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Trapped
A play by Riley Nelson
Trapped is a play about being . . . Well, trapped. It’s about how sometimes we can’t escape the cages that enclose us. Sometimes it takes a helping hand to set us free. Rodger for example is trapped forever by his father’s decisions, good or bad. Cornered by the pressures around him, and the fear that he will never escape the world that has become so much a part of him. The President is possibly the most cornered of all the characters but he doesn’t realize it. He needs a little help to recognize the cage, so to speak, that he has created for himself. The mouse on the other hand is cornered in a more literal sense. However he has an obsession with corners and resides in them throughout the play. This play also shows that not all freedoms are permanent but can be just as satisfying.

SETTING

The setting consists of two sections the President’s office, and Georgette’s office. Lighting will be focused on the room being occupied during each particular scene of the play. The other room will be dark. Georgette’s office I think should be on the left. The President’s should be on the right. 

CHARACTERS

President of the U.S.: younger man in his late thirties early forties. He is medium height and has a medium build.

Rodger: around six years old. He is very adventurous and can be rather mischievous. He is the Presidents son. 

The Archduke of Denmark: an older man, wise and very demure. 

Georgette: The secretary who helps take care of Roger. 

Mouse: overly large, imaginary talking mouse that Rodger meets in a dream. His name is Detroit but he is also known as the White House Mouse.

TIME:  It takes place around noon in the present
SCENE I

Full lighting focused on the oval office. The President sits at his desk looking through papers when Rodger bursts through the door. 

RODGER: Dad! Look what I got! (Holds up cage with mouse inside.)

PRESIDENT: Where did you get that? (Takes cage into his hands and studies mouse with sad expression.)

RODGER:  He was running around in the kitchen and Cook said if I could catch it he would let me keep it as long as I didn’t let him get away in the house again!

PRESIDENT: I see. (pauses) You know, maybe you should let him go. 

RODGER:  (Pouting, maybe adding in a fake sniffle here and there for effect.) But Dad! I worked so hard to get him, I’ll take care of him, I promise.

PRESIDENT:  (sighs) It’s more than that. I hate to see anything inside a cage. Trapped, surrounded by nothing but four sides, four corners, and their own mind, that’s got to be torture.. . . .  (sighs) But I guess if you promise to take good care of him I’ll let you keep him.

RODGER: Oh thank you Dad!! I’ll get him some water and I promise to feed him and hold him and everything!

PRESIDENT: (A tight smile comes across his face and he shifts slightly in his chair.) I’ll hold you to it then. In the mean time I’ve got an extremely important meeting in about fifteen minuets. Would you mind staying with Georgette for a while? It won’t take too long I promise. 

RODGER: (sighs, disappointed) You always have work anymore. I miss the old days. The house wasn’t as nice and stuff but at least you and Mom and I did stuff together. Now all you do is work! 

PRESIDENT: (leans elbows on desk.) I know buddy and I’m sorry, but I’ve got an important job now, and so does your mom. 

RODGER: I know. 

PRESIDENT: (pauses, thinking)  I’ll tell you what, after this meeting is over you and I will go out and do something special. Ok? 

RODGER: Promise? 

PRESIDENT: Promise. 

RODGER: (nods)

PRESIDENT:  Ok then it’s a date. (knock at door) Come in! 

GEORGETT: (opens door) The archduke is here to see you sir. 

PRESIDENT: Thank you Georgette

GEORGETTE: (nods and leaves room) 

ARCHDUKE : (enters) Mr. President, (nods in Rodgers direction)  Rodger. 

RODGER: Hello. 

ARCHDUKE: What’s that you got there? (indicating mouse) 

RODGER: (grins) I caught it! Dad said I could keep him!

ARCHDUKE: (chuckles) Ah! To run around chasing lizards and mice and other various creatures again. Those were the days. (quietly chuckles shaking his head )

RODGER: Why don’t you? 

ARCHDUKE: There’s no time, and it’s highly improper of a man my age to be doing stuff like that. I’m far too old I dare say. 

PRESIDENT: Hear, Hear.  (polite chuckle)

GEORGETTE: (enters room again and clears her throat) Rodger, why don’t you come sit with me at my desk. (holds out her hand to Rodger.)

RODGER: Ok. (grabs Georgette’s hand with one hand and clutches the cage tightly to his chest with the other.) 

GEORGETTE: Is there anything I can get you before I leave Mr. President? 

PRESIDENT: Oh, yes actually I’ll have a coffee. Archduke? 

ARCHDUKE: I’ll have a water please, thank you. 

