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[bookmark: _khhzcogv6h8w]Madeline – Monologue #1

I was in the kitchen.  I was baking a pie for Adam. A pumpkin pie to welcome him home. 
The TV was on. I listen to it when I’m cooking.
It was tuned to a soap opera. “All My Children.”
One of the couples was fighting. The woman was pregnant.
She wanted to get an abortion.
“Don’t be a fool!” I say to the woman. “Have the baby!”
I sprinkle flour on the counter and roll out the pie dough.
I roll it once in each direction. Like this… (she rolls)
The way my mother taught me. 
And then Ted Koppel comes on the air.
I know immediately that something is wrong.
You only hear Ted Koppel’s voice at night, never in the day.
He said: “We interrupt this program…”
I thought, “Oh dear, something awful has happened. What a shame. And so close to Christmas!”
I grab more flour and sprinkle it. I roll the crust. 
I hear…”Pan Am 103.”
The pie dough sticks to the rolling pin…
I double over.
I sink onto the kitchen counter.
My face presses into the pie dough.
It is cold on my nose and cheek.
I cannot stand up.
I grope the counter for something to hold on to.
My arm hits the flour bin. It crashes to the floor.
I reach for the handle on the refrigerator.
I pull myself up and there in front of me is a note held by a magnet that says,
“Adam. 7 pm. Pan Am 103.”
I live in New Jersey! I have two cars in the driveway!
This was not supposed to happen to me!



[bookmark: _729uoe7pla71]Madeline – Monologue #2

I never should have let him study in London.
I never should have let him go so far from home. 
He was too young. Much too young to go so far from home.
I should have made him wait for a year. I should have been more firm. I should have said no. I should have just said, “No, no, no you cannot go!”
Oh God, why didn’t I say that…? (pause)
And why did I choose Pan Am over Delta? There were two boxes on the application form!
Why didn’t I check the box for Delta? (pause)
And I should have let him stay an extra day with his friends!
But I said, “No, I want you home for Christmas. I want you home for the party. You need to hang the Christmas lights for your father, your father has a bad back and he needs you to help him.” (pause)
Oh, God… (pause)
And why did I plan the party for Friday? I should have planned it for Saturday!
If I had planned the party for Saturday he wouldn’t have been on that plane. He would have come home a day later.
He never would have died.
Yes, if I had planned the party for Saturday, he never would have died…















[bookmark: _68uc8i2boi0w]Olive – Monologue #1

No, I lost a daughter and a husband!
Your son’s plane fell on my farm and killed my family!
My daughter is dead!
My husband is dead!
A plane full of Americans killed everyone I love!
I hate Americans!
You started this whole thing, you know! You bombed that passenger jet from Iran! You shot down a plane full of innocent people!
Lockerbie was the revenge for that! 
You probably don’t even know about it! You were too busy baking your pies and driving your big cars and living in your big houses to pay any attention!
You Americans!
A bunch of cowboys galloping through the skies dropping bombs! I hate you! I hate you for this!
I…oh my…I…Oh God.
I need to wash. Where are the clothes? I need to wash.



[bookmark: _eewfnvf8lxl9]Olive – Monologue #2

(Reads) The dark forest leads to an open field.
The dark valley rises to a mountain where the sun shines bright.
Spring follows winter and morning, the dark night.
And if hatred never pierced our hearts we would not know the power of love.
Though the reason is never made fully clear.
And no one is given a burden that they are unable to bear.
Trust in the strength of love to overcome the awesome power of hatred.
And believe that behind the suffering of the world,
There is a purpose to everything.




[bookmark: _ujhpjxgyl6kl]Woman #1 – Monologue #1

I was walking the dog. The ground shook. The tree at the end of the lane burst into flames.
I turned and looked.
My neighbor’s rose garden was on fire too. Green bushes with wee buds of fire.
People were running from their homes screaming and crying.
When I got to my house the lights were still on but the roof was gone.
I unlatched the gate and stepped into the yard.
Someone yelled, “Don’t go in there!”
But I didn’t listen. I had to see what happened.
I pushed open the door.
Inside my living room was a pile of bodies. (pause)
71 bodies still strapped to their seats.
We saw the wreckage…and the body parts.
Oh God, the faces.
It’s the faces that haunt me the most.
But others were awake. Their faces were frozen in horror and disbelief.
You could tell they knew what was happening.


