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CHARACTERS
Michael, the older brother
Daneel, Michose!s deaf yvounger brother

The fime fluctuates betseen the present and the post.The seting change: as fime
changes. The past. Michos={'s bedroom, loosely suggeshed— a bed, g lomp. SMICHAEL
and DAMIEL gre stand-ing in the bedroom. They ars brothers, Michae! is older than
Dani=! by ftwo years. The younger Doniel wios bomm deaf due fo o growth on his brain.
iphge! gnd Danis! hgve never thought much of the growth. They just oufigresw i
together. Michae! i more than just @ brother fo Dani=l From the Beginning, e hos
been Doniel's best fisnd. n fhiv fist sosne, Adiohoel s trying fo teaoch Donied how to
spegic with his voios insfecd of with his hands.

MICHAEL. All right. Daniel. Let's fry this ogaoin signing and speoling of the some fime) L.
lowe... you. [DARNIEL tnes fo speak fhe words, but ol we begr are g jumble of sownds HE
ba.gomes frustrated ond signs “ love you" with Ris hands.) Mo, no, no... [moving
Cani="s hands to his side] Don't sign. Speak. Try ogain. 1.

DAMIEL. [slowiy] Urg... Uh_ 1

MAICHAEL. _lowe...

DAMIEL. [slowly., but with g liffle more confidencs|. ..l J-ove...

MAICHAEL ..y

DAMIE. _y._

BOTH. _you.

DAMIEL sifes. MICHAEL smiles book of him. Lights fode as DANEL frespss, ang MICHAEL
wols info the ight coming wp downstage cenfer. MICHAEL is older and standing next
to o grovesfons. We are in the presant. [ i rgining. MICHAEL oddressss the gravs.
MICHAEL 'Well, whot can | soy® Can yow hear me Damniel? jpowse) 'What o stupid
quesfion. [pouse] Here we are ogain. in the rain. Only this fime, I'm the cne geding wet.
(pouse| Dio wou mememiber thot, Doniel® | wos so mean to you. Lighty fode on Michosl
Lights wp on DANIEL sfanding frozen nef fo g fres. We ore now in the posf. The fnee s
only there fo suggest the woods. MICHAEL fakes his plooe in front of Daniel. They are
both standing sfoge= right of fhe fres. MICHAEL hoids o bog. When he beging folkng.
the oofion sferk a5 though in micdbmoment. MICHAEL is sxplaining something fo
Dani=!l DAMNEL is frping fo maoke sense of what Michae! iv soying. DANIEL can talk in this
soene, but his spesoh v obvious'y offected by the foof thof he s deof. DANEL “istens”
by regding lips.

DAMIEL. Okoy. Cne mone Hime.

BICHAEL Sfond here in the middle of the woods with this bog and I'll go find the snipes.
When | find one, 'l chase it info the bag. okay? [MICHAEL hands the bog fo Danisl,
then o wonderdul fomily life in my heod? Durng chosses in high school. | would spend
entire periods monufachuing the family life | wih | had. Scmefmes I'd go so far as to el
the lunch toble how greot my Dod wos ond how we wene best fiends. We'd go fishing
and hunfing and ouwt fo eai- all in my head. [pouss| It's as § | created this wonderful
bubtds sworld that was amozing ond fender and precious- but when | come home from
school, it popped. Just like o bubble, if popped when it fouched anything real.
MAICHAEL exifs stage nght.|

DAMIEL Ciay. Buf humy. | don't like being alone_. [fo Aimeslf] . sspecially when it is obout
ta rain. [AMCHAEL re-emerges sfoge l=ff behind the free) Boy, | f2el ke a r=ol idict.
BAICHAEL [whispenng| Tou look like one, foc! (o beal. Hhen regular voice] Why am |
whispering® He's deaf! This couwldn’t be beted [5FE Thunder, i stodts fo roin.)

DAMIEL. Sh no! Wonderful..

BOTH. _.it's naining!

MICHAEL. Great!

DANIEL. Michoel, whers ore you?

MICHAEL. [mooing. buf shll hiding] I'm over here!

DAMIEL I'm geHing wet!

MICHAEL. And I'm loving it

DAMIEL. ' alone!

MICHAEL: Mo, you'r= niodl

DARIEL. Michael? Where are you? | love you..

Lights fods on woods somne. MICHAEL walks book fo gravestons ar the lighfs come up.
We are in the pres=nt ogoin

MICHAEL | l=ft wou in the rain for fhree hours thot doy. (smiling] When you finally came
home, you were 5o mad. [pouvss]| But you olways k=pt your chin wp. You never =4
anything get yow down [powse]l con only remember one time when yow wers really
dscour-aged. Lights fade. Lights up on Michas! and Doniel's bedroom. simply sug-
gested with o desk ond ohoir. A stereo is sithing on the degk. We anr= i1 the past.
DAMIEL v frozen whie siffing of the desk. HE 5 working on homewori As before, the
gofion picks up when MICHRAEL snters the soene and beging falking.

