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RABBIT HOLE

ACT ONE
Scene 1

Late February. A spacious eat-in kitchen.

Becca, late thirties, is folding the laundry, kids' clothes, and
pusting it in neat piles on the table. Her sister, early thir-
ties, is in the middle of a story, getting herself a glass of orange
Juice from the fridge.

IZZY. And then | see her across the bar, coming at me with this
look, you know. And everybody kinda steps aside for her, like the
Red Sea, or whatever — just clears a path for her, and I'm like,
“What's with #his nut job?”

BECCA. Burt you don't even know this woman,

[ZZY. Never scen her before, I was just sitting there with Reema.
Do you remember Reema?

BECCA. No.
IZZY. She's a friend of mine. | was sitting there with Reema, and

suddenly this lady is in my face. And she's all sweaty and yelling
and really pissed.

BECCA. Why?

IZZY. 1don't even know at this point. It has something to do with
her boyfriend, who's apparently at the end of the bar.

BECCA. Were you flirting or — ?

IZZY. No, I don't even know who she's zalking about. So she's all
up in my face, and her breath is like —

BECCA. Boozy?

IZZY. Yeah, boozy, but even worse, you know, like there’s some-
thing rancid stuck to the roof of her mouth.
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BECCA. Ew. :
17ZY. Rotting peanut butter or something.

BECCA. Good lord, lzzy. :
177Y. And she's harassing me, and blowing her stank-breach in my

face. And cussiag. My God, you wouldn't believe the words thas
came out of this lady's mouth. e

BECCA. And you don't even know who she’s talking about.
12ZY. She's talking about her boyfriend.

BECCA. No, | know but —

1ZZY. Auggic. (Beat.)

BECCA. Oh, 1 thought you didn't know who she —

172Y. No, at the time 1 dida't know who she was talking abour,
because | didn't know he was there. But chea | figured it out lates,
*Oh, she must be Auggie’s giclfriend.”

BECCA. So you know him.

1ZZY. Yeah, ! know him, bu still. Lemme finish.

BECCA. ['m sorry.

IZZY. So she’s all, “You bicch, you. Fuck you, you bitch.”
BECCA. lzzy —

1ZZY. Sorry: “F-u, you b,” and all thae. Just talking like 2 maniac.
BECCA. Uh-hoh.

IZZY. And people are looking at us, so I'm starting to feel scif-
CONKIOUS,

BECCA. Of course.

1ZZY. And she’s just going off, and I can't really do anything
because the place is so crowded, you know? And she’s 2 big lady.
Real hefty. Moee chins than — what does Mom say?

BECCA. More Chins than a Chinese phone book.

1ZZY. Exacdy. So | cant even get around her 1o escape or whatever.
And I'm starting to feel rdelated, you know?

BECCA. Surc.

I1ZZY. My personal space, and my dignicy, or what have you, so |
just made a fist, hauled off, and BOOM! (Bear.)

BECCA. What does that mean?

IZZY. Tt means [ hit her,

BECCA. No, you didn'.

[ZZY. Crazy, right?

BECCA. You hic her?

[ZZY. Yeah. Right in the face. BOOM. She went down,

BECCA. Oh my God, lzzy. You bir that woman?

1ZZY. 1 couldnt get around her. And she was screaming like a retard.
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BECCA. lzzy

1ZZY. What would have done?

BECCA. Well, locmunl wouldn't have hit her. Jesus.

1ZZY. And you know wlm they don't tell ya? It really hurts. To
somconc It frickin’ hurts.

BECCA. Well, yeah.

1ZZY. They don't put that on TV. It’s all, “Now that oughta show

him.” But tor me u was like, “Motherficcker, that killed!” Look at

my knuckles. (Shows bev; then off Beccas look,) What?

BECCA. Nothing.

1ZZY. You don't approve?

BECCA. I didn't say thac.

IZZY. This lady was ar me.

BECCA. | Itnow I didn't say anything.

[ZZY. But you wanna though. (Beat.)

BECCA. 1] ust worry about you.

IZZX. Domm about me. She was the one on the floor.

BECCA. That's not what I meant. You were in a bar fight.

1ZZY. So?

BECCA. A bar fight, lzzy.

1ZZY. She was up in my face!

BECCA. 1know, butitsso ...

1ZZY, What?

BECCA. Jerry Springer.

1ZZY. What's that supposed 1o mean? You think I'm trashy?

BECCA. You punched a woman in the face!

1ZZY. She provoked me!

BECCA. Were you drunk?

IZZY. No.

BECCA. 1 thought you were getting it together.

IZZY. Don't judge me.

BECCA. You said you were gonna take it easy.

IZZY. Mm.Bcom.Wh do you have to —?

BECCA. You can't be domg dm kinda stuff, Izzy. You're not a kid

anymore.

I1ZZY. 1 didn't realize there was a cut-off dare.

BECCA. Well, there should be. For acting like a jackass there

should be a cur-off date. Were you on anything?

IZZY. Oh my God.

BECCA. Were you?

IZZY. No. Man, why did I say anything to you?
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BECCA. 1 don't know. Why did you?

- Look, [ went out. I got into a fight, | thought it was
:3:1 thought you'd be amused. * oy
BECCA. I'm not.

IZZY. Clwlll: b n 3
CCA. 1 thought you were gonna go casy, that’s al,
\l:fm gonna do less Cl'{vl'i:s : That you
1ZZY. Hey, I'm still coping, too, Becca. | know it's nog ¢
buv it’s still hard. Okay? (Beat.) - fame,
BECCA. Don't do that.
1ZZY. Do what?
BECCA. Gimme a break.
[ZZY. Whar? I'm not allowed to be upset anymore?

BECCA. No, you're not allowed to sse him,
1ZZY. Whar are you — ?

BECCA. As an excuse.
1ZZY. I'm not.

BECCA. You're not allowed to use him 1o justify your own shit.
Just dont do that. Please. (Silence. Beeca folds the clothes.)

IZZY. That's not what I was doing,

BECCA. Okay.

[ZZY. I'm hungry. Mind if I get something?

BECCA. Since when do you ask?

}Z.‘EY.) You’nc. ::lalm\g)me feel sensitive, (Tzzy heads back to the

fge.) Where's Howie?

BECCA. He's with Rick. They're playing squash.

%i\t'.'s d&%ﬁ{‘;qwh (Regarding something in the fridge)
BECCA. It’s gonna be créme caramel,

MZY.dHowic's a lucky man, Ya won't see me making anyone créme
caramel,

BECCA. If you're h . Isabel, grab thing. Don't stand
okt Wi s G o
1ZZY. n(ilou: wp an iadiei-:wal crémie caramel,) Can | have one of
these? There’s an extra in here, (Beat.

BECCA. Yeah, okay. P

T Well T won't ear it if you don't want me to.

lZEé:YCA.Y No, BO ahead. You're right, there’s an extra.
- You sure?

BECCA. Just let me finish it.

IZZY. Tcan ear it like this.



BECCA. No. Then ir's just custard.

IZZY. 1like custard,

BECCA. Ididn'tmakemd.lmad:crtmmmd.(&rmgm
a dessert plate, and over the following she sabes the ramekin and runs
‘Mmul‘”’tﬁd&*.f&)%’:ﬁ?

[ZZY. Don't ask me that, please.

BECCA. Why not? (Beat.) You gox fired?

IZZY. It never ends with me, does it

BECCA. Not often, no.

[ZZY. Don't tell Mom.

BECCA. How can you get fired from Applebec’s?

IZZY. Tt was all politics. T dont really wanna get into it. (Beces flips
the ramekin over onto the plate, and the créme carame! comes out. She
gers @ spoon and bands both 1o lzzy ) Thank you. (Bevea wipes down
the counter, cleans up. lzzy pokes at the caramel with her spoon.) 1 like
how it cozes,

BECCA. Of course you do.

1ZZY. (Takes a bite.) Mmmmm.

BECCA. Beuter than custard, wsat it?

IZZY. Yes, it is. You were right. Again. (Besz.) And again and again
and again. (Beccs goes back to folding clothes.) | wasns using him as
an excuse, | was just saying that it’s been hard to pull it together,
that’s all. For all of us.

BECCA. lzzy, please.

1ZZY. And 1 wasn’t drinking when [ hit thar lady. Stone sober.
BECCA. Yeah righe.

1ZZY. 1 soas 1 just had soda thar night. (We hear the dryer buzz.)
BECCA. She gonna press charges, ya think?

IZZY. No, Auggic would kill hez. She's over it anyway. She moved
out. Went to her cousin’s or something, (Bevca, on her way to the
laundry room, stops.)

BECCA. What are you talking about?

I1ZZY. She moved. Our of Auggie’s place. They're not rogether any-

more,

peop

IZZY. Auggic 1 do. The girlfriend I only beand about. (Bear.)
BECCA. Whatd you do, lzzy?

IZZY. Whadaya mean?

BECCA. To that woman. Whard you do to her?

IZZY. 1 told you, 1 hit hez.




BECCA. Before that.
1ZZY. Nothing. That was the first time I met her,

BECCA. People don't scream in your face for no reason.

[ZZY. Sure they do. You should get out more.

BECCA. Were you sleeping with him? This Auggic guy, whatever

his name is? You were sleeping with him, right? (Bear.)

[ZZY. Where ya goin’ with this?

BECCA. Well Jesus, Iz, you tell this story like you're an innocens

bystander. You say you don't know whe this woman was —

1ZZY. 1didnt!

BECCA. You were having sex with her boyfriend!

[ZZY. That is so beside the point!

BECCA. It &

IZZY. It was over between them for a long time. They were just

::\n;.gd together because of the rent situation. She didn't care what
e did.

BECCA. Then why did she accost you in a crowded bar?

I1ZZY. Because she’s a lunatic! (Bear.) And Auggie told her [ was

pregnant.
BECCA. Why would he — ? (Stops mid-sensence, then realizes ... )
Oh my God, lzzy.

IZZY. | know, right?

BECCA. You are nor. (fzzy just shrugs, "Whadaya gonna do?”™ Becca
is not pleased,) Oh my God.

1ZZY. He's a really good guy, Bec. You're gonna like him. He's 2
musician.

BECCA. (Oozing iromy) That's terrific.

IZZY. No, not like you think. He gets work. He's 2 working musi-
cian.

BECCA. Is that why you're here? To tell me you're pregnant?
IZZY. Pretty much.

BECCA. | knew something was up. You're not one to pop by on
a Saturday afternoon.

1ZZY. |1 pop by.

BECCA. How long have you known?

1ZZY. A few weeks.

BECCA. And you're just telling me now?

1ZZY. Well, Jesus, Bec ...

BECCA. Whar? You didn't wanna tell me?

1ZZY. No.

BECCA. Why not?
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IZZY. Why do you think? God, ing’ .
- - Ve mom (.BM) everything’s so fucked up

1ZZY. Yeah.

BECCA. You wold Mom before me?

IZZY. 1 had o,

BECCA. Oh my God, lzzy.

1ZZY. Stop saying that.

BECCA. What arc you gonna do?

IZZY. Well, I'm gonna keep ix, if that's what you're asking. (Bear)

m Ea.ma :h: oo, We're acict;d about it, This is exacely the
1 T gives a person claney. (Bear.)

BECCA. Imy... .

I1ZZY. Look, I'm sure this is really hard for you, for 2 bunch of rea-

sons, but can [ just say...? | don't need any advice right now. Ot

any lectures or whatever it is you're composing isside your head ar

the moment. | just need you to pretend 10 be happy for me. Okay?

Even if you don't feel that right now. I'd like you to pretend that

you do. All nght? (Pause.)

BECCA. Well ... of cowrse I'm happy for you. | was just taken

aback, If you think a baby is gonna ... fulfill you, or give you clar-

ity or whatever, then, obviously it's a wonderful thing, I @m happy

for you. 1 don't need o presend. Jesus, lzzy, gimme some credit.

(zzy bugs ber sister)

I1ZZY. Thank you. (Silence. Becea looks at the stacks of folded kids'

BECCA. Well [ should probably hold off on this then.

1ZZY, What do you mean?

BECCA. I'm washing all these clothes to give to Goodwill. | mighe

as well save them for you. In case you have 3 boy, No sense in my

giving these away. (Ezzy looks from Becea to the dlothes. Piles of lirde

pants aed shirts and balled-up socks. They're all clothes a four-year-old

might wear. Izzy looks u

1ZZY. 1 dont know, Bec. They're in baby clothes for so long, ird

be a few years before he could even fir into this seuff.

BECCA. It comes up very quickly. You woulds't even believe it.

1ZZY. Plus we don't have a lot of room to ...

BECCA. That's okay. Il keep them here. In the basement. You'l

be happy | saved them,

1ZZY. But what if it’s a girl?

BECCA. Then I'll bring them down to Goodwill. What's the big

deal? You're gonna thank me. A couple years” worth of free cloches
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here. Think of the money you'rc gonna save,
1ZZY. It's not about the money. .
BECCA. Well it should be. You need to start thinking ab, ik

ﬁhdm,lz.&peddlyifthcdad'ummichn.hm

a child. "

" 1cd be weird, that's all. If it’s 2 boy. To see him ronc:
::quynd in Danny’s clothes. (Beat.) 1 would feel weird, Youu.::}
wo, | think. (Bear) Tm sorry. , '
BECCA. No, /i sorry. Of course it'd be weird. | don't know whes
[ was —
1ZZY. It was a nice offer. | just —

BECCA. You'll get 2 lot of clothes anyway. Christmas and bicg,.
days. You won't have to worry about that.