GEORGETTE: (nods and leaves room with Rodger)

SCENE II 

Full lighting shifts to georgettes office, Georgette and Rodger walk in. 

GEORGETTE:  Why don’t make yourself  comfortable over there in the corner. There should be some books and stuff there to keep you busy, you can pull out the bean bag chair over there to if you like. I’m going to go get your Dad and the Archduke some coffee. (shakes her head )The Archduke can you believe it (chuckles), to be that mouse in the corner of the oval office. (laughs and shakes her head as she leaves room)

RODGER: The oval office doesn’t have corners does it? (He says to himself and shrugs) Oh well. ( pulls the bean bag over to the corner and sits down. Still holding the mouse close to his chest. He picks up a book and starts flipping through it, but slowly his head starts to bob and he is asleep. The lighting goes off. )

Dim lighting fades into Georgettes office. Rodger awakes to find an overly large mouse beside him curled at his side, scared he jumps up with a gasp startling the mouse who does the same. Mouse recovers and faces Rodger.

MOUSE: You scared the bajeepers out of me! My goodness! Here I was taking a nice afternoon nap and you have to go and wake me up! (shakes his head and dusts himself off. )

RODGER: You talk! 

MOUSE: Of course I talk!  I am the White House mouse after all. 

RODGER: The White House mouse? 

MOUSE: Yea, you know the mouse in the corner of the oval office, the all knowing, the wise one, (counting nicknames off on fingers, looks up to see Rodger’s perplexed expression). Aw come on!! Don’t tell me you’ve never heard of the White House mouse before!?!! 

RODGER: N- no. I haven’t. 

MOUSE: What do they teach kids these days? Ah, well it’s none of my business.

RODGER: What do you do? 

MOUSE: Well, we are the secret keepers in a sense. Ever heard of the President’s book of secrets?

RODGER: (gasps enthusiastically), Yeah! I saw them talking about it in a movie once. It has all the secrets that the President has ever kept from the public!!

MOUSE: Exactly! Well you see there really isn’t a book, not exactly. Years ago there was a science experiment that went bad, and my great, great, great, grandpa was the tester, I guess you could say. They were looking for a cure for cancer, but instead my grandfather ended up with an enhanced memory and well, speaking abilities (indicating himself). As you can tell they later realized that the trait they had instilled on my grandfather was hereditary. So they sent him to the President . When the President received him he realized the potential my grandfather had and hired him on as a type of secretary I guess you could say. Because, he could remember so well, the President no longer needed to record notes. He would just tell my grandpa and as long as my grandfather stayed loyal all the President’s secrets would remain hidden. Well one day my grandfather tried to escape. Perhaps because he was tired of the same old thing, I can’t say I’d blame him.  He got about as far as the living room when the President cornered him, when he got him back to the Oval Office he locked him inside a cage and gave him no possible way to escape. Years went by and the president eventually brought in a mate for my grandfather and they had a child, giving birth to the next in line to take his place. This has been going on for years. We are born into a cage where our parents pass on the secrets of the White House to us until their death. From there we follow in the footsteps of our ancestors so to speak. Keeping the secrets of the White House alive, (shrugs) and here I am.

RODGER: But you’re not in a cage? 

MOUSE: No, I am in a dream. But as soon as I wake up I will be back in my old home again curled up in my little bed in the corner. 

RODGER: Don’t you ever get tired of being locked up all the time?  

MOUSE: Of course! But I am bound by the promise of my Great Grandfather. Many of us spend our whole lives dreaming of escape but can never really act on it. 

RODGER: I would hate that!! 

MOUSE: You’re not much better off are you? You’re trapped the same way I am. You have family ties, the law, the will of the people, and the very force of life itself keeping you here. 

RODGER: I’ve never thought of it that way before.

MOUSE: (suddenly sad.) Probably best to keep it that way kid. Forget what I said. (pauses thinking) But I will say this, I’m glad I’m not you.

RODGER:  But you’re here forever. I’m only here for four years, maybe eight. 

MOUSE : Yeah, but you’ll never ever stop being the President’s son. Trapped isn’t always a physical state of being.  Sometimes you’re trapped by things you can’t touch, things you can’t change. 

RODGER: Oh. ( sniffles). 

MOUSE: (suddenly realizes what he’s saying.) Hey, sorry kid I get a little carried away some times. It will all be fine just you wait and see. 

RODGER: Ok. (long pause) You promise? 

MOUSE: I promise. (climbs up next to roger and curls up.) 

RODGER: Mouse? 

MOUSE: Call me Detroit

RODGER: Ok. . . . Detroit? 

MOUSE: What is it kid? 

RODGER: Does my Dad know about you?

MOUSE: He’s President isn’t he?