MICHAEL. Hey. [DAMNIEL dossn'f respond, so MICHAEL fops him on the shouldsr | Hey!
{DAMIEL fums fo faooe Miohosl| Can | falk fo you for o second? kMom tcld me.

DANIEL. Told you whoi?

MICHAEL. Zhe told me you turned down thot job of McDonald's. ' Why?

DAMIEL. | just don't want fo work there.

MICHAEL. And why nof?

DAHMIEL. | pust don't. I'm perfecty sofisfiesd right here.

MICHAEL. Domiel....

DAMIEL. Mol MNve decided not 3o foke the job. Caose closed. Discussion over. 30 you just go
away and leave me alone. | don't want fo tolik about it

MICHAEL Wel that's just foo bad. You're going fo listen fo svery word Nee got to say.
{pouse| Youw just don't onow how sick you sound nght now.

DAMIEL. {@nnoyed] You're right, KMichoel, | don't. I'm deaf, rememiber?

MICHAEL You're not going to get ouf af this wih your being deaf. I'm not just going fo l=f
you sit arownd feeling somy for yourself. [Duning Michoss speech, DANEL becomes more
gnd more frusirefed.] You have got to get youne® a job. B=cause | can fell you rnghf
now, you're not going to Fee with fom and Dod for the rest of your Be ond youw're sure
not going to ve with me. 3o youw can just...

DAMIEL. Mol Hop! F'm not istening o you arymons. (pouss] I'm stening to ywour sfersa.
[{DAMIEL furms the knob on fhe sfer=o. JFX. Loud musio. The lowd musio hurs Miohaei's
=ars.

MICHAEL Fop it, Danisll MACHAEL fums off the sterec.) | am so tired of your slupid deaf
jokes! Mow, lshen fo me...

DAMIEL. [shoufing) Ma! You listen to me! Close your mouth and lsten!long pouse.| What
do wou hear?

MICHAEL. [stl! gnnoyed with Daonisl] Hothing. dlence.

DAMIEL ExacHy. [pouse| Silence. [pouse| Thot's whaot | hear everpday. How would youw
fewsl if you hod fo wake vp sveryday knowing that you couldn't hear anything®
MICHAEL. | understand how you fesl..

DAKIEL. Ho! Mo you don't. You wil never understand. | know what being deaf means.
And | oo know that there s no place for me ouwt there.

MICHAEL. That's not frue. Just because you're deaf dee=sn't meon you can't function in
socimty. Theme are plenty of deaf people who are sucomssful. And fhis McJob progrom s
going to give you a starh.

DANIEL Right. What am | going to do® Werk drive-throcugh? [mimiciking dive-through
openotor)Hello. Welcome to McDonald's. Can | foie youwr crder? Ch, I'm sory, I'm
de=of. Could you falk a e louder plegse 2!

MICHAEL. That's nat funny!

Lights fade. MICHAEL steps center sfoge, onoe= ogain in the present next fo the
gravestone.




CHARACTERS
Jemsze, g felevision ocfion hero
Christion, abo o felevsion aoction hero

The= tirmie is now.

Thiz iz o play dezigned for a specific fvpe of performance. namely o compefitive speesch/
farensics pedformance. Therefore, the shaging it designed o give fhe Purchaser an idea
of what fhizs play would loak ke in forensic: compelifion.

SCENE OHE

The somne opens with JESIE'S book fo the oudienoe. CHRIZTIAN is on the other side of
him, buf uns==n by the gudienos. They b=gin singing any aofion song of fhe ootors’
ohoosing. After g few Fnes, CHRISTIAN fode=s fo o hum, ond JEEEE narrafes

JELSE. Two hences_ . [THRISTIAN now fooes the gudi=noes and they BDTH wove | The bast
of friends... [B0TH give =ooch other chessy high-five.) Crime fighters exdracrdingire. His
specialty... hand fo hond combaot. [CHRISTIAN disploys farocious fighting sfyle through
various punohes ond kioks.) HIE speciolty.. throwing lonives. [JESIE nonohalonfly throws
g knife with no #motion. BOTH begin running in slow mofion.] Hothing can sfop them.
They are_..

BOTH. ._The Greofest Amerncon Heroes! [BOTH stop in their trocks and give a smiling
thumbs-vp. |

CFF-VOICE Ot

JESEE. Thank God. Someone gef me out of this sfupid swit. Are we done with this part®
Can | go? [fo Chrishan| | seear, this show geb wone ond worse every ime we do it
Boowse e [JESSE stowms owt)

CHRMSTIAN. Jerk.

SCEWE TWO

Lights up on JESSE and CTHRIETIAN ot opposite sides of fhe stoge. THRIGTIAN regchses
for his o=l phone=, and diak o numbar

CHEISTIAM. You beiter answer.

JESSE. Hello®

CHRISTIAN. Whers are youw?

JESEE. Oh ye=ah, | was goirg fo call you but | got a lifle tied up.joovers recsiver to foik fo
uns=en woman with him| Yeah, hang on baby. s just some loser from the show, Give
me gne second.

