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A LIE OF THE MIND was first presented by Lewis Aflen and
Stephen Graham at the Promenade Theatre, in New York
City, on December 5, 1985. The production was directed by the
author; the settings were by Andy Stacklin; the costumes were
by Rita Ryack; the lighting was by Anne E. Militello; the
makeup and hair design were by Marlies Vallant; and the pro-
duction stage manager was Ruth Kreshka. The production
featured the music of the Red Clay Ramblers. The cast, in
order of appearance, was as follows:

JAKE . Harvey Keitel
FRANKIE ... .. ... ... ... . i, Aidan Quinn
BETH ............. deesveneseen o JAmanda Plummer
MIKE ... .. Wil Patton
LORRAINE ... ... ... ... ... .. ..... Geraldine Page
SALLY ... Karen Young
BAYLOR ........ ... ... .. ........... James Gammon
MEG.. . ... Ann Wedgeworth
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“Something identifies you with the one who leaves you, and it
18 your cormmon power to return: thus your greatest sorrow.

“Something separates you from the one who remains with
you, and it is your common slavery to depart: thus your mea-
gerest rejoicing.”

Cesar Vallejo

Dedicated w0 the memory of L.P.




*Most were bankrupt smnall farmers or down-at-the-hbeel city
proletarians, and the rest were mainly chronic nomads of the
sort who, a century later, roved the country in caricatures of
autoraobiles. If they started for Kentucky or Ohio, they were
presently moving on to Indiana or lllinois, and after that, dog-
gedly and irrationally, to even wilder and jess hospitable
regions. When they halted, it was simply because they had
becore exhausted.”

H.L. Mencken
The American Language

MUSIC NOTES

In the original New York production, which I directed, I had
the good fortune to encounter a bluegrass group calied: Fhe
Red Clay Rambiers, out of Chapel Hill, North Garolina. Their
musical sensibilities, musicianship and great repertoire of tra-
ditional and original tunes fit the play like a glove. It would be
stretching the limitations of this publication to include all the
lyrics and music notations that were such an integral part of
that production. But, having worked intimately with these
musicians, structuring bridges between scenes, underscoring
certain monologues, and developing musical “themes”™ to open
and close the acts, left me no doubt that this play needs music.
Live music. Music with an American backbone.

Since every director must develop his own personal sense of
the material he’s working on, I will leave the choice of music up
to him. AH T ask is that there b¢ music and that the music serves
to support the emotional values discovered by the actors in the
course of rehearsal.

1 would also like to thank the Red Clay Ramblers for their
tremendous contribution to our original production of this play.

Sarn Shepard




SET DESCRIPTION

Proscenium oriented but with space played out in front of arch.
Deep, wide, dark space with a four foot wide ramp Extreme
Upstage, suspended about twelve feet high, stretching from
Stage Right to Stage Left. When unlit, the ramp should disap-
pear. Extreme Downstage Right, (From Actor's POV), is a
platform, set about a foot off the floor, wide encugh to accom-
modate the actors and furniture. The platform continues
Upstage to about the middle of the stage then abruptly stops.
Center Stage is wide open, bare, and left at floor level. The im-
pression should be of infinite space, going off to nowhere. Ex-
treme Stage Left is another platform, slightly larger than the
Stage Right one and clevated about three feet off floor level.
This entire construction of ramp, platforms and stage floor is
fixed and dark in color. In the First Act there are no walls to
define locations— only furniture and props and light in the bare
space. In the Second and Third Acts walls are brought in o
delineate the rooms on either side of the stage. Only two walls
on each platform with no ceilings. In the case of the Stage Right
placform, a wall with a window, Extreme Stage Right. Another
wall tying into it, Upstage Right running perpendicular to it
and with a door in the Stage Left side of it. The Downstage and
Stage Left sides of the platform are left open. On the Stage Lefi
platiorm, two more walls set the same way but leaving the
Downstage and Stage Right sides of the platform wide open. An
old style, swinging kitchen door is set in the Stage Right side of
the Upstage wall. A window in the Stage Left wall.

A LIE OF THE MIND

ACTI

ScenE 1

Frankis, behind audience holding o telephone, talking into s,
walking in tight circles, kicking the cord out of his way. Juke,
Upstage Left on suspended platform, suwitcase beside him,
standing at a blue payphons on Righway, telking into it. Pale
yellow full moon Extreme Upsiage Right Center. Impression of
huge dark space and distance between the two characters with
each one isolated in their own pool of Light. Their voices are
heard, first in ptich black. The moon comes up very softly as
their conversation continues in the dark, then hight slowly begins
o reveal the fwo characters.

FRANKIE. (Jn dark.) Jake. Jake? Now, look —Jake? Listen.
Just listen to me a second. { Sound of Jake smashing recetver down on
payphone ) Jake! Don’t do that! You're gonna’ disconnect us
again. Listen to me. Gimme the number where you are, okay?
Just gimme the number.

JAKE, (In dark. } There’s no number!

FRANKIE, There must be a number,

JAKE. I can’t read it!

FRANKIE. Just gimme the number so [ can call you back if we
get disconnected again.

JAKE. There's no number! It's dark! I can’t read in the dark!
Whadya' think I am, an owl or somethin’!

FRANKIE. Okay, okay. Take it easy, Where are you then?
JAKE. Highway 2.

FRANKIE. What state?

JAKE. Some state. I don't know. They’re all the same up here.
FRANKIE, Try to think.

JAKE. T don need to think! T know! (Pause.) You shoulda’

seen her face, Frankie. You shoulda’ seen it.
FRANKIE. Beth?
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JAKE. I never even seen it comin’. T shoulda’ known. Why
didn't I see it comin’. I been good for so long.

FRANKIE. Just try not to think about it for right now, Jake.
Okay? Just try to let go of the thought of it.

JAKE. It’s not a thought. Don’t gimme that Zen shit.
FRANKIE, The picture then. Whatever—

JAKE. It's not a picture either! It's her. I see her. She's right
here with me now!

FRANKIE, She's there?

JAKE. She's here! She's right here!

FRANKIE, Beth's there with you? (Jake smashes down on receiver
again. Pools of light up now on both of than. Moon full.) Jake! Stop
doing that, will ya'! Just take it easy. Jake? You still there?
( Pause. ) Jake! Don't hang up on me. { Pause. )

JAKE. She's not gonna’ pull outa this one, Frankie. She's not
gonna’. I saw her face. It was bad this time. Real bad.
FRANKIE. What happened?

JAKE. All red and black and blue,

FRANKIE. Oh, Jake—God. What'd you do?

JAKE. I never even saw it comin’, Frankie, I never did. How
come that 1s? How corne?

FRANKIE, Where is she now?

JAKE. Shes dead. ( Pause. )

FRANKIE. What?

JAKE., She’s dead! (Jake puts receiver down softly and hangs up this
temie.

FRA)NKIE Jake! Jake! Goddamnit! { Frankie slams his receiver
down. Blackous. Moon stays full.)

ScenE 2

Beth’s vowce 15 heard in blackout almost overlappbing Fronkie's
last line. Lights up fast on Beth Downstage Left as she sils up
straight with a jerk as though awakened by o nightmare. She is
in a white hospital bed covered with a sheet. She wears a blue
hospital smock. Her head is wrapped in bandages. Her face
badly bruised, ¢yes black and blue. Her brother, Mike, siands
behind her Upstage of bed, arn sround her shoulder, stroking
her back. She tries to speak but no words come, just short punc-
tuated sounds af the end of her rapud exhales.
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BETH. Saah—thah— Jaah —thuh —saah-—sazh —saah-saah
—{ Continues under. )

MIKE. (Stroking her back. } Don't talk, Beth. You don't have to
talk. Ir's all righe, honey. (She discovers bandage on her head and
starts {o rip if off. It slarts to come apart in long streamers of pauze. Mike
tries lo stop her but she confinues fearing the bandage off)

BETH. (As she rips aff bandage. ) Ghaah — ghaah — khaah —khaah
—khaah —khaah —{ Continues. ) .

MIKE. No, leave that on. Leave it, Beth. You're supposed to
leave it on for a while. Don’t take that off.

BETH, (Sili pulting bandage off. ) Am T a mummy now? Am I a
mummy? Am I? Am I now?

MIKE. It’s just a bandage.

BETH. ( Rapid speech, it gushes out of ker. ) You tell themn, I'm not
dead. You go tell them. Tell them now. Go tell them. Dig me
up. Tell them dig me up now. I'm not in here. They can’t wait
for me now.

MIKE. Beth, it’s all right,

BETH. Are they above us now? How deep are we in here? How
deep?

MIKE. It’s ckay.

BETH. They leave you here to bring me back? Did they leave
you?

MIKE. It’s a hospital, Beth.

BETH. Iza toomb! Iza toomb! You tell them I'm not dead! Go
tell them!

MIKE. Beth, it’s okay, You got hurt but you're gonna’ be all
right now,

BETH. Did they bury me in a tree? A wribe? Did they? (Mike
kolds her firmly by the shoulders. Pause. She feels ker head ) Whaaza
plase where I fell? Who fell me?

MIKE. ( Holding her. ) You're okay. { Both her arms shoot straight up
above her head. She holds thern there stiffly. )

BETH. (Sereams, holds her arms up.) WHOQ FELIL ME!!
MIKE. ( Trying to bring her arms down to her sides. } Beth, Pm with
you now, Il take care of you. Do vou recognize me? You know
who I am? (She stares at him, slowly relaxes her arms, brings them back
down o her sides. Mike strokes her back sofily. )

BETH. Yore the dog. Yore the dog they send,

MIKE. I'm Mike. I'm your brother.
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BETH. Mike the dog. (She spils in his face. Pause. )

MIKE. I'm gonna stay with you now.

BETH. You gant take in me. You gant take me back.
MIKE. Pm not going to take you anywhere. We'll stay right
here until you're all better.

BETH. Who {ell me here?

MIKE. Don't worry about that.

BETH. Who fell me? lxa—Iza name? [za name to come.
Itz—Itz—Inza man. Inza—name. Aall~aall—all—a love. A
love.

MIKE. Don't try to talk, Beth. You just need some rest now.
BETH. (Soft. } Heez with you?

MIKE. No.

BETH. Heez -~

MIKE. He's gone now. He's not around. Don’t worry about
him. He's nowhere near here.

BETH. Don’ leeve me.

MIKE. I won't, honey. [ promise. I'll stay right here with you.
{ Pause. )

BETH. {3Soft, weeping. ) Whaaz he gone?

MIKE. He's far away. He won't hurt you now.

BETH. Heez—

MIKE. Just iry to get some slecp now, honey. Try 1o get some
sleep.

BE'II‘) H. Heez gone. (Lights fade. Moon stays full but tums pale

green. )

ScenNE 3

Sofl orange lLight up on Stage Rigﬁl‘ Platform, revealing small
‘ragged motel couch with a floor lamp beside it. Main light
source emanating from lamp. A woeedm chair opposite couch.
Jake’s suitcase on _floor with clathes spilled out of is. Jake sits in
middle of couch, legs apart, slouched forward, holding his head
in his hands. Frankie stands behind couch with a plastic bag
Jull of ice, irying lo apply it to the back of Jake's neck. Jake
keeps pushing the ice away.

JAKE. (Shoving ice away. ) 1 don't want any goddamn ice! It's
coid!

FRANKIE. I thought it might help.

JAKE. Well, it don't. It's cold.

FRANKIE. I know it’s cold. It's ice. It's supposed to be cold.
( Pause. Frankie goes to chair. Sits. Silence between them for a while. )
You didn’t actually kill her, did ya’, Jake? ( Jake stays seated. Starts
slow, low, deliberaie.)

JAKE. Bhe was goin’ o these goddamn rehearsals every day.
Every day. Every single day. Hardly ever see her. | saw enough
though. Believe you me. Saw enough to know somethin’ was
goin’ on.

FRANKIE. But you didn't really kill her, did ya’?

JARE. (Buidds. ) I'm no dumby. Doesn't take much to put it
together, Woman starts dressin’ more and more skimpy every
time she goes out. Starts puttin’ on more and more smells. Qils,
She was always oiling herself before she went out. Every morn-
ing. Smell would wake me up. Coconut or Butterscotch or some
goddamn thing. Sweet stuff. Youda™ thought she was an ice-
cream sundae. I'd watch her oiling herseif while [ pretended to
be asleep. She was in a dream, the way she did it, Like she was
imagining someone ¢lse touching her. Not me. Never me.
Someone else.

FRANKIE. Who?

JAKE. (Stands, moves around space, gains momentum. } Some pguy. |
don't know. Some actor-jerk. 1 knew she was getiin' herself
ready for him. I could tell. Got worse and worse. When [ finally
called her on it she denied it flat. I knew she was lying too.
Could tell it right away. The way she took it so light. Tried o
cast it off like it was nothin’. Then she starts tellin’ me it’s all in
my head. Some imaginary deat I'd cooked up in my head. Had
nothin’ to do with her, she said. Made me try to believe I was
crazy, She's all innocent and I'm crazy. So I told her—1 told
her—1I laid it on the line w0 her. Square business. I says—no
more high heels! Ne more wearin’ them high spikey high heels
to rehearsals. No more &' that shit, And she laughs. Right to my
face. She laughs. Kept puttin’ 'em on. Every mornin’. Puttin’
‘em back on. She says it’s right for the part, Made her feel like




the character she says. Then I told her she had to wear a bra
and she paid no attention to that either. You could see right
through her damn blouse. Right clean through it. And she
never wore underpams cither, That's what really got me. No
underpants. You could see everything.

FRANKIE. Well, she never wore underpants anyway, did she?
(Jare sisps, turns to Frankie. Frankse steys in chair. Pause.)

JAKE How do you know?

FRANKIE. No, I mean—1 think you told me cnce.

JAKE. (Moaving siawly toward Frankie. )} 1 never told you that. I
never woulda' told you a thing like that. That's personal,
FRANKIE. (Backing up. ) No, 1 think you did once— when you
were drunk or somethin’.

JAKE. (Close to Frankie.) I never woulds' told you that!
FRANKIE. All nght. (Fause )

JAKE. [ never talked about her that way to anybody.
FRANKIE. Okay. Forget it. Just forget it.

JAKE. You always liked her, didn'’t you, Frankie? Don™ think I
overlooked that,

FRANKIE. Are you gonn4' finish tellin’ me what happened?
‘Cause if you're not I'm gonna’ take a walk right outa’ here.
( Pause. Jake considers, then launches back into the story. )

JAKE. { Returns to speed, moves.) Okay. Then she starts readin’
the lines with me, at night. In bed. Readin’ the lines, I'm helpin’
her out, right” Helpin' her memorize the damn lines so she can
run off every morning and say 'em to some other guy. Day after
day. Same lines. And these lines are all abowt how she's bound
and determined to get this guy back in the sack with her after all
these years he's been ignoring her. How she still loves him even
though he hates her. How she's saving her body up for him and
him oaly,

FRANKIE. Well, it was just a play, wasn't it?

