
		     Sheila and the DMV


					CHARACTERS
		Abby: A woman in her late ‘50s
		Sheila: A woman in her ‘30s
		Carol: Abby’s friend, in her ‘50s
					
					TIME
		Present

					PLACE
		Margate and Atlantic City, at the New Jersey Shore.














SCENE II                                                      5.

[bookmark: _Hlk126065802](A run-down efficiency motel room in Atlantic City, with a bedroom, kitchenette and small dining table. The room is a mess. Dishes piled high in the sink. Clothes strewn around the room. SHEILA is sitting at the table, smoking, drinking coffee and working on a jigsaw puzzle. There is a fish tank on a table SL. SHEILA is a bit of a sight: hair that’s blonde on top, black on the bottom, wearing a tight low-cut tank top and skin-tight jeans. There’s a knock on the door SR. SHEILA is annoyed. She opens the door SR.)
						ABBY
				(Looks startled by SHEILA’S 								appearance.)
Uh, hi, I'm Abby … The woman from church … 
			(ABBY waves away the cigarette smoke and coughs.
                SHEILA doesn't realize she should know her.)              
You know, the one who’s supposed to take you to the DMV. Reverend Butler sent me.
                              SHEILA
Oh, yeah, right. I forgot … Is that today?
						ABBY
Oh dear. Yes, It's today.
						SHEILA
Okay, come on in. I need to get my shit together.
                              ABBY
You know, I wasn’t sure I had the right address. I couldn’t read my own handwriting. The 9 looked like it could be a 7. I was sitting in the car thinking is it 209 or 207? What if I knock on the wrong door? But, you know, I just went with my gut. I thought I remembered Reverend Butler saying 209. So I just took a chance. And, well, here you are

												  6.
						SHEILA				
Uh … yeah, here I am. 
						ABBY
So you do jigsaw puzzles? Gee, I haven't done a puzzle like this since I was a kid. What's it of? I can't tell.
                              SHEILA
The Vegas strip.
                              ABBY
Oh, wow. The strip. That's, uh, interesting.
                              SHEILA
Yeah, Vegas is the real deal. Not like this shithole.
                              ABBY
Well, I know Atlantic City’s not like it used to be. But I hear things are starting to come back.
                              SHEILA
That’s what people who don’t have to live here say. 
						ABBY
I’m just up the road in Margate.
						SHEILA
Well, smell me. Must be nice.
						ABBY
So, uh, looks like you’re pretty far along here.

						SHEILA
I’m getting there. It’s pretty cool. It glows in the dark.
						ABBY
Really? I’ve never seen that before.                                                              

                              SHEILA
Yeah, you can see all the fuckin’ neon and shit when you turn out the lights.(ABBY winces) Especially The Luxor, right here. You know the Luxor has the brightest light beam in the world. You can even see it from space. And now they’ve got that sphere thing with the big eyeball and shit. But the Luxor … that light’ll blind ya.

												  7.
                             ABBY
Wow, I didn't know that.
                             SHEILA
That’s what they say, anyway.
                              ABBY
That's, um, fascinating.
                              SHEILA
Yeah, doin’ this is like inspiration, 'cause you know I'm all about having goals now. And me and Leo, we wanna take a trip and we decided Vegas would be a good goal. But we gotta save up. So I’m lookin’ for a new job now, too. Not like my last one. I ain't doin' that no more.
                              ABBY
What did you do?

                              SHEILA
I was a dancer.
                              ABBY
Like a casino showgirl?
                              SHEILA
Sort of. I was on stage. But the stage had a pole in the middle, if you know what I mean.

                              ABBY
Oh … Right.
                              SHEILA
So, sometimes bad things happened and now I'm supposed to stay away from places that could be, you know, like a tempting situation … I’ve had a lot of situations in this city.
                              ABBY
I certainly can understand you wanting to avoid emotional triggers.
                              SHEILA
Yeah, emotional triggers. That’s a good way to put it. I, like, triggered the cops 11 times. 
                              ABBY
Eleven?
												  8. 
                             SHEILA
I ain't proud of it. Since I met Rev. Butler, you know, when I was in jail last month, I'm trying to do everything legit now.
                              ABBY
Well, just consider this your new start.
                              SHEILA
You want some coffee?
                              ABBY
Oh, no thank you. I don’t drink caffeine. It gives me palpitations. It makes me feel like I'm having a heart attack. It's very scary, Sheila.
                              SHEILA
Yeah, palpitations is no fun. I got them when I used to speedball.
                              ABBY
Oh dear … Oh, okay … well, um, are you ready to go?
						SHEILA
Okay, wait a minute. I gotta feed Hercules. 
						ABBY
Hercules?
						SHELIA
Yeah, Leo’s fuckin’ fish. 
(SHELA goes to a cabinet and takes out a box of fish food and moves to the fish tank.)
Aw, shit!
						ABBY
What? What happened?
						SHEILA
The little fucker ate another one!
						ABBY
Another what?
						SHEILA
Another Molly. This slippery asshole keeps eating other fish in the tank every goddamn day. And he just gets bigger and bigger. 