[bookmark: _39m4v2vrv43]Woman #1 – Monologue #2

The Candlelight procession has begun. They’re walking to the town square for the all-night vigil. Aye, the solstice.
Every December 21st we’d go up there and light a bonfire, then sit all night and wait for the return of the sun!
Things are different now. A day when we pray for the dead.
(Madeline appears at the top of the hill.)
What is she doing? What does she say? Let us talk to her. Maybe she’ll listen to us. What is old to you is new to us. Who knows? We might hear something in what she says that can help her.
Mrs. Livingston? Talk to us please. Tell us your story. We need to hear it.
You think the worst can’t happen. But then, one day it does.
And the faraway disaster lies in the flour that falls on your kitchen floor.


[bookmark: _464jzas79vpf]Woman #2 – Monologue #1

I was driving to the petrol station. 
Suddenly the sky turned red.
I slammed on the breaks. I jumped out of the car.
Gordon McPherson was kneeling in the street holding the body of his daughter.
His wife was beside him pushing her fists into her eyes.
Suddenly there were helicopters and police sirens.
Christmas carols were playing.
They drifted to the ground and covered the street like snow. (pause)
We saw the bodies…and we saw the faces.
Some had been asleep when it happened. Their faces were peaceful.


[bookmark: _64oqlms60r1h]Woman #2 – Monologue #2 

Some are going up to Lamb’s Hill to pray at the stone wall. Used to be we would celebrate on that wall. Remember? The winter solstice.
And when it appeared we’d pop the cork and toast the coming of spring!
December 21st is no longer a day of celebration. It’s a day of mourning.
(to Bill) Look. Your wife. And let us listen to her. We haven’t heard her story before.
Mrs. Livingston, may we talk to you? We don’t think you’re crazy.
Mrs. Livingston?
Tell us where you were and what you were doing when it happened. And we need to tell our story, too.









[bookmark: _36nv0uogwlj5]Hattie – Monologue

When she arrived… At the warehouse… Olive was with her…
When they saw the fuel trucks lined up at the warehouse they fell to their knees and started to wail.
The crowd of women fell to their knees too and wailed with them, two hundred women kneeling at the gate and wailing until the night air was filled with the cries of the Women of Lockerbie.
And then…! The fuel trucks stopped their engines!
The door to the warehouse opened. Mr. Jones stepped outside. He ordered the fuel trucks to begin. But the drivers got out of their trucks! Mr. Jones marched over to the drivers and ordered them again. But they folded their arms and refused to move!
And then…the cameras started flashing! The reporters called out his name!
The women wailed even louder! And then…suddenly! Mr. Jones turned and walked to the gate!
When he saw Olive and your wife kneeling on the ground he just stood there and looked at them for a long, long time. And then…he reached in his pocket, and pulled out a key and unlocked the gate! He lifted the two women from the ground and threw open the gates for the others to enter. And then, with television cameras flashing all around him he led all 200 women into the warehouse!
When they got to the Shelves of Sorrow, your wife searched for a bag with your son’s name. But there was none. She searched through the boxes. Nothing.
When she got to the shelf marked “Unidentified Remains,” your wife ripped open the bags…the bags full of bloody scraps looking for a scrap of your son and still, she couldn’t find one. And then, she went wild.
She stormed through the warehouse pulling items from the shelves. She knocked down a stack of dinner trays and the passenger seats. She threw down the overhead bins too…and a television monitor. She punched through the television monitor!
And then, she fell to her knees and started to scratch herself.
She scratched her arms and her chest and her breasts until they were bleeding.
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[bookmark: _k7rr90y5i7gw]Bill – Monologue #1

Madeline? Madeline? Madeline, sweetheart? Answer me Maddie, please.
I saw her run in this direction. She’s roaming the hills again looking for our son’s remains. She’s been roaming for two days now ever since we got here.
Morning, noon and night that’s all she does…(pause) Madeline! (pause)
It was all I could do to get her to attend the memorial service. And now, she runs out of the church before it’s over.
Doesn’t even put her coat on. She’ll catch her death of cold if we don’t find her. It’s a helluva night to be out. Cold and damp.
It’s been seven years since he died in the crash. Seven long years and still she can’t put aside her grief. I thought her sorrow would diminish with time.
But it hasn’t.
It’s as strong today as it was the day he died. I don’t understand it. The other families have gone on with their lives. Why can’t she?
The body. Maybe if she had the body things would be different.
And now that she’s here in Lockerbie, it’s running even wilder.
It must be these hills…(pauses and looks out over the hills)
They’ve got a strange kind of power, these hills, don’t they?
And beauty…funny.
Beauty is the last thing I expected to find in Lockerbie…
This is the first time we’ve come here. I was afraid to bring her all these years. I was afraid it would make her grief even worse. And it has.
I don’t know…maybe I did the wrong thing by bringing her here. I just thought that maybe if she came to Lockerbie on the anniversary to attend the service and see the monument and meet the other families, maybe, then she’ll stop weeping. She’s been weeping for seven years. 
She lies on the living room couch and weeps. All day. She can’t stop. Or won’t.
Our friends have given up. They don’t call or visit anymore. Their patience is worn thin. Mine is worn thin.
I didn’t think it was possible for two eyes to cry so many tears. But it is.
I have seen an ocean pour from her eyes.




