOONSET 
CYCLE DE LA LUNE 
SOMEDAY I’LL BE KNOWN AS 
THE GIRL ON THE MOON 



Apoluna has moved into the stage Center spotlight. Tented 
beneath striped bedsheets, she switches on a FLASHLIGHT over a 
large BOOK. 

APOLUNA: Seven Steps To the Moon. Step One: Find Miss Fortune. 

The accordion player returns along with MME. LA FORTUNA in an 
ornately sequined costume adorned with bangles and coins and 
wooden spoons. 

Make way! Make way! The Moon is High! 

This is no trick from days of Olde: 
Some girl wants her fortune told.  
I heard it in my ear. 
I can tell she’s very near. 
The message came to me complete 
From the rustles of this sheet... 

She whisks off the sheet, uncovering Apoluna with the large book 
open in her lap. The full moon and her flashlight blazingly 
illuminate the book’s pages. 

APOLUNA: Oh! 

MME. LA FORTUNA: It is I, Mademoiselle La Fortuna, 
Come to help you — (putting fingers to her temples) — Apoluna! 

APOLUNA: How... how did you get in here!? 

MME. LA FORTUNA: So frightened? You brought me in, my dear. 

Now: 
How will you hear your fortune? 
Although of course it must be heard from me, 
There are many variations  
That will exceed your expectations 
For I can hear or smell or feel or taste or see 
Whatever is to be... 

When coins are rubbed together 
Or vanes turn with the weather 
No matter the occasion  
I can practice divination 



Roosters pecking at the grain 
Starlings startled before rain 
Sediment settled in a cup 
Or flipping tarot cards face-up 

I can make your stomach talk  
Write out runes in dusty chalk 
Read wispy tendrils of grey smoke 
Turn brittle pages in a book 

No matter the manner or the occasion 
I can practice divination 

The shape of clouds, the make of stones 
The stitches in a shift you’ve sown  
The dice and bones rolled in a game 
From syllables, I’ll count your name 

Drips of wax or shells of snails, 
Yarrow rods or fresh entrails 
No matter the method or persuasion  
I can practice divination: 

Astromancy, Chronomancy, Ceromancy, Cleromancy 
Extispicy, Haruspicy, Hydromancy, Geomancy, 
Lithomancy, Necromancy, Onomancy, Origami, 
Pyromancy, Pendulums, Palmistry and Parakeets 
Bazi, Feng Shui, I Ching and Augury 
Or: I can read the bubbles in your pee. 

Now what is it to be?  

APOLUNA: Can you repeat my choices? 

MME. LAFORTUNA: BAH! Astromancy it will be. One moment... 

(She sifts through her various pouches and pockets, spilling 
powders, leaves, bones and other odd objects.) 

PAH! Where did I put my glasses?  

(Sighs.) If you haven’t any qualms, 
I will simply read your palms...? 



Let me see your hands. 

Mme. LaFortuna takes Apoluna’s hands and begins tracing their 
creases with her fingers. 

LA FORTUNA: Permission to shock, to awe, to mystify. For now I 
shall begin to scry: Throughout your life you have faced 
derision from little brats who lack in vision. Their teasing and 
taunts, you pay no mind; they’ll never have their stars aligned 
as yours are, nor will they travel nearly as far. Your hair, 
Child: this forelock which is colored white. It’s from a shaft 
of Lunar light that beamed upon you on the night that you 
arrived here on this ground. Your eyes: one of green and one of 
blue. Both are of the clearest hue and they are special gifts to 
you. They’re known as ‘ghost eyes’. Depending upon which one is 
open you will see either Heaven or Earth, respectively.  

APOLUNA: I don’t think that’s true... 

LA FORTUNA: Tsch! I know what you will see and I’m sharing it 
with you. You will need to wield your Talent soon if you wish to 
travel to the Moon! SO IS MY VISION! Why that look? 

APOLUNA: That wasn’t any prophecy; it’s what anyone can see. 
Like: the title of the book I’m reading... 

LA FORTUNA: So: it’s more proof then that you are needing? Fine. 
This book, this old book, Seven Steps to the Moon — its binding 
all broken and torn — was given to you when you left your 
nursery on the third anniversary of the night you were born. It 
was made by your father. Isn’t that true? 

APOLUNA: Don’t talk about my father. 

LA FORTUNA: Tsch, tsch! A sore spot for you, eh? You’re upset he 
left so soon, but listen to me, girl: he had to travel up to the 
Moon —- and he wants you to find him. So he left you a Map: the 
musty old book that’s lying in your lap. 

The fortune teller pulls out a deck of tarot cards. 