JAKE. Yeah, a play. That's right. Just a play. “Pretend.” That's
what she said. “Just pretend.” | know what they were doing! |
know damn well what they were doin” I know what that acting
shit 1s all about. They try to “believe” they're the person. Right?
Try to believe so hard they’re the person that they actually think
they become the person. 8¢ you know what that means don’t
ya'r

FRANKIE. Whae?
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JAKE. They siart doin’ ail the same stuff the person does!
FRANKIE. What person?

JAKE. The person! The—whad'ya’ call it? The—-

FRANKIE. Character?

JAKE. Yeah. The character. That's right. They start acting
that way in real life. Just like the character. Walkin’ around —
talkin® that way. You shoulds’ seen the way she staried to watk
and talk. I couldn't believe it. Chanyed her hair and everything.
Put a wig on. Changed her clothes. Evervihing changed. She
was unrecognizable. I didn't even know who I was with any-
more, 1 wold her. T told her, look—*I don't knew who yeu think
you are now but I'd just as soon you come on back to the real
world here.” And you know what she tells me?

FRANKIE. What?

JAKE. She tells me this is the real world. This acting shit is
more Teal than the real world to her. Can you believe that? And
she was tryin’ to convince me that 7 was crazy? { Pause. )
FRANKIE. So you think she was slceping wiih this guy just
because she was playing a part in a play?

JAKE. Yeah. She was real dedicated.

FRANKIE. Are you sure? I mnean when would she have time to
do that in rehearsals?

JAKE. On her lunch break,

FRANKIE. {Stands. ) Oh, come on, Jake.

JAKE. Sit down! Sit back down. I got more to tell you.
FRANKIE. No! Fm not gonna’ sit down! I came to try to help
you cut and 2l you're tellin’ me ts a bunch of bullshit about Beth
screwing around with some other guy on her Junch break?
JAKE. She was! It's casy to tell when a woman gets obsessed
with somethin’ else. When she moves away from you. They
don't hide 1t as casy as men,

FRANKIE. She was just trying to do a2 good job.

JAKE. That's no job! I've had jobs before. I know what a job is.
A job is where you work, A job is where you don’t have fun. You
don’t dick around tryin’ to pretend you're somebedy else. You
work., Work is work!

FRANKIE. It’s a different kind of a job.

JAKE. It's an excuse to fool around! That's was it 1s. That's why
she wanted to become an actress in the first place. So she could
get away from me.

15
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FRANKIE. You can’t jump to that kind of conclusion just be-
cause she was—

JAKE. I didr’t jump to nothing’! I knew what she was up 10
even if she didn't.

FRANKIE. So, you mean you're accusing her of somethin’ she
wasn't even aware of?

JAKE. She was aware all right. She was wyin’ to hide it from
me but she wasn't that good an actress. ( Pause. }

FRANKIE. So you beat her up again. Boy, I'm tellin’ you—
JAKE. I killed her. { Pause. )

FRANKIE. You killed her.

JAXE. That’s right,

FRANKIE. She stopped breathing?

JAKE. Everything stopped.

FRANKIE. You checked?

JAKE. [ didn’t have to check.

FRANKIE. She might've just been unconscious or something.
JAKE. No.

FRANKIE. Well, whatd you do? Did you tell the police?
JAKE. Why would I do that? She was already dead. What
could they do about it

FRANKIE. That’s what you're supposed to de when somebody
dies. You report it to the police.

JAKE. Even when you kill 'em?

FRANKIE. Yeah! Even when you kill them. Especially when
you kill thera!

JAKE. I never heard &' that { Pause. )

FRANKIE. Well, somebody should check up on it. I mean this
1s pretty serious stuff, Jake.

JAKE. I done my time for her. 1 already done my time.
FRANKIE, She had nothin’ to do with that. She never did.
JAKE. She got me in trouble more'n once. She did it on pur-
pose too. Always flirin’ around. Always carryin’ on.
FRANKIE. She had nothin’ 1o do with it' You lost your
temper.

JAKE. Bhe provoked it!

FRANKIE. You've always lost your temper and blamed it on
somebody else. Even when you were a kid you blamed it on
somebody else. One time you even blamed it on a goat. I re-
member that, (Pause. Jake siops.)
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JAKE. What goat?

FRANKIE. That milk goat we had.

JAKE. What was her name?

FRANKIE. I forget,

JAKE. What was that goat’s name?

FRANKIE. You remember that goat?

JAKE, Yeah, I remember that goat. [ loved that goat.
FRANKIE. Well you kicked the shit out of that goat you loved
s0 much when she stepped on your bare feet while you were
tryin’ to milk her. You remember that? Broke her ribs.
JAKE, T never kicked that goat!

FRANKIE. Oh, you don't remember that huh? You broke
your damn foot you kicked her so hard.

JAKE. What was that goat’s nawe? { Jake suddenly falls to the floor,
codlapses. Frankiz goes to him. Tries to help him.) Get away from me!
FRANKIE. What happened?

JAKE. Just get away!

FRANKIE. You al! right?

JAKE. Somethin’s wrong. My head’s funny.

FRANKIE. ( Trying to help _fake up. y Come on, let’s get you back
on the couch.

JAKE, { Pushing Frankie away, crawls on knees foward couch. } I don’t
need any help!

FRANKIE. You feel dizzy or something?

JAKE. ( Crawling fo couch. ) Yeah. All of a sudden. Everything’s—
FRANKIE. You want me to get you something?

JAKE. (Climbing up on couch and lying on his beify. ) No. T don't
need nothin®,

FRANKIE. You want me lo get a doctor for you?

JAKE. I'm gonna’ die without her. I know Pm gonna’ die.
( Pause.)

FRANKIE. I could go to her folky place. They'd know what
happened to her.

JAKE. No! You stay away from there! Don't ygo anywhere near
there. I'in through chasin’ after her.

FRANKIE. Somebody’s gotta’ find out, Jake, Sooner or later,
( Pause. Jake speaks in a whisper, wlmost to hsmself. His whole lone
changes. Very vnlnerable, as though questioning 2 ghost. )

JAKE, Now, Why now? Why am | missing her now, Frankie?
Why not then? When she was there? Why am [ afraid I'm gonna’
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fose her when she's already gone? And this fear—this fear
swarms through me —floods my whole body ’tif there’s nothing
left. Nothing left of me. And then it turns— It turns to a fear for
my whoie life. Like my whole life is lost from losing her. Gone.
‘That I'll die like this. Lost. Just lost,

FRANKIE. T¢s okay, Jake.

JAKE. You liked her too, didn't you, Frankie?

FRANKIE. Yeah, I liked her. ( Pause. }

JAKE. My back’s like ice. How come my back’s so cold?
FRANKIE. { Moves ®.) Fll get you a blanket.

JAKE, No! Don't leave.

FRANKIE. (Stops. ) All right. { Pause, ) You okay?

JAKE. Yeah. Just sit with me for a while, Stay here.
FRANKIE. ( Goes to chair, pulls il near couck. ) Okay. { Frankie sits
in chaiy next to couch. Jake siays on his belly, arm hanging limply over the
side of couch, hand touching the flsor.)

JAKE. Don't teave.

FRANKIE. I won't. ( Lights dim o black. )

ScEne 4

Lights up Extreme Left on Mike trying fo help Beth walk. Her
arm is areund his neck. His arm around her waist and the other
hand holding her hand. Her legs are very weak and kesp going
oud from under her periodz}:afgy. Sometimes he reaches dowon and
moves one of her legs forward when she appears loo weak fo
move. She stops now and then, breathing hard from the effort.
She watches her bare fest the whole time, then once in a while her
head ferks up and staves ot the ceiling, then back doton o her feel
again — similar to the head movements of a blind person. The

- Lwg of then kep sirugeling do walk in circles like this a5 they
speak. Beth’s voice now. is very childlike and small.

BETH. (As she walks.) You wor’ hurd him, Mige. Yera
kineness. Alla kineness. In for nah to me. Fine { kim it.
MIKE. { Helping her walk.) Just wy 10 keep moving. ThaCs it.
You're d()mg egreat.

BETH. Yera kineness, Mige. I'm onah too. Fo fo nahchoo,
Inah laan tobit. In a lean.

18
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MIKE. Try to pay attention to walking, honey. Just walking.
You don't have to talk now. Doctor said that would come later.
Slow. You don’t have w0 worry about that now,

BETH. Jess walk. No makin’ fan tat. Sant. Sant. (Ske giggles.)
MIKE. That's right.

BETH. Jess step. Ah kahn tah.

MIKE. Take i slow. :

BETH. You won' hurd them. You won’. Nah can’t a chile. A
chile, Ah chile, {Like “child.”) You can hu.rd hirn, Mige. Hcc a
chile. Both.

MIKE. Don't think about him now. We'll worry: about him
later. Right now you just have to get streng. You have to learn
how to walk first.

BETH. Heez nah weak. He bash me. (Ske gigples.} Bash me
goot.

MIKE. (Herd. ) DON'T THINK ABOUT HIM! (Ske stops,
clasps her arms across her chest and folds complsiely forward Her head
drops. She starts lo weep. Hugging her, trying to straighlen her up. )
Beth, I'm sorry. I'm sorry. 11 just want you to concentrate so
you can get better. That's all. Okay? I'm sorry. I want you to
walk so we can take you home. You understand? Mom and
Dad want to see you. Don’t you want 1o get better? ( She shakes
her head defeantly, stays folded up.) Don'’t you want to get back
home? (Suddenly she pulls away from Muke, takes a_fow steps on her
owen and falls. Mike goes to her fast and picks her back up on her feet. )
BETH. (Sazgge. ) NO!L.DON TUSH ME!

MIKE. (Holding her upr as she struggles. ¥ 1 have to hold you up,
Beth, or you'll fall over.

BETH. DON TUSH ME! 1 won’ fall! I won'.

MIKE. All right. I you want to stand on your own, that's great.
BETH. I won’.

MIKE. Okay. ( Mike cautiously lets go of her and stands back a couple
of steps, ready to caich her if she topples. Beth just stands there for a while
Staring at her feel. She sways slightly from side to side. )

BETH. (Quictly, staring al her feei.) I'm above my feet. Way
above. Inah—1 cah—

MIKE. Can you take a step?

BETH. How high me? How high—up?

MIKE. Try to take a step, Beth.

BETH. How high? Did they bury me in a tree?
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MIKE. Try taking a step.

BETH. (Abrupe, jerks her head toward Mike.} You! You ztep.
{ Fause )

MIKE. You want me to take a step?

BETH. (Staying in the same place.) You ztep.

MIKE. If I take a step, will you take one?

BETH. You!

MIKE. All right. (He takes a step. She laughs. Stays in place.)
What's so funny?

BETH. You ziep. Fan tak. You.

MIKE. You want to. iry?

BETH. No! You.

MIKE. I just took one. Now it's your turn.

BETH. (Clearly rage.) 'M NOT A BABY! 'M NOT! { Pause. )
MIKE. I know you're not, Beth. I just want you to try to take a
step. That's all.

BETH. NO! ( Pause as she stands there, rovted to the spol, but still
swwaying slightly_

MIKE. Well, whatre you gonna’ do, just stand there?
BETH. (Fast, very clear, mimcking him exactly. y Well, what're you
gonna’ do, just stand there?

MIKE. (Moving closer to her.) Beth,

BETH. (Sereams. ) DON TUSH ME! ( Mike siops. Stands off from
her. She stays still, swaying, staring down ot her feet. Pause. )
MIKE. I'm just trying to help you out, ( Pause. Her head jerks up.
She siares at cetling and stays.)

BETH. Hee killed us bath.

MIKE., (Moves toward her, then stops.) You're not dead, Beth.
You're going to be all right.

BETH. { Fierce, jerks er head toward Mike.) M DEAD! DEAD!
DAAAAH! HEEZ TOO.

MIKE. You gotta’ forget about him for now! You gotta’ just
forger about him! :

BETH. NAAH! You gan’ stop my head. Nobody! Nobody stop
my head. My head is me. Heez in me. You gan stop him in me.
Nobody gan stop him in me.

MIKE. This guy tried to kill you! How can you still want a man
who tried to kill you! What's the matter with you! He’s the one
who did this to you!

BETH. HEEZ MY HAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAARTI!N
( Blackout. Moon siays green and fuil. )

SCENE D

Lights up fast Dewon Right. Same props as Scene 3. Couch and
lamp, suitcase, clothes, elc. But now more of the area is {it in
Jront and to the sides of the couch with the couch remaining in
very dim light. Just able to make out the shape of Jake laying
belly down still, with his face turned away from audience,
covered with blanket, arm still dangling out. over the side.
Frankie, his sister, Sally, and their mother, Lorraine, enter fast
Jrom Upstage Right of platform and cross Down Center into
middle neutral territory. Scene is played out Down Center for a
while.

FRANKIE. (On the move, entering from U.R.) Just try to keep
your voice down, Mom. This is the first time he’s slept since I've
seen him.

LORRAINE. Don't be so damn bossy.

FRANKIE. Well, he hasn't slept.

LORRAINE. I just wanna’ take a look at him is all.

SALLY. Mom—

FRANKIE. He’s not lookin' too good right now, Mom.
LORRAINE. What'sa’ matter with him?

FRANKIE. He'’s lost a whole bunch of weight.

LORRAINE. Well Tll make him up a batch a’ that cream of
broccoli soup. That'll put the weight back on him. That’s his
favorite.

FRANKIE. He won't eat.

LORRAINE. Whad'ya’ mean he won't eat. That boyll eat the
paint off a plate if you let him. Whad'ya’ been feedin’ himn?
FRANKIE. He's in big trouble, Mom.

LORRAINE. So what's new? Name a day he wasn’t in trouble,
He was trouble from day one. Fell on his damn head the second
he was born. Slipped right through the doctor’s fingers. That’s
where it all started. Back there. Had nothin’ to do with his up-
bringing.




SALLY. Mom, just listen to Frankie a second. He’s tryin’ to tell
you sorethin’,

LORRAINE. I am listenin’ but Fin not hearin’ no revelations!
What's the story here? My boy's sick. Fll make him some soup.
We'll take himn out to the Drive-In. Everything’s gonna’ be fine.
What's the big deal bere?

SALLY. Mom! Jake might've killed Beth! That's what's goin’
on. All right? { Pause.)

LORRAINE. Who's Beth? { Pause.)

SALLY. Oh, my God. Jake’s wife. Beth. You remember her?
Beth? Little, skinny Beth?

LORRAINE. Never heard 2’ her.

SALLY. Mom— Mom, you don’t remember Beth?
LORRAINE. No. Why should I? [ don’t keep track of his bim-
bos.

SALLY. Great.

FRANKIE. We're not reaily sure about it yet, Mom. I mean —
he’s pretty emoticnal about the whole thing,

LORRAINE. He's an emational boy. Always has been.
SALLY. He's not a boy, He's a big grown-up man and he
might have killed his wife!

LORRAINE. He wasn't fit to live with anybody to begin with!
1 don’t know why he ever tried it. Woman who lives with a man
like that deserves to be killed. She deserves it.

FRANKIE. All right, knock it off! Both 2’ you! We gotta’ think
about this thing now. Jake's the one who's in trouble here,
okay? He's in bad shape. You understand that? He’s in real bad
shape. Every day he's gettin’ worse.

SALLY. He's not gonna’ die or anything —

LORRAINE. My boy ain’t gonna’ die. I'm goin’ in there right
now and nobody’s gonna’ stop me. ( Lorraine moves directly onto .
platform toward the couch and Jake, pushing past Frankie, whe makes no
atlempl to stop her. Lights rise on couch now, equal to the rest of area, She
stops beside couch and swais Jake hard on the rump, Jake doesn’t move.
Frankie and Sally follow her onto platfarm.) Jake? Jake, it's your
mother. Sit up, boy. 8it up and lemme take a lock at your
tongue. Come on, now. Sit up and face me. ( Jake rolls oper Howdy,
Jaceng out toward audience now. His face is pale white, epes sunken and
dark, radically changed from the last time he was seen. Lorraine steps back.
Frankie and Sally move into couch area with Lorraine. To Frankie.)
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What in the hell's he got? He looks like death warmed over.
SALLY. Jake? ( Jake just stares at them. )

LORRAINE. ( Ta Jake } Your brother here’s been tryin’ to tel]
us that you're gonna’ pass on us. Now quit the shenanigans and
sit up. Are you hearin’ me?

SALLY. Just leave him be, Mom,

LORRAINE. He's just play-acting. Used to do this all the time
when he didn't get his own way. Mope around for days like a
Cocker Spaniel. Got so bad sometime I finally had to take a
bucket &' ice cold rain water and throw it right in his damn face.
That worked every time. Maybe that’s what we oughta do right
now. ( Te Frankie. ) You got a bucker?

FRANKIE. I don’t think rain water’s gonna’ do it, Mom. He's
had the chills for three da.ys now. He just shakes all through the
night. Talks to himself and shakes.

LORRAINE. It's all pretend. He just wanis some attention,
that's all. (Sally moves closer to Jake. He smiles at her.)

SALLY. Jake? You feclin’ any better?

JAKE. {Soft, loving.) How'd you ever get to be so beautiful?
SALLY. (Short laugh.) You never used to think that when we
were kids. Least you never admitted it. You always called me
the Crayfish. You remember?

JAKE. (Slow, slurred. } We were never gonna’ be apart,
SALLY. Jake, you know wha I am, don’t ya'?

JAKE. We were gonna’ be tied together. { Laughs.) You re-
member when I tied you to me. That one night. You tried
sneakin’ off on me, In my sleep. Couldn’t do it, could ya’?
Couldn't. Had you tied. _
LORRAINE. (Mosing to Frankie, taking him aside 5o Jake can’t
hear. To Frankie. ) Has he been drinkin’ or somethin'?
FRANKIE. No, [ wouldn't buy him a bottle. Are you kidding?
LORRAINE. Well don't. Not unless you want someone clse
killed.

FRANKIE. I'm not gonna'’.

LORRAINE. Every time he gets near Jiquor he thinks if's his
God given duty to keep pace with his old man.

FRANKIE. I know that.

LORRAINE. Don’t you dare buy him a bottle.

FRANKIE. I won't! { Jake reaches out suddenly and grabs Sally by the
wrisl. She pulls back bul his grip is powerful. )




SALLY. Jake, core on!

LORRAINE. (Moving back to Jake. To Jake.) You let go a’ yer
sister!

JAKE. (7o Sally, keeping ahold of her wrist. ) | was sure~1 was so
damn sure we both had the same idea. I was sure a’ that.
SALLY. (Pulling back slightly but caught.) I'm Sally, Jake. Your
sister. Sally. Now let go a’ me all right?

LORRAINE. He knows who you are. Don't you believe for
one minute that he don't know who you are. (Approaching Joke.)
You know who she is, now let go of her! Let go of her right now.
JAKE. You never did see me, did ya', Beth? Just had a big wild
notton about some dream life up ahead. Somebody who was
gonna’ save yer ass. (Jake staris to bear down on Sally’s wrist now and
drags her closer lo haim. )

SALLY. (Scared, struggling to get free. } I'm not Beth, Jake! Let go
a’ me. Let go 2’ me! You're hurtin’ me!

LORRAINE. Let go 2’ your sister! (Lorraine takes off one of her
shoes, charges_Jake and starts belting him over the head with it. Jake keeps
ahold of Sally’s wrist. Frankic moves tn and puils Lorraine away from
Jake from bekhind. She starts to beat Frankie with the shoe now. )
JAKE. (7o Sally. ) I'm gonna’ let go a’ you! Pm gonna let go o’
you once and for all! ( Jake drops Soify’s wrist. Sally backs away fast,
rubbing her wrist. fake’s arm falls Umply to the floor again. His eyes
close. He goes unconscious. Lorraine stops beating Frankie with the shoe.
Frankie lets go of her. They all stare at Jake,)

LORRAINE. That boy’s a maniac. Always has been. ( Pause. )
What's he doin’ now?

FRANKIE. He's out again. He goes in and out like that. All
through the day. I don’t know what's goin’ on with him.
SALLY. H¢'s crazy. He's just plain crazy.

LORRAINE. We gotta’ get him outa’ here. He’s just goin’ to
seed in. this dump. It's this place that’s doin’ it to him.
SALLY. We can’t keep him at home, Mom.

LORRAINE. Why not? That's where he belongs. He belongs
home.

SALLY. He's dangerous! That’s why!

LORRAINE, He's dyin’ here.

SALLY. He needs a doctor.

LORRAINE. He needs us is what he needs.

FRANKIE. If you could take him for a couple days, Mom. I
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could get back and find out what happened with Beth. You
think you could do that? | just need a couple &’ days. I gotta’
find out for sure what's goin’ on.

LORRAINE. I'm gonna’ take bhim on a permanent basis. I'm
not even gonna' let him outa’ his room for a solid year. Maybe
thatll teach him.

SALLY. What if he hurts somebody? He's liable to do anything
in the state he’s in. '
LORRAINE. He's not gonna' hurt us. We're related. Look at
him. He's just a big baby. That's all he is. He’s not gonna’ hurt
us. Strangers hell hurt. Strange women, Quesiders he'll hurt.
That’s guaranteed. But not us. He knows us.

SALLY. Mom, if you bring him in that house —I'm leavin’,
LORRAINE. Then leave, girl. This is my boy here.

( Blackout. )
ScENE 6

Laghts up Left. Beth'’s bed Upstage in very dim light, just able
to make out her form lying with her face turned away from au-
dience, almost the identical position and aftifude of sleep as_Jake
in previous scens. A small, Jold-out hospital screen in front of
bed that can be seen through. The perimeters of the area are more
Sully bty revealing Mike, his mother, Meg, and kis father,
Bayfor, Dowmtage.

BAYLOR. What do ya’ mean, “brain damage”? How can they
prove somethin’ like that?

MIKE. She had an X-ray, Dad. They're not sure how bad it is
yet. She's having a lot of rouble alking,

BAYLOR. She gonc crazy, or what?

MIKE, No. She’s had an injury to the brain. You understand?
Doesn’t mean iUs permanent. Doesn't mean she's crazy either.
BAYLOR. Well, what the hell does it mean then? “Injury to'the
brain” sounds like a permanent situation to me,

MEG. Oh my goodness. How in the world could a thing like
this ever happen?

MIKE. I told you, Mom. Jake beat her up. He beat the shit cut
of her.




BAYLOR. Watch your language.

MEG. Whe's Jake?

MIKE. Her hushand, Mom. Jake.

MEG. Oh.

MIKE. You remember Juke, don't ya'?

MEG. Wasn't he the son of those people we don’t talk to any-
mare?

MIKE. Yeah. That's right,

BAYLOR. Bunch a’ Oakies. Don’t surprise me onc bit.
MEG. I think I do remember him.

MIKE. You were there at the wedding.

MEG. [ was?

BAYLOR. [ wasn’l,

I\},;IIKE. (70 Baplar. ) No, you stayed away. You made a point a’
that.

BAYT.OR. I was fishin’.

MEG. I think I do remember that. There was cars all over the
place. Lots of cars, T kept wondering how come they had to park
on the lawn. Why'd they have to do that?

MIKE. T don't know, Mom.

MEG. Wasn't there a parking lot or anything?

BAYLOR. Well, when're we goana’ be able to see her?
MIKE. 8he’s sleeping right now.

BAYLOR. Well, wake her up. We drove all the way down here
from Billings just 10 sce her. Now wake her up.

MIKE. I wish youd have called me or somnething before you
came down.

BAYLOR. Why shouid I call you?

MIKE. She’s having a kind of a rough time right now, Dad,
She needs a ot of rest.

BAYLOR. Listen, I got two mules settin’ out there in the
parkin’ lot 1 gotta’ deliver by midnight. I'm supposed to be at
the sale by six temorrow mornin’ and those mules have to be in
the stalls by midnight tonight.

MIKE. You brought mules down here?

BAYLOR. Yeah, Why not? Might as well do a little business
long as I'm gonna’ be down in this country anyway. That all
right by you?

MEG. They made so much noise. T was so embarrassed once
we hit the city. Felt like such a hick. There we are pulling mules
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in an open trailer and everyone’s staring at us like we made a
wrong (urn or soimething.

BAYLOR. Locks like we did make a wrong rurn if we can't
even scc our own daughter. What's the story here anyway?
They got her locked up or something?

MIKE. This is a hospital, Dad. They don’t lock you up in a
hospital.

BAYLOR. Oh, they don't huh.

MEG. They locked me up once, didw't they, Dad?

BAYLOR. That wasn't you. That was your mother.

MEG. Oh, '

BAYLOR. That was a long time ago, anyhow.

MEG. kIt wasn’t me?

MIKE. Maybe we could go down to the cafeteria and have
some coffee or something. She might be awake by the time we
get back.

BAYLOR. I ain’t gonna drink any a’ that damn hospital coffee.
And I'm not talkin’ to no doctors cither. I wanna' see my daugh-
ter!

MIKE. You don't have to talk to any doctors.

BAYLOR. I didn't come all the way down here to be made a
fool of in front of a bunch &' college boys.

MIKE. Nobody's interested in making a fool out of you, Dad.
Beth's sick. She needs attention. And everybody here is doing
the best they can for her.

BAYLOR. Well, that sounds like ya' don’t need us then. Sounds
like you got all the bases covered here. Come on, Meg, let’s
head back home then. (Baylor takes Meg by the elbow. )

MEG. Well, we just got here, didn't we?

BAYLOR. I gotta’ get those mules out to the fairgrounds, Now
let's go. We're wastin’ our time here,

MIKE. Dad, wait a second. There’s no reason to get offended.
BAYLOR. I'm not offended! What the hell, I'm just & dumb
rancher. What do 1 know? I don't know the first-damn thing
about “brain damage.” They got specialists for that. Ain't that
right? They got boys back there with diplomas tall as a man.
What amn I supposed to know about it? - :

MIKE. If you can just wait— if you can just stay for an hour or
50~

BAYLOR. I can't wait. I got stack to feed. Now lef's go, Meg.
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MIKE, Weill then let Mom stay with me. Beth needs to see her
TH bring her back home in a few days. .
MEG. That would be nice. { Pause y

BAYLOR. Where’s she supposed to stay?

MIKE. She can stay with me.

BAYLOR. (Te Mike.) Howre you gonna’ watch out for her
and your sister both. That's more'n one man can handle.
More'n two men can handle.

MIKE. I's not that big a problem. They've got nurses here.
BAYLOR. You're gonna’ drive all the way back North with
her? You're gonna’ wanna’ do that? Bring her all the way back
up North?

MIKE. Just let me worry about i, okay?

BAYLOR. Well, what am I supposed to do, talk to rnyself all
the way back home? That's a five hundred mile trip.

MECG. They got good radio between here and Billings, Dad.
BAYLOR. Good radio? All they got is that Eddie Jackrabbit
You call that music. ’
gIEG, F fiked it

AYLOR. Alf right, All right. !

MEG to-g ght. { Tv Meg.) You wanna’ stay?
EC:EYLOR, All right. { 7o Mike. ) How many days you think it
MIKE. Two or three.
MEG. I'll be fine, Baylor.
BA{.YL;)R. Youll be fine. You'll be fine. Sure. All right. T'1 go
out and get your jacket out of the truck. i
MEG. I won't need it prack. e right back
BAYLOR. (4s ke exits.) Youll need it. You always need it
(Baylor exits. Meg wrns and smiles at Mike. ) I
MEG. He's right. ( Beth suddsniy rolls over Jacing audience. Spotligh
on her face. The rest of her body in dim light. )
BETH. Mom?

( Blackowt. )
SCcENE 7

J'L::g}m up U)(?stage_ Right. Jake, propped up with pillows, Jac-
ing audience in a single bed that's now too short for him. He's in
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boxer underwenr and a sleeveless T-shirt now and covered with
an old Mexican blankel. Face even whiter than before, sunken
eyes, hasr slicked back like he's just had a shower. Plastic model
airplane covered in dust and cobwebs of World War Two
fighters and bombers hang from the ceiling directly above the
bed. Lomaine sits beside him on a chair Stage Left of bed,
spoonfeeding him from a bowl of her cream of broceolt soup.
Jake refuses to eat.

LORRAINE. (Holding spoon of soup at kis mouth.) Here now,
come on. Just try a sip. That's all I'm askin". Just a simple sip.
I'm not askin’ for the whole bowl. We'll work up to that slow.
TJust a little tiny old sip for now. Jake? { Harder. } Sit up here and
drink this soup! Pm sick of babyin’ you. This is your favorite.
Cream of Broecoli. I made it special in the blender. ( Pause, Joke
refuses soup.) 1 don’t know why in the world you insist on gettin’
so worked up over 2 woman. Look at you. T have never in my
life seen you lookin’ so let down. You musta’ lost a good thirty,
forty pounds. A woman ain’t worth that kind of a loss. Believe
you me. There’s more pretty girls than one in this world. Not
that she was such a looker. I can't even remember what she
looked like to tell you the truth, but she couldn’ a’ been all that
great. You'll find someone else sooner or later. You're a strong,
strappin’ man yet. Got a little age on you now but that don’e
matter when you got a strong frame. Your Daddy was still
lookin’ good at the age of sixty, even though the bottle had walked
across his face a few times over. His face was a mess, I'll admit
that. 1l be the first to admit that. But he still had that big stout
frame on him, just like you got. Still managed to twirl my
ticket, P'll tell ya' that much. Somebody’s bound to come along,
just dyin’ to be encircled by them big bonsy arms, Don't you
worry about that one bit. Now, come on, just try this soup. Just
do me a little favor, all right? Do you want me to play helicopter
with it like we used to? (She razses the spoon of soup over hus head and
slarts making helicopier sounds as _Jake watches the spoon from below. In
a pinched cartoon voiee. ) Man overboard! Man overboard! Looks
like he counld be drownin! Better lower down the life-support.
Take it slow, we don't wanna' lose him now. ( Jake suddenly knocks
the spoon out of her hand and sends it flying. He rips the blanket and sheet
off kimself, grabs the bowl out of her hand, stands on the bed, holds the




bowl high above his head and sends it crashing down on the mattress.
Ther he begans to stomp on the soup, jumping oll over ihe bed, exkaling
loudly and grunting like 2 buffalo. Lorraine backs off fast and stands there
waiching fum. fake finally expends all his energy and Just stands there
hmp{} or the bed, bent forward at the waist, arms dangling and gasping
Jor air. dway from him, keeping her distance. ) What in the name of
Juda's Pricst is the muatter with you, boy! I spent hours makin’
that stuff. { slaved over the blender tryin’ o get it creamy and
smoath, just how you like itf Look what you've done to that
soup! ( fake looks down at his jeet, covered in soup. He jusi stares at his
Jeet. } Look what you've done to your bed. (She moves toward bed. )
JAKE. (Staying on ted. ) STAY AWAY FROM MY BED! ( Lor-
ratne staps. Pawse. They stare af each other.

LORRAINE. You got everybody bullaloed, don't ya'? Every-
bady’s worried sick that you've gone off yer cake, but you don't
fool me ane bit. You scared your sister so damn bad she quit the
house.

JAKE. Sally? Where'd she go?

LORRAINE. She left. [ don’t know where. Just packed up and
left. Probably just as well,

JAKE. (S4ll standing on bed. ) She shouldn’t @' lefi me! Shell
regret that,

LORRAINE, Who wants to be around you, the way you act.
Yuur brother’s run off to God-knows-where, tryin’ to hunt up
that ding-bm woman & yours. { fake gets off the bed fast, moves away

ﬁ;!om ;)f, charges across stage as thoush he's going somewhere then stops
shori.

JAKE. Frankie? Where'd he go? Where is Frankie? I knew that
would happen! Soon as I'm outa’ the picture. { Lorraine goes (o bed
and starts ripping the sheets and blanket off it, cleaning up the mess. Jake
moves around the space, lost,)

LORRAINE. He went back 1o wherever in the hell she's from.
Montana or somethin’. Weren't they originally from Montana?
I don’t know, I can't keep track of it anynore,

JAKE. T told him not to go back there!

LORRAINE. What difference does it make?

JAKE. She's dead! 1 told him thar already. She's dead!
LORRAINE. Just cool your britches down.

JAKE. He's got no business foolin’ around in this thing! This
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5 was strictly between me and her. Where's my pants? { He starts io

search for kis pants.)
LORRAINE. You're not goin' anywhere. You're sick.
JAKE. Where's my goddamn pants! He’s sneakin’ behind my

4 back. T goita’ go catch him before he gets there,

LORRAINE. You can't go ousside in your condition. You
wouldn't last a day.

JAKE. I need my pants now! I NEED MY PANTS! ( Jake stops
suddenly again, gasping for breath. He looks araund the space, nol seem-
ing lo recognize where he is. He stares at the model afrplanes. Pause.)
LLORRAINE. Laok at ya'. You haven't got any wind to speak
of. How're you gonna' go out in the wortld like that?

JAKE. I can't stay here.

LORRAINE. Why not? You never shoulda’ left in the first
ptace. This was the first room you ever had to yourself,
JAKE. Where were we before?

LORERAINE. You mean, before here?

1 JAKE. Yeah. Before. Where were we before?

LORRAINE. You-Name-It-U.85.A. Those were the days we
chased your Daddy from one air base to the next. Always tryin’
to catch up with the next “Secret Mission.” Some sccret. He was
always cookin” up some weird code on the phone. Tryiy to
make a big drama outa’ things. Thought it was romantic 1
guess. Warst of it was [ fell for it. ( Jake wanders around space, try-
g to recognize 1. )

1 JAKE. What code?

LORRAINE. Oh, I can’t remember them now. There was lots
of 'em. It was so many years ago. He'd make "em all up.
JAKE. Why'd he use a code?

LORRAINE. He said it was because they didn’t want him to
reveal his location.

JAKE. Did you believe him?

LORRAINE., Yeah, Why shouldn’t I of?

JAKE. Maybe he was lyin’,

LORRAINE. Why would he do that?

JAKE. So you wouldn’t know what he was up to. That's why.
Why do you think men lie to women?

LORRAINE. That was back when we were in love,

JAKE. Oh.
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LORRAINE. That was back before things went to pieces.
JAKE. (Sl moving around space.) But we finally tracked him
down, huh?

LORRAINE. Yeah, ’Course we tracked him down. Turned out

not to be worth the trip, but we found him all right.

JAKE, Where?

LORRAINE, Different places. You were pretty litte then.
JAKE, Little.

LORRAINE. Just a spit of a thing. [ used to pack you to sleep
in a dresser drawer. You were that tiny.

JAKE. You didnt close the drawer, did ya'?

LORRAINE. No. 'Course not. (Jake stops and siares ai her.
Pause. )

JAKE, Where’s that box?

LORRAINE, What?

JAKE. That box they put him in. You said you'd save that box

for me. That little leather box,

LORRAINE. Oh—The ashes?

JAKE. Yeah.

LORRAINE. Now, how can you remember somethin’ like that
and not remember this room?

JAKE. Some things stick in your mind. Where's the box!

LORRAINE. It’s here. It’s right under the bed, there. You said -

save it, so [ saved it.
JAKE, I wanna’ see the box!
LORRAINE. All right. Don’t get so excited. It's right under

here, unless the mice have gotten to it. I never looked at it again
ance I stuck it under here. (She goes io bed, kneels down on floor and |

reaches under it. She digs around through various items under the bed.)
JAKE. How come you kept it under the bed?
LORRAINE. Couldn't figure out where else to put it. Couldn’t

“stand lookin’ at this stuff anymore and 1 was afraid to throw it

away.
JAKE. How come?

LORRAINE. I don’t know. Superstition 1 guess, (She pulls outa |

dusty American flag, folded in a triangle military style. She hands 5t to
him. fake takes it and stares at i1, ) Here's the flag they gave you at
the service. You remember that? Some government guy in dark
glasses said a prayer over him and then he gave you that flag.
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( She goes back fo searching under the bed for the box as foke stares at the
flag. He wipes the dust off 11.)

JAKE. Dusty.

LORRAINE. (As she searches under bed. ) Yeah, well, like T said, T
haven't touched a thing under here lor years.

JAKE. You coulda’ dusted it off.

LORRAINE. Here it is. (She pulls oul a smafl leather box covered
with dust. She blows the dust off the lop and wipes i1 clean wilh the hem
of her dress. She stands and hands the box to_Jake. ) | told ya' I'd save
it. 'Ciase you ever wanted it back some day.

JAKE. (Holding box on top of flag.) This is him?

LORRAINE, What's left of him.

JAKE. (Feeling weight of box.} He's kinda® heavy.
LORRAINE. Well, he's a lot highter than he was. { Lorraine picks
the sheets and blanket back up off the floor. )

JAKE. Is this all that's left?

LORRAINE. Naw, there's a box 2 medals and a leather flying
jacket under there, More stuff in the garage. You can have it
all. Take the whole kaboodle. [ don’t want it. Never did. [ only
saved it for you. ( Jake moves o bed and sets the flag and box down on
it then he kneels down beside bed, reaches under and pulls out a cardboard
carton full of Atr Force medals and a leather flying jacket with small red
bombs scratched inlo one of the sleeves. He sets the carton ufr on bed then
sits beside it and siarts digging through the medals, holding them up to the
light. Lorraine watches him with her arms full of sheeis. ) Jake, you can
stay here as long as ya’ want to. I don’t mind, really. Pm still
your mother. You can just live in this room again. Just like you
used to. I'll bring ya' stuff. We can have conversations. Tell
each other stories. You don't ever have to go outa’ this room
again if you don't want to. ( fake stares up of the model airplanes, then
down af the leather jacket. He puis the jacket on. He scraiches al the red
bombs on the sleeve. Pause. )

JAKE. How was it he died? ( Pause. They siare at cach other. )
LORRAINE. Jake, you remember all that.

JAKE. No. I don’t remember. I dont remember it at all.
LORRAINE. Jake—

JAKE. JUST TELL ME! ( Pause.)

LORRAINE. He burned up.

JAKE. His plane crashed?
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LORRAINE, No. He was no hero. Got hit by a truck. Drunk

as a snake oul in the middle of the highway. Truck blew up and
he went with it. You already know that. ( Jake leaps to his feet but

slays by the bed. )

JAKE. DON'T TELL ME I ALREADY KNOW SOME- 4
THIN' I DON'T KNOW! DON'T TELL ME THAT! HOW
COULD [ KNOW SOMETHIN THAT I DON'T KNOW?

{ Pause. They stare ot cach other.)

LORRAINE. (Quinly.) Because you were there, Jake. You |

were right there with him when it happened. { Jake just stays there,

staring at her. Lorratne pulls the sheets up into a tight bundle, close o

Aer.) You just try and get some rest now, okay? I gotta’ go do

this faundry. F1l be right out on the back porch if you need me.
You just holler. Best thing you can do now is rest. Don’t think
about a thing, Jake. Just rest. Don’t think about nothiry?, (Les- |
ratne exils v., out of the hight, carvying the shests. Jake siays tn place, star- -
ing oul across to L. Very softly light begins to come up on Beth's hospital *

bed, now made up with blue satin sheets. Beth is alone, stiling on the u.

sid of the bud with her back to_Jake. She is naked from the waist up with

@ blue silk dress pulled down around her waist and blue high heels with
stockings. She is uninjured now — no bandage, ker hair soft and beautiful,

She s oiling her shoulders and chest from a small botele beside her. Joke '

Just slares across at her as the light very slowly rises on ker. She continues

otling herself slowly and seductively, unaware of Jake. She is simply his

vesion. The light on her is continuously rising but remains very low. Sud-

denly jake makes a move toward her and the light on her blacks out. She

disappears. He siops short. Staves inlo the blackness then turns and stares

at his bed. All the rest of the lights black out except for a tight spotlight on

his father’s box of ashes. Jake crosses back ta the box, picks it up, opens it

and stares into if for a second. He blows lightly into the box sending a seft

buff of ashes up into the beam of spotlight. Spatlight fades slowly o
black. )

ENDACT I
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ACTII
Scene 1

Lights up, Stage Left set. Living room in Beth's parents’ house.
Same black platform as Aet T but now two wally are flown i,
Stage Lefi and Upstage. The Upstage wall has a swinging
kitchen door mounted to Stage Right and an open halliway en-
trance lo Stage Lefl, with no door, that leads Off to an uprstairs
bedroom. The space visthle :fbmugk.opm haﬁwa] enlrance is
black and votd. Same with space seen through kitchen door when
it swings open. A small porch landing with three steps and a
handrail is added onto the Down Right cormer af platform. A
window with curiains, dead center of Stage Lefi wall with
black void again seen through window. A well-worn sofa sits
under the window, Stage Left, angled stiphily toward audience.
A stuffed armchar Upsiage of sofa, facing audience. An oald
fashioned stand-up reading lamp between armchatr and sofa.
An oval rag rug on floor in front of sofa. A woeden gun rack
cenier of Upstage wall. Nothing else. The impression should be
very somple and sterk yel mointain a sense of reatism. If
wallpaper s used, 1 should be subdued and very faded. Beth is
sitting on edge of sofa dressed in one of Baylor’s faded red plastd
shirts, way oo big for her. I hangs ouliside her jeans, ta the
knges. Bare feet. No bandoge now. Shovt hatr. Her brutses
almost healed up. Meg approaches her, entering through kitchen
doar, with a pair of fuzzy siippers in one hand and @ pair of
heauy work boots in the other. Before lights rise, the sound of a
dog defending hiv territory is heard in the distance off Right.
Tivo distant voices qf men argm‘ng. The words uﬂfn!difgbfa

MEG. Here we go, honey. I've got slippers or boots. Warm,
fuzzy slippers. How "bout these? They're very kind to the skin.
Like having litde lambs wrapped around your toes.

BETH. (Distracied by owtdoor sounds. ) No, my feet are fine. I like
them fine. Naked. They can move.

MEG. But the floor’s so cold. This time a' year the floor’s cold as
ice. I used to even put socks on the dogs when they came in.
Then your faither put a stop to that, of course.
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BETH. ( Standing, looks toward divection of votees. ) Where —Who's - 5

out thers?
MEG. Gutside? I don't know, honey. Mike wouldn't tell me.
BETH. Mike? Heez out there?

MEG. Yes. He’s been out there all marning talking to that

INAI.

BETH. (Moving b. to porch, looking oul. ) What man?

MEG. Some man. I dont know. He Just showed up.

BETH. Whatz his voice?

MEG. What, honey?

BETH. Whatz his voice? Someone I know. Iz voice I know.
MEG. 1 couldn’t see him from the front door. Mike wouldn't let
him come up to the house.

BETH., ( Turns fast to Meg.) Who'ze —who'ze?

MEG. Don’t you wanna' try these slippers, honey? They'd keep
you nice and cozy.

BETH. Tha’s a voice of someone, Before. Someone with a

voice before. Someone —1I know.

MEG. Pm not sure who it is. Mike doesn’t like hirn, that’s for
sure. [ just wish he'd go away so the dog would quit.

BETH. (Moving back toward sofa. ) Someone with Jake. Jake’s
voice. [z—a man with hiz voice, Same. Heez come to see me?
Haz he come to see me? ( The sounds outside stap.)

MEG. Honey, I can't ask Mike. You know how he gets. He
gets just like your father. There’s no point in asking.

BETH, I-I1~can I go? Can I go out to see? I want to sce.
Can I?

MEG. No, honey. It's freezing out there. The ground’s solid
ice.

BETH. He can't go. He can’t. Dont let him go. I want to see.
MEG, Honey, it's nathing but a man. A stranger. Some
stranger. (Mike enters fast from u.c. Space, towves D, lo stairs and
eniers from porch. He'’s in a heay jacket, gloves, wool cap, sholgun, boots
with snow on then, He unioads shatgun and sets if on gun rack v. wall,
stomps his boots and takes his gloves and jacket aff. ) Oh, we were just
now talking about you, Mike. | thought you were down by the
road.

MIKE. Son of a bitch wanted to come right up to the goddamn
house. Can you believe that? Walk right up to the house like a
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neighbor or somethin’. I can't believe it. Who do these guys
think they are, anyway? .
MEG. Don't swear in the house, Mike. I've told you that since
you were a little boy, Keep the language outdoors.

BETH. (To Mike.) Who'ze he? Who'ze he?

MIKE. Nobedy. Just— Just a guy. I don’t know.

BETH. Jake? . ,
MIKE. ( Turning on Beth.) No!! It’s not Jake! All right? He’s got
nothin’ to do with Jake. Just some guy. When're you gonna’
stap thinkin’ about Jake for Christ’s sake!

BETH. You lie to me! You ke like 'm dead. 'm not dead.
MIKE. Oh, so now you're not dead. Today you're not dead.
Yesterday you were dead but today youre nor. I gotta’ keep
track a’ this. Makes a big difference who you're talkin’ to~—a
corpse or a live person. _
MEG. Please don’t yell in the house. The walls can’ take it.
BETH. I'm not the one who's dead.

MIKE. ( 7o Beth. ) You just settle down, all right! You just settle
down now, Ive about had it with you. Pve been out there all
night long in zero cold tryin’ to protect you!

BETH. You're not the guard of me!

MIKE. Well, who is then? Who's gonna’ protect you? 'm the
only one left around here. .
MEG. There is no reason to scream. Screaming is not the thing
we're born for. (Pawse. )

BETH. Haz he gone now?

MIKE. Yeah. Yeah, he’s gone. { Pause.)

BETH. (To Mike.) You—you. You dor’ let me come back.
Why don’ you let me come back?

MIKE. (Moves toward her. ) Beth—

BETH. (Siffens, stands back.) No! You make — you make a war.
You make a war. You make an enemy. In me. In me! An
enemy. You. You. You think me. You think you know. You
think. You have a big idea.

MIKE. I'm just trying to keep you out of trouble. Can’t you get
that in your head? I'm tired of going through this with you.
BETH. You— You have a feeling. You have a feeling I'm you.
Pm not you! This! (Points i her head.) This didn't happen 10
you. This! This. This thought. You don’t know this thought.
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How? How can you know this thought? In me.

MEG. Beth, your brother’s only trying to help you. He's only .

doing what he thinks best. Now don’t get so excited. You'll only
get yourseif afl worked up again. .
BETH. ( To Meg, softens.)You— You a love. You— You are only

that. Only. You don' know. Only love. Good. You. Mother, -\
You. Always love. Always. ( To Mike. ) But he lies to me. Like - -

T'm gone. Not here. Lies and tellz me iz for love. Iz not for love!
Iz pride! '
MIKE. Okay, Okay, I'll tell you exactly the truth. Fil tell you.,

You wanna' know? It was Jake's brother. Okay? That's who it

was. Jake's little lousy brother,

BETH. Jake?

MIKE. HIS BROTHER! NOT JAKE! HIS BROTHER!
MEG. Mike!

MIKE. {70 Meg. ) Well, goddamnit! She wants to know the
truth, She says—“tell me the truth, you're lying to me.” I tell her

the truth and she turns it into a lie. Pm sick and tired of this

shit. ( To Beth. ) What do you wanna’ know? You want me to teil
you it was Jake? Okay, it was Jake. How's that? You're gonna’
believe whatever you want to anyway. What do you wanna’
believe?

BETH. It was not Jake.

MIKE. It was his brother! His pathetic little brother. Sniveling
up here to our doorstep, asking for forgiveness.

BETH. Why’z he gone?

MIKE. What'd you expect me to do? Huh? Did you want me to
invite him in for hot chocolate or something? Cookies? Pretend
nothing ever happened. He's just on a friendly visit? Sometimes
I think you must've enjoyed getting beat up. Maybe that's it.
Maybe you get some kind of kick out of it. ( Pause.)

MEG. You den't need to be crucl, Mike.

MIKE. This whole thing is cruel. ( Long pause as Beth stares at her
shirt, touches the sleeves. Her whole tone shifis. )

BETH. What's this shirt?

MEG. That’s Baylor's, honey. You wanted that one. That's the
one you picked out of the closet,

BETH. Smells like him. Baylor,

MEG. He used to always wear that fishing. That was his
{avorite shirt. He said you could have it.
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BETH. Smells like fish.

MIKE. So, now what? We're gonna’ talk about shirts now? ( To
Beth. ) What is goin’ on with you? You shift streams faster than a
trout in heat.

BETH. (Soft, fo Mike } If something breaks—broken. If some-
thing broken —Parts still —stay. Parts still float. For a while.
Then gone. Maybe never come—back. Together. Maybe
never. {Sound of single shot from a deer rifle in distance k. Beth’s head
Jerks loward sound. } Zaat?

MIKE. Dad. Hunting.

MEG. He's been cut there all night again. I just don't under-
stand how he can take the cold like that. Sometimes I think he'd
rather live out there in that hunting shack year 'round. He's got
everything he needs out there. His magazines. His flashlight.
His radio. He even eats his meals out there, anymore. I don't
know when all that started.

MIKE. All what?

MEG. Him moving out. When did that start?

MIKE. He hasnt moved out. He's hunting. Every year he
hunts. You know that,

MEG. Sometimes I think he's hiding from us. ( Pause. Mike goes
to armcharr, sits, takes hes boots off and siretches hs logs oul — continuous
as he speaks.)

MIKE., Well, there’s only one day left in the season and he
hasn't got his buck yet.

MEG. I don't know if I can take another winter of venison. Last
year we had venison three times a day. Venison, venison,
venison. It still wasn't gone by Spring. God, how I hate that
meat. Even bacon can't hide the taste,

MIKE. It's not that bad if you don't smell it.

MEG. Funny thing is, I don't think he likes the meat either. He
never eats it. Poor excuse for kiliing a live thing if you ask me,
BETH. (Staning around at spece. ) This— This—This is where |
used to be?

MEG. Where, honey?

BETH. Here? Inside here. This room?

MEG. Yes. This is our home. You recognize it, don’t you?
BETH. This room was—where we all were — together.

MEG. Yes. That's right. Christmas, Thanksgiving, Easter. We
were always here,
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MIKE. You're safe here. Long as you stay with us.

BETH. What's “safe™?

MIKE. Safe. Safc from injury. You won't get hurt here.

EETH. I hurt all over.

MEG. But it's getting better, honey. Every day it's getting a lit-

tle bit better.

BETH. What is?

MEG. The brain. They say the brain heals itself just like the

skin. Isn’t that amazing? It just keeps healing itself. That's what

they told us at the hospital.

BETH. What brain?

MEG. Your brain, honey,

BETH. Where? In me.

I\;‘IIII;'.E. In your head. The brain in your head. Inside your

SKUll.

BETH. Iz hiding in there?

MEG. No, I wouldn't say that exacly. The brain can't hide.

BETH. Iz in there like a turtle? Like a shell?

MEG. Not really. It's—what does a brain look like, Mike?

MIKE. I don’t know what it looks like. Ifs grey. That's about

ali I know about it,

MEG. Yes. It's a grey thing. Kind of like a snail, isn’t it, Mike?

It’s kind of curled around itself like a big snail.

MIKE. You got me.

BETH. Snail.

MEG. Yes. I think so. It's all Jumpy. I saw pictures of it once.

They wok pictures of my mother’s brain. They showed them to

me Qnee.

BETH. We can’t see it?

aI\f!IKE. Not when you're alive. You can’t see it when you're
ive,

BETH. Why?

MIKE. Because —you'd be dead if you could see it. Itd be stick-

ing out.

BETH. You can see the head? The face.

MIKE, Yeah. That's right. But not the brain. The brain’s in-

side the head. Covered up.

BETH. Where?

MIKE. (Slaps his forehead. ) Inside! Here! Inside! Behind the

skull! ( Baylor’s voice heard offstage. )
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BAYLOR'S VOICE ( Offsigge. ) Just iry tw keep your weight off
it. That's it. Don't put yer weight down on it. Hang on. Just
keep ahold of my neck now, ( Baylor enters from u., then up porch
stairs, wearing hunter’s orange from heod $o toe and a camouflage hunting
vest, rifle in one hand. He helps Frankie on stage, who is hopiping on his
right leg, arm around Baylor’s neck, a hole about the size of a quarter in
his left thigh with a little pateh of blood — nothing more. As they enter,
Mike immediately gets upy and grabs his shotgun, sticks the shells back in
it and snaps the barrels shut. Baylor assists Frankie over to the sofa.
Frankie collapses onio sofa holding Mis left thigh m pain. )

MEG. Oh, my goodness, Baylor. What in the world happened
here? We heard you shooting.

BAYLOR. Aw, this yayhoo was out there in the damn woods
without a lick &’ grange on him. Came crashing through that
stand of Aspen like a freight train and I shot him.

MEG. You shot him? Oh, my God, Baylor.

BAYLOR. Nailed him clean threugh the thigh, Look at that.
Bullet passed right on through and out the other side. Never
touched the bone or nothin’.

MEG. { Te Frarke. ) But it still must burt, Doesn’t it hart?
FRANKIE. Yeah. It hurts.

MEG. It must.

BAYLOR. Hurs me too. Wrecked my entire day a’ shootin™. [
got one day left to bag my limit and this bone-head comes along
and scares every damn deer in four counties,

FRANKIE. I'm sorry. 1 was looking for my car,

BAYLOR. Your car? Where'd you park it, in the lake?
MEG. Oh, my goodness.

BAYLOCR. Stop saying: “Oh, my goodness, Oh my God,” all
the time. Think up somethin’ different for a change.

MIKE. (Approaching Frankie.} You were tryin’ to circle back
around, weren’t you? Isn't that what you were doin’? Thought
you'd come up around the back side? 1 thought I teld you to
take a hike, buddy.

FRANKIE., { Staring al Beth. } | just wanted to see her. That's all.
All I wanna’ do is see her. ( To Beth. ) My brother thinks you're
dead see. 1 gotta’ go back and tell him now,

BETH. Before—You. I know you. We—

MIKE. Beth, you go on up to the bedreom now. Go on!
BAYLOR. Aw, let her talk to him. Christ. What difference
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does it make now. He’s not gonna’ do much harm with that hole
in hﬁs leg. Mother, help me off with these boots. (Baylor sits
?u):{y n armchair. Meg kneels tn front of him and helps pull his boots
afr.

MIKE. I'll give him a ride down to the EImCTgency,

BETH. No—he —he can stay. I know him.

MIKE. He's not stayin’ in this house! I'l tell you that right now!
BAYLOR. (7o Mike.) You keep ver voice down, boy! You
forget whose house this is. (Pause.) No point in movin’ him
around right now. Long as the blood's stopped. Best to prop
that leg up and let him set for a while,

MEG. ( Stands, to Frankie. } I'll get something to put your foot on.
BAYLOR. ( 75 Meg.) Let Beth get it! You help me off with this
gear now. I've never seen anybody get so easily distracted as
you. just keep yer mind on yer business now. (Mg kneels again
in front of Baylor, finishes with his boots and starts pulling off his orange
outer panis, as Baylor pulls them down from his waist, Underneath he's
wearing heavy dungarees. )

MEG. (As she helps Baylor.) Beth, go get that little footstool out
of the kilchen for the man.

BETH. Kitchen,

IMEG‘ ¥Yes. In the kitchen, honey. The little footstool. Bring it
in here for him. ( Beth exits through kitchen door u.}

MIKE. (4s ke puts his jacket, cap and gloves back on.) T got an idea.
Why don’t we just move him on up to the bedroom. Huh? We
got an extra bedroom empty don’t we? Let’s just move him up
there. Then we can serve him breakfast in bed. We can move
th‘c TV up there for hitm, How *bout that? We can get the elec-
tric blanket. He could even share the room with Beth maybe
That'd be nice and cozy. ’ .
BAYLOR. (7o Mike) Hey! You just cool yourself down
buster. ’
MIKE. I'm not stayin’ in the same house with the brother of the
man who tried to kill my sister! 'm not doin’ that.

BAYLOR. Pm the one who shot him! All right? Since P'm the
one who shot him, Pm gonna’ see to it that he stays alive. I'm
too old to go to jail just yet. Thank you very much,

ME(;} (Sull helping Baylor undress. ) Can't we just talk in a normal
tone?

BAYLOR. Soon's it gers normal we'li talk normal!
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MIKE. (Moving foward porch. ) You just lemme know. You
lemme kiow when he’s outa’ here.

BAYLOR. Where you goin?

MIKE. Qut to the shack.

BAYLOR. ( 7o Mike.) Wait a second. Take the 30.30. You see
any deer out there, let ‘em have it. There’s only one day left.
MEG. ( To Mike. ) Just try not to shoot any more people please.
( Baplor reaches for deer rifle, across Meg and hands it to Mike. Mike
takes it. He stares at Frankie. )

MIKE. ( To Frankie.) You wormed your way in, didn’t you?
Pretty cute. But 'm not forgettin’ anything. Everybody clse
might forget but I'm not. Far as Pm concerned you and your
brother are the same person. { Mike leans the shotgun against the sofa
then snaps the lever on the 30.30 and engages o bullet. He stares al
Frankie then exits oul porch and u. inlo blackness. )

BAYLOR. ( To Mike as he exits.} Don’t mess that shack up. 1
spent all afternoon sweepin’ the mouse shit out of it.

MEG. You shouldn’t oughta’ make him go out in that cold,
Baylor.

BAYLOR. Wasn't my idea. I0s his. { Beth enters from kitchen door
U. with small feotsiool, She crosses fast ©. and just stands there, holding
il. Ske stares af audience. Pause. ) Well, take it on over to the man,
Beth. Take it over and set it down for him. Don't just stand
there with it. Not gonna’ do him any good while it’s in the air.
MEG. (Siands is heip Beth. ) Here, honey, I'll take it
BAYLOR. No! (Staps Meg.) Let her do it. She can do it. "Bout
time she starts doin’ things by herself. You keep babyin' her
she’s never gonna’ get any better. ( Beth siays in same place, holding
stool. She turns and siares at Frankie. Meg kneels and goes back to helping
Baylor, Deliberate. ) Beth— take the stool over to the man and set
it down for him. What're you starin’ at? { Pause. Beth moves siowly
over to Frankie and stops in frent of him but keeps holding sivel. She
stares ai Frankie. To Beth.) That's right. Now set it down on the
floor. Right in front of him. ( Beth sets the stool down on floor in front
of Frankié.} That's the ticket. Now help him get his leg up on it.
FRANKIE. That’s all right. I can do it. ( Frankie struggles lo gel
kis leg up on siool but can? do i)

BAYLOR. ( To Frankic. } She can help you. Gooed for her to help
somebody else out for a change. Make her realize she’s not the
only cripple in this world.
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MEG. Baylor—

BAYLOR. ( To Meg. ) What? She knows all about i1. She knows
somethin’s gone wrong.

MEG. | know but you don't have to—

BAYLOR. What? Speak the plain truth? Everybody’s been tip-
tocing around here like she can’t handle the plain truth. And she
knows all about it. Don't ya, Beth? (Beth helps Frankie get his in-
Jured leg propped up vn the siool,)

FRANKIE. Thanks.

BAYLOR. { To Meg. ) There now. See that? Now she’s got the
experience of helping somebody else out. And you woulda’
robbed her #' that, see. You wanna' just keep on lettin” her believe
that she’s never gonna’ pull outd' this thing,

MEG. That's not true,

BAYLOR. That's good, Beth. Now why don't you go on in the
kitchen and make us up a nice big pot a’ black coffee.

MEG. She can't make coffee, Baylor. She'll burn herself.
BAYLOR. See, there ya' go again.

MEG. Well, why take the risk of her getting hurt. She can’t
make coffee,

BAYLOR. That's right, “Why take the risk?” Why take the risk
of her getting better. Why not just let her stay the same?
MEG. She is getting better.

BAYLOR. Nah. Well be right back in the same boat we were
in with your mother. Another invalid. House full 2’ invalids. FII
be the only one left in this joint that can function.

MEG. Well, you're never around anyway.

BAYLOR. I'm around. Pm around plenty. But I'll tell ya’ one
thing— Pm not gonna’ be the caretaker of 2 nursing home here.
I got better things to do.

MEG. Like shooting men.

BAYLOR. Thart was an accident.

MEG. Well, I don't understand how a man can be mistaken for
a deer. They don’t look anything alike.

BAYLOR. He was crashin’ through the woods, hell bent for
leather. How was I supposed to know?

MEG. Didn't you look? He doesn’t have antlers or anything.
He doesn’t look anything like a deer.

BAYLOR. You don't make an examination before you shoot
somethin’. You just shoot it.
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FRANKIE. It was my fault.

BAYLOR. Yer darn tootin’ it was your fault. Yer just lucky I'm
as old as [ am. [n my prime you'da’ been dead meat, son.
BETH. ( Te Frankie.) You have voice I know. (Pause. )
FRANKIE. "Scuse me?

BETH. You have voice.

BAYLOR. ( To Frankie.) You understand what's happened to
her, don’t ya’?

MEG. Baylor, please —

BAYLOR. ( To Mez. ) Aw, knock it off. What in the hell are we
tryin' to pull here? Beth, you go ahead and tell him. Go ahead.
Tell the man what happened to you. Go on. {Pause. )

BETH. [- :

FRANKIE. That's all right. I just mainly wanted te know if
you were alive. My brother’s worried sick about you. He said to
tell you he just misses you a lot. { Pause. Silence. Meg stands.)
MEG. Maybe I'll make that pot of coffee, Bayior.

BAYLOR. All right. Why not. And bring me in that tin of
Mink Oil for my feet, They're startin’ to crack again.

MEG. Do you want to come in and help me, Beth? ( Beth shakes
her head, “no.™)

BAYLOR. ( To Meg. ) Leave her be! (Meg exits through door U,
Beth stands there staring at Frankie. Baplor stays in armchair. To
Frankie. } Christ, there’s gotta’ be a borderline between polite
and stupid. I swear to God. Her mother was the same way.
Drive you crazy with politeness. ( Pawse. To Frankie. } How's that
leg doin’?

FRANKIE. It just burns a little,

BAYLOR. I'll bet it does. You took a helluva lick.

BETH. (Very simple to Frankie.) This--This is my father. He’s
given up lave. Love is dead for him. My mother is dead for
him. Things live for him to be killed. Only death counts for
him. Nothing else. This—This—(She moves slowly foword
Frankie. ) This is me. This is me now. The way 1 am. Now.
This. AR. Different. [—I live inside this. Remember.
Remembering. You. You—Were one. 1 know you. [ know —
love. I know what love is. I can never forget. That. Never,
{ Lights fade. All three siay in place. Lights fo black )
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SceNE 2

Stund of electric shaver in darkness, Stage Right. Lights up
stowwly —(cress fade with Scene 1 ending), on Stage Right
bedroom set — Jake's bed with model airplanes above. Walls in.
Jake 15 standing Extreme Downstage on the very edge of the
stage, facing audience, Siage Right of Center. He is in his boxer
shorts underwear, sleeveless T-shirt under his father's leather
priot’s jacket. The jacket is covered wath all the medals from the
vardbeard box now. Fle wears the American flag from his dod’
Juneral draped around his neck. He is shaving his face with o
cordless electric shaver, staring straight in front of him as though
there were a murror. His face ts pale while, eves sunken. Lights
up full. He finishes shaving. Shuts off shaver. Takes the cap off
it and blows the whiskers out then replaces cap and stares in
“mirror. " He speaks to htmself in a loud whisper as he looks at
his face in the imaginary mirror,

JAKE. ( Whisper. ) Don't think about her feet or her calves or
her knees or her thighs or her hips or her waist or her ribs or her
tits or her arm pits or her shoulders or her neck or her face or
her eyes or her hair or her lips. Especiaily not her lips. Don’t
think abour any of these things, You'll be much better off, (ffe
turns . just as Sally enters through v.i., door, wearing a juckel, jeans,
western boots and carrying a sustcase. They both siop and siare at cach
other. Pause. Sally closes the door then tumns back o Jake. She keeps ahold
of the suitcase.)

SALLY. How're you feelin’, Jake?

JAKE. Me? ( Pause. He moves fast to the bed, pulls the flag off his neck
as he arosses, kneels down beside bed, stuffs the flag under bed, pulls out a
small black toilel case, unzips if, puls the shaver tnside, zips it back up
and shoves 1t back under the bed. He rises to his feet then sits on the edge of
the bed, facing Sally and rubs his knee as he stares at her. Pause. )
SALLY. (Sets suttcase en floor.) Where’s Mom?

JAKE. (Rapid speeck. ) T don't worry anymore where anybody is.
I dor't think about that, Anybody can move wherever they
want. I just try to keep track of my own movements these days.
That's enough. Have you. ever tried that? To follow yourself
around? Like a spy. You can wind up anywhere. It's amazing.
Like, just.now I caught myself shaving. I was right over there.
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Shaving my face. I didn’t know I was doing that untii just now.
It's kinda’ scary ya’ know,

SALLY. Scary?

JAKE. Yeah. I mean there’s a possibility that you could do
something that you didn’t even know about. You could be some-
where that you couldn’t even remember being. Has that ever
happened te you? o
SALLY. No. No, it's the opposite with me. Everything just
keeps repeating itseif. : )

JAKE. Oh. Well, then you don’t know what 'm talkin’ about.
( Pause. She stares at him. He grabs his knees and stares at the floor.)
SALLY. Um—I decided 1o come back and see if I could maybe
help you out, Jake. You don’t mind, do ya”?

JAKE. Me? Help me out? (He gets off the bed fast, as though he's
Just remembered something tmportant. He kneels down on floor again,
pulls toiles case out, unzips it, digs around in case and pulls out a tqmmi
clipper. He zips case back up and shoves it under bfd. Then e sits an
edge of bed, facing Sally and staris clipping his loenails, Sally just stands
there walching him, stuffs her hands in her pockets. )

SALLY. I was out there—I was driving arcund in the car out
there and—

JAKE. Where were you headed?

SALLY. I was just— I was driving around the house. In circles.
Real slow. I couldn't make up my mind.

JAKE. No, [ mean where were you headed originally? Before
you decided to come back? )
SALLY. I wasn’t sure. I mean—1 was thinkin'— At first I was
thinkin' I'd go up and try o see Beth, and then — ( Jake stands sud-
denly. Starls moving around the room. Sally Jusl stands there.)
JAKE, Beth? You were gonna’ go and try o see Beth? Nobody
believes me!

SALLY. Now wait a second—

JAKE. NOBODY BELIEVES ME! Bunch 2 traitors for family.
Did you talk to Frankie about her before you left?

SALLY. No! Why would I talk to Frankie?

JAKE. You're a liar. You wouldn’t have thought to go see her
unless you'd talked to Frankie first. Why would you think to go
see her? She's dead! Didn’t I tell ya' that already?

SALLY. Yeah. But I thought I'd go see her anyway.

JAKE. A dead person? You wanted to go see a dead person?
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SALLY. There was other times when you said you'd killed her
—when you thought you'd killed her — Remember? ( Jake staps,
séares af her. Pause. )

JAKE. 8o what'd you come back here for?

SALLY. I don’t know exactly. I started thinkin’ about this
whole thing. This family. How everything’s kinda' —shattered
now,

JAKE, Now? What d’ya mean “now”? When wasn't it shattered?
SALLY. I don’t wanna’ start fightin’ with you just when I walk
in the door. I didn't come back for that.

JAKE. ( Crossing back to bed. ) Why not? What else are we gonna’
do? Huh? You got some brave ideas? You got some brave ideas
about mending things up. Is that it? I'll tell ya’ the only idea
that's gonna’ work. I been sittin’ here in this room for days
thinkin’ about it and I finally came up with it.

SALLY. What's thar?
JAKE. (Sits on bed, quicter. ) 'm not goin’ outdoors anymore, P'm
not leavin’ this room. Mom brings me food. I don’t need the
outside. All I do is get in trouble out there.

SALLY. Well, you cant just stay locked up in here, Jake.
That’s crazy.
JAKE. No. Out there is crazy. Out there. Soon's you step out
that door. ( Jake goes back to clipping his loenails again. He ignores her.
Pause. Sally watches him. Pause. )

SALLY. ( Turning foward her suitcase. ) All right, I guess | was
wrong. I thought there might be a chance T could talk to you
and see if we could be friends or somethin’, but I guess I was
dead wrong.

JAKE. Wait a second, Sally. Come on.

SALLY. Naw, you make it impossible. You're gonna’ sit
around here pretending to be erazy. Tryin’ to make everyone
believe you're crazy. Is that what you're gonna® do? Well, it's
not gonna' change whar you did. You already got away with
that once, didn’t you?

JAKE, Sally—

SALLY. Don’t worry. I'm not gonna’ give you away,

JAKE. We made a promise . . .

SALLY. Yeah.

JAKE. Don't forget. (Pause.)

SALLY. I won't.
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JAKE, Look, I need an ally. Just one. Just one good, solid ally
that I can rely on. Everyone else is against me. '
SALLY. No! I'm not doin” that again for you. Never again.
JAKE. (Suddenly in a whisper. } Frankie called here. He called
here. 1 heard Mom talkin’ 1o him on the phone. { Pause. Safly
stares at him. She sels suitcase down. )

SALLY. So what if Frankie called? Why shouldn’ he cail? He's
your brother.

JAKE. ( Whisper. ) He didn't ask to talk to me! _
SALLY. Why are you whispering now? What's gotten: into
you?

JAKE. { Whisper. ) Mom.,

SALLY. What about her?

JAKE. ( Whisper.) She's with him. Her and Frankie are together.
They've got a pact.

SALLY. Whatre you talkin® about? ’
JAKE. ( Whisper. ) They're tryin’ 1o make me believe that Beth's
alive.

SALLY. She probably is.

JAKE. Are you with them too?

SALLY. 'm not with anybody, all right! P all by myself.
JAKE. Then you can help me. There’s no reason why you
couldn’t help me. ]
SALLY. Look, T went through this once with you, Jake. With
Dad. I already went through this. ,
JAKE. (Moving to her, pleading, in @ whisper. ) No, no, no. It's not
the same. They wanna' make me suffer. Don’t you know that?
Frankie thinks I deserve to suffer. So does Mom.

SALLY. Nobody wants to make you suffer. It’s just you.
JAKE. ( Whisper. ) It's that whole family too. Beth’s family. You
remember how they hated me. )

SALLY. Will you please stop whispering! It's makin’ me nuts!
(Pause. Jake siops and stares at her.) ’
JAKE. (Nommal voice now.) You're afraid a’ me, aren't ya’?
( Pause. ) Aren’t ya'!

SALLY. 'm not afraid of you.

JAKE. Yeah, you are.

SALLY. Only because you remind me of Dad sometimes,
JAKE. Dad? { Pause.) Dad? .
SALLY. Yeah. You do. Sometimes you sound just like him.




JAKE. 1 don’t sound anything like him. I never sounded like
him. Pve made a point not to.

SALLY. You do. The way you get that creepy thing in your
Yoice.

JAKE. What creepy thing?

SALLY. That high-pitched creepy thing like you're gonna' turn
mnto an animal or something.

JAKE. What animal?

SALLY. I don't know what animal!

JAKE. What kind of animal.

SALLY. Not any special kind. Just an animal sound in general.
{ Pause. They stare at each other,)

JAKE. A bear?

SALLY. Don't get cute.

JAKE. You remember how he used to try to dance with you
w.hcn he was drunk? How he'd pull you right up tight against
his chest and breathe into your neck. You remember ali that?

SALLY. Whatre you tryin’ to do?

JAKE. He'd put on Lefty Frizell and twirl you around the

kitchen until you got so dizzy you had to run into the bathroom

and puke. I remember lyin' awake listening to you with the dry

heaves and listening to him bellowing down the hallway at

Moem. Warning her not to go in and help you out. [ remember

all that!

SALLY. Yeah! Then you remember the night he died too,

don't ya'? (Jake staps. They stare at each other. Panse, )

JAKE. No! (Pguse.) Thats the part 1 forgot. { Lorraine enters

quickly with a metal serving tray and wearing an apron. She stops when

she sees Sally. Pause.)

LORRAINE. (T¢ Sally.} Oh. I thought you might've come

Eact:”I saw that car out there and ! said 0 myself: “I bet she's
ACK .

SALLY. Thats pretty sharp, Mom.

LORRAINE. Just puttin’ two and two together. ( Lorsaine crosses

to bed and siarls putting the dirty breakfast dishes on tray. ) Whatsa’

matter, you get homesick or somethin'? Don’t tell me you got

homesick for yer little ole family. Out there all alone on the big
bad American road.

SALLY. Not exactly. No.
LORRAINE. Well, what was it then? You forget somethin’?
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JAKE. ( 7o Lorraine. ) Were you listening to us out there?
LORRAINE. Out where?
JAKE. Outside the door! Were you out there, breathing on the
doarknob, listening to us?

LORRAINE. Why? Have you all got some big terrible secret
or somethin’? Talkin’ behind my back again probably. Don’t
take long for the conspiracy to start, does it?

JAKE. You were, weren't you? (7o Szlly. ) See, that's what 1
mean.,

LORRAINE. What's what you mean?

JAKE. (T Lomaine. ) Fm talkin' to her!

SALLY. (7t Lorraine.) He thinks you and Frankie are in
cahoots against him. :

JAKE. (7o Sally. ) Don't tell her that!

SALLY. Why not? That's what you told e, iso't it? .
JAKE. I didn't tell you that so you could tell her! That was
private.

LORRAINE. So there &5 a secret. :

SALLY. ( 1o Lorraire. ) He thinks you've got some kind of a plot
going to make him suffer.

JAKE. Sally, you shut up!

LORRAINE. Suffer?

JAKE. I didn't say anything like that. ( Joke stops. Pause. Jake and
Sally lock up and stare at sach other like o dogs with their hackles up.
Larraine watches them but continues to slowly collect the breakfast plates
off the bed. )

LORRAINE. Well — Looks like you're just gonna® have to stay
away for a spell, Sally. We can’t have him gettin’ upset like this,
Not in his condition. He wasn't like this until you showed up.
SALLY. (Sull with her eyes or Jake. ) 'm not leavin’. T'm sick to
death of leavin’. Every time I pack, I wemble now. T start to
tremble, It's in my body. My whole body shakes from the
memory of all this leavin’. It feels like a leaving that will last
forever. This is my home ag much as his.

LORRAINE. But we're in 2 state of emergency here now, with
your brother like this. This is a crisis. You have to be a littdle flex-
ible in a crisis.

SALLY. Fm not leavin'!

LORRAINE. How can you be so mule-headed stubborn and
selfish! .
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JAKE. (o Lorraine, moving away from Safly ) She can stay if she
wants to, ( Pause. )

LORRAINE. There’s not enough room, Jake.

JAKE. There's room. This is my room and she can stay if she
wants to. ( Pause. )

LORRAINE. Well this isn’t gonna’ be much fun, is it?
JAKE. (To Lorrame.) I want Sally here, where 1 can see her.
Where I can keep an eye on her. She’s not gonna’ be sending
any messages for you anymore,

LORRAINE. Messages?

JAKE. Yeah, that’s right. You can tell Frankic that she’s not
coming back there. She’s staying with me, There’s not gonna’ be
any more codes sent.

LORRAINE. ( 7o Sully.) What kinda trash have you been put-
ti’ in his head?

JAKE. Pm just bein’ careful, that’s all. I want you to stay here.
Right here in this room, Sally.

SALLY. Just like old times, huh? Okay. Okay. I will. Maybe
that’s just what I need to do. Take the tiger by the tail. I'll stay
right in here with you, Well just camp out,

LORRAINE. Well, I'm not doin’ the cookin’ anymore. T1 tell
ya' that much. Pm not runnin’ a boarding house here.
SALLY. I'l cook.

LORRAINE. (Moves to Sally. } Why can’t you just leave! Why
Cal’t you fust get your fanny out in the wide world and find
yourself somethin’ to do. Stop mopin’ around here gettin’
everybody's dander up.

SALLY. Where do you wanl me to wind up, Mom? Some-
where down the road?

LORRAINE. You'll find somethin’. Everybody finds somethin’
sooner or later,

SALLY. Like what?

LORRAINE. A town or somethin’.

SALLY. What iown?

LORRAINE. I dont know what town! There’s fots of towns
around. Thisis a country full ' 1owns. There’s a town for every-
body. Always has been. If there’s no town, then start one of
your own. My Granddaddy started a town on a Mesquite
stump. He just hung his hat on it and a whole town sprang up.
SALLY. That was a whole other time. :
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LORRAINE. Time's got nothin’ to do with it.

SALLY. I'm stayin’. ( Pause.)

LORRAINE. (Mouves to _jake. ) Jake, look —we were doin’ just
fine, weren't we? We had everything workin’ smooth as butter
here. We had our system. We were sell-sufficient, weren’t we,
Jake? What de we need her for?

JAKE. I can trust her. ( Pause. }

LORRAINE. (Laughs.) 1 have been doin’” my best to pull you
out of this thing. I went outa’ my way to bring you back here. 1
fixed up vour room, just like it used o be. I've been cookin’ all
your meals.

JAKE. It's just a trap.

LORRAINE. For what? Why would [ wanna' trap you? Have
you got your mind so twigted up that you can’t even recognize
your own mother’s good intentions? :

JAKE, (About Sally. ) I recognize her. 1 remember her real good.
We went through somethin’ together. (Jake fixes on Sally as he
speaks about her. Sally’s back is toward . Very slowly, as this scene con-
tinues, light begins fo rise on the L. sel. A soft pool of light on the sofa
where Frankie lies on his back with his head U. Beth is kneeling on the
[floor next o Frankie, wrapping the shirt she wore 1n the first scene around
Frankics wounded leg. Her gestuves are very soft and loving. She wears
Jjeans and a bra. Frankie @5 sweating hard and his face is extremely pal,
like Jake’s now. Jake slowly approaches Sally as he speaks to her. Sally,
Lotraine and Jake pay no altention to the L. Light.)

LORRAINE, Well, so did we, Jake. Pve known you a lot longer
than she has.

JAKE. ( Approaching Saily slowly. ) Where was that, Sally? Where
was that? Where were we when that happened?

SALLY. You don’t wanna' know.

JAKE. We drove all night leng.

SALLY. Just forget about it now. (Sally moves away from Jake,
crosses to bed and sits on i1, Jake stays where he is, facing v. Now he
begins to see Beth and Frankie in the dim light but he regards them as a
distant vision in his mind. Lorvaine and Saily ignore the L. action. Jake
remains fixed on Beih and Frankie. )

JAKE. (Staring at Beth and Frankie.} We listened to the radio.
(Lorraine crosses to Sally carrying the iray of dirly plates. )
LORRAINE. ( To Saily. } See the state you've got him in now.
See what you've done.
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SALLY. (Sitting on bed.) 1 haven’t done a thing but come back
home. (Sally reaches under the bed and pulls out the flag. She spreads it
ucross her lap. )

LORRAINE. ( Te Safly. ) You did it on purpose. You knew this
was gonna’ happen. He was doin’ so well with me lookin’ after
him. He was gonna' stay, He was Just gonna’ five here like he
used to. Now you've got his mind all driftin’ away again.
JAKE. (8till fixed on Beth and Frankic. ) We drove a thousand
miles and never said a word.

LORRAINE. (dfter pause, to Saily. ) Well, you stay then. You
swit yourself. TH just wait you out. I can wait 2 whole lot longer
than you can. Believe you me. Pve been a lifetime at it. He'll
come back around to me. You wait and see, He'll come back.
(Losraine exits U. with tray and plates. Jake stays fixed on Beth and
Frankie. Sally stares at _Jake's back. Pause.)
JAKE. (With his back to Sally.) You gotta’ help me escape, Sally.
I gotta’ get back there, She’s still alive. ( Sally watches Jake a while
then reaches down under bed and pulls out the leather box of ashes. She
hotds it in her lap and opens it as _Jake remains staring L.)

SALLY. What's this? ( Jake slowly turns around Jacing Sally. They
stare al each other as lights fode on them to black. Lights are rising on
Beth and Frankie simultaneousiy. )

ScenE 3

Lights remain up on Stage Lefi set with Frankic on his back
siresched out on sofa, head Upstage and Beth on her knees beside
him, wrapping Baylor'’s shirt around his injured leg.

FRANKIE. Uh-look —Beth—Don't you think you oughta’
put your shirt back on?

BETH. You need it.

FRANKIE. I don’t. Really. ¥ don't. It's stopped bleeding. It
hasn’t bled for a long time now.

BETH. It could start again.

FRANKIE. It just aches a little, It's not bleeding anymore.
BETH. It's going up your leg now.

FRANKIE. (Sits up fast. } What is?

BETH. Black line. That's. bad.
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FRANKIE. Whats that mean? A black line. ( Frankie pulls his
pant leg up. Looks at his leg. )

BETH. Ir's bad. Poison.

FRANKIE. ( Pushing hes pant leg down again. ) Look — please, just
leave it alone and put your shirt back on. Your Dad might come
back in here.

BETH. He's asleep.

FRANKIE. Weli, then your mother or your brother could
come. Somebedy could come in here,

BETH. Doesn't matter,

FRANKIE, It does matter! Pm on thin ground as it is without
them seeing you on your knees with your shirt off. What're they
gonna’ think if they walk in here and find you rubbing my leg
with no shirt on? Please stop rubbing my leg now!

BETH. Don't you like it?

FRANKIE. just stand up. Stand up on your feet and put your
shirt back on. Please, Beth. Just act like we're having a con-
versation or something.

BETH. You den't have to be afraid of them. They're afraid of
you.

FRANKIE. How do you figure that?

BETH. They tell it in their voice.

FRANKIE. They want to kill me.

BETH. Oniy Mike. But he won't.

FRANKIE. What makes you so sure ahout that?

BETH. { Quick. } Because only half of him believes you're what
he hates. The other half knows it’s not true. { Pause. Frankie stares
af her.)

FRANKIE. I thought you couldn’t uh--

BETH. What?

FRANKIE. (Lies back down. } I don’t know, 1 thought you
couidn’t talk right or something. You sound ckay to me.
BETH. 1 do?

FRANKIE. Yeah. Your Dad said there was—I mean you were
having some kind of troubie.

BETH. Oh. There was that time. I don't know, I get them
mixed. I get the thought. Mixed. It dangles. Sometimes the
thought just hangs with no words there.

FRANKIE. But you can speak alt right? :

BETH. It speaks. Speeches. Speaking. In me. Comes and goes.
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Again. [ don’t know why. You hear me? Now?

FRANKIE. Yes. You sound all right. T mean it sounds like
you're daing pretty good.

BETH. Sounds like it

FRANKIE. Yeah.

BETH. You can speak? Speech.

FRANKIE. Me? Yeah, sure.

BETH. But you can’t walk.

FRANKIE. No. Not right now.

BETH. I would rather walk than talk.

FRANKIE. Yeah—do you—would you mind geiting up off the
floor, please, and putting your shirt back on?

BETH. Maybe they'll have to cut your leg off.

FRANKIE. (S8its up fast again.) What? Who do you mean?
BETH. Maybe, cut. Like me. Cut me. Cut you out. Like me.
See? (She bends her head forward and pulls the hadr up on the back of her
:::;; t:: },;fo;,u f‘m;;kw a mes’ﬂmt scar. Frankie looks at the place on her

she’s showing him. : ?

o dhat shets shoeis ;i . Showing Frankic back of her head.) See?
FRANKIE, (Looking at her head. ) What? There’s nothing there
There’s no scar there. . ‘
gELFHBr a(1 ifw égf'sgﬁfm her head again. ) No brain. Cut me out.
FRANKIE. No, Beth, look — They didi’t— They didn’t operate
did they? Nobody said anything about that.

BETH. They don’t say. Secret. Like my old Mom. Old. M
Grand Mom. OId. They cut her. Qut. Disappeared. They don’)t,
say hczj name now. She's gone. Vanish. (She mates 2 “whoashing”
sound like wind. ) My Father sent her someplace. Had her gone
FRANKIE. They wouldr’t just go in there and operate without
your consent. They can't do that. It's a law. They need written
;(21;‘-8}1{111 (1:'1 i;(;ﬁethmg. Somebody has to sign something.
FRANKIE. Whar?
BETH. Mike did.

FRANKIE. No, Beth. [ don™ thi > is ri i
wouldn't do something like a0 e o chisright. Mike
BETH. He wants me out.
FRANKIE. He's your brother. He loves you.
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BETH. {She stands, moves away from Franktc.) You don’t know
hirn!
FRANKIE. Well, there’s no scar there, Beth. (Frankie umwraps
the shirt from his log and offers it out te her.) Here, take this shirt
back. Please. Come and take it. { Pause. Slowly Beth bends down
and takes shist. She stands with it and holds it out away from herself. She
pigeles 1o herself.)

BETH. ( Holding shirt out. ) Look how big a man is. So big. He
scares himself, His shirt scares him. He puts his scary shirt on
50 it won’t scare himself, He can't see it when it's on him. Now
he thinks it's him. { She grggles and puls the shirt back on. Buitons it up.
Frankie walches her, still sitting on sofe. ) Jake was scared of shirts.
You too?

FRANKIE. No. I'm only scared of people. { Beth starts moving in
circles, pulling the froni of the shirt out away from herself and looking at
the butions and fabric. } S i
BETH. ( Referring to shire.) This is like a custom. Big. Too big.
Like a custom.

FRANKIE. A what?

BETH. Custom. Like a custom.

FRANKIE. A custom?

BETH. For play. Acting.

FRANKIE, Oh. You mean a “costume’?

BETH. Custume.

FRANKIE. Yeah. A “costume”. I get what you mean.
BETH. Pretend.

FRANKIE. You were in a play, right? I mean you were acting.
BETH. ( Moving, playing with shirt.) Pretend is more better.
FRANKIE. What do you mean?

BETH. Pretend. Because it fills me. Pretending fills. Not
empty. Other. Ordinary. Is no good. Empty. Ordinary is
empty. Now, I'm like the man. (She pumps her chest up, closes her
fists, sticks her chin out and struis in the shirt. ) Just feel like the man.
Shirt brings mc a man. | am a shirt man. Can you see? Like
father, You sec me? Like brother, (She laughs. )

FRANKIE. Yeah. You liked acting, huh? (Beth keeps moving,
finding vartations off the shirt to play with. Frankie sils on safa waiching
her. ) - -
BETH. Pretend to be. Like you. Between us we can make a
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life. You could be the woman. You be,
ECR;&NKIE‘ What was the play you were in? Do you remern-
r!

BETH. { Moving toward Frankie. ) You could pretend to be in love
with me, With my shirt. You love my shirt, This shirt is a man
to you. You are my beautiful woman. You lie down, ( Beth moves
i to Frankie and tries lo push him down on the sofa by the showlders.
Frankie resists. )

FRANKIE. Now, wait a second, Beth. Wait, wait. Come on.
(Beth keeps trying to push Frankie back down on sofa éut Frankie slays
sething. )

BETH. (CGiggling, pushing Frankie.} You fight but all the time
you want my smell. You want my shirt in your mouth. You
dream of it. Always, You want me on your face. ( Frankie pushes
her away hard, then sis on edge of sofa, Beth stands away from him.}
FRANKI_E. (Pushing her away.) Now cut it out! (Pause as Beth
stares 4t him from a distance.) Now, look—1 can't hang around
here. | didn’t come here to fool around. Pve gotta’ get back
home and talk w Jake about this. That's the whole reason I
camne here. He's gonna' think something went wrong.

BETYH. Jake.

FRANKIE. Yeah. He's gonna' think somethin’ happened to
nie.

BIETH. Your other one. You have his same voice, Maybe you
couid be him. Pretend. Maybe. Just him. Just likc him, But
soft. With me. Gentle. Like a woman-man. (Beth starts moving
stowly ioward Frankic. Frankie stands awkwardly, Supparting himseif by
the sofa, on his bad leg. } l
FRANKIE. [ nced to find some transportation outa’ here! 1
need to find my car! I can't hang around here, Beth,

BETH. {Moving toward Frankic.) You could be better. Better
man. Maybe. Without hate. You could be my sweet man. You
could: Pretend to be. Try. My sweetest man. (As Beth gets closer,
Frankic starts tv move around the sofa, hoppring an hls bad leg and !Urr'né
to keep the sofa between him and Bath.)
FRANKIE. (Hopping away from her.) No, Beth. This is not
something [ want to do right now. It's not good for my leg. 1
sh?uld be resting it. [ have to be getting out of here now. ‘
BETH. (Moving after him stowly.) You could pretend so much
that you stast thinking this is me. You couid really fall in love
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with me. How would that be? Us. In a love we never knew.
FRANKIE. You're Jake's wife. We've gor no business messing
around like this! Now it's time for me to go. I have to go aow. I
have to find my car.

BETH. It's buried.

FRANKIE. What?

BETH. There’s a blizzard. [¢'s buried. We have to stay together
now. Us. That's funny how we wind up. ( Beth laughs. )
FRANKIE. A blizzard? What're you talking about, a blizzard.
How long was I asleep?

BETH. (Moving toward porch, pointing out.) See? Look. Out
there. Everything's white.

FRANKIE. ( Trying to move away from sofa, toward porch. ) When
did that happen?

BETH. We have to stay alone. Together. Here, Us. ( Frankie
takes a couple hopping sieps and falls o the floor. Beth moves to him. )
FRANKIE. {On floor.) Goddamnit! { Frankic clutches his leg in
pain. Beih kneels beside him and starts to take her shirt off again. Frankie
stops her. Reaches out and grabs her wrists. ) No! Look— Don’t take
your shirt off again! Don’t do it. The shirt is not gonna’ do my
leg any good. It's useless. Understand? The shirt is no help. So
just leave it on. Okay? Just leave the shirt on, Beth. ( He lets go of
her wrists. She stops lrying to take the shirt off. )

BETH. Maybe theyll cut. Cut.

FRANKIE. Stop saying that! I don’t like the sound of i1. It's not
as bad as all that. Amputation is not the answer here. Is there
any way you could make a phone call for me? ( Beth stands, moves
o sofa and sits. She waiches Frankiz on the floor. )

BETH. (Sitting on sofa.) You can only think of far away? Only
thoughts of where you came from? Nothing here? Nothing right
here? Now.

FRANKIE. I'm in a situation here that I didn’t expect to be in.
You understand me? I didn’t expect to be stuck here.

BETH. Stuck. Like me. Stuck.

FRANKIE. This is your home, ¥You live here. I don’t.
BETH. But you have brain.

FRANKIE. What?

BETH. Brain. In you. Thinking.

FRANKIE. So do you! :

BETH. No. Mike ook it. My father told him to. (She gets up
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Jrom sofa and crosses past Frankie to porch. She looks out. Frankir on
Jloor bekind her. )
FRANKIE. Beth, that’s just not true. That's not true, [ don’t
know where you got that idea from. You'd be dead if you didn’
have a brain. You can't live without one.
BETH. (Looking out over porch. ) Then why is this so empty? So
cmpty now. Everything, Gone. A hole. (Sounds of Mike breathing
heavily offstage. )
FRANKIE. Whar's that? Beth? What's that sound? Is somgone
out there? Beth! {Beth continues looking out sver porch.) Help me
get back on the couch now. There's somebody coming. (Mike
enters from the porch, covered in snow and carying the severed hind-
quarters of a large buck with the hide siitl on &5, He carries the butchered
deer over his right shoulder with his rifle in his lgft hand. Mike sess
ankz.e on the floor. He stops. Pause. He stares at Beth then back to
Frankie. Mike flops the hindguarters down on the floor in the middle of
the room then props his rifle on top of the meat. He pulls his gloves off and
staris warming kis hands by blowing into them. Frankie stares af Mike
Jram the floar. Beth stares ot the deer parts. Pause. )
MIKE. ( To Beth, bt staring at Frankie,) Tell Dad I kept the rack
for myself. It’s a trophy buck. He can have the meat but I'm
keepin’ the rack.
BETH. (Still staring af deer. ) He doesn’t eat the meat. Momma
says he doesn’t eat the meat.
MIKE. Then he can feed it to the dog. I don’t care what he does
with 1t. { Pause. To Frankie.) What're you doin’ on the floor?
FRANKIE, I can’t get up.
MIKE. (7o Beth.) He didn't try nothin’, did he? (Pause. Beth
keaps staring at the deer. ) Beth!
BETH. Huh?
MIKE. He didn™t try to pull anythi 7, di ?
PRANKLS T ot rytop ything on ya', did her
MIKE. ( To Frankie.} Pm askin® her!
BETH. (Staring at deer.) You cut him in half?
MIKE. Beth, I'm askin’ you a question! (Meg enters from u.v., in
nightgown ond bathrobe, siippers. She just appears, drowsy from sleep. )
MEG. Why is there so much noise now? Your father's trying to
MIKE, He o

- He should wy sleepin’ ac night lik
FRANKIE. (To Meg.) Maamos everybody cise
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MEG. (Te Frankic.) Why aren’t you up on the sofa? You're
gonna’ caich your death of cold on the floor like that.

BETH. Mama? Daddy doesn't eat the reat, does he? ( Meg looks
at Beth, then she sces the deer carcass on the floor. She approaches if
slowly, stepping over Frankie. ) Mike said to give it to Daddy but he
doesn’t eat the meat,

MEG. (Staring af deer quarters. ) Mike—what in the world? Can't
you take it down to the freezer?

MIKE. Tell Dad to de it when he gets up. I shot it for him, he
can dress it out. I'm goin’ back out there. There’s deer all over

the place.
MEG. Well, you can’t just leave it here in the middle of the hiv-

ing room floor.

MIKE. Why not? It's frozen solid.” Won't thaw out for hours
yet. I thought I'd surprise him.

MEG. Hell be surprised ali right. :
FRANKIE. (Still on floor, trying lo crenel to safa. ) Ma'am, is there
any chance you could make a phone cali for me?

MEG. I suppose s0. Is it long distance?

MIKE. Nobody's makin’ any phone calls for you, buddy. The
lines are frozen solid, You're stuck. You're stuck right here. It's
snowin’ like there’s no tomorrow out there.

MEG. ( Moving loward porch, looking out. ) Is it that bad? T must've
dozed off. It wasn’t snowing that hard when T went upstairs.
FRANKIE. ( Reaching sofa, trying tw pull himseif up. ) 1 have to get
back home! [ can’t stay here anymore! [ have to get back home!
MEG. (Staring oul vver porch at snow. ) Please, don’t scream in the
house, This house is very old.

FRANKIE. { Clawing his way up onto sofa, to Mike. ) Look—
look—You want me outa’ here, right? Everybody wants me
outa’ here? I don't belong here, right? 'm not a part of your
family. I'm an enemy to you? Isnt that right? I am wiiling to
go. Now. 'm ready. I'm ready to go now! Just get me outa’ here
whatever way you can. I'l do whatever’s necessary. Fll pay you.
Just get me outa’ here! (Mike smiles and stares at Frankie, puts his
gloves back on, picks up his rifle. Beth crosses slowly over to Frankie.
Frankie collapses, exhausted on sofa. )

BETH. (Beside Frankic now, she pats him softly on his head. ) Your
whole life can turn around. Upside down. In a flash. Sudden.
Don't worry. Don’t worry now. This whole world can disap-
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pear. Everything you know can go. You won’t even recognize
your own hands. (Beth, as she exits, moves stowly t. and exits through
hallway entrance. } Night, Moma.

MEG. Good-night, dear.

MIKE. ( 7o Meg. ) It's not night! It's daytime! Jesus Christ, can't
you see it's daytime out there. ( Meg turns slowly and stares out over
porch. Mike exits out porch, dotwn siairs and disappears U. with his rifle.
Meg stays looking out over porch.)

FRANKIE., ( Yelling io Mike ar he exits. ) Wait a second! ( Pause.
Frankie and Meg are left alone. Meg, with her back to Frankie, staring
oul af snow. Frankie stares at her back. )

MEG. (Kesping her back to Frankie, staring out. ) I never get tired of
seeing it snow, Tsn't that funny? { Lights fade to black. |

Scene 4

Laghts up on Stage Right set. Night. Moon is jull, Sally is in
Jake’s bed with the blanket pulled up around her neck, Hying on
her back. jJake is standing in the middle of the room in his
undertwear sitll, leather jucket with medals. He's draping the
Slag around kis neck and over his shoulders, holding the leather
box of ashes in one hand.

SALLY. This isn't gonna’ fool her, Jake.

‘]IAKE. (Moving to bed. ) Just tuck yourself in. Tuck the blanket
tight around you so she sees there’s a body in there. {He goes to
Sally and itares tucking the blanket tightly around her with her arms fnside
and only her head sticking out, )

SALLY. But my body doesn’t look anything like your body.
JAKE. Doesn’t matter. She’s not gonna’ lock that close. Turn
over on your stomach so she doesn’t see your face.

SALLY. Shell see my hair then.

JAKE. Put your head under the pillow. Turn over and put your
head under the pillow, Come on, Sally. You gotta’ do it. (Sally
turns herself over on her stomack as Jake keeps tucking the blanket around
her tightly. )

SALLY. This is really stupid, Jake. Where'd you see this, in
some old prison movie?
JAKE, ( Tucking blankei around her then putting pillow over her head. }
Now when she comes in, in the morning ~ She’ll come in with
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the breakfast. She'll come in and she'll say somethin’ like: “Rise
and shine —ifs Coffee Time!” You just stay under the pillow.
You can kinda’ moan or somethin’'—make a few little move-
ments, but don’t say anything to her. (Solly takes the pillow off her
head and throws st on_floor.)

SALLY. ({ Throwing ptllow.) I can't breathe under here! I feel
like a mummy. (fake picks up piliow. )

JAKE. Sally, you gotta’ cover your head or she’ll know right
aAWaY.

SAIYLY. Al right, just hand me the pillow. When I hear her
comin’, Tl put it over my head.

JAKE. What if you fall asleep? You could fall asleep and forget.
SALLY. I won’t forget. Just hand me the pillow. ( Pause. Jake
tosses the pillow om her head. Sally takes it and moves 1t lo one side.
Pause. ) You better go out through the bathroom window. She'll
see you if you try to cross the porch.

JAKE. 1 know how 1o escape. Don't worry.

SALLY. Aren't you gonna’ wear any pants?

JAKE. She hid ’em. She thinks that's gonna’ stop me.
SALLY. You're gonna' try to get to Montana in your under-
pants with an Arnerican flag wrapped around your neck?
JAKE. 11 travel by night.

SALLY. (Laughs.) Oh boy, Jake. I hope ya' make it.

JAKE. I'll make it all right. There's nothin’ gonna’ stop me. Not
Frankie or Mom or that family of hers or—(He stops honself.
Stares Into space. }

SALLY. What'sa matter, Jake?

JAKE. {Staring.} There's this thing-This thing in my head.
{ Sally raises up slowly on one elbow in the bed and stares at him. He
whispers now. } This thing that the next moment-the moment
right after this one will~blow up. Explode witk a voice. A
scream from a voice I don't know. Or a voice I knew once but
now it's changed, It doesn’t know me either, Now. [t used to but
not now, I've scared it into something else. Another form. A
whole other person who doesn’t see me any more. Who doesn’t
even remember that we knew each other once. I've gotta’ see her
again, Sally, (Suddenly Beth screamns frem out of the darkness, L.)
BETH. (in dark.) JAAAAAAAAAAAAAARE! (Lights black-

oul R.)
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ACT III
ScEnE 1

Stage Right sel. Lorraine is in _Jake’s bed bundled up in blankets

fo her neck. She shakes all over with the cold chills and her fw:e'

15 pale and sweating. The model airplanes still hang overhead.

Sally sits in the chair, Stage Left of the bed with a bowl of soup

o her lap and a spoon in her hand. A cup of coffec sits sicaming
on the side table. Sally’s votee is heard first in darkness,

SALLY. (In dark. ) Rise and shine! It's coffee time! ( Lights sweep.'

up fast to bright moming. Sally offers Lorraine a spoonful of soup. )
LORRAINE. Did he tll you to say that? He probably did,
didn’t he? Where is the humiliation supposed to end?
SALLY. Just try a litile sip of soup, Mom. Just a litde sip.
LORRAINE. Not from you.

SALLY. Look, you can’ keep blaming me forever. He’s gone.
There was nothin’ I could do about it.

LORRAINE. Is there any good reason in this Christless world
why men leave women? Is there? Is there any good reason for
that? You tell me. You tell me. Isn't there enough to suffer al-
ready? We got all kinda’ good reasons to suffer without men
cookin’ up more.

SALLY. There’s always a chance he might come back.
LORRAINE. He won’t come back now, Thanks to you. Not
now. I know him. He's like a stray dog. He's home for a while
and you pet him and feed bim and he licks your hand and then
he's gone again. I know where he's gone too. Straight to that
girl. You can bet yer bivey on that. She’s got a hold on his
mind.

SALLY. Well, Frankie'll bring him back then. He'll find him.
LORRAINE. Frankie can’t even find his own zipper. How’s he
gonna’ find his brother?

SALLY. Just try a litde soup, Mom.

LORRAINE. I don't want any &' that slop! Stop tryin’ to pawn
it off on me.

SALLY. Ir's the same batch you made for Jake.
LORRAINE. T know. Smells like it.
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SALLY. (Smelling soup.) Smells all right to me.

LORRAINE. It's ripe. .

SALLY. Well, you gotta’ eat somethin’.

LORRAINE, My son’s abandoned me! Can’t you Eindcrstand
that? He's abandoned me, And you put him up to it. ’
SALLY. I didn’t put him up to nothin’. What was he gonna’ do?
Stay here and rot in this room. He woulda’ left sooner or la.t:er.
LORRAINE. He's run off to the wild world when he could've
stayed here under my protection. He couid've stayed he:‘e fpr-
ever and no one couldve touched him. Now hes gonna w_md
up right back in prison. In prison, where they'll eat l}im alive,
SALLY. (Qffering spoon to Lorraine. ) Just take a little bit on your
tongue. See if you like it. ( Lorraine sits up fast and knocks the spoon
out of Saily’s hand. Sally stands and moves L., away from Lorrazne. }
LORRAINE, (4s she knocks speon away. ) Get that stu.ff away
from me! What'sa matter with you! 'm not interested in food.
Pm not interested in keeping something alive that's already
dead. - '
SALLY. Youre not dead yet! You won't get out of it that easy!
( Pause. } ) _
LORRAINE. [ know what's gonna’ happen. I can see it plain as
day. They'll find him by the highway. That's whatll happer’l.
Crumpled up. Busted open like a road dog. Then maybe you 1l
be satisfied.

SALLY. I don’t want anything to happen to him any more than
you do. He couldn't stay here. _
LORRAINE. I'll get a call. Cop will come to my door. Jl;lst like
before. Just like with his Daddy. LIl wait for that cop. I'll wait
right here. Long as I have to. .

SALLY. Now don't start imagining things. _ ‘
LORRAINE. There's nothin’ imaginary about it. I can see it
SALLY. What can you see?

LORRAINE. Maybe the same cop will come. The very same
cop. I never could figure that out. Why chey’c:j send a ?Op? Why
should a cop be a messenger of death? It’s like sending a fire-
man. { Lorratne lies back down in the bed again. She pulls the blankets
up areund her neck. Pause.) .
SALLY. You can’t let yourself get so worked up over this.
You're gonna’ make yourself sick.

6

- e b - - i _— 1 ana . ey R R SR P Y == ) L i e e e
8 e L i e i e i e s




Rt P A

Y g Bl

LORRAINE. You sent that cop, didn’t you? Back then. Jake
never woulda’ done somethin’ like that. He'd 2’ come and told
me face to face. '

SALLY. We were miles away. Mexico. It happened in Mexico,
Remember?

LORRAINE. I remember! Don't talk to me like 'm an idiot.
S{\LLY We tