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Characters & Setting

Char acters

Jack - Atextile sal esman out of New YorKk.
Recent years have been tough.

Paul ette - Jack's wfe

Setting
A hotel roomin Beijing, New Year's Day, 2000.

Pl easant accommodati ons for a md-| evel
West ern busi ness travel er.



COTTON

A Hotel Roomin Beijing. Dusk. PAULETTE
lies asleep in bed. She’'s dressed in
street/touring clothes. JACK, wearing
suit pants, white shirt, suspenders,
sits in a chair, distractedly watching
CNN dubbed into Chinese. Paulette

stirs.

JACK
Hey. Did you go out?

PAULETTE

(drowsily)

VWhat tine is it?

JACK
Five-fifty.

PAULETTE
Fi ve-one-five or five-five-oh?

JACK
Fi ve-fi ve-oh.

PAULETTE

Oh god. No, | stayed in. Qoviously, | guess. How was your
neeti ng?

JACK
Weren’t you going on that tour?

PAULETTE
| decided that an Anerican Express tour of Taoist Beijing
woul d be sort of a. . . a--

JACK
Drag?
PAULETTE
Oxynor on.
JACK
Ah.
PAULETTE
In four hours, no less. So | stayed in. | didn't sleep in,
nmust have fallen asleep later.
JACK
My nmeeting was not good. It was . . . not good. They don’t
want cotton. O they don’'t want to pay for it. | think they

actually don’t want cotton. They |iked the |ine.
( MORE)



JACK( cont’ d)

They |iked the stupid New Engl and English Garden dainty
flower fucking line, can you believe that, | nean, Chairman
Mao’'s gotta be rolling in his grave sonewhere, but they want
it in Rayon. So now | gotta call New York and tell Lenny that
they liked the line, the fucking line I told himwas
wort hl ess outside a hundred m | e radius of Newport, Rhode

Island -- but | can’t sell cotton to a Chi naman

(pause)
‘“Course, I'mnot really sure what | was actually saying to
them | mean, what they were hearing, ‘cause ny translator
was on their team Twenty-six, twenty-seven year old Chinese
guy, Wharton School of Business, Dartnouth undergrad -- you
know, a prick, right? Every time this guy’ s translating, |
feel |ike somebody’s just snuck up behind nme and taped a

“Kick Me, I'"'m Stupid” sign to the back of mny shirt.

Paul ette exits to the dressing/ bat hroom
area. Jack keeps on going.

JACK (cont’d)
And then, couple of mnutes before four o' clock, he stops the
neeting. And says he has “a surprise”. A surprise. And | .
| don’t know what to think, 1’ve just been trying to sel
for two hours even though I know after the first five mnutes
I

PAULETTE (O S.)
I"m i stening.

JACK

I know. And he nakes this little speech. That in a couple of
m nutes, it’s gonna be the two-thousandth year in America.
The year two-thousand. And he explains how inportant this is,
that this is very inportant in Anerica. A very inportant
tradition, “transition” | think he said, |I dunno. And he
nmakes a little joke about Anerica only being two-hundred, but
it celebrates being two-thousand or something |ike that.

Paul ette reenters wearing a ni ght gown.

JACK (cont’ d)
And | realize, shit, yeah. It’s New Year’s Eve. It’s New
Year’s Eve, 2000. And then he reaches into his briefcase and
passes out these little paper New Year’s horns and bags of
colored confetti to everybody. And gives ne a little pointy
hat with swirls on it. And he does a countdown and yells
Happy New Year and we all throw the confetti on the
conference table and bl ow the horns -- and these horns, they
didn’t sound like real New Year’'s horns, they had this sort
of sick, high-pitched whine, it was like a | anbs death rattle
or sonething. And they all clapped and | aughed. And |I'm
| ooking at them trying to see . . . are they being nice? O
are they being mean? And which is nore insulting?

( MORE)



JACK( cont’ d)

I nean, I'’mlooking at this little prick, this little Warton
Dart nout h Chinese prick, and | swear he’'s |ooking right at ne
saying, “Here’'s your little two-thousand years” like it’s

“Happy Sweet Sixteen” and |’ mthinking, “Wo the fuck are you
tolay claimto Tinme?” But | can’t be sure. And then we all
swept the confetti off the table into black plastic

wast ebaskets and they all | ooked up at me and | was supposed
to continue. And | couldn’t, | just couldn’t. | didn’'t know
why | was there or what tine it was or if that transition
actual ly happened, and if it did did it count, and why I

wasn’t with you and . . . | dunno. | waited until | was
outside to throw out the hat and the horn. I was very polite.
Pause.
PAULETTE

Four o’ clock wasn’t midnight New York tine. It was three a. m

Jack | ooks at her quizzically. Then, as
if to help:

PAULETTE (cont’ d)
It was mdnight L. A tine.

JACK
That prick. He did that on purpose. That little prick. He
ski pped New York

PAULETTE
| sawit on CNN. At one o clock, they actually showed it
live. It was nice with the sound off. | was reading Gone Wth
the Wnd and | just, just happened to | ook up five seconds

bef ore m dni ght, and the ball dropped, and then I could just
go back to Gone Wth the Wnd. I’mso glad | brought it with

nme, it’sreally . . . | haven't read it since the sunmer
after grad school, at the beach -- that was the second tine.
It was nice to be reading it at mdnight. | was reading the

part where Scarlett goes to see Rhett after the war and she’'s
made the gown out of the curtains and he sees her hands. And
her hands are all blistered fromworking in the fields of,
uh, Tara. So he knows things are tough. It wouldn't be that
t oday, today the giveaway would be, |ike, secretary spread.
If Gone Wth the Wnd was today, Rhett would be about to do
Scarlett doggie style and he’d stop and say, “Scarlett, | can
see by your pancake butt you’ ve been word processing. Hours
and hours and hours and hours. Am| right?”

(pause)
The Confederacy is so | egendary. Al that drana and . . . it
was only five years. Just a little blip, really.

(pause)
Well, we’ve got two nore days. No nore neetings?

Jack shakes hi s head.



PAULETTE (cont’ d)
We can go to the Great Wall tonorrow.

JACK
| don’t want to go to the Great Wall. | don’'t want to see the
G eat Wall.
PAULETTE
I"d love a picture of you there. You' d be |like Genghis Khan.
JACK
I don’t think so.
PAULETTE

This may be our only chance.

JACK
Sweet heart, please. Don't make ne go to the Great \Wall

END PLAY