CHRISTIAN. Excus= m=? Some LDEER from the show? Lock, we had a MEETRIG.

JESEE. Zomy, | forgot. Look, I'l mest youw ot the press corference. What fime is i again?
CHRISTIAN. } shors of fewo. [BOTH hang up oeill phones.|

SCENE THREE

Lights up with BOTH fooing the oudienoe, fislding questions at the press confersnoe.
JEREE. [fo reporfer] Yes s funny becouse we get that guesfion all the fime. Chhisfian
gnd | are best fiends on ond off fhe comera. We hove been snce high school. #'s impos-
sible fo have a chemisiry on soreen without having one off soneen. | just don™ think

we could do this show without =ach others [JEESE furms to CHEISTAN o5 F Chrisdion hos
just b=mn osked o guestion.)

CHEETIAN. fa it sfumned by Jesse's response] Huh?® Yeah, dito. We were best friends
in high schoal...

JESSE. (to reporter] Mo, thot's no problem. We oppreciote this opportunity. Thanks agaoin,
Borbara. Thank yaou, fols. Geood uck with the aricle. [JESSE beging fo legee, but CHRIGE-

TIAN grobs Jesse's arm.]

CHRIBTIAN. What was thot obout? Best fiends? Chemistry on ond off comera® Whot ar=
you feeding these people? The only fime you even falk to me off comena & when you
burmp into me storming off the sef. Oh yeah, ond the fimes when you wont fo crilices
my performance. o begt] Whaot's happened fo you? We UIED fo be best fnends...
JESSE. All | knows...

CHRIZTIAM. I'm not done! Ths whols Eesftyle hos gone fo your heod. You've lef it chonge
you info one of those Holpscod-esque types that we used to despise.

JESSE. B vou're jealous of my lines ar something, take if up with the producer and stap
hounding me abouwt this pety junk.

CHRIETIAM. You just don't get if, do you®

JESSE. Chris, & you'll sucuse me, | hove someploce fo be. | know you don't want to heor
thizs, but | hove a dof= af s

CHRIZTIAM. And I'll bat she mimans 32 much to yow.

JESEE. (shrugs] Mot really.

SCEME FOUR

Lighfs wp on CHRISTIAN sitfing in o ohair af his hous=. He s upsef. As he pushes the
ploy on the confroler, JEESE oppeors, i the middie of o soens thal he confinues
playing and replaying.

JESEE [as the TV vermon of himself] Hold on. {toke=s out o gun| MOW, you do what you
think is right. [CHRETIAN pushes the pouss on the ooninol. JERSE freepss. CHRIETIAN
rewinds gmnd JEREE refroces his sfeps fo whens he pulled fhe gun. CREIETAN pushes
play. JEFEE taking out gun, agoin| MHOW, you do what you think is nght. [CHEETLAMN
rewinds again. Play.] ._do what yvou think i nghf. [CRRETTAN rewinds fo fhe some spotf
Blgy.|.—.do whot wou think is nght. [CHBSTAN rewinds fo the some= spof. Ploy.] ..do whaot
you think & rghd. [CHRITIAN rewinds fo the some spof. Bigy.] .owhat you think is right.
CHRISTIAN. [beot] Whot o jerd.

SCEME FIVE

Lighfs wp. BOTH are foping o so=ne from their TV show. JESSE throws o inife. This aofion
sequenoe is ohessy.

JEREE. (o5 ohorooter] Thera's planty more where that came from, punk. [CRBETIAN fas
in and punohes the guy in e booik of the heod.]

OFF-NOICE Cut. [THRISTIAN starfs to lsave the soene.)

JESSE. Hey, Chestian. Wil you come here for g sec? Thers's something that really been
both-erng me bobedy.

CHRISTIAM. [infigued, hopeful] Yeah? What's up?

JESSE. Look, ywour behavior lofely hos been really smafec. You fly off the hondl= an owful
ot. You crilicize my Festyle, and falk obout how we.. |mookingly).-.Just aren’t frends
anymore.” | think the siress from your work is sfarting o get to you. And | hate o be

the one fo breol # fo pow, buf your performaonoe is sfarting 3o suffer.

CHRIETIAN. Listen up, J. You may fool everyone eke info thirking that you have ever-
thing wnder confrol.. that you hawe it all, mare fhan you could =eer asic for. That your
whiole life & just one big sucoess. Somewhere in fhene | think you have yourself beeving it
Buf, as for as I'm concemed, the only fhing that you have succeeded ot & making me
feel inodequaote. And the fiend | know wouldn't l=t thot hoppen in the fist ploce.
JESSE. {nof really ocaning)] Well, I'm somy that you fesl that way.

CHRIETIAMN. Mo you're not. That's the thing. I'm telling youw all this, how you've made one
of the people thot used fo meon so mwch to you just o short fime ogo feel worthless. You
howe made me feel| fe nothing and I've done nothing to deserve that, and you

don't care.

JESSE What om | supposed to do? Apologize for whot I've become?