1ZZY. No, | know, but —

BECCA. It would be one thing if they were hand-me-downs bgr
IZZY. Exactly. (Passe. Becca goes back w folding,)

BECCA. It’s probably a girl anyway.

1ZZY. You think?

BECCA. I'm definitely getring a girl vibe. I'm a licte psychic about
this stuff.

1ZZY. Oh yeah?

BECCA. Remember | said Debbic was having a girl,

IZZY. You did.

BECCA. And Karen?

IZZY. Karen too, | remember.

BECCA. T think there's a girl in there.

IZZY. 1 hope there is. That's what I want. I mean, cither way,
bw'. healthy obviously, but if I had to pick, | hope it's a gid.
BE Me, 1o0. (Bear.) What'd Mom say?

IZZY, She happy. (Beat.
BECCA, Really? /

[ZZY. 1know. I thought she'd lay into me but ...

BECCA. Huh. (Becca clears Iozy’s créme caramel plase, and brings i
0 the sink,)

1ZZY. Thanks for the créme caramel.

BECCA. Sure, (Beaz.)

. Y'm sorry, Bec. If this is hard. | know the timing really sucks

(BMCA. ¢y. What can ya do? (Besz) I'm glad you told me
) And T'm really happy for you. (The light fade.)

“‘l“'o':&
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Scene 2

Becca and Howies living room, later thas night. Dessers has
mixlmr. Theyre finishing up their créme caramels,
ing,

BECCA. Ridiculous, right? Nine weeks pregnant. In a bar. Drinking,
HOWIE. You said she rwsn'’s drinking,

BECCA. No, she said. But you know lzzy. Plus the place was prob-
ably clogged with cigarette smoke.

HOWIE. Not anymore. Clean Indoor Air Act.

BECCA. She was in Yonkers. You think they enforce that in Yonkers?
HOWIE. [ wouldnt worry about it. If the babies in France turn
out okay, I'm sure this on<’ll be fine, oo,

BECCA. You think this is funny, Howie?

HOWIE. Of course not. But you need to relax about it. Izzy could
be right.

BECCA. About whar?

HOWIE. The baby getting her on track. It can wake a person up.
It did us.

BECCA. She was bragging about a bar fight.

HOWIE. It wasn't a bar fight.

BECCA. They were in a bar. F;gbmvg

HOWIE. kzy hit someone, she didnt get into a fight, Blows were
never exchanged.

BECCA. t is your point? It’s okay for a pregnant woman to
be punchi le?

H(gWIE. n\%m long as they don't punch her back, it’s probably
all right.

BECI‘%‘A. Whar are you — ? Why are you defending her? :
HOWIE. I'm not. I just think it’s silly to get worked up about it.
BECCA. I'm not worked up. I'm just saying »
HOWIE. You're right, it's :Pmess, but what can we do? Maybe itll
be fine. lzzy's not a moron. (Off her loak.) Okay, she acts like one
sometimes but ... .’Anbatiyan good for a person,

BECCA. 1 know that, Howie.

HOWIE. All right then. (Beat.) This was good. The créme caramel.
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ECCA. Thank you. lzzy tried to eat one upside down,
. ,&m:agudlm.ﬁeﬁmguhnim:&uws"’”

clears :
E Y want more wine
:&;md (F;.:ma&&ikbm)No,l‘whade

HOWIE. Half a glass, [ wanna empty this bocle. (He empeiey 5,
pest into ber gless)

BECCA. Mom's thrilled, by the way.

HOWIE. She called?

BECCA. Iy must've told her | knew.

HOWIE. And how was that? .

BECCA. What, two hous on the phone with Mom? (Flowse losery
the lights i the room as Becca reenters,) What are you doing?
HOWIE. My eyes are sore, staring at that computer all day. (Beq
setsles onto the couch with her wine.)

BECCA. You think this means she wants baby stuff? For her birsh.
day? Maternity clothes or something?

HOWIE. (Joins ber on the couch.) No, wait for the baby shower.
Just gee whatever you were gonna get her.

BECCA. Good, because | was gonna buy her a bathroom set.
HOWIE. A what?

BECCA. A bathroom set. Shower curtain, bath mar ... a lirde
skirt for the sink. They sell them as sees,

HOWIE, This is for Izzy's birthday?

BECCA. The last time | was over there, you should've seen her
bathroom. It Jooked like a frat boy decorated.

HOWIE. Huh.

BECCA. Whar?

HOWIE, It just scems like a funny gift. A bath mat.

BECCA. It’s the whole set, Howie,

HOWIE. No, I know. Sull.

BECCA. 1 chought it'd be nice.

2'0\1’1& It # nice. But maybe she'd rather have perfume or some-
ng,

BECCA. lzzy doesn’t wear perfume.

ll;lOWlE.. No, I know, but —
ECCA. T was erying to be practical,

HOWIE. Okay. 4

BECCA, It's a good gift. I'd like it if someone gave it 1o m&.

HOWIE. I'll make note of that for Christmas.

BECCA. You think it's dumb.

HOWIE. No, get ber the sink skirt, the sct-thingy whasever.
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BECCA. Bathroom set,

HOWIE. Get her that if you think shell like it.

BECCA. I'm gonna.

HOWIE. Grear. She'll love it

BECCA. You should've just szid that to begin with.

HOWIE. Yeah, | know. Now. (Howvie looks at her and smiles. She
smiiles back. A moment pasies betsoeen them.)

BECCA. How was squash?

HOWIE. Good. | lost bue it was good.

BECCA. How's Rick?

HOWIE. Rick’s fine,

BECCA. And Debbie?

HOWIE. Debbie wasn't there.

BECCA. 1 know, but did Rick mention her?

HOWIE. Not really. I guess she took the kids to her mother’s this
weekend.

BECCA. Rick didn’t wanna go?

HOWIE. He has work.

BECCA. How are the kids?

HOWIE. Fine, I guess. He said that Robbic’s doing T-ball now,
and Emily has mastered the plié. (Bear.) Anything else?

BECCA. No, that’s it,

HOWIE. You can call her, you know. You can call Debbic and ask
her these questions yourself.

BECCA. I don't wanna call her. She should call me.

HOWIE. Okay.

BECCA. Why can't she call me?

HOWIE. 1 don't know.

BECCA. No!

HOWIE. She’s uncomfortable, Bec,

BECCA. Is thar what Rick said?

HOWIE. Rick didn't say anything. But obviously if she hasn't
called you, it’s because she doesn’t know what to say.

BECCA. How about, “Hey, Becca, how you doing? Haven't seen
you in a while."

HOWIE. If you're pissed, you should call her and tell her.
BECCA. No, Howie, it's her job o call me.

HOWIE. Okay. ‘ _
BECCA. 1 would've been there for her if God forbid something
had ever happened o Robbic or Em. I wouldn't have vanished the

way she did.
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HOWIE. People get weird, you know that. It’s

BECCA. Hard for her? Probably hard for e,
HOWIE. I'm just saying. Look at my brother. Spent the i
funeral talking abourt the Mets. Obviously he couldn't deg e

calk about anything bus Danny. And that’s my brother, d
BECCA. Yeah, well, your brother’s an asshole. (Bear,) | should
drop her a note.

HOWIE. Maybe you _shoulfi. ;
BECCA. "Dear Debbie — just so's ya know, accidents aren’ ta

tagious.

HOWIE. Okay, let it go.

BECCA. Let what go?

HOWIE. Whatever's making you tense. You should try to relax 5
little.

BECCA. 1 am relaxed.

HOWIE. We'll see. (Howie grabs a remote and clicks on the stereo.
A song like Al Green's “Livin’ for You" plays quietly.”)

BECCA. Oh jeez, Howie.

HOWIE. Whar? It's chill music. You need it. Now turn around.
BECCA. For what?

HOWIE. Just face that way. (She does. He moves in to massage her
shoulders.) Thank you. (Massages her.) See? Your shoulders are all
knotted up.

BECCA. Yeah, well ...

HOWIE. Forget about Debbic and lzzy and whoever else is bug-
ging you.

BECCA. She has no idea, by the way. Izzy. No idea what she's get-
ting into.

HOWIE. (Massaging her.) 1 know.

BECCA. Do you remember how exhausted we were? The feedings
at all hours. The sleep deprivation. Do you think lzzy’s ready for
tha? The utter torture of it all?

HOWIE. Enough abour lzzy.

BECCA. I'm sorry. But she's a sleeper, Izzy meeds slecp more than
other people. You talk about wake-up call or whatever you Were
saying, well, she’s gonna ger one, big time. (Howie continues 10 Ma
sage her. Becca seems to warm up to it.) -
HOWIE. Maybe we should go somewhere. A cruise or something
You need to be pampered.

* See Special Note on Soags and Recordings on copyright page.
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BECCA. You've taken oﬂ'cnot‘h time as it is.

HOWIE. I'll rakk to Alan. What's another week? 1 can handle most
of my accounts from out of town anyway. (He kitwes her neck,)
BECCA. Whar are you doing?

HOWIE. I'm kissing your neck.

BECCA. Why?

HOWIE. I'm urying to relax you,

BECCA. Uh-huh.

HOWIE. Somecthing wrong with thae?

BECCA. 1 see what this is. Dimming the lights.
HOWIE., Whar? | can't massage my wife

BECCA. (Giggler a little.) You don't have eye strain.
HOWIE. So?

BECCA. "Oh, I've been searing at that computer all day”
HOWIE. Well I do stare at thar compurer all day.
BECCA. You're trying to seduce me.

HOWIE. Am P2

BECCA. Plying me with liquor.

HOWIE. It worked in college.

BECCA. All right, Romeo.

HOWIE. Whar?

BECCA. (Pushing bim asway playfully) That's enough.
HOWIE. Why?

BECCA. You're being very naughry.

HOWIE. Naughey's good. You used to like naughty. (She genr up
from whe couch,) Where are you going?

BECCA. 1 still have stuff 1o bag up.

HOWIE. Are you kidding?

BECCA. No, thete are piles of clothes up there, Howie,
HOWIE. Well, if they've waited shit long.

BECCA. | wanted to get it done.

HOWTE. We'll get it done tomsorrow. I'll pitch in.
BECCA. Yeah, right.

HOWIE. [ will

BECCA. Uh-hub.

HOWIE. Beccs ..,

BECCA. I'm soery. I'm feeling kinda antsy roaight. You're right,
the lzzy stuff got under my skin.

HOWIE, Right. (He clicks the music off. Pause.)

BECCA. So, what, you're gonna pout now?

HOWIE. Well Jesus, Bec ...
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BECCA. Jesus, what?
HOWIE. It’s been almost cight months, (Bear,)
BECCA. But who's keeping track?

HOWIE. 1am. I'm keeping track. (Beaz) I'm sorry,
WWWWW?Wmﬁngmmawoi{zm
BECCA. Ididn't say that.

HOWIE. Wcll.)wgivcnnthuclookslikclsbmddfed
BECCA. Funny, I've been gmingﬁ:cumelooluﬁom MM
HOWIE. When have I ever made you feel guilry?

BECCA. T'm just not ready yet, Howie. I'm sorry if .
that’s abnormal. you think
HOWIE. 1don,

BECCA. Then what's the problem here?

HOWIE. We're nerer gonna be ready,

BECCA. If this is just about the sex, Howie —

HOWIE. It's not just abour the sex.

BECCA. No, then what else is this?

HOWIE. Irs also ... abou ... I don't know, Maybe ir 5

It 15 just the
su.ldontmnhowhonady.&nm’nno:gonmmddmly

HOWIE., Bec-ne'itmundsmandsdﬁdl.

BECCA. Well, considering everything clse — the fact that Danay
dkd.‘ocmpk—don’:mdﬁnkmaybcit&alitdcmad
selfish? For you to be roping me into sex when [ don't wanna have
i

HOWIE. | wasn't roping you into anything, fewus.
BECCA. No? Al Green isn'e roping?
HOWIE. No,

BECCA. Al Green,

gOWlE. lwthwuh.mt'sﬂlwuﬁagwm
nice.

BECCA. Well ... you can'. I'm sorry. But things aren't "nice” any-

more. (Pasae )

HOWIE. | think

you should see someone. I know you're not one
for therapists, but

I think you should. We cosld go together if
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that'd help. Or ma could h |
- I ybe you try the group again,

HOWIE. There are a couple . It
e ple new parents now. It’s changed the
BECCA. We've had this discussion, Howie,

HOWIE. Fine, a psychiatrist then, Someonc to talk to. (Panse.
No? Yes? Do you have an opinion? el

BECCA. 1 think we should sell the house, (Beat.)

HOWIE. Come on, Becca, whae?

BECCA. I've been thinking about it for a while, and since we're
on the topic —

HOWIE. How were we on the topic?

BECCA. T think it'd help if we moved.