Pay attention, Apoluna: if you play your cards just right, 
you’ll meet him on the moon tonight. Hm? 

APOLUNA: But how... 



How do you know that I want to go? 
What makes you think I care? 
He’s the one who left me 
And there are days where  
I could just hit him 
If he were there 
I would just scream 
Did he even care 
The day he left me alone 
Sitting there at the school 
He had never come late 
So I just sat there and waited 
While the other kids left  
To go home. 

What makes him think I would go to the moon 
To hear his excuse for the days since he’s left me behind? 

How could he know that I want to go? 
How does he know I stare 
Every night into the heavens  
Dreaming of escape from 
My room and my mother and the  
Sadness that surrounds her 
Why do I even care 
The long nights that I stay up 
Praying I’ll be free from  
This forlorn situation 
While my mom sleeps alone 
In her bed.  

How can I leave her? 
How can I leave here? 
How can I escape to the moon? 

LA FORTUNA: I knew that was your deepest wish. Use his guide 
upon your trip. There’re more ways to the moon than rocket ship. 

APOLUNA: I don’t understand.  

LA FORTUNA: The future in read on more than a hand. For you to 
know where next to look, just turn the pages in your book. 

And Lady LaFortuna herself turns, a whirling dervish of sequins, 
coins and wooden spoons.  



LA FORTUNA: Make way, make way, before night turns into day! 
(From offstage) Apoluna! Turn the page! 

Apoluna turns the page. 

APOLUNA: Step Two: Begin Angler Management 

She is left alone under the light of the full moon. Two 
fishermen appear, carrying a kiddie pool filled with water along 
with an unwieldy assortment of rods, reels, flies, buckets, 
coolers and thermoses. 

ANGLER 1: Back ten more steps. 

Angler 2 starts walking backwards, heading off stage. 

ANGLER 1: No, no! Back towards me. 

Angler 2 walks in a backwards circle, putting himself in front. 

ANGLER 1: Now straight ahead. 

Angler 2 walks forwards, heading off stage again. 

ANGLER 1: Stop, stop, stop! Behind you, don’t you see? 

Angler 2 tries to turn his neck without turning his body. 

ANGLER 1: Turn around! 

Angler 2 starts turning in circles. 

ANGLER 1 (with every rotation, coming closer to the full moon 
spotlight, center stage): Coming through! Out of the way! No 
saving parking spaces. Move, move, move I say! (Apoluna moves.) 
Sheesh. Put it on the ground. 

They set the pool down and ‘capture’ the reflection of the moon.  

ANGLER 1 (to Apoluna): Well, you’re an unpleasant surprise, 
standing there; now you’re taking up the space in front of my 
eyes. Any way that I can get you to leave entirely? Shoo. Scat. 
Flee. 

APOLUNA: I’m doing nothing wrong. 



ANGLER 1: Perhaps not now, but it won’t take long before you 
start ruining my night. I need absolute peace and quiet for the 
moon to bite. 

Angler 2 noisily opens a bag of potato chips.  

APOLUNA: Wait, you want to fish for it in a kiddie pool?  

ANGLER 1: See? Right there; I’ve lost my cool. You’ve gotten on 
my nerves. I told you to scram, if memory serves. 

Angler 1 starts assembling his fishing gear. Meanwhile, from the 
many pockets of his fishing vest, Angler 2 pulls out a picnic 
cloth, a variety of cheeses, bread and a bottle of WINE which he 
starts drinking. 

ANGLER 1: Sigh. Yes, the Moon. The Moon. The most elusive catch. 
To get that Beauty to bite, you need be up to scratch. I poured 
most of my money into this new graphite rod; and then I shot the 
rest of my wad on this Black Anodized Machined Aluminum reel and 
monofilament line that’s stronger than steel. Jigs, spoons, 
flies, spinners, all variety of lures that could tempt the moon 
to chomp on my skewers. That’s right, tonight I’m going to bag 
me a whopper: the moon will be MINE, all fit and proper. 

Angler 2 picks up a stick and ties a shoelace to it. 

APOLUNA: Does the moon even have a mouth? 

ANGLER 1 (mockingly): ‘Does the moon even have a mouth?’ You 
sure do. That’s why this night’s gone south. You talk too much, 
kiddo. Now shut your yap. There’s a lovely lunar body I’m fixing 
to trap. See, tonight, she’s full. The water feels her pull — 
and with the strength of this fishing line, she’ll feel mine.  

APOLUNA: Isn’t the moon up in the sky? 

ANGLER 1: Not when she’s in the water.  

APOLUNA: I’m told the moon will help me find my father. 

ANGLER 1: What, he left you? That’s harsh. Don’t even bother. 
Now, shush. 