CHRIETIAMN. s not your shafus that 5 the problem! [#'s the woy you hondle # And deep
down, | think youw're ashamed of it.

JESEE. (shaking his head] Mo...

CHRIETIAM. How can some=one not b= ashomed of sle=ping with a different woman every
right#




CHARACTERS
John, a normmal guy with abnormal dreams
Woman, the dream woman

The fime= & now.

The s=Hirgs are suggested only by smple sat pi=ces.

SCENE ONE

JOHM stands in the middle of g seemingly empfy sfoge. Throughout the perdormancs
HE wil move to differ=nt small locafions on the stoge sef fo represeni differsnt soenes
For mow, HE is alons=,

JOHN. Howe you smver wondered why women's pont szes go down fo pero® Dero meons
nothing. right? |beat] ic, I'm sitting on this stecd ot an unfamilar cluk, with this unfamiHar
clamminess on my skin. F'm nervous but don®t kroee wihy. I'm sfoing ot this

woman. dhe has pretty oll over her foce. And this “sren” opprooches me, righi®

Zhe's got the control and I'm froz=n. | leok her up and down and she smiles, one of
those “sure of yourself’ smies. She l=ans in and | con't breathe, | can't move. 3o | pust
close my eyes and wait...

WORMAN walks up behind John while his eyes ore olocsed and she pufs her arms arownd
him, then with fhe next ine she diegppsars behind him in the blockness.

JOHN. | open my =yes agoin and she's gone. Gock fo my e,

SCEME TWO

WOMMAN walks in fronf of John of onofher s=otion of the soge.

WOMAN. Does this make me ook faf? Would you love me mone if | were g S= pero®
JOHM. [JOHN'S &yes ore olos=d g5 he regponds.] Honey, p=ro meons nothing and you'ne
not a... {JOHM opens his =yes. SHE haos disoppeared ogain.| .. Iero. [talks fo gudienoe|
Ard that's how things have besn lotely. These if= alferng, mood changing drea-_..
Enperiences | hove while | de=p. Then | waokes up and I'm confused, sucited, in this stote
of confuscn and redclize there’s nothing. | remember the way she smels, the way the ar
fauls, the softniess of her skin, But when it comes to detois abowt her, thene's nothing. |
remember nothing abowt her. | don’™t even know what she looks like. You go through
your enfine day in amaows anticipafion anly to know that realfy holds nothing.

SCENE THREE

WOMAN v in somne agoin. JOHN'S =yes ars open of the baginning of fthis sosne.
WOMAN,. We'r= going fo be lote.

JOMH. You know, | hove never been to a donce fo aoctudlly dance. I'm o wall hugger.
WOMAHN. Thizs isn't a dance, s a bal, and there's g frst e for

ewerything.

JOMHM. | don't know how to dance.

WOMAN. Come here. [WOMAN fes fo fegoh him how fo donos=. HE is temible.] § you
maowe your feet, you're fine, Don't move youwr buft too much. |5 your hips that move, ot
your but.

FOHM. Show me.

WOMAN. Maoybe loter. How deo | lock?

JOMN. Like o zero. [JOHN pule Woman near to him, and CLOSES HS EYES ar he holds
e

WOMAN. LMr. Man, are you trying to seduce me?®

JOHH. hMaybe

WOMAM. Well, i#'s working.

JOHM. Then, yes | was. [JOHN opens his eyes, ond WOMAN s gone.| Somefimes, if | wake
in thee middle of the night. | stil feel worm from her spooning with me. | remember ber
curves, her lough and her fouch, but | kave no foce to put with them.

SCENE FOUR

A bowling aley. WOMAN and JOHN are geffing recdy fo bowl

JOHM. [watohing Waoman oorying bowlng boll, wearing bowiing shoes| Oh, you ook
cwte.

WOMAN. These shoes lock shupsd. They do not go with this cutfif. And do you lomow how
rmany fe=t hove been in these sho=s?

JOHM. Honey, they're perfactly clean. | promise.

WOMAN. How do vou enow? Do YOU clean them® Do you know who wore tham last?
Be=couse=, if you do, | want fo give them o call

JOHH. They e fine.

WOMAMN. Siogy. Guf if | gef foot henpes becowss of these shoss, I'm blaming you. (o beat]
M, how do | do fhes? | pest throw this shupid ball down that stupid court ond knock
those things ower?

FOHM. Yes, you BOLL the boll down the LAME and try to knock the FINE over. Hers, 1]
showspow, [JOHN guides her fhrough the mofions. 3HE rolls the ball) Look, it's going...
fs... in the gutter. But & was close. [SHE powfs.) Mo more bowling? [JHE chakes her head ]
Whot do you want fo do? [GHE whispers in his ear.] Okay, l=f's go.

SCEME FIVE

JORM iz on stoge glone, talking fo audi=nes.