RODGER: He keeps you locked up all the time? (shocked)

MOUSE: He doesn’t have a choice. (shrugs) If he let me go and I told the public about what all has happened. All the secrets and lies, he would have a revolt on his hands. (pauses) Your father is a great man Rodger, don’t ever forget that. Unfortunately, he like everyone else in the world, is constrained by the law, by rules, by. . . well. . .himself.

RODGER: But what if you promised not to tell?

MOUSE: There’s no way he could be sure I was telling the truth. The world is full of liars and tricksters Rodger. You can’t trust anyone! Especially not with the fate of the country in your hands.

RODGER: Poor Dad. That must drive him mad having you caged up and not being able to do anything about it.

MOUSE: (nods) I think it does.

RODGER: Oh. (sighs sleepy) Detroit? 

MOUSE: Yeah kid?

RODGER: Am I . . . .Are we. . . .Dreaming?

MOUSE: (chuckles ) You could say that, yeah. 

RODGER:  How can we be dreaming about the same thing at the same time though? Is this even possible?

MOUSE: I don’t know, is it? 

RODGER: I’m asking you? 

MOUSE: I don’t know, but it seems rational enough. 

RODGER: None of this seems rational!

MOUSE: True that kid, True that.

Both sigh and slowly the two of  them fall asleep. Lights go out again.

Full lighting comes back on in Georgette’s office. Boy wakes up in the office again with mouse cage clutched tightly against his chest. His eyes are wet with tears. He looks around the office to find it completely empty. Confused he gets up and walks to the door and in walks Georgette

GEORGETTE: Hey! He’s alive! (laughs, pauses and looks at him again) Hey, you ok? 

RODGER: Yeah, I’m fine. 

GEORGETTE: You’ve been crying did you have a bad dream? (puts her arm around his shoulders and walks him over to her desk chair and sits across from him.)

RODGER:  No, not really, well it was and it wasn’t. 

GEORGETTE: I see, well do you want to tell me about it? 

RODGER: Not really. 

GEORGETTE: Why not? 

RODGER: (shrugs)

GEORGETTE: I see, (sigh) well your Dad will be out of the meeting any time soon. (phone ringing) Maybe you can talk to him about it. Mater of fact I think that’s him now.

RODGER: (nods)
GEORGETTE: (answers the phone) Uh huh, Ok, alright, We’ll be there in a bit. Bye. (sets down phone) that was him, the meeting’s over he said to bring you back over to the Oval Office.

RODGER: Ok. 

Together they get up and leave the room woman, mouse and boy. 

SCENE III

Full lighting shifts over to oval office. They enter the oval office. The President is looking out the window hands clasped behind his back. 

GEORGETTE: Here he is sir, good as new. 

PRESIDENT: (turns around and chuckles) I’ll bet he is. Thanks Georgette. (turns to Rodger) How are you doing buddy? 

RODGER: Good! (suddenly happy to see his dad again)

PRESIDENT: You ready to go? 

RODGER: Go where? 

PRESIDENT: I promised we would go somewhere after the meeting remember? 

RODGER: Oh! I forgot! There’s something I got to do though first. 

PRESIDENT: And what’s that? 

RODGER: You’ll see

PRESIDENT: (smiles and nods) Lead the way. 

Rodger walks his Dad toward the front of the stage.

PRESIDENT: Where are we going? 

RODGER: I told you, you’ll see. 

PRESIDENT: Alright, alright 

When they get to the front of the stage Rodger acts like he is opening a door, maybe with some sound effects in the back ground to show that there is a door. Then he takes the mouse out of the cage and lets him go.

RODGER: There you go Detroit, you’re free now. But, remember to come back and visit me ok. (fresh tears flow down his face)

PRESIDENT: (confused look on his face) Detroit? Where did you get a name like that?

RODGER: From a really good friend of mine.( says with a mischievous smile)

PRESIDENT: (looks a little out of sorts for a second but shakes it off and smiles patting his son on the back.) I’m proud of you Rodger.  That was the right thing to do, I know it was hard. 

RODGER: (nods) Yeah, but we all deserve to be free. Detroit was ready he just needed a little help. 

PRESIDENT: Yes, it was time, and I think it’s my time too.  What do you say we get out of here! Go pick up your Mom and do something we haven’t done in a long time? 

RODGER: What’s that? 

PRESIDENT: Oh I don’t know . . . . .Why don’t we go get some ice cream? 

RODGER: (jumps up and down chanting) Ice cream!!!! …. . . . I scream, you scream, we all scream for ice cream! 

President chuckles and joins in as they leave the room. 






THE END
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