HOWIE. I don't wanna move,

BECCA. He's everywhere, Howie. Everywhere 1 look, I still see
Danny,

HOWIE. We love this house.
BECCA. I can't move without — | mean, Jesus, ll;:k at this.
(Grabs a spiky toy dinosaur from nearby) Everywhere. Do you even
know? (Grabs a kids’ book from a stack of magazines.) Here: Runawny
Bunny for godsake. The puzzles. The smudgy fingerprints on the
doorjambs. -
HOWIE. [ like secing his fingerprints. '
BECCA. Because you don't have to sit and stare at them day in

d day out. You ger o escape. You get to go to work.
?—IDO\dValyE. Well, f;‘ou want to go back to work, Becca —
BECCA. [ don. call up Sothaby
HOWIE. — you can call up 5.
BECCA. No.y;,can’t. Thar’s not who [ am anymore. | left all thar
to be a mom.cl l
HOWIE. Well ...
BECCA. Well what? Well, that didn't work out?
HOWIE. I didn' say that.
BECCA. Then whart?
HOWIE. If that’s the isuc;——

If whar’ the issue '

IB'l%WC;}: — lbc:l ... maybe we should try again. (Beat.)
BECCA. Oh for godsakcsl » Howie ...
HOWIE. What? I'm only saying.
BECCA. Is that ... Is ghar what thns.wzs? e bk
HOWIE. No. No, of course not. It just ... it might
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gboutuwml’“m
gﬁgéh- { ... [ can't. 'm sorry. | can’t have thar alk

HOWIE Ohy ﬂ;uymsdm:. then Becca heads for the yg, %

gg(‘:CA. Look, maybe ... mﬂ)‘btwtmncomaduna[qn_m
house? (Best.)

HOWIE. Yeah. we'll consider it.

BECCA. Thank you. (Becca heads spstairs with the dinosgr o
che book. Howie wasches ber go. He sits alowe for a couple fagy, 75«

.,;dgmmdecabzch rummages around guieg)
{”f: Heﬁﬂﬁdw&:b&hp&gu
u’nbu in, He st ‘b""lb‘tdn

:wndwwbs dx ﬁm the TV flickering om his face. He;
watched this tape dozens of times. He doesn't tear up. He just wasches
it mu[{ymmngammbmglth The wolumre is lowy bus
we can bear some of it)

VOICE OF DANNY. Now can I?

VOICE OF HOWIE. Let me | f dog. Taz, lay down, (On
the video, we hear a dog barking a udmlmgd litsle aver this)
VOICE OF DANNY. Ready?

VOICE OF HOWIE. Hold on. Taz, down!

VOICE OF DANNY. Lay down, Ta!

VOICE OF HOWIE. 1 got him. Quick now, bd'oa:hcgcow.
Come on, come on ... (Danny comes running.) 5
VOICE OF DANNY Geronimo!

VOICE OF HOWIE. Good job!

VOICE OF DANNY. Did you see me, Daddy?

VOICE OF HOWIE. I did.

VOICE OF DANNY. No, you didnt. I'm invisible.

VOICE OF HOWIE. Ohhh. (Becew’ shadow at the tsp of
the stairs, wnseen by Howie. She listens for @ couple beatr)

VOICE OF DANNY. | have magic.

VOICE OF HOWIE. Oh, I didn't realize.

VOICE OF DANNY. Do you wanna be invisible?

VOICE OF HOWIE. Okay.

VOICE OF DANNY. Mifthhh.

VOICE OF HOWIE. 1s that ir? Am | invisible?

VOICE OF DANNY. Yeah. | made you invisible. (Baes shadow
slips asway from the stairs.)

VOICE OF HOWIE. Do you see me?

VOICE OF DANNY. Yeah,

20



VOICE OF HOWIE. No, you don't. I'm invisible.
VOICE OF DANNY. But I can still see you because [ have magic.
VOICE OF HOWIE. Ohhh.
zg:gg 81‘ DANNY. Did you forget that pare?

F HOWIE. Yeah, I forgot that part. (The lights fade on
Howre, watching the video,)

Scene 3

The eat-in kitchen. A week later. Fvening. Becca, fzzy and
Nat, their mom, are gathered around a birthday cake,

singing. Nat has a glass of wine.

NAT and BECCA. (End of the tong.) “Happy birthday, dear Isabel
.«. Happy birthday to you ... "

NAT. Blow ‘em out. (Izzy blows ous the candles. Ad-lib yays and
clapping. Becca goes to get a knife.)

BECCA. Whard you wish for?

IZZY. | can't say. (Regarding the cake.) It looks good, Becca.

NAT. Whered you buy it?

BECCA. I didnt. [ made it

NAT. Of course you did. What a stupid question. Of course you
made it

BECCA. (Catches Izzy scooping off the frosting.) lzzy —

1ZZY. It's my cake.

BECCA. Well, let me cur it first. Warch your fingers. (Becea cuts
slices of cake and puts them on plates over the following. Howie enters
with a couple papers.)

HOWIE. You didn't wait for me?

BECCA. You said not to.

HOWIE. I didn't mean it though.

NAT. I tried to stop them, Howie.

IZZY. 1 wanted cake.

HOWIE. Rude.

BECCA. I didn't know how long you were gonna be up there,
Once you get on that computer ...

NAT. Did you get ie?
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HOWIE. Yeah, right here. (Hands her papers)

NAT. Let me gee my glasses. (Gets her glasses from he, W)
BECCA. (To Howie.) Did you have to? -
HOWIE. She wanted me to look it up.

BECCA. Any excuse to escape for ten minutes,
1ZZY. (Regarding Nat.) Well, do you blame him?
NAT. (Regarding printout.) What is this?

[ZZY. Mom, cake. N2

HOWIE. It's a timeline, starting with the loboto
crashes. It's the whole list. It's long.

NAT. Well, still, that doesn’t make it a curse.
BECCA. Nobody said it was a curse, Mother.

NAT. Everybody says. That was my point. Everybody says ir's 3
BECCA. Well, nobody in this room. o

NAT. You know what it is, really? Hype. Perpetuating the myh,
That whole American royalty crap.
IZZY. It's good cake.
NAT. But the Kennedys aren't cursed. They're just really unlucky,
And kinda stupid, a lot of them.
HOWIE. Cut me a piece, wouldja, Bec?
NAT. Too much money, that's their curse. And too much time on
their hands. If they had to go to work, like normal people, then
most of those Kennedys would still be alive,
1ZZY. Thanks, Howie. I'm so glad you went and got that timeline.
NAT. Maybe if they had stayed home and watched television once
in a while, instead of zipping off to Vail, then none of that swff
would've happened.
BECCA. You have the most interesting theorics.
NAT. Don't patronize me.
IBZEEYQ I'm not. I was being serious.
LY. (Regarding cake.) This is so :
NAT. Normal people don't fly msz(:l in their own plancs, for
;ﬂmpl’e I don't know anyone with his own plane, do you? Do you.
owie?
HOWIE. Well, yeah, T know one guy but —

:fr' Wc"";: know someone, but that's not the norm. An a¥er
mn n" OWD an airphm'
;iOWle, N?’ you're right, he's not average.
NECCA He's 2 member of the jet set.
AT. Exactly! Thar's whar that word means! The jet set. Jet seteers’

Buzzin; around in little Pipen or whatever, m;hing off the coast

my. The plane
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of Massachusexts, Regular people don't have ten refatives die in sep-
arate plane wrecks,

HOWIE. It's not ten.

NAT. Just about, if you count Teddy who suevived his.

IZZY, Well, 1 think it's sad.

BECCA. Teddy surviving?

NAT. Well of course it’s sad. All those looking people falli
out of c;:\e sky':ilw that. It's 1:1, frickin' wg:.l- But ltnlfdl a curse, !':%
pust rich people acting stupi

BECCA. 1 thought you liked JFK?

NAT. I'm not m\kz about JFK. I'm not mlking about the ones
who were arasing Ald\oud\gmlngdmbyacrmdpwm
# kinda 2 sich-guy problem too, Bn't i

HOWIE. Well, not mecessarily.

NAT. It doesn’t marter, that’s not who I'm talking about. I'm talk-
ing about the unqualified piloy. 'm talking sbout playing foorball.
And skiing, At the some time!

IZZY. That was stupid.

NAT. "Hey, look ar me! 'm 2 Kennedy! 1 can catch 3 ball while
flying down a mountain on sticke™ Of cowne he died. Idiot. And 1
know that's a terrible thing to say, bur this was a grown man acting
like a moron. The arrogance of these people.

HOWIE. The Grocks would call ehae hubeis, “Artogance in the
face of ... ™ It might not technically be hubris acrually.

NAT. If hubris means reckless, then thar's right.

HOWIE. No, it docsn't mean reckdess. It's more about the gods,
NAT. Thar's probably the right word thea. They're very Catholic,
those Kennedys.

HOWIE. Now I'm curious, I'm gonna look it up. (Goes 10 find dic-
tionary.)

NAT.  (Regerding wine bossle,) Fll me up, wouldja Becca? (Beces
reluctantly refills her glass.) lso't this nice? Sitting around ralking
politics? I never do this. [t's a nice change. (Berra turns to pour lzzy
some swine. fzzy puss ber hand over the glas.)

[ZZY. 16 juice. I'm drinking juice.

BECCA. Right, sorry.

IZZY, That's the third time you've done thar.

BECCA. 1 know, I'm sorry.

IZZY. Ase you testing me, Becea? o

BECCA. No, I'm not testing you. It’s just habir. I'msoery.
HOWIE. (With dictiomary.) Here it is: “Hubris, an insolent pride
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;’;ZY. I¢’s like coming to school when we visit you two,

o LA

BECCA. Izzy hated school. o

[ZZY. No, I dida't, Don'tlisten to her, Howie. T liked schoq| ]

because | was lousy at it didn't mean [ hated ic. =

BECCA. Sounds like you and squash, Howie.

HOWIE. (7o fzzy) She means the game, not the vegetable.,

1ZZY. | knew what she meant.

NAT. You know who s cursed? Rose Kennedy. A hundred 304

four years old. Living through all that death, one after another, Sh;

the one | feel sorry for. (Bear.)

BECCA. Anyone want more cake?

HOWIE. Nonc for me.

BECCA. We should do gifts then.

1ZZY. Yay! Gifts!

NAT. I don't know how I got on all that Kennedy stuff. Whar was

I ralking about before?

HOWIE. Aristotle Onassis.

NAT. Oh right, that makes sense. What was [ saying about him?

LZI.EiY. You were saying how he'd get really tipsy and never stop

ng.

NAT. (Laughs.) You bitch. 'm not tipsy. I'm sure 1 had a very

interesting point to make. (Becca hands a big present ro Izzy)

BECCA. This is from us.

IZZY, Wow. Thank you.

HOWIE. Happy birthday.

IZZY. T's wrapped so nice. It's a shame to rip it open.

NAT. B;:aﬁdmys makes such nice bows. I dont have b::-

patence, My hingers are woo fat, (lzzy unmwraps a asteful

g‘szcki)?hh.l?okatdm e i bl
t's more of a practical gi u use i

HOWIE. Itsa bathm bt ol

NAT. Look at the coloss. So prety.

giCTCA‘Wh gift receipt’s inside if you want a different style. .

beauiful> y would she want a different style? It's beautiful. Isnt
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IZZY. s this your way of telling me you don't like my Three
Stooges shower curtain?

BECCA. Of course not.

IZZY. Okay.

BECCA. Tlus is for when you wane a change, you'll have it
NAT. That Three Stooges thing ir kinda goofy, honey.

1ZZY. The word is kitschy, Mother.

NAT. Look up kitschy, wouldp Howie? See if it says crap?
BECCA. 1| d:dn’ know whar to get you.

IZZY. This is great. Seriously, thank you.

BECCA. | like your shower curtain,

IZZY. 1 know, | was Iuddmg.

NAT. And since you're moving in with

lZZY Thar's right. His bathroom needs a litele frooﬁng up. Thank

BECCA. You're welcome.
IZZY. Thanks, Howie.
HOWIE. (Chuckles a lisle.) Don't thank me. Becca picked it out,
(Off Beccas look.) What?
NAT. Okay, now me. (Hands fzzy an envelope.)
[ZZY. Oooh, an envelope. Smells like cash.
NAT. You with. You think I'm gonna trust you with cash? It's a gift
certificate.
1IZZY. (Opens it.) To A Pea in the Pod!

NAT. They have very nice maternity clothes. Nothing schlubby.
IZZY. Thank you, Mommy. (Hugs her. Beat.)
BECCA. I thought we weren't doing baby stuff.
NAT. Who said thae?
BECCA. For the birthday. [ thought we'd wait until the shower.
NAT. I'll get her something dsefonbcshm Whar's the difference?
BECCA. Nothing, I just would've gotten her something different
hadlknownwcwcrcdoa baby stuff.
HOWIE. Thart’s my fzult. I rold her to —
NAT, It’s not baby stuff, it’s mommy stuff. She’s gonna need clothes.
BECCA. I know, that’s why —
I1ZZY. This is perfect, Bec. I needed a bathroom set.
BECCA. 1 know you did, but you nced baby stuff more.
HOWIE. Soukeutbadc.\Vcanukcubcdc.
1ZZY. Don't tell her that.
BECCA. No, he's right. I should.
1ZZY. Becca, please.
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e

BECCA. I'll get you a basket of Mustela lotions jng

vent strecch marks, (Becca tries to take the bathroon, “‘fttzbey pre.
Izzy struggle over it for a beat.) - She ang
1ZZY. Becca, ler go. | like the bathroom set. You cap 2¢t the l:
another time. (Becca lets go, a little embarrassed,) lotions

BECCA. Okay.
1ZZY. Thank you.
NAT. It’s a nice set. I like the colors.

HOWIE. Morcg;:on::lc,(l_rzzb); —_—
1ZZY. No, I'm - sit in silence for a cou

NAT. So can anyone use those stretch-mark Ioti:f::,“;;it
nant ladies? preg-
HOWIE. Hey, how's Taz?

NAT. He's good. The vet says he needs to lose some weight
HOWIE. Really? though,
NAT. Yeah, he cats like a wrouper.

HOWIE. What are you feeding him?

NAT. Just regular dog food. Whatever's on sale,
HOWIE. Oh. Because | wrote down the name of what he usually

cats on that printout I gave you. Do you still have that printous?

NAT. Yeah,
HOWIE. We were feeding him Science Diet. They have this spe-

cial low-far mix.

NAT. Oh, that stuff 's so expensive though. He likes what I've been
giving him,

HOWIE. Except it makes him far,

BECCA. Howic —
NAT. Hc's nor far. He's just a lictde chubbier.

[ZZY. 1 think the weight suits him. .
NAT. Maybe he eats too much because he feels punished. Thars

what / do. (Bear.) I think he misses you.
[ZZY. Remember Pickles? Now she was fat. (7o Howie,) n“i"':

our dog growing up. She was this enormous ... [ don't cven
what. (7o Becea.) What breed was Pickles?

BECCA. She was a mutt, : G
IZZY. No, I know, but she was mostly collie I think, with

German shepherd mixed in. Remember how fat she was?
HOWIE. Probably because of what you fed her.

[ZZY. Well, yeah, probably. t
NAT. Now I remember what it was. What I was gonna s2¥ o

Aristotle Onassis.
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IZZY. Mom, do you have 10 — ?

NAT. It was abour his son, the one who died in the plane crash.
BECCA. I'm gonna wrap up the cake for you, (She does.)

NAT. I know — another rich kid in a plane crash — but this was
my whole point. You should've stopped me from going off on that
Kennedy tangent, because my point was about Onassis, and how
when his son died, he was so distraught by the senselessness of it
all, that he put up this big reward to anyone who could prove that
someone had sabotaged the plane. Have you read this, Howie
HOWIE. I'm not sure.

NAT. He just couldnt accept that whar had happened was an acci-
dent, so he offered all this money to anyone who could give him a
aczsonablc (;_xplanad:l:é‘ He needed someone 1o blame,

ECCA. (7o herself, while wrapping the cake.) Aw, Jesus. Here we
NAT. He needed a reason for losing his son. But it didn't comcg:;'
course. And it killed him. The grief did. He only lasted a couple
years after that. Because he never came to terms with it. There was
nothing to give him comfort, and so he died. You see? (Becoa twrns
to face her.) He would rather his son have been killed by some kind
of secret assassination than by bad luck. It’s like the Kennedy curse,
isn't it? People want things to make sense.

BECCA. We don't think Danny died because of a curse, Mom.

NAT. Of course not.

BECCA. Or because someone sabotaged us, or was out to get us.
We know there's no sensible explanation.

NAT. 1 know you do.

BECCA. Then why are you telling this story?

NAT. I'm just talking. I cant talk?

BECCA. You never just talk. It sounds like you're just talking but
i’s always so much more, isn't it.

NAT. I don't even know whar that means.

1ZZY. Hey, here’s an idea, let’s change the subject.

BECCA. (7o Howse,) Didn't I say no wine?

HOWIE. She brought it herself, what was I supposed to do?
NAT. Whard I say?

IZZY. Mom, you promised. : .
s not my fault she missed my point.

NAT. Promised whae? It .
BECCA. Whar poine? That Aristotle Onassis died of grief because
he couldn’t find someonc to blame? .

NAT. I'm not talking about blame, I'm talking about comfort.

BECCA. Ohhh, comfort. Well then.
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1ZZY. You guys, this is supposed o be my paey,, ™
NAT., Where are you getting it?

BECCA. Comfort?

NAT. Yes, if I may ask,

BECCA. I'm not.

NAT, Well.
BECCA. Well what?

NAT. Well, I chink you should.
BECCA. Obay: Il g right o tha the. e whu 1
up

N ;B:ym flip, Becca. I'm § :

NAT. t get flip, ™ just trying to talk ¢
IZZY. T'm gonna clean up, because | think we're j:“,:&u d
here. . e o
NAT. Howie says you won't go to the support

BECCA. Oh. Howic ssid. PPOT BIOUP. (Bear)
HOWIE. Shcwsukinglwwmmedoin;.

BECCA., Why didn't you just nyﬁm?Youbmsbc’ggomm
with whatever you give her,

books say, Howie?

BECCA. So this is whart exactly, an intervention?

IZZY. Wit is, then I'm really pissed.

HOWIE. It's not an intervention.

NAT. We're just having a discussion.

IZZY. You couldn’t wait until tomorrow? It had to happen on my
birthday?

HOWIE. lzzy, please.

NAT. I remember when Arthur died, T found the support group
very helpful.

BECCA. Well, thar's you. It isa't me. And Arthur isnt Danny.
NAT. I'm not saying he is. I'm juse saying it was helpful.
HOWIE. She docsn't like the people.

BECCA. Howic —

HOWIE. Whae? You dent. | was just explaining,

NAT. Whar's wrong with the people? They've lost children, 1o
They understand what you're going through. e
gﬁi“h& No, they don't. They understand what dheyr g%
NAT. Still, you must have things in common.

BECCA. Y)c:s would think so, Mother, bur actually we doat.
Other than thar dead kid thing, of course.
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NAT. It can't hurt to give it another try, Becca,
BECCA. Actually, it can. You haven't met that room full of God

HOWIE. They're not God freaks.
BECCA. Most of them are, Howie. That's all they talk about.

God's plan. “At least he's in a beter place.”

HOWIE. They're not all like that.

BECCA. My favorite is: "God needed another angel.” What is shae”
He's Ged? Why can't e just make anather angel? These people ...
NAT. Maybe God gives them comfort.

BECCA. Well, it pisses me off. Trying to find some ridiculous
maningin—’Heylook.laq;pedind\.it,itmmhc;unof
God's plan.”

NAT. Now you're just being silly.

BECCA. 7im being silly.

NAT. Faith helps cope. What's wrong with that? | know
when your brother died —

BECCA. Again with Asthur,

NAT. If I didn't have God —

BECCA. See? That's exactly why | don's go: “If I didn't have God.”
HOWIE. They're not 2ll i that. Kevin's not. Gabby's not like thar.

enough, I've gotta go and have ehar rubbed in my face?

HOWIE. Nobody's rub — You're not being fair,

NAT. 1don't know why you dont believe in God anyway.
BECCA. (To Howie.) You sec? Now look where we're going!
NAT. 1 brought you to church every Sunday. You wied 10 believe
in God.

BECCA. Well, [ don't 2anymore.

NAT. Well, you should. Whar if you're wrong? Whar if there 52

God?
BECCA. Then I would say he's 2 sadistic prick.
[ZZY. NAT. HOWIE.

Whoa, hey now ... Booca, please. Aw, jeez ...
BECCA. *Worship me and 1'll treat you like shit.” No wonder you
like him, he sounds just like Dad.

NAT. You don't need to strike out ac me, Becca, | know you're still
in a bad place, but I'm trying to help you.

BECCA. Righr.

29




NAT. | wish someone had sat me RV
someone gave me a litde advice, o han Arthur dieg L wig,

in ny to : ny was a four.

hif dog in):o the street! Aﬂb{a was a d,;ny:;:id_::y "“\vm

who hung himself! Frankly I resent how you keep |, """ 3ddic
together. (Silence.) S
NAT. He was still my son.
BECCA. And I don't recall anyone givi " :

best to grieve for him. (Bear.) 1 thil;‘l:v'::"ss(?u:e 2:‘:?:"‘ on heyy,
now. (Tierns to her sister.) lzzy, 1 hope you enjoy the b"hno 10 bed
IZZY. I'm gonna. (Becca heads upstairs. Izzy loady the e s
Nat is still shaken by Beceds comment.) '
NAT. I was never that mean to anyone. When Archur di )

as upset as she was, bur I never took it out on other P:;t:l‘l:':d’:
IZZY. What about Mrs. Bailey?

NAT. (T urns lo bff. U”W) Nobody's talki abou( -
lzzy, please. 4 22 VoL By
HOWIE. You know what this was abour?

IZZY. (Regarding Nat.) Yeah, her and her mouth.

HOWIE. I knew the party was a bad idea.

IZZY. (To Nat.) Didn't 1 tell you not to get into anything with her?
HOWIE. We got a letrer today. From Jason Willetee. (Bear,)
NAT. What, why? What'd he want?

HOWIE. She said it didn't bother her but ... (Regarding the gath-
ering.) Sorry, lz.

IZZY. No, hey, this was greas, really. Let’s do it again mexr year.

(Crossfade to:)

Scene 4

Later that night. Lights up on Danny’s room. It looks 6;:'
tially the same as it did when Danny was alive. The o
opens and Becca enters. She doesn't come in here ‘ﬁ‘,’"nm
quictly closes the door behind her. She looks around 4 bt " *0
takes a seat on Danny’s bed. She takes a lester out of @
lope and rereads ir. Lights up on Jason Willette, seventect

30



JASON. Dear Mr, and Mrs. Corbetr, 1 wanted 1o send you my
condolences on the death of your son, Danny. 1 know it's been
cight months since the accident, but I'm sure it's probably still hard
for you to be reminded of that day. 1 think about what happened
a log, as I'm sure you do, too. I've been having some troubles at
home, and at school, and a couple here cﬁo«ght it might be
a good idea to write to you. I'm sorry if this letter upsets you, That's
obviously not my intention. Even though I never knew Danny, 1
did read that article in the town paper, and was happy to learn a lit-
tle bit about him. He sounds like he was a grear kid. I'm sure you
miss him a lot, as you said in the article. | ially liked the part
where Mr. Corbett talked about Danny’s s, because when |
was his age I was a big fan of robots, t00. In fact I still am, in some
ways — ha ha. ['ve enclosed a short story thar's going to be print-
ed in my high school lit magazine. | don't know if you like science
fiction or not, but I've enclosed it anyway. I was hoping to dedicate
the story to Danny's memory. There aren't any robots in this one,
but I think it would be the kind of story he'd like if he were my age.
Would it bocher you if I dedicated the story? If so, please let me
know. The printer deadline for the magazine is March 31st. If you
tell me before then, I can have them take it off. (Becca flips through
the mvg enclosed.) | know this probably doesn't make things any
better, but I wanted you to know how terrible | feel about Danny.
I know that no matter how hard this has been on me, I can never
understand the depth of your loss. My mom has only told me that
about a hundred times — ha ha. 1 of course wanted to say how
sorry 1 am that things happened the way they did, and that I wish
I had driven down a different block that day. I'm sure you do, too.
Anyway, that's it for now. If you'd like to let me know abourt the
dedication, you can email me at the address above. If I don't hear
from you, I'll assume it’s okay. Sincerely, Jason Willette. (Beaz,) PS.
Would it be possible to meet you in person at some point? (The
lighes slowly fade on Jason. Becca puts the story and lesser aside. She
Just sits on the bed, taking in the room. Meanwhile, the lights rise on
Howie in the living room. Its that same night. Nat and lzzy have gone
home. Howie plunks into his chair and grabs a couple remotes. He
clicks on the TV, then hits play on the VCR. Wélxarm{xmmq
on tornadoes playing. Howie is confused. Something isn't right. He gets
out of the chair and ejects the tape. He examines the tape, panic starts
to set in. He pops the tape back in and hits play again. More tornado
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ECCA. Whar's the mateer?!
!B-iO\WE. What is this?!
BECCA. What's rvhae?! .
HOWIE, The television. What is this?
BECCA. (Looks ro TV.) It’s the Dumvayonnml.mw
program. You said you wanted o watch it. I recorded i for you
Why?
HOWIE. For Chrissake!
BECCA. What's the mareer? 2o
HOWIE. Its Danny’s tape. You recorded over Danay's tape. (Beg
BECCA. No, I didn't. Pride and Prejudice was on thar mpgwi
were warching it last nighe.
HOWIE. 1 switched them,
BECCA, Whae!
HOWIE. I watched Danny's cape later. After you went to bed.
BECCA. Why didn't you take it out of the machine!
HOWIE. Why didn't you check to see what was in there?!
BECCA. Iassumed it was the TV tape!
HOWIE. Jesus, Becca!
BECCA. It was one of the baby videos?
HOWIE. No, it was the most recent, the long one. The park was
on it, and Mexico
BECCA. How was | to know you snuck down here?
HOWIE. — and (]msmmw
BECCA. 1 thought it was the TV tape.
HOWIE. It wasn't! 2
BECCA. 1 know, Howie.
HOWIE. So it gone. The whole thing,
e o

E. It’s the only copy, Becca!

BECCA. Well, I didnt do it on purpose,
HOWIE. Are ya syre? (Bear.)
BECCA. What does that mean? (N response,) You think 1 recorded

s § @pe on purpose?
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HOWIE. [ don't know.

BECCA. You don't Anow?

HOWIE. | should've taken it out.

HOWIE. Idon't kisow.

BEC{%A.E Why wondd 124

HOWIE. I don't &mew? (Silence.) You took the paintings off ¢

fridge. Danny’s paintings. oo s

BECCA. To save them. [ put them in plastic.

HOWIE. And shoved them in a box,

BECCA. For safckeeping,

HOWIE. Okay.

BECCA. 1didn't throw the paintings out.

HOWIE. [ know you didn't.

BECCA. You think 1 didn't want that rape?

HOW]P.hLdon’t ... OF course, you did. Obviously it wasn't on
J Whar?

HOWIE. Maybe subconsciously.

BECCA. Subconsciously. Is this what they're telling you at group?

How I'm doing things su iously?

HOWIE. You're trying to get rid of him, I'm soery, but that’s how

it feels 10 me sometimes. Every day, it’s something else. It feels like

you're trying to get £id of any evidence he was ever here. (65 as if

shet been )

BECCA. 1 didn't know chat tape was in theee

HOWIE. I'm not talking about the tape. Not just the tape.

BECCA. And the paintings are downstairs. In 2 box. You can look

at them whencver you want.,

HOWIE. The dothes. His shoes.

BECCA. We don't need all that stuff. Why would we keep —?

HOWIE. Your wanting to scil the house!

BECCA. We already talked about —

HOWIE. Taz. Sending Taz to your mother’s

BECCA. There wul:?o( going on, Howie. We couldn't deal with

the dog.

HOWIE. 1 was finc with the dog, / was the cne walking him.

BECCA, Well, he got underfoor.

HOWIE. And he was 2 reminder.

BECCA. Yes, he was 2 reminder. So whae? I wanted one less

reminder round here. That's perfectly normal.
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HOWIE. And since you never wanted the dog 1o begin i
El%WlE. Well, if I hadn't bought the dog —
BECCA. And if 7 hadn’t run inside to get the phone, or =

had
he gate —
ll-a{lg'&dll:‘.. lg;'t the gate unlatched!

Well, 7 didn't check it! (Retreats 2 bit.) I'm :

;B};icgtw again, Howie. It was no one’s faule. POt Playing
HOWIE. Not even the dog’s.
BECCA. | know that.
HOWIE. Dogs chase squirrels. Boys chase dogs,
BECCA. Are you telling me or yoursel
HOWIE. He loved that dog!
BECCA. Of course he did.
HOWIE. And you got rid of him!
BECCA. Righg, like I got rid of the tape. I get ir.
HOWIE. (Lasing it.) It's not just the tape! I'm not talking abouw
the tape, Becca! It's Taz, and the paintings, and the dlothes, and i
everything! You have to stop erasing him! You have to stop ir! Yoo
HAVE'I.% STOM (Howx’e&a: bmrsrrduml to tears. He l::xp to mosy
away from Becca. She takes him in. She seems more confused than
affronted.)
BECCA. Do you really not know me, Howie? Do you really no
know how utterly impossible that would be? To erase him? No
matter how many things I give to charity, or how many art projects
I box up, do you really think I don't see him every second of every
day? And okay, I'm trying to make things a little casier on myself
by hiding some of the photos, and giving away the clothes, but that
docs not mean I'm trying to erase him. That tape was an accident.
And believe me, | will beat myself up about it forever, I'm sure.
Like everything else that I could've prevented but didn't. :
Hb?u“ﬂﬁ. Thart's not what I want, Bec. It's not what I'm ralking
about,
Baoﬁg,&meoe Because it feels like it is. It fe;l;s' like 1 don't feel bad
en you. I'm not mourning en your tastc.
l:gggs %o'mc on, that's not —n-s e e me just S38

mourning in the right But ler me Just T8
Howie, that | am m:ungum:f:::gu am:.Andm)fl""f's
Just as real and awful as yours,
HOWIE. 1know that.

BECCA. You're not in a better place than 1 am, you're justind &
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ferent place. And that sucks that we can't be there for each other
right now, but that’s just the way it is.

HOWIE. His stuff is all we have left. Thats all I'm saying. And
every bit of it you get rid of —

BECCA. 1 understand that. You don't wanna let go of iv. | under-
stand, Howie.

HOWIE. Do you? (Bear) Do you? (No respomse.) This isnt ...
Something has to change here. Because [ can't do this ... like this.
I¢'s too hard. (Beat.) It’s oo hard. (Neither speaks for a while. Then
Howie heads for the stairs. He stops, and tsrns back to her.) And 1
want that dog back. Your mother's making him fac. (Bear.) 1 want
the dog back.

BECCA. Why don't we wait until —

HOWIE. 1 don't want to. How much more do we have to lose?
{Bear.) 1 miss the I'm sorry, but I miss him. I want him back.
(They each silently. Howie heads upssairs, leaving Becca
alone. The lights slowly fade.)
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ACT TWO

Scene 1

iving room. We hear a car pulling away as the g
Howie. wbdxmﬁvmmdwtﬂm
ing a cl for an open house, Tivo monthy bmm. u.
torre. Her pregnancy is starting 1o show little, She

T g ¢ a Shes four and

IZZY. They were weird, huh? Thar last couple? The

opening everything? Cabinets, dosets .. et
HOWIE. It's an open house,

IZZY. Still, it was kinda nervy. I'd never do one of these things,
Strangers strolling through, looking under my beds,

HOWIE. That's what you do 1o sell a house.

IZZY. Well, lucky for me I'll never own 2 house then, (Regarding
torte.) What is this, pie?

HOWIE. It’s a torte.

IZZY. Is it good?

HOWIE. Yeah, it's good. (Jzzy sertles in with the torte.)
IZZY. We done?

HOWIE. Fifteen minutes, We're suppaosed to go till four. (Looking
over the sign-in sheet.)

IZZY. How manyd ya get anyway?

HOWIE. Not many. No seriows buyers. Maybe the German
though. It’s hard 1o tell. ' 1
IZZY. 1s that what he was, German? [ couldn't place the accea!
thought maybe Irish.

HOWIE. [Irish?

IZZY. 1 couldn's eell, ,

HOWIE. We should probably get a broker. ! think 2 o of pop
are afraid of fisbos.

1ZZY. Afraida who?

36



HOWIE. Fisbo: For Sale By Owner. No middleman. I was trying
to avoid the commission but we probably need one. (Regarding s

in sheet.) This was a wash [ think. (Looking over clipboard,) | thought
we had a bite with that family — the little girl. Nothing, though.
Maybe I priced it too high. Or they were just browsing maybe.
[ZZY. (Eating.) You freaked them our, Howie. (Beat.)

HOWIE. No, I didn't. What are you talking about?

IZZY. You should've cleaned out Danny's room. Made it look like
a guest room or something. An office, or whatever.

HOWIE. Why?

IZZY. Because everyone that went in there was like, “Oh, you have
a son, how old is he?" Did you think people wouldn't ask that?
HOWIE. 1 didn think about it. I just thought itd be good for
them to see there was a nice room for a kid.

IZZY. But common sense, Howie. You've got these robot sheets on
the bed, the conversation’s gonna come up. And so everyone asks,
and then you tell them, and then there’s this weirdness in the air.
HOWIE. Only ruwo people asked. That's all.

IZZY. Well, you ooged them out. If you had a kid, would you
wanna move into a house where a boy just died? People believe in
that stuff, you know. House karma, or whatever you wanna call it.
HOWIE. Well, they're stupid then.

IZZY. Yeah, they are. But if you wanna sell your house you goera take
that into consideration. | can't believe /i giving you business advice.
HOWIE. Is that what this is?

[ZZY. I'm just saying, sometimes you gotta sort out what is and
isn't appropriate to say 1o :

HOWIE. It isn't appropriate to talk about my son?

[ZZY. Uh-uh, you're not pulling me into that conversation. You
wanna tell total strangers all about Danny and how he died, it's
none of my business. God knows it's something you enjoy doing,
50 you go ahead. But don’t be surprised if nobody wants to buy
your house. (Finishes torze.) Good God, Becca has gotta stop bak-
ing. I'm gynormous. (We hear the dog barking out in the yard. Howie
looks outside.) Someone coming?

HOWIE. (Regarding Taz.) No, he's just mad he's still tied up.
1ZZY. (Looks az her watch, then.) So, hey, let me ask you something
ves (Beat)

HOWIE. All nigh.

1ZZY. Why is Becca so mad at me? Is it just because I'm pregnant

or ..
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HOWIE. Becca's not mad ar you. \
IZZY. Then why does she act g0 1
HOWIE. 1 don't know. You should sy 1" *etimey

IZZY. | can'. -

HOWIE. Why nog

[ZZY. Because thar'll only make her .

HOWIE. Yeah, probably, bue — 7 Pissed,

[ZZY. 1s it because she blames me? A little b

HOWIE, Oh my God, zzy ,,, ¢ Oit Maybe)

IZZY. Because i [ hadn't called o biech

have left Danny to run into —. b0t Mom she g,
HOWIE. Ten months later and you're ki .
IZZY. Well, I don't know, T 2SKIng me this)

HOWIE. Honestly. I dont thi X ;
sty onestly, donuhkacocasmoodlmmy‘h"%nb

1ZZY. She thinks I can't do it, Righe I
ks tnks 1 cant do it. Righe lmnotmoxmobnm

HOWIE, She doesn't think thar. You should reslly be havineg this
conversation with her,

IZZY. lluml’\tbemaﬁndc-up.bmm le get their shit
HOWIE. Of course they do, ] B
IZZY. And maybe I'm not as organized as Becea, or homey, ee
whatever —

HOWIE. Nobody's comparing you.

1ZZY. Really? Because that'd be a fisse.

HOWIE. Everyone’s excited about the baby, Iz But you geem
understand thar there’s other stuff going on around here.

IZZY. T'm not talking about the other stuff. I'm wlking abous :d
being a capable person who can raise a child, and Jook after i
protect it. | resent the feeling | get from her, wdyou'toowmf:;
honestly, thac 1 don't deserve the baby. Or that lmfn.otlm.
enough, or smart enough or something, to take care °b$' Py
my God, if my modmcoul:ildoit.hmvhardouﬂdﬂ -
HOWIE. You'd be surprised. :

IZZY. Hey, thats not what I ... | just want to feel like you 8
have some faith in me, because I'm up 1o it.

HOWIE. Great. I hope you are. .

[ZZY. Oh, you hope. Thanks, Howie.
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HOWIE. | don't know where you want this conversation to go.
And | really don't lmowwhy you're havmg it with me. (Glances at
his watch.) Aw, fuck it. Nobody's coming. (Howie takes off his suit
Jacket. He tosses it onto the couch, then heads into the kitchen.)

IZZY. Are you mad?

HOWIE. No.

[ZZY. You scem mad.

HOWIE. (From kizchen.) I'm just getting a beer. You want one?
1ZZY. No, | don't want a beer. God.(Homc 15 himself a beer oxs
gn&cﬁl;?c tbmmknﬁvmxlxbmbm)&nluk)wmc-
HOW“‘:- What do you got, a list? “Things to ask Howic when he's
cornered™?

1ZZY. No. Not a liss.

HOWIE. What is it?

IZZY. You're not gonna like it.

HOWIE. Well then, even better,

IZZY. Do you know my friend Reema?

HOWIE. This is the question?

IZZY. No, thu:sthcprologue.‘/wknawhwsomcbookshm
prologues?

HOWIE. I'm familiar with the concepe.

IZZY. Thart’s Reema. You remember her?

HOWIE. Not really.

IZZY. 1 brought her to that barbecue like two years ago? Curly
hair, kinda chubby.

HOWIE. Okay. I'll take your word for it.

1ZZY. Well, Reema works at Calderone’s. In New Rochelle. You
know that restaurant? (Beas.)

HOWIE. Yeah.

1ZZY. Well Reema, even though you don't remember her, remem-
bers you pretry well from the barbecue, and she said she waited on
you a couple weeks ago

HOWIE. Did I suﬂ' hcr on the tip? Because had 1 remembered
her, obviously I would've —

IZZY. She sand were with a woman. (Bear.)

HOWIE. I was wuh another parent from the support group. Two
weeks ago, righe? We bbcd a bite after the meeting, If Reema
had identified herself, | would ve introduced thcm

IZZY. Her husband doesn't attend the meetings?

HOWIE. Is this still part of the prologue?
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1ZZY. Why were you holding hands? (Beqy \
holding hands. ¥ ™ 53ig

HOWIE. And Reema's what exacely, you, spy? ™
1ZZY. No, she's a waitress, Shcmiuun“'k Y

mcnltins around. m‘ﬂe&
HOWIE. Okay, now I am mad. o

IZZY. | wld you, you weren't gonna like j¢.
HO\VI?'.. :l'hat woman is a friend of mine
leuloemut six mond.ts ago. Jemf. Izzy, what 3re youd:";d"wdim of
IZZY. I'm just asking a question. You don, have w”'"tlos.g
HOWIE. Jmtbemntlwalxﬂdingamwd::fkﬁm{
1ZZY. lknwwuandBcoamtnvigm@h trg
HOWIE. Whart are you talking abour? -
1ZZY. — Bur I'd like to think thar if thi :
were unsaveable, that you\ibemmug;ﬁt&‘:‘%%
HOWIE. Who said we were having troublegr " " —
IZZY. — And not make things worse than already
fucking around behind Beoca's back, ey sheady ey
:-é(;mou are way off base, lzzy!

Y. I know there’s “other stuff goi '
that doesn't excuse it. e o

HOWIE. This is sobcyondridkulousldoo'tevmkmwhon.

o you.
1ZZY. 1 don't need you to respond. | just wanted 1o ask the ques.
tion and say what I had to say. You can do whatever you vam
about it

HOWIE. Abourt whas! I'm not having an affair!

1ZZY. Okay.

HOWIE. I was comforting a friend!

IZZY. Great, I'm glad to hear that.

HOWIE. And I don’t know where this Reema person gess of
making these offensive assumptions about me —

1ZZY. She'll be happy to hear it was 2 m ! .
HOWIE. 1 mean, God, lzzy. And right after your abost
not having faith in yow. What do you think of me?

1ZZY. I'm sorry, it’s my sister. | had o ask.

HOWIE. Wel, hy:uw'\'c asked.

IZZY. Indeed I have. 7 -
HOWIE. Jesss. (Bear.) Vll tell ya one ‘z.a if | cver ;,‘-,*,L'... -
again, I'm gonnatdlbcrwlmlthmk %W)Ia
IZZY. You should. She'll like that. (Heads i
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BIOWIE. And bo dr

H r the record, 1 | did saiff by i

[ZZ¥, Youh wall o the ecoed, et . . e e B
come in door ! :

B i il oy e Lo e ey b g

NAT. Luckily she had read about it in the papers —

BECCA. Of course she did.

NAT. — So when [ explained iz, she realized who you were.

BECCA. You should've gotten her phone number. We could've

had her over for cockeails.

HOWIE. Heyyy, they're back.

NAT. | was just trying to help,

BECCA. Well | don't need you chasing after me cleaning up my

Messes.

HOWIE. What happened?

BECCA. Or apologizing for me.

NAT. That's not what | was doing.

HOWIE. IZZYX.
Did something happen? You get my message about
the olive loaf?

BECCA. No, I shut my phone off.

NAT. | had w do somerhing, Bocea.

1ZZY. (To Becea.) Why?

BECCA. (7o [zzy) Because you kepe calling me,

1ZZY. NAL

But I wanted olive loaf. If I didn't say something. she
would've had the cops there.

HOWIE. Cops where?

BECCA. She would not have called the cops.

NAT. You don't know that,

1ZZY. Someone was gonna call the cops?

HOWIE. Whar happened?

BECCA. Nothing. _ :

NAT. Wehndalinksocnc.thal’sal(w&ngmm)lanmc
do this. (Nas puts some of the groceries ausy Becos moves so look ever
the sign-in sheet on the i _ 2
BECCA. Howd we do ere? Looks a little light, doesn’t ic?
HOWIE. What kind of scene® What scene did you have?
BECCA. In the supermarket.

I1ZZY. You and Mom?
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NAT. (From the kitchen.) N :
BECCA. It5 so stupid, 0, I was not leve,l\

HOWIE., What happened?

BECCA. This is why I hate i

“Oh look, Froot Loops, o..f:",}}"u'? Fombing iy
dt&acDmnyhlwduﬁn;dm,"mm. Loops. }&y“}q
to do some of the food shopping. I'm sick olf{: Hm,m‘:\n‘
NAT. (QMM&MB&Q@(:“MC“M”%" Bra
HOWIE. About what?

NAT. There was a boy there.

HOWIE. He reminded you of Danny?

BECCA. No. Maybe a little, but not really, no.

NAT. He had red hair.

BECCA. What happened was we were in the same aide 15 g 1
and he wanted these roll-ups, fruit roll-ups, and his mether -
being 2 hard-ass about it, saying she wasait gonna buy them for i,
NAT. And it wasnt because she couldnt afford it, becawse yoq
could tell she had moncy.

BECCA. But the kid was gerting whiny about ie. Which makes
sense, because he's five years old and he really wants these roll
but the mother wouldnt give in. In fact she starts ignoring hem
completely, just turns her face away and pretends he’s not there.
Just goes about her shopping, like that’s gonna shut him wp, ot
teach him 2 lesson or something. Case closed sort of thing, Bet thar
only gets him more upset. So thar pissed me off for some reason.
HOWIE. What did?

BECCA. The way she was ignoring him, instead of trying
explain why he couldn't have them.

NAT. So she walked over to her.

HOWIE. Whae? Why?

BECCA. [ don't know. I just did.

1ZZY., Whard you say? :
BECCA. 1 said, “It's only three bucks, why don't you just get him
the fucking roll-ups”

HOWIE. Oh, no ...

BECCA. And she looked 3 little miffed. But she smiled a liceke —
I doa't knnow why — and explained to me chat she dida't want her
son cating candy. And so | said it wasn't aceually candy, in face fruic
rollups ase relatively healthy, and they're made with real fruit, and
why not give him a trear? And she told me to mind my own busi-
ness, and then tried (o move her cart around me, bue ran over my
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foot by accident, so I smacked her. (Beas,)

HOWIE. Whae?

BECCA. 1 s‘:a:::d her.

NAT. She did. She smacked her. I couldn’t believe ir.

HOWIE kaf:w seve it, Real hard too.
BECCA. 1 . It was awful, and chen the '

felt rerrible, bur she pissed me off. woyaied crjig |
1ZZY. You hir that woman?

HOWIE. lzzy, dont.

1ZZY. U'm just saying. Glass houses.

BECCA. She was jgnoring him.

NAT. She was ignoring him. It was pretty birchy.

BECCA. I wanted to shake her: “Look at him. Don't pretend he
isn't there!” Bue 1 didn't say that. I just stood there, kinda startled,
and she was kinda startled, and then Mom came over and told me
to go out to the car, which 1 did not need her to do.

NAT. 1 just explained everything to her. Thar's all 1 did. And she
was mad at first, but I explained it, and she understood.

BECCA. No, she didn't.

NAT. Afrer I ralked with her, I'm saying,

BECCA. Siill, she didn't understand, Mom. I'm sure you just
made it scem like I was a crazy person. Some unstable —

NAT. You did slap her, Becca.

BECCA. She was lucky thar was all T did! (Nat shuts up abous it,
and goes back into the kitchen. Becca heads to the conch.) Nox thar it
helped. Not that she'll suddenly ... realize ... I mean, it was a fruir
roll-up. Just bet him Aave it. Am | wrong?

[ZZY. No. | would've smacked her, too.

BECCA. Yeah, well, obviously. (Bear.) And 1 was doing well too,
wasn't [, Howie? | had a bunch of good days in a row. (fzzy smug-
gles up to her sister on the couch,)

IZZY. You can come shopping with me anytime, Bec. I'm gonna
give my kid whatever he wants. Candy, whatever.

BECCA. That wasn't my point, [zzy.

IZZY. No, | know, you're saying be with him. She blocked him out
instead of ... appreciating him, or whatever. | understand. [ rocally
get it. And if you ever see me doing whar she did, smack me, too,
okay? (Beat.)

BECCA. Okay.

IZZY. Maybe you taught that lady something.

BECCA. Yeah, I don't think so.
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17ZY. (Calls off) Hey, Mom, did they hawD

" (From the kitchen.) Right here.
I%} (oh good, let’s crack that bad boy open, (Heady off)
BECCA. (Off Howies look.) What?

E. Nothing.

;{EO(;?A. Have I shocked you?
HOWIE. No. Not shocked, no.
BECCA. Well, you look shocked.
HOWIE, Do I?
BECCA. Or something. (Taz starts barking. It immsediarely o
Becca,) Go quict him down, wouldja, Howie? (Howie yrm o
Jason is ssanding by the front door. Hes entered, unnoticed poy,
They all become aware of his presence. Nat and Izzy stand in the dogy
way of the kitchen.)
JASON. Hello. Hi ... um ... ] saw the sign outside, so ... the
opcnbmsig:LAndtbcdoofwzsopcn.
HOWIE. You looking to buy a house?

mﬁ-‘“’ht? He said he saw the sign.
- 1 just wanted 1o say hey, (Taz has not stopped barking)

HOWIE. Taz! Shug ! (T& o
JASON. You know wﬁ)l:::.?:g‘hf;rh”& They all stare at Jason)
o S

N. s°"i““'h¢ﬁsnwuomm cts ;
! just poked in. I' ere, I thoughe itd be okay if
ag‘_ m)‘bmd n, l\‘tboen Wannns 10 say 'K“O forawhik

HOWIB. ‘w so‘ f‘ma o
JASON. Righe. I was juss < < Hng.

Just sayi .
er you. Just say hello in pe,z',"%::"‘“m I didn' wanna bo X
Ao eah. Ie's & Maybe anacher time would
s ;
JASON. Right, you sai d‘."n.'o',’" relatives hege,
IZZY and NAT. "Hello,
JASON other time then.

BECCA. Yeah, we're . v
HOWIE. Beca ., o1 2round, so —



you're —

HOWIE. Well, the problem is we' . .

;’2‘6‘;3 blig Nodl: of cxic tim:‘“ uying to sell the house, which
. It wouldn' ; .

St kit nt take long, 1 just wanng sit down with you at

HOWIE. Stull —

JASON. I'd reall

y like 1o arrange somethine : ! ;
HOWIE. And I just told you ngwhs pex ,ﬁ,’,“h’“ poasie.

JASON. No, I know, but I wasn' talking abou right now,

. S don't)-ouukeoﬂ'dnn?.\ndifmm
arrange something in the future we'll do thar,
JASON. Okay. Well I wrote m

. ¥ number down ... (P«Ibm,ad
from his pocket.) So if you free awkward
u'zn«. He places the mcmberyw o e

the ' ' j
raniik 3 on the closest piece of furniture. He
HOWIE. Can I just say something t ? (Advances on bi
E{ECQ&O NAT. B lZZ;’.' i

owie, don't — Hey, .
. cy, easy now. Oh, Jesus.

"IE. An open house sign doesn't mean we're holding walking
tours in here.

JASON. I know that.

HOWIE. You can't just pop in because the door’s open. We were
conducting business.

JASON. Thart's why I waited until that couple lefe. It looked like
things were finished here,

HOWIE. Well, they're nor.

JASON. Then | apologize.

HOWIE, We five here, okay? This is our home.

BECCA. All right, Howie. (Reaches for his arm.)

HOWIE. You don't just walk into someone’s home like thar.
Especially given the circumstances. You should show a litde
JASON. T'm sorry. (Looks to the others.) I'm sorry | interru
(Beat.) Sorry. (Jason exits. Theyre all silent for a couple bears.)
HOWIE. You belicve that? The balls on that kid? Walking in here?
NAT. (Regarding laundry soap.) I'm gonna bring this ... (Nas heads
into the laundry room with the soap.)

HOWIE. And what was he, out there hiding behind a tree or
something? No wonder Taz was barking,

BECCA. Or maybe he was barking because he's hungry. Did you
feed him?

HOWIE. Oh ... no. | got caught up with —
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\
BECCA. No, of course not. You wanted thay

can never remember to feed him. (Tirmy 7o 8:)08 5 b“”)’» bur You
HOWIE. I'll do it, I,

BECCA. Its nice to ings are gettin
aroundhcm(HMmb«j.{m BING back 10 1oy
HOWIE. (After Becca goes. at was the last ¢hi

Thar kid showing up. 78 the Noeded,
IZZY. She seemed fine with it. You were the one who
HOWIE. Yeah, well, I'm not the one Shpping people,
IZZY. (Regarding Jason.) 1 don't know, YOU €ame pretry cfoge :
then. (Pause.) So I'm free next week if YOU Wanna try hi, Juse
Another open house. (Beat.) gain,
HOWIE. Maybe. We'll see,

IZZY. You really should do something abour thar room though,
Auggic does some renovation stuff on the side, if YOU Want me g
ask him. He could get in there and —

HOWIE. Oh, I don't know ...

IZZY. He does good work. He pur u my mother’s drywall.
HOWIE. I think we gor it oovcl:ed. i

IZZY. Sill,

you should really try to fix things up a litele, (Besz)
The room, I mean.

HOWIE. Yeah, I know what you meant. (lzzy heads into the kitchen,
leaving Howie alone, The lighs fade.)

BOC upsey,

Scene 2

About a week later. Nar is helping Becca clean ows Dannys
room. B«méta&ingDcnny’:lmbomode“;{
placing them into a milk crate. Nabmﬁ?my_- ::"
mals, kids puzzles, ete., out of a toy box and placing

a garbage bag or keep bax.

BECCA. Toss.
NAT. (Another) This too?

: Becea find
BECCA. Yeah. (Nar puts both toys into the garbage bag. Bet ane’
The Runaway Bunn)fwgbe flips through i) Remember -
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(Holds sup the book.)

NAT. That was your book.

BECCA. I know. (Becca puts it in the keep box. Nat pulls a Curions

George doll out of the toy box.)

NAT. (Holds it up.) Monkey?

BECCA. Um, keep, I guess. (She does.)

NAT. Howie doesn't mind this?

BECCA. It was bis idea. After that open house. Scems his grief

g out the window when it comes to maximizing profits. (Beat.)
ry. | don't even know why | said that. Just being mean. (They go

back ro work.) Besides, it's not like we're getting rid of everything.

(Something stops Nat, She's bolding a pair of Dannys sneakers. They're

smaller than she remembers. Becca glances over at her and realizes

whars happening. Simply:) Don't do that. (Takes the sneakers.) Quick

and clean, like a Band-Aid. (Places the sneakers in a garbage bag.)

Otherwise we'll never get chrough it. (Becca grabs a Kleenex from the

bureau and passes it vo Nar withous missing a beat, She carries on as

if the moment never happened.) Did lzzy tell you | was taking a con-

tinuing ed. class? We're reading Bleak House. Isn't that hilarious? He

handed out the syllabus and I just laughed. Blask Howse. Of course

no one knew what I was laughing ax, which was grear. (Nat looks up

at her,) It's in Bronxville so no one knows me. I'm normal there,

That's what I like best about it. I don't get “the face™ every time

someone looks at me.

NAT. Whar face?

BECCA. You know. (Demonstrates, solemn pity) “Oh, hi. How ya

doin'? Hangin' in there?™ (Nar lasghs a listle.) | hate iv. (Together,

they strip the robot sheets off the bed.) And you know what's nice?

These ladies don't even ralk about their kids or their husbands or

any of it. I think they're just so happy to be away from all that. It’s

probably the lesr thing they wanna talk about. Because I'm sure

most of them are bored housewives, right?

NAT. I don't know. I've never met these people.

BECCA. Well, that's who takes Westchester continuing-ed classes,

isn't ic?

NAT. 1 guess,

BECCA. Sure, and they're just so happy to be talking about

Dickens instead of what's for dinner. “Yay, we're reading literature.”

It’s like they're in college again. Who'd swanna talk about their fam-

ilies? 1 know [ don't. (Bear.) Anyway, I like it. I like that I'm just a

lady taking a class. And next week we stare Madame Bovary, That
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2 get the ol’ girls goin’, huh?
NAT. 18;:::’: know that book.

sch to an obnoxious yapping dog. It loud.)
11':\1’?”%“ the hell? (Trying to turn it off) How do 1 —; 3,

annoying. : 23197 ,
Over the noise,) Try listening to it for hours op

(BSES:E; :'l(of) lzzy gave him that. Only people without dm;::
o s Kindsof s, Ot poople who Wan 1 pursh e
(Then.) You know what? Debbie’s kids might like that. We shoylg
save it for them. Thatd show her. (M,ﬁopt/xmmg&h’h)
NAT. Still haven’t heard from her?

BECCA. Nope. Howie plays squash with Rick but ... And | hear
the kids are good. Do you remember Emily?

NAT. Of course.

BECCA. She's getting big now. (B:u.)’

NAT. I thought you haven't scen them?

BECCA. Nos.hbnzof. I passed by Danny’s daycare last week, and
the kids were all in the yard. (Off her look.) Whar? I was just walk-
ing by. That's how I get o the post office. .

NAT. Yeah. Anyway, that’s too bad about Debbic. But that can
happen. Friends disappear. I remember when Arthur died — (Stops

herself) Sorry. (Pause. Holds up a toy) What abour this?

BECCA. No, it’s busted. (Takes it and tosses it.)

NAT. You know, the thing about Debbie ...

BECCA. Yeah?

NAT. It's just as bad the other way sometimes. Do you remember
Maureen Bailey?

BECCA. Sure,

NAT. ' i
gé\gcydll L m gct rid of her after your brother passed away.
NAT. Alsoays at the house, Aliways checking : in’ up the
cmnamo;\ buns Uncle ]itpm;:pwcf mneg l!ﬂmon mchaﬁa a“ nm:teicm
;:) mys:lbou And of course it was nice, I guess, but it didn't feel like
was ¢ me. It juse felt like she had nothing else to do. Like

consoling me became he hobby, .
finally in the middle oftoom_.c os:em:f(‘ttms to ﬁlfup her day. And

why are you here all the time>” moon, I said, “Maurcen,
:lm Whatd she ny?m
INAL said, *I want 1o be th
in your grief.” And so | said, 'Wdlc:?tﬁmfl:i::.g'lxn;\to ‘l'l:m
¥ o have
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it all to myself still. You plant your far ass in that chair every frickin'
da et "

B[-!,,CCA. You did not say that.

NAT. 1did — “and suck up all my coffee, and I don't see you leav-
ing with any of this gricf you're allegedly sharing with me. In fact
the only thing you do take outta here are my cinnamon buns.”
(Beat.) So 1 never saw her again obviously. (Bear.) Which was o
bad actually, because she was the only one who was willing to talk
about Arth — (Staps herself again.)

BECCA. You can say his name.

NAT. Can I? I don’t know your rules, Becca. 1 don't wanna get
scolded.

BECCA. You can talk about Arthur. I just don't like the comparisons.
NAT. Okay.

BECCA. It's not like the Arthur stuff didnt ... He was my brother,
so obviously that was a really hard time for all of us.

NAT. | know.

BECCA. But that was a long time ago, and it was very different.
For me.

NAT. Of course it was.

BECCA. Okay then, (Back to work. Becca takes pictures off the wall,
Nat finds some papers on a bookcase.)

NAT. Whar's chis?

BECCA. Oh, it’s a ... It's just a story that boy wrote. He sent it to

us.
NAT. (Regarding the title.) What is it, an Alice in Wonderland kind
of thing, or —

BECCA. No, it's more science fiction.

NAT. (Turns a page.) It's dedicated to Danny.

BECCA. Yeah, he asked if he could do that,

NAT. Why? It's about Danny?

BECCA. No, not at all. It's about a scientist,

NAT. Oh.

BECCA. Or the son of a scientist, actually. The father discovers
this warren of — It’s like a network of holes to other galaxies, or
parallel universes, | guess, but he dies somechow. And so the son
goes into these holes trying to find him. Well, not him, because he’s
dead, but another version of him.

NAT. It doesn’t sound very good.

BECCA. It's okay. He's young,

NAT. Keep i?
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BECCA. (Takes the story) Yeah, we shou

in the box, (Becea puss the #ory inside the i k:‘:‘it. ' m\/

: Pt
cleaning. Becca wuwmphml‘dlmglxym : N"‘zn&,d'
She sries 10 sound sffhand.) 1 think I'm 7 finally s
NAT. Who? U tec him acpy g
BECCA. Jason Willetze, (Bear.)

NAT. Why?

BECCA. T don't know. I juse , .. want to,

NAT. Whar about Howie?

BECCA. Howie's not really into it

NAT. Well, I thoughe it was weird, The walked ;
Creepy. You don't think thar was wm;r = 19 ke thy,
BECCA. Not really.

: was creepy. You sh -
thinks. P o0 Should ak Howie wi ,

BECCA. | don't have 10 ask him what he hinks. tankly .
care whar he thinks. ' i ! doai

NAL T'm just saying, (After a bear, Howie in the dagrygy
He looks around. The bed has Mwﬂim:‘;m He
YERTEls popping inm, but its tos late now:)

BECCA. Hey.

HOWIE. How’s it goin’?

BECCA. Fine.

HOWIE. Good. (Btn)lthmgiatwccoddmudnbmbd-
spread in here,

BECCA. Okay.

HOWIE. Andmybehan;thcAnsdAthspﬁnzsthaminlh
basement?

BECCA. Sounds like a plan.

HOWIE, Making progress I see.
BECCA. Yup.

HOWIE. Okay. (7o Nat.) Thanks for helping out, Nat.

NAT, Sute. (He goer.) blue
BECCA. (Whispers.) 1 hate that bedspread. I'm gonna put o
one on. It's neutral enough. (They work in slence. Nat

smiles. She remembery something.) ; :

NAT. Hey, you know whas I was thinking of this moraing’
BECCA. Whae
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NAT. (Chuckling a little already

you and Howie got me for M “hi"':‘l';:yml:‘ that gourmet b'eslm

ti and the fancy biscuits? And I put the choc);?a:’ with the biscot-

came over for dinner, and Danny arte the enti b:v'om phes

when no one was looking? ire bowl of chocolates

BECCA. (Shes heard this many times.

NAT. And then Howie was like, “\Vbcre'i :‘llphd* chorol .

e . ates go?
:nng :hmdl.-l Danny datc l;hem. Leave him alone, kids like candy.”
en Howie said, “Burt those chocolate-covered i

beans!" Remember? W o o e

BECCA. I do.

NAT. But Danny had eaten the whole bowl, so he kn

really really wired. And running in circles and dmz;uup 3‘:

walls, and putting things on his head, and he was up until like

three A.M. Remember that? ‘

BECCA. Only too well.

NAT. 1 didn't know what the damn things were. I just thought

they were candy. You get me these fancy baskets with all chis crazy

stuff in "em — espresso beans. | tell that story to everyone. People

get a kick out of it. (Becea smiles.)

gl:.\gr&wh(:{?(m beat.) Mom? (Nat looks up az ber.) Docs it go away?

BECCA. This feeling. Does it ever go away? (Beat.)

NAT. No. I don't think it does. Not for me, it hasn't. And that’s

goin’ on cleven years. (Beat.) It changes though.

BECCA. How?

NAT. 1 don' knmv.'l‘hcwcigbtofit.lgtmmmpoimit

becomes bearable. It turns into something you can crawl out frgn
‘-

undcr.Andcartyaround—likcabrickinymupock«.Andyou
reach in for whatever rea-

g«itc\uyonccinawhik,butd\cn)ou

son and there it is: “Oh right. That.” Which can be awful. But not
a1l the time. Sometimes it’s kinda ... Not that you !:'knz exactly, but
it's what you have instead of your son. 50 YO don't wanna let go of
it cither. So you carry it around. And it doesn't go away, which is ...

BECCA. Whar?
silent for @ couple beats. Becea nods

NAT. Fine ... actually. (Theyre ‘
a little, She goes back to work. So does Nat. The lights fade.)
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Scene 3

A few days later. Jason i sitting on the

He looks around, Bece COuCh i che fy;

mlmﬁom:bg%ﬁ‘b?ﬂ:q

BECCA. 1 made some lemon squares,

rquares, bemoﬂdndauph‘”’) (She holds oy e ferg
JASON. Thank you.

BECCA. Can1 get you milk or somethi "

Unless you want seltzer, g dm‘hmm“d‘
JASON. I'm fine.

BECCA. You'll need something to wash | down, though
don’t drink coffee, do you? ’ -
JASON. Sometimes.

BECCA. You want coffee?

JASON. No thanks. Really, I'm okay.

BECCA. All right. But let me know if you change your mind, (S

Joins bim on the couch. Jason takes a bite of lemon square,)
JASON, 1It’s good.

BECCA. Thank you.

JASON. Scill warm. (She smiles. Passe.) So, you're moving?
BECCA. We're thinking about it. 1f we can find a buyer,
JASON. Where are you moving to?

BECCA. We're still looking.

ASON. Far away? ,
]BECCA. l’mbably; not, no. My husband works in the city, 2%
can't go thar far. o
JASON. What does he do? ; -
BECCA. He works at Prime Brokerage. Risk managemea!
JASON. (Doesn't know what thas is.) Uh-huh.

BECCA. He takes the train in.

JASON. Right. |
BECCA. So we don't wanna go too far o e 28 By
JASON. 1It's a nice house, 1 hope you find i, (v £
BECCA. We'll probably go smaller. This is t?bt L%

to the lemon square.) 'm sorry Howie couldn

JASON. Thar's okay.
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BECCA. He's, uh ...

JASON. Not ready?

BECCA. I was gonna say working, but yeah, thar 100,

]ASé)Cl:: l;iui‘cmcd mad. The other day,

BECCA. No, he was just surprised that you dro by.
JASON. Okkay. ki

BECCA. You just scared him a licdde bie.

JASON. He didn't seem scared.

BECCA. Yeah well ... Maybe thar's not the right word. Bur ...
Howic’s not mad at you. What happened was an accident. Howie
knows that. (Beat.) You know that, too, right? (fasen takes a bite of
lemon square. Taz barks out back. Becea cringes) That bark goes right
through me. I swear, we better move somewhere without squirrels.
JASON. You should have his vocal cords snipped.

BECCA. Whar?

JASON. That's what some people do. If their dogs won't stop
barking.

BECCA. Huh. I've never heard of tha.

JASON. Yeah, because some dogs just never shut up. So that's
what they have to do. Otherwise the alternative is give 'em away.
Or put "em to sleep, 1 guess. You should look it up online. I bet
there’s all sorts of information, if you're interested.

BECCA. No, Howie would never allow it. He loves that dog too
much. (Bear.) Do you have any pets?

JASON. No.

BECCA. Well, chac's lucky.

JASON. Yeah?

BECCA. Unless you wanz a pet. Do you want a pet? Because I've
got one you can borrow. Just kidding. (Pawse, Jason notices a book
on the coffee table.)

JASON. We read that book.

BECCA. Bleak House?

JASON. Yeah, in English class,

BECCA. Did you like ic?

JASON. No really. It's 100 long.

BECCA. 1 know. | barely made it through.

JASON. 1 liked David Copperfield though.

BECCA. Also very long.

JASON. Yeah, but it didn't feel as long,

BECCA. No, you're right. (Pause.)

JASON. So, 1 dont see any photos anywhere,
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BECCA. Of Danny?

JASON. Yeah.

BECCA. Well, we put most of them away. Because of
house.

JASON. Okay. _

BECCA. Do you want to see pictures? Because | could
JASON. No thank you. (Beat.)

BECCA. Okay. , ,

JASON, The one in the article was nice though. Him 3 the beach,
BECCA. That's at Anneport Bay.

JASON. 1 used to have a shirt just like that one. The one s wess-
ing in the picture. (Bear.) I might've been going 00 fase, Thye day
I'm not sure, but I might've been. So ... that's one of the things |
wanted to tell you. (Bear.) 1t’s a thirty zone. And I might've been
going thirty-three. Or thirty-two. I would usually look down, 1o
check, and if | was a little over, then I'd slow down obviously. By |
don't remember checking on your block, so it’s possible I was going
a lirde too fast. And then the dog came out, really quick, and so |
swerved a little to avoid him, not knowing, obviously ... (Bear) So
that’s something I thought you should know. I might've been going
a litde over the limit. I cant be positive either way though. (Pise.)
BECCA. I'm gonna get you some milk. You don’t have to drink it
if you don't wane it.
JASON. Okay. (Becca heads into the kitchen. She gets a glass from a
cabinet and fills it with milk.)

BECCA. So you're a senior?
JASON. Yeah.

BECCA. Where you headed in the fall?
JASON. Connecticut College, They have a good writing program.
BECCA. Oh, well that's nice for you. And not too far from home.
Your parents must be happy about that. o
JASON. It’s just my mom, but yeah, she’s happy about . Shes
already started picking out sheet sets for the dorm room.
JASON. St b raduate pre-
. She keeps saying she's gonna apply to the graduate p

gram so she can keep anngyc on st:c while I'm up there, Shes Ju&t
joking though,

BECCA. Right. ' ooly
JASON. She’s not really looking forward to it, since I'm the d&
onc at home now, but I told her I'd come back on the weeke®

when | could.

(hc%
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BECCA. That'll be nice. (She reenters, brings him the milk.) There

ya go-
JASON. Thanks. (He puts the milk down.)
BECCA. Andyougmdmtg when?
‘L.:S“?N. Thursday. Mare Lauer is gonna speak. His niece is in my
BECCA. Well that’s grear. I like Matt Lauer.
poos S el
you must have a coming up then.
JASON. It was last Sarurday my. s
BECCA. And you wene?
JASON. Yeah.
BECCA. Do you have a girlfriend or —
JASON. rj'o-lllwnn.lcf.itibutwr:brol:cupawhilcago.solw«em
wgth¢§pdCUlwa'sﬁutaﬁhﬁ.aMdtko¢a@dTMMt
with this guy Jake whose dad owns this old-fashioned Rolls-Royce
dnthebringstowabomandsmﬂimmallvumththatwgcdm.
JBE((:)CA. Thar must've been fun.
ASON. Yeah, it was a tight squeeze though, because no one wanted
to sit up front, but it worked our. We had champagne in the back —
zttogadmnkorang:lﬁng.junmodebmc—ﬁy&dykmﬂy
inny so she goc a litde dipsy, even though she had like one
glass of champagne. And she kepr telling the driver to put the top
down because she wanted 1o stand up in the back and acx crazy, but
the car wasnt even a convertible, so we essentially made fun of her all
mfo‘dm.ﬂmpmmmﬁmnyz (Becea has been tearing u
: M@M&éﬂ)ﬁtdrumi@thisaﬁngjb&hmmﬁ
a few beats. Jason just sits, not sure what to do,)
BECCA. I'm sorry.
JASON. No, thar was stupid of me.
BECCA. T asked.
JASON. Suill, I shouldn’t have — Should I go?
BECCA. No. I'm fine. (She collects herself. She grabs a Kleenex and
blows her nose.) I'm sotry. (They sit in silence for a couple beats.) So
did you have a good time? At the prom?
JASON. It was okay.
BECCA. Well, it sounds like it was very nice. (Beat.) I liked thart
story you sent by the way. I'm sorry we never thanked you for it
JASON., Thar’s okay.
BECCA. We appreciated it. (She grabs another Kleenex and wipes
her nose.) So the scientist that the boy is looking for ...
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N. Yesh?
JB):ESCOCA- Is that your dad? (Beat.)

ON. No.
J;]:)S(x‘A. I mean, is it based on him?

JASON, No. My dad was an Engljsh teacher.
BECCA. Oh. Okay. I was just curious about that pare, H, ded

JASON., It’s just a story. :
BECCA. No, I know. I'm sorry. It’s none of my business. [ was

_,IASON. Reading into ic?

BECCA. Yeah. (Bear.) Well, anyway, I liked it very much. It remind.
od me of Orpheus and Eurydice. Do you know that Greek myth?
JASON. Not really.

BECCA. Eurydice dies, and Orpheus misses her so much, that he
travels 1o Hades to retrieve her, but in the end it doesa’t work our,
JASON. 1 should read it

BECCA. Yeah, it’s similar. But instead of Hades, you have the rab-
bit holes. The paralled universes. It's interesting. 1 liked tha pare.
JASON. Thank you.

BECCA. Is that something you believe in?

JASON. Pasallel universes?

BECCA. Yezh.

JASON. Sure. I mean, if space is infinite, which is what most s6-
entists think, then yeah, there Aave to be parallel universes,
BECCA. There Aave to be?

JASON. Yeah, because infinite space means ... it means it goes 08
and on forever, so there's a never ending stream of possibilitics.
BECCA. Okay.

JASON. So even the most unlikely events have to ke place fom
lfi\m. including ocher universes with versions of us leading different
lives, or maybe the same lives with a couple things changed.
BECCA. And you think that’s plausible.

JASON. Not just plausible — probable. If you accept the most

p
JASON. Wherever, yeah, Boch. If space is infinite, Then there 4%
tons of you's out there, and tons of me's.
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BECCA. And so this is just the sad version of us. (Beas,)
e

B ut are versions where everythi

B A e e st
BECCA. An se r VErsions exist. ‘renoth ;
they're actual, rea! people. e posnesks
JASON. Yeah, assuming you believe in science.

BECCA. Well thar's a nice thought. That somewhere out there I'm
having a good time,

JASON. (After a pawse.) So, could you tell your husband for me2
How I might've been going a litde over the limie? | know he's prob-
ably still mad but —

BECCA. He's not mad. Nobody's mad.

JASON. Okay. (Bear.) Can you tell him though? (Bear.)
BECCA. Sure. (Jason goes for the milk. He drinks it as the lights fade.)

Scence 4

Eat-in kitchen. Dusk, Nat enters with a box cz;{wp and books

from Danny's room. She places them on the table. Izzy follows,
reading The Runaway Bunny.

1ZZY. 1 don't remember The Runaway Bunny being so weird, The
mother’s like a stalker.

NAT. Oh, come on. She's noc a stalker.

1ZZY. Well, of course you don't think so, Bur look, she turns into
wind and shit, 2 mountain dimber. Poor kid needs to get himself
a restraining order. (Iﬁmdxwindxbax.aMﬁwdw
obnoxious yappy dog toy she had given to Danny) Heyyy, | remember
this. She said | could have ie?

NAT. Obh, yes, that one especially she wants you to have. (Becca
enters with a recipe shes printed out /6: Izzy)

BECCA. Here. | typed it all out for you. | put down lime zest in
the filling, but you can also use orange zest, or even a little grape-
fruit. Or lemon, obviously.

1ZZY. (Looking as the recipe.) Jesus. 1¢'s like three pages long. This
looks hard, Becca.
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BECCA. It's not. I promise. 1 put everything doyy, =
1ZZY. | hope the oven works. | don't think Auggic's
He keeps dishes in there. CVEr ey
BECCA. gwus«aam‘l:bmnnall me.

. Okay. 2 ) Me — baking. Augg;e:
IZZY. . y. (Bea baking, i
NAT. Well, anyone in their right mind would be.
1ZZY. Ha ha. (Howie enters, home from work, calling ay besi

HOWIE. Hello-hellooo ... (Hes Ing something in sind g 75
is surprised to see him.) G 8 R infoil. Beceg
1ZZY. Hey, Howie.

NAT. Hello.

HOWIE. Hi.

BECCA. You're home.
HOWIE. (Taking off his jacket.) Yeah.

BECCA. I thought you had group.
HOWIE. I decided to skip it. (Bear.)

IZZY. Mom, we should get going, if you wanna get to bingo,

NAT. Why, what time is it?
IZZY. We gotta go. Auggic wants me to register for Lamaze, 5o |

can learn how to shove a baby out of my body. (Regarding bex
toys.) Thanks for the stuff. ’ d
BECCA. You're welcome.

IZZY. Bye, Howie.

NAT. (1o Becca.) Bye, sweetie.

HOWIE. Bye, guys. (As they exit with the box of ssuff ... )

NAT. Bingo’s just at Saint Catherine’s, you know. What's the bums
rush for?

IZZY. Can we talk about this in the car please?

NAT. I didn't even get a lemon square. (And theyre gone.)
HOWIE. (Regarding tinfoil) Alan brought in his zucchini
again. He made me take what was left. He wants you to try it
BECCA. That was nice of him. You'll have to thank him for me-

(Howie gets himself a beer.) We had paillard if you're hungry. Is in
there.
HOWIE. No, Alan kept pushing that bread on me all day.

BECCA. Okay. . -
HOWIE. (After a couple beats.) So how'd it go with the Kidi

BECCA. Fine. It was totally fine.

HOWIE. Whard he want? . wlk
BECCA. Just to ... | don't know, introduce himself, 1 gus
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a lietle.

HOWIE. Did you let him off the hook?

BECCA. Wlet:'t do you mean?

HOWIE. Well, he scemed pretry i i :

I assumed he wanted to be amlz;n;:n t;:&:it::s(m v )u; '
that what be wanted? A
BECCA. Not really. Not in so many words, no,

HOWIE. Huh. Did you tell hi idn' i

BECCA. We don’t blame him..m Ml
HOWIE. No, I know, but did i

BECCA. I guess so. (Bear.) A N ke el

;{o(i:ﬂl& That'’s good. (Beaz,) So I don't have to meet him then,

BECCA. Not if you don't want to, no.
HOWIE. Okay. (He sits at the table.)
B T

just decided 1o skip it tonight. ! I
BECCA. How come? Ao adoai dots
HOWIE. 1 think I might be done. With the group. I don't think
I'm gonna go back.
BECCA. Why, what happened?
HOWIE. Nothing. I just don't think it's as helpful to me anymore.
lmmtryitonmyownforawhik.lmmnotonmym.
obviously, but ... without the group. (Besz.) That sound okay?
BE,(XZA. Sure. If you're not gewing anything our of it, then why

go?
HOWIE. Exacdy. (Bear.)

BECCA. Are you okay?

HOWIE. Yeah. I'm just tired. And full of zucchini bread.
BECCA. All right. I'm gonna have a piece. I's good?

HOWIE. Yeah, it’s great. (Becca goes to cut a piece of the zuechini
bread.)

BECCA. So Rick and Debbie invited us over for a cookout this
weekend. (Bear.)

HOWIE. Really?

BECCA. Sunday they said. Are you free?

HOWIE. Yeah, You talked 1o Rick?

BECCA. No. Dcbbic.

HOWIE. You talked to Debbie.

BECCA. Yeah. I called her.

HOWIE. Wow. She must've been surprised.
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ECCA. She was.
go\wl-; What'd she say?

Oh you know, she cried mostly, and
Ebi(jﬁtt)’dmandtbmaidwmm. ™ TPologinyg
HOWIE. Sounds great. _

BECCA. It was okay. She said she kept meaning to cyf -
felt freaked out abf)ut cvetything and so she kepe putting i; oﬂ't she
bd'omshckncwnmonduhadgomby.mdm‘hmd‘ vang
couldn’t call because she felt like such an asshole, 3pd me
hatcdhcr.ooitjusuecmedanertonotpkkup‘hep Umed |
HOWIE. And that was good enough for you? =
BECCA. 1dont know. Probably. We'll see how the barbecye
(She joins him at the sable.) o,
HOWIE. Are the kids gonna be there?

BECCA. Of course, (Beat)

HOWIE. That'll be hard.

BECCA. Yeah, It'll be good 1o see them though. We
somithing for Emily. We missed her birthday. She mmedd‘of::,iat
wee

HOWIE. Right. Okay. (Bear.) Danny's is coming up.

BECCA. 1 know.

HOWIE. That's gonna be a tough one.

BECCA. Yeah. (Silemce as Becca ears the bread. Regarding succhini
bread:) It's good,

HOWIE. I'll tell Alan you liked it. (More silence.) It's so quiet,
BECCA. That's because I slipped Taz a couple Ambien,
HOWIE. (Smiles.) You're funny.

BECCA. You think I'm joking. (Becos takes another bite of succhini
bread. After a beat:) You think we should reconsider the house?

(Beat.)
HOWIE. If nobody bids, we might have to,
BECCA. There are worse things, I guess.
HOWIE. Yeah.
BECCA., It’s a nice house,
HOWIE. | know.
BECCA. (Aﬁacm.)Sowha:mwcgom&?
lB'lOWlE. Abour what?
ECCA. I don't know, pick something.
HOWIE, Well ... (77,5: it ewer,) We could go to Village T
tomorrow and pickupCandylandSorEmJy-m‘
something she'd like.
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BECCA. Okay, Candy Land. That’s a start. Then whar?

HOWIE. Then we wrap it

BECCA. Uh-huh.

HOWIE. And then on Sunda?' we go to the cookout, and we give
her the gift, and we talk to Rick and Debbie, and to make them
feel comfortable we ask the kids a bunch of questions about what
they've been up to, and we'll pretend that we're really interested.
And then we'll wait for Rick and/or Debbie to bring up Danny
while the kids are playing in the rec room. And maybe thar'll g0 on
for a litdde while. And after that we'll come home. (Bear.)

BECCA. And then what? (Beaz.)

HOWIE. I don't know. Something though. We'll figure it out,
BECCA. Will we?

HOWIE. 1 think so. 1 think we will. (Silence. They just sit for sev-
eral beats, not even looking at each other. Theyre scared. Then Becca

takes Howies hand. They hold on tight. And the lights dowly fade.)
End of Play
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PROPERTY LIST

Laundry

Orange juice, glass

Créme caramels, knife, plates, spoons
Wine, glasses

Toy dinosaur

Children’s book

Videotapes

Remores

Birthday cake with candles, knife, plates, forks
Papers

Dictionary

Gift-wra bath set

Gift certificate

Plastic wrap

Letter

Clipboard

Torte

Beer
Bags of groceries, laundry soap

Paper

Books, toys, clothes, moving boxes,

s g garbage bag
Tissues

Lemon squares, plate

Glass of milk

Book

Zucchini bread in tinfoil
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SOUND EFFECTS

Dryer buzz
Videotape of child and dog
Videotape of tornado documentary
Car pulling away

barking