HOHM. Oloary, le? me bredl it down for yow. F's seven in the moming. I'm lying here alone,
fantoseng about this womaon that dossn’t exist, and | con’t recall ony physicol deiail
about her. Ky mind won't let me. fo be=ai) | don't know i she's short or tall, how long
himr hair is, what color har &yes are, whiot her name is, WHAT HER FACE LOOKE LKE But
every maght | con't wait fo skeep, just so | con be with her. (o begf] | am in love with o
fartasy. A smn=s of dreams.

SCEME 31X

Lights up. JOHN and WOMAN hgve just finished maoking out

JOHM. Fou're jelling me you've never done that?

WOMAN. Mope.

JOMHN. Mlever?

WOMAN. When | was fen..

JOHM. When you weere TEME!

WOMAM, Mo When |hwas f=n, | used fo w2t miy alamn for sic in fhe moming just Yo pealk
through my blinds aof this neighborhood kid who wsed to cu? owr lown. He waos 14, | spent
thres summers watching this iid and ssearng vp ond down that | was in love, Buf |
ri=wer told him my fealings becouwse | was scored and ambaramed and shy..

HOHM. do, you're feling me the kown boy is my compefdion?

WOMAN. [WOMAN puls JOHN fowards her| I'm being senows, ¥ just thot when you feel
a cerbain way obout someons, wou fell them.

JOHM. Yeah, [JOHN olos=s his eyes.)

WOMAMN. I'm *ving to fel wou thot 1.

JOHM. (JORN opens his eyes and reglzes he's olone.| fspeginng fo gudi=noe] She
what? Zhe loves me? Hates me? Want me? The what? Thi i the hell that is oy lifiel
{HORN wolks fowards oenfer stoge, clone.] Well, thot WAS my ife... You see i gets
b=ter. o beat) | covkldn't sleep kast night. Mot af all. | tosed, | femed, but by body
refused ‘o seHle dowrn. | ied there, syves wide, just counfing the starfish pattems on the
ceilng. Firally, | gof up, grobbed o book, and went to fhis al-night diner down on the
comer of Grotio and Jefierzon. F didn't help thowgh becowse | ended up just staring into
my coffes, counting the mumber of bubkbles every time the waitness filed up my cup. | sat
thiere for abowt an houwr, lisk=ring fo the rondom coneesofions of the peoplke around me,
hearing about ther ves and ther problems, ard then | hear thess fao women in the
booth behind me. They are folking about these new low-corb and profein diets. |




CHARACTERS
Stevan
Jennifer

The fime shits betwesn fhe present ond the post.
The seting is Steven and Jennifer's house.

Jingle Sight comes up on HEVEN who is sfanding downstoge oenfer. FE & weanng ol
Blook. 8ofh oharocfers wil weor biook. As the ohorooters oge. fhe oging prooess wil
b= shown i the way the charcoders move and halk. In the daromess orowvnd Steven
gre g bed, kifchen foble and chais, ond o cogt rock and ohair. These things will be
revegied gs the pioy mowves forward

STEVEN. [fo oudience] The first fime | sow Jennifer was in high school.

ihe waos a sophomone and | was a junicr. 2he was gorgecus. She had long, dark hair,
bright blue =yes, aond a figure thot could sfop froffic. OF course, | wasn't too shablioy
rysel. [STEVEN freerss g5 o single ightf comes up on JENRIFER. SHE it also wearing onily
Blook.}

JEMHMIFER. [fo gudi=noe] The first fime | sow Sfeven, he wos sonny, pale, ond had wiry
hair. | wowldn't hove babaved i# then, but he was the one | would fall in love wiath.
{Lights up on Sfeven while simulitonegusly off Jennifer. JENNIFER waoiks fo the bead in fhe
garkness and refreves g bal! that will make her ook pregnont under Hhe covers.|
ETEVEM. [fo gudiz=noe| When | maried Jennifer, | hod it all planned out. 'We wene geing
to hove the perfect ife fogether. [STEVEN begins to move towards the bed.) [fo
gudiznoe|l promised | would foks her fo Paris. | didn™f want to go, but that was her
dream. the olso dreamed of a e houwse, complete with a yard borge enough for all
the children she hod planned. | e chidren, | just don't ike woding for them fo amvee.
[STEVEN oiimbs info bed next to JENMIFER gz fighfs come up ful on the bed and o very
pragnant J=nnifar. |

JEMMIFER. I'm hungry. 3teven, are you ogwale? (A beot] Sfeven, ore you owoie?
STEVEM. (from wnder the cowvers) Moo

JEMHIFER. #s long os you're up, could pou get me something?

STEVEN. [siil wnder oovers) Mo.

JEMRIFER. Hey. I'm having your kbid here. The least you could do is get me something to
eat.

ETEVEM. [A be=gt.) Mao.

JEMMIFER. [fake onying and talking fo her pregnant sfomasch| | guess your father dossn't
love us enough fo get ws anything to eot [JENNIFER continues onying whils oosfing
glonoess over fo JTEVEN, who siowly emenges from wnder the ocovers.)