[bookmark: _wh5giltzib8x]Bill – Monologue #2 

I had to do everything! I had to do everything to keep you from falling apart! I had to send the medical records to Scotland. I had to talk to the friends and neighbors. I had to talk to the reporters who stood on our lawn with cameras taking pictures of my grief! I even had to take his Christmas presents back to the mall because you couldn’t stand the sight of them under the tree! Do you know what that was like? Can you even imagine it? Try! Try to imagine it, just for a moment! (pause)
What do you say to the sales clerk? What do you say to the 16-year-old school girl standing behind the counter at JC Penny’s who smiles at you and asks “Why are you returning the sweater, sir?”
Do you tell her? What do you say? I just looked at her. I could tell it was her first job. Her face was round and soft. Her hands were still chubby, like a child’s. What do you say to someone so young and innocent?
“This was for my son, but he died?”
“He was blown to bits by a bomb?”
“The plane he was taking home for Christmas…crashed?”
What do you say? What do you say to the pretty young girl with red and green ribbons in her hair? I said, “My son…” (pause) I cannot tell her. I cannot show my grief because to do so would take her innocence from the world. I just said…My son doesn’t need it anymore.” And then I breathe a sigh of relief because I think I’ve gotten through it. But I haven’t. Oh no! It doesn’t stop there.
She smiles and says “Would you like to exchange this for something else?
(pause) Do I want to exchange this for something else? Oh…yes. Oh, yes, yes, yes, I do. Oh, what would I do to turn this in for something else. But I say, “No, no, thank you. Your store doesn’t carry what I want or need right now. Just give me the credit, please.”
And then I go to the next store to return the Nikes. And the next store to return the pajamas. And the next store to return the bathrobe and the blue jeans and the bike helmet. (pause) I go to six stores before the day is through. I have that conversation in every single place. (pause) I…I’m sorry…I…oh God. God. I don’t know what to do. 




[bookmark: _mqsp9j8oe4oa]George – Monologue #1

These women are driving me crazy!
Look. Let me give you a piece of advice about the Women of Lockerbie. Don’t be fooled by the lace on their collars. Or the flowers in their teacups. They’re not the sweet little old ladies they appear to be.
They’re tigers. And they’re ferocious.
You know what they just did? They called in the television crews! The networks. The American networks. They’re all down at the warehouse with their reporters waiting for a statement from me!
And that’s not all. There are two hundred women with them! Two hundred women! With candles. They’re trying to create an international incident, these people.
The world has already forgotten about Lockerbie. They forgot about it two weeks after the crash. But if those women get it back in the news…! Well, then it will be. And then I’ll never get out of here!
Lockerbie is the Siberia of the State Department! But you have to “do your time” in places like this before you get the better assignments.
Me, I’d rather be someplace else. You know, places like…Kuwait…Tel Aviv…the hot spots. And if I handle this right, I just might get there.

[bookmark: _gpvp53rzh1e1]George – Monologue #2

I have orders from Washington. They want things wrapped up here. Quickly.
So that’s what I’m doing. Look, this whole affair has gone on long enough. These people should just get over it. It’s been seven years. 
I mean…move on for God’s sake! Get a life!
I’ve tried telling them that, but of course, they won’t listen. They sent a mayor to see me. They sent the bishop, for God’s sake. Next, they’ll probably send in a mother!
The mothers are the worst. They come clutching the baby pictures. Johnny blowing out the candles on his birthday cake. Little Timmy smiling with his mouth full of braces. The mothers will drive you crazy. There is always a mother who makes it impossible to do your job.
Oh, I have to deal with [the fathers] too. But men…men are different. Thank God. You can always reason with a man. At least they don’t shove those pictures in my face.
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