
ACT ONE: SCENE TWO -- THE ATTIC

Peter amidst a sea of papers. 

PETER
Psyche! Psyche Psyche Psyche. 

Nothing. 

PETER
Pssssyyyyyyyyyyche!

Still, nothing. Frustration.

PETER
Psyche, please, I need you. Come back come back come back. 

A voice. Barely audible. A silhouette.

PSYCHE
Come back. Come back come back come back. 

PETER
(scrambling for his notebook)

Yes, yes. Yes!

PSYCHE
Come back come back come back come back come back.

The silhouette becomes clearer. It’s Psyche, frantic, 
reaching from her perch atop the desk. 

PSYCHE
Eros! Husband! Fairest of the deathless gods! 
Come back come back come back come back come back,
I will love you in the deepest darkness
I will not light the candle
COME BACK TO ME.

Peter transcribes her words into his notebook.

PETER
More. More of that. Keep going. 
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PSYCHE
Please, I loved you I loved you I loved you
I never meant to I’m sorry I’m sorry I didn’t mean to
I BURNED YOU I BURNED YOUR BEAUTIFUL WINGS!

PETER
Oh, perfect. Perfect. 

With a start, Psyche is suddenly conscious of Peter’s 
presence. She pulls off the blindfold, exalted. 

 PSYCHE
Is that you? Eros? Eros Eros? Is that...?

Psyche is disoriented, blinded by the light. 

PETER
Keep talking. This is great. Don’t stop. 

PSYCHE
I can’t... see. Eros?

PETER
No, no. Peter. Nobody you know. Just keep--talking.

Psyche’s vision clears: Peter is not Eros. 

Her excitement turns to fear. Her body tenses: a cornered 
animal.

PETER
I’m not going to hurt you. My name is Peter. I’m a writer. I’ve been watching you--

Psyche emits a gasp of exaggerated terror. 

PetER
No no no--not... watching you in some perverse, stalkeresque way. I’ve been... listening! 
Listening to you, Psyche, for weeks now. I hear you call to Eros--

PSYCHE
EEEEEE! TCK TCK TCK TCK TCK!

PETER
Shhh... quiet. It’s just me, nothing to be scared of. I’m as harmless as they come. 

21.



PSYCHE
P P P P

PETER
Peter. 

PSYCHE
Pee Peet Peet Peet-uh. 

PETER
I’m Peter. And you’re--

(Psyche breaks into peals of laughter)
...making fun of me. Funny. Funny funny. Nice to see you again. I thought maybe you 
were gone for good. 

PSYCHE
(flat American)

I thought you were somebody else. 

PETER
She speaks. 

PSYCHE
Blah blah blah. 

PETER
You’re American?

PSYCHE
I’m Mythic. 

PETER
Talk to me. 

PSYCHE
Uh-uh. 

PETER
C’mon. 

PSYCHE
You’re a writer?
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PETER
Yes. 

PSYCHE
Are you good?

PETER
I’m not sure. 

PSYCHE
Time will tell. I’ve withstood the test of time. 

PETER
So I see. 

PSYCHE
Why are you writing about me?

PETER
It’s a good story. 

She blows a raspberry. 

PETER
You don’t like that?

PSYCHE
My story should be mine-all-mine. 

PETER
It’s part of the collective unconscious. 

PSYCHE
Are you dead?

PETER
No. 

PSYCHE
Not yet. You are mortal, right? Mortal just means Not Dead Yet. 

He scribbles in his notebook. 

PETER
Not Dead Yet, then. 
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PSYCHE
What are you doing?

PETER
I’m writing that down. 

PSYCHE
You want to be a parrot?

PETER
I desire poetry. I have nothing. Will you come back tomorrow?

PSYCHE
What are you writing now?

PETER
“Psyche spoke nonsense. Psyche came to me and spoke in tongues.”

PSYCHE
I didn’t come to you. 

PETER
What are you looking for?

PSYCHE
Statues. Boys with wings. 

PETER
You’re still searching for Cupid. 

PSYCHE
Eros. 

PETER
I thought you two ended up together. 

PSYCHE
A common misconception. 

PETER
Tell me about that. 

PSYCHE
It’s complicated. 
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PETER
I understand complication. 

PSYCHE
(skeptical)

Really?

PETER
Really. 

PSYCHE
Do you have a Fantastic Inner Life?

PETER
Be nice. 

PSYCHE
Beautiful women don’t have to be nice. 

PETER
And you think you’re beautiful?

PSYCHE
I don’t think anything. It’s a fact. The goddess Venus was so jealous she sent her son to 
shoot me with an arrow--make me fall in love with an ogre or an ugly man. 

PETER
But when he saw you--

PSYCHE
He was so overcome by my beauty that he pricked himself with a golden arrow. 

PETER
Accidentally. 

PSYCHE
On purpose. 

PETER
You end up together in the myth. 

PSYCHE
Yeah, well. Shit happens. 
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PETER
(slightly taken aback)

I guess. 

PSYCHE
I’ll win him back. 

PETER
Even if you don’t... it’s good stuff. 

PSYCHE
What’s good stuff?

PETER
All of it. “I BURNED YOU I BURNED YOUR BEAUTIFUL WINGS!” Very 
dramatic. Powerful. 

PSYCHE
Ahhhh.

PETER
No, it’s good. 

PSYCHE
Good. 

PETER
Inspirational. 

PSYCHE
Fantastic. 

PETER
I’ve gotten a lot written already. 

PSYCHE
I bet it’s wrong. 

PETER
I bet not. I’ve been watching you. 

PSYCHE
Conjuring. 

Peter flips to an earlier page in his notebook, reads: 

26.



PETER
“Stay until morning, I--”

SMASH CUT

A sudden, jarring smash to another world. Light and 
sound. Stillness.

Psyche stands atop the desk, inhabiting the world of 
Peter’s words. 

PSYCHE
Stay until morning, I begged once, 
We can watch the sun rise over the mountains. 
We can spread our arms as the light spills over.
He took my fingers into his mouth and smiled. 
You will burn me down, he murmured
his lips soft on my fingertips. 
You will burn me down with all this talk of light. 

I should have known he was a god. 
But what mortal woman would have thought to feel for wings?

My sisters think you are a serpent, I said, laughing, 
They think you’re fattening me up for supper. 
He said nothing, only exhaled slowly. 
His breath was hot in my ear 
as he reached to tighten the blindfold. 
Later, when he was inside me, 
I thought of nothing but oily snakes. 

I prepared myself to worship his ugliness. 
In the light, I imagined, love would be more complete. 

Our children will look like mermaids without gills, I thought. 
They will blink with huge green eyes and shed their skins. 
But when I tore the satin from my eyes 
and, shaking, lit the candle I’d stored behind the headboard
there was no animal waiting to swallow me whole--
only Eros, golden and perfect, sleeping beside me. 

After waking, he stayed until he saw my disappointment. 
My lover was a god, but I wanted a monster. 
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SMASH CUT 

Back to the attic. 

Psyche is disoriented, drained. 

PSYCHE
It’s--

PETER
(satisfied)

It’s perfect. 

PSYCHE
It’s all right. 

PETER
Just all right?

PSYCHE
Ego, ego. I had a friend like you. His name was Narcissus. They turned him into a flower. 

PETER
They?

PSYCHE
“The gods!”

PETER
The gods!

PSYCHE
Who are you? 

PETER
I’m Peter. 

PSYCHE
(re: the poem)

I didn’t say any of that. 

PETER
Reading between the lines. 

PSYCHE
Fascinating. 
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PETER
You’re hypnotic, Psyche. 

PSYCHE
You’ll have to do better than that. 

PETER
“She wanted something deeper.”

PSYCHE
Oh my. You are brilliant. 

PETER
Am I the only one who can see you?

PSYCHE
How predictable. You men all want to be the only one. There are others, you know. There 
always are.

PETER
So you’re--?

PSYCHE
Too many questions, puh-puh-puh-Peter. I’ll see you on the flip side. 

PETER
Goodnight, Lady. 

PSYCHE
Goddess. 

PETER
Not a goddess. A lady. 

PSYCHE
A little boy. 

PETER
Don’t go yet. How will I--?

PSYCHE
Write me another one of those poems. I’ll see if I can conjure you up again. 

And then: she’s gone.

Peter smiles, scribbles into his notebook. 
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