STEVEN. Alnght Mo mare guilt frip. [STEVEN getfs out of bad.] What do yvou wanf? Ficldes
and ice cream®

JEMHIFER. Yuk! Where'd you get an idea e thot? Just something simple flee... chiclen
and moshed pofofoss.

STEVEHN. W= ohe fhe lost of the chicken for dinner fonight.

JEMHIFER. Guf | want some mone. | haven't been able to sleep for thinking about 2.
STEVEN. [oheoling his wofoh| Let me get this stroaght. f's 2230 in the moming ond yow
want me to fw you chicken and mashed pofoioss?

JEMMIFER. I'll zetfle for the mashed pototoes.

STEVEN. How "bout an crange® [JENNFER begins her foke orying again| All right... all
right. [STEVEM wolis oway from fhe bed ond the lights follow him book fo cenfer stoge.
In the dorioness, JEMMIFER moves fowords fhe kifchen foble, ploced sbewhens on
stage. |

[fo oudimnoe] A few months loter, we hod o healthy boby boy nomed Chod. Gut with
the boby come bils, and with the howse come the big yard. [STEVEN walis fowaords
the kitohen tobie.] As the y=ors went by, | fook vp o s=cond job o moke =nds mest. I
strained not only our pocket book, but our mamiage as well. [STEVEN sy ot the foble.
JENNIFER iz glrmady seafed, drinking @ cup of fea.|

JEMHIFER. Geting in kbnd of ko=,

STEVEM. | haod some accownts fo finesh

JERHIFER. | hote fo sme wou worm ouf e this. Can't you cut bock some?

STEVEM. We con't afford that, Jen.

JEMHIFER. What we can't affcrd is for you fo be gone al the fime.

SIEVEM. The mortgoge is dus, the cor nesds fiding, and I've got mouths fo feed. What do
youw want®

JEHHKIFER. | want a father for our son. We wart your fime.

STEVEM. Time is the one thing I'm really short of ight now. I've got importaont things fo do
Fimre.

JEMMIFER. Hoshing is more imporfant than family, Steven!

SIEVEN. K==ping 0 roof over owr heads isn't imporfant? Giving Chod every opporfunity
YU think of for him isn't mpertant?

JEMHIFER. He needs a fother

STEVEN. Will youw_.. just ge=t off my bock?® |Pouss. Both ore p=ethimg.]

JEMHIFER. What's happened o us? What happened fo the e we wanfed?

STEVEN. Enough! [With his previous line, STEVEN throws fhe ooffes gup into the wall The
oup shatters. After a long pause...|

JEMHNIFER. | hope that made you feel beHer. That cup was port of our anginal chira. You
briow whot those dishes me=on to me. You might os well hove slopped me.

SIEVEM. regaoining composure] Jen, I'm somy. Il never kit pou or Chad. I'm just..
JEMHIFER. Thar='s more than ans way to hit your fomily. [3TEVEN wals ouf of the ight,
legving Jennifer sitfing af the kifche=n table.| o gudienos] Iomehow, we made if
through those fimes. And somehow Ee kept throwing hard things our woy. JENNIFER
stands and walts downsfoge center.)] Affer o while, jteven waoas offered another job, o
better paying job, ard he gquit the one he hoted. Gut by fhe fime Chod waos in coll=ge,
Eteven begaon having problems. [JERNIFER baging walking towards the coaf rook and
ohair.] fto gudienocs=| We thought it hod fo be physicol t fook me foreeer o convinoe
him fo go to the dector. [Lights wp on the ooot rook ond chaoir with JTEVEN sitting next
to his hung-up ocoaf. JENNIFER stands nexf o Aim| (fo Sfeven) How long hawe you
been baock?

SIEVEM. Oh, Just a FHe while. Been sifing hers, thinking.

JEMMIFER. What did the doctor say? Everything alright?® [STEVEN speais with f=or.)
STEVEM. Docthor says my body is as fit os o Sddle.

JEMHIFER. What is . then? fomefhing's wrong.

STEVEN. [Long pouss=.] If's my mind. He soys Fmoin the sorly stoges of Aldheimers. [STEYEN
and JENMNIFER stand sit=nity next fo the coof rook. Meither knows what to say. JENNL
FER grows weak and almast folle. STEVEN oafohes her and ploces har in the ghain]
JEMMIFER. But... buf... Moybe there's besn a mistake...

SIEVEM. They're sure, Jen. (long pous= ar the hwo fake in the weight of the news.|
[rmaring feors] All my lfe, 've been able to foke core of you and Chod, and in a couple
of years, | won't even be able to foke cors of myself. Thers's nothing more they con do
about it.

JEMMIFER. freaohing for dfeven’s hand] IF's alight. We'll get through ths. Just like everny-
thing =k=. We'l get through it I'll do whotever | have fo do fo help youw.

STEVEM. Mo | don't wart you to see me like thot. Or Chod, =ither. When the fime comiss,
want you o put me in o nusng home. {'s the best woy. At least | con male that
decision now before it's foo lafe.

JEMMIFER. | can't l=ave wou lic= that

STEVEM. I'm going fo lose everything. Jen. My memores, my dignity, my manhood.
Everything.

JEMMIFER. Youw wan't lose me. [THEY smbroce.|

STEVEM. I'm scery | never fook you fo Paris. I'm soery | wasn't home more. F'miosomy... I'm so




CHARACTLES

Fop, lote 40's morfy 50's, the fother
Jacoh, 21, the son

The fime is fhe presentThe ploce & Pop's house.

woLlNLONL

Sound affect: winding o music bow. The muso box ploys “'-l:-..'-;u"cur Dp-!i'i.'g s=guanoe The
fights dowly pomes up on o folile, thres chaim g cizar piober of waler, ond two dinking
g.m'e: BOE -:rc.' JACDE ore abeady on Soge. FOP i sfanding over his son, Jooob. POP's fist
is gl=noh=d gy though he hos knooked Jooob to the ground. JA0CE i hing on fhe ground,
hand on his i:n.'r._. looking up af his fiother. TREY do nof move. The somne is heig! urdil the fights
regoh fher pegic ond the music ends. Block.

SULNHLTWD
lights up again on the some s=ffing. POP is sifing alone ot fhe toble drindng waoter. JAZCE
enders 5B HE looks of Pop, wols post Fop ond exits 3L, After o momens, JACOE erters 3L ond
speais to his fother.
JACOR [ourfiy] S0, whens s che?
POE. (sl sitfing] The funenral home.
JACOR Ah. Then why did you tell me to come hene for her viswing? [POF dossn't negoond. |
[roroasfioaly loughs, on kit way ouf fhe door| I'm going. (PCOP stondy oz JACCE oroszes. |
POF. Jocob.. | hod to get you to the house becouse if you went o fhe funenal home fist,
you'd say your 5 b your mother ard we'd never get fo tale, (JACSE stops.] Alone,
We have fo falc alene, | Shought the house was fe best ploce. [modficning fo ohar] Fleass.
Jacob. it with me.
JACOR Winy®
POF. It's what your mother warded, [JAC0E sores of POP. METTHER ot For her, Jocob. dtay
far her.
JACOR. |gfter @ moment] Rne. Sune. Il sfoy and chat. For mom. JASDE sifs in the furfhest
ochair from Pop. FOE ste. An aowinword momant.) Well? Go abead. Talke
POF. [sloring dowdy] Jesing youw in fhe house fodoy.. B's funng, you lnow._.. Youw'd think I'd be
focueed on the funerol...(Pouse] | mow what you must be ‘I'hnhng And | don't redly krices
what to say... sxceps fhat I'd lies things o be d¥ferent between o | promise, Jacob_. |
promiz= that | can
JACOR [sfonding] You know what? Con't. Don't promise. 'ws heord it befors. | beord it for ten
Pyt
POE. | mow.
JACOR -And don't even begin to prefend you know what I'm ficking. You never knews. Ever.
POF. You're Aght. | didin™ lonoaer then, Buf | knoar mow.
JACOR [heoyy sarogsm- not guite ongry) Th really. You do. Well, then Fofher, Why don't you
Erligr'en maZ _el mie what I'mi th 'l:i'-g [A n-e«:rl'
POF. |r- nais it fou hate me. (POF fesz=s '.-*-C‘CE- adghesses oudisnos whie POP rermaing
frozei. |
JAL‘L‘IL [fo gudience| haylbs you can arsesr this guestion: When do you know you hofe
some-ore? [pouss] Hm? When do vou know, without a doulst, that yow raate somecna® kit
ib= lowe? You've heord people ask thaf guestion a lot, haven't vou? How do you knowes #'s
oee® Arewer: You just now. Does if weorde the ofher .-.'ul? {oouse] Ky fother and | haeen't
really talked in free year. Snce | k=t home. [pouse] Mom and | would alwoys get fogether
far a lunch here and fhere, but... We tolked about amything and everything. Eecapt him, |
wiouldn't have i, Why nin o pefeciy good unch taldng olbout something you don't Be=? | k=ft
home when | waos eighfesn, and | haven's locked back since. Unfl now. [4 bagt| From the
beginrning, b= didn't e me. Tough thing for o child to deal with, your own fother not liidng youw.
One of the few people fhot should ke you. thot could ke you, doesn™t. Just o weird feeling |
tod when | wos very young [pouvss| He didn't Boe me. [jpoves] & wos the woy be looked ot
me, | think... oz though he eqgpected dsoppontmernt. [pouse] | remember when | waos fee

yvears old ot @ brthdoy porty for one of my Dod's dienfs. [POP undreezes ond begns fo move
in sighfiy s'ower mofion. Throughout the neat few lines, POF mimes meefing “guests” ot the

porfy JACCE desorbes. The =fact o that of wofohing JADDE s memaory. JACCS sill ool

gresney the gudisnoe. ) | wos sorly December. When we anived ot the porty, | noficed o big
table ful of preserts. On fhis foble waos o snow globe. B wos poftemed affer she movie "Bz o
Wonderful L#e." § wosn't weopped, so | fthought & waosn’t o gift. | couldn't help myse®. | wos
so prefty. | picked i up. & prefhy famly in Shis ithe glass bubble. I'd shake the bubble and al
these shimmering paorficles soored oround =och member of the fomiby. Whot wers: fhey?
Wishes? Dreams? Hopes? | just sfood fhere, shoking the globe and locking at how happy fhey
all were. How free the dreaoms were fo floot onywhens they pleased. [pouse) I'm nof sune if [
had e=en standing fhens for minudes or hows, but the net fhing | ow something sfafles me
and | drop fhe smows globe. (POP furns fo sfore af JACCE, who kneals by the imoginary
shattered snow globe.) If shabiers on the had wiood- sgiling gl the family members to dip
through the crocks. [pous=. looking af Pop] My fofher just looked af me. With that koak. [PCOP
freszes in the look as JACOE wals fo Aim, Jooob™s memory frozen for gl fo see.] flooking ot
Pop) The deoppoirtment in his ayes | Fes yeors old, you don't remember much. But the look |
rememicer. [JACOE posses in fronf of POP, who refumns fo his previows frozen posifion before
the slow modion.) S0, maybe now you cofch a  glimpse a: to why | don't core o see him,. He
has ro love for me, as far as | con fell. And b= mode surs | new it foos dsoppointed sxpres-
sions... lofer orrlhe pousss, ohooses different words] ... but mostly the slerce. An oedul and
uncerdgin thing, dkence. When it comes to o fother’s love, silence is oippling. (4 beof os JAD06
moves book to A pre-monologues position.] (56l dinected fo gudisnce| | bury my mother
today. (locks ot Fop) E-..' | wigh it wers him. [POP gnd JASOE oondinue oy before oz fhough
we mever s Jooob's monologuee.)

F2P. {fo Joocolb| You hote me and | don't blome youL | would've hoted me too & | wers youw
jpouse] But, Jocoh. I've changed...

JACOB. [sfonding. colmodng it ooof] YWe're not going to do this. Clooy® We've Fred our ves,
L=t"s just go s=e her and forget the rest.

PP, Buf I'mi your father

JACOR. Mo, You 1|:|"'-i:n=-:| rne_ but you wene never o fofher [POP wolches oo JADDS puts on his
ooat and 'a-eg‘r: o = |

PP, All ight. Youw con l=~:r~.'|= if wour want, Gut before vou weak oud, ket me soy one thing. (A
bagt JACOE waifs.) I'm somy. P4 pouse, JACOCS Agmn't i=f yat] What | did to you.. fo yvour
ife. #'s... The words oren't coming...

JACOB. [filing in fhe Blonks) Inexcusolble? Cowardy® Pothetic? Pomful?

PP, Yes. Any of those- would do fine. My priorties wers wionge | didn't know whot | wonbed
thien.

JACOB. And you do now?

PFOP. Yes. [pouse] | want to lmow my son.

JACOB. Then you should ve stuck oround for my B, B wos on for sightesn yeors, wow know.
Mows you want the reruns. f was wour choice to abandon me-FGP. | never abandoned wou.
JACOB. Oh, right. You never physically beft. But yow deconneched fnom me the doy | eomed o
say “Dadl”

PFOP. (freing ‘o k==p peooe] Ckay, okoy. You're fght. | did abandon wouw. And Fm- soerp.
JACOB. There it 5 ogan. [pouse] You'ne somy.

PP, Mo than you knioe

JACOB. (fo himssif] He's somy. [JACCE s=fv oo down on ohair.| And somy’s gonna give me
back =ightesan pears without a fofher?

P3P, Mo, Mo # won't, But & might maice the nest esightesn o e better, (JACDE freegzes in

pasidion.] ffo the gudisnoe] Did you know "we never hugged my son? ['ve rever hugged

Jocob. [pouves] If's been thres yeos snce 've last seen him, and | con borely confain mys=H.
Today might be my lost chance. flooking up o hegven) Oid you hear me, saeet-heaf? 'm
goirg to hug our son, just Foe we foleed obout. [pouse] Wy sweet Emily... [Douse] We went fo
sleep just ke every other night in the last three years. Emily on the l=ft side of the bed, me on
the nght. Jomewhene behssen the shufting ond ope=ning of =yes, she dhfted owoy- Bo= o ow
koot gently pushing owoy from fhe shore. Her heort wos so fender. B just goes out. Gendle in
death as n B=. Genlle. But thot word- gentle- it's just not enpough. A word has not been
cregied fo descibe the depth of compassion and undestanding- of ococeptance and love-
thot Emily hos. Yes. Hos. She's il with me. The memory of her love for me s alconsuming,
even noes 3o, if you think of o word o combine groce and chid-iks cp=nn=ss wrapped in o
blarie=t of comfort, Nd love fo hear #. For now, 'l just call if Emily. [pous=| Today, | make fhe
choice fo hug Jocok. That's what Emily obeoys foleed about, Choices. [lovingly mimicking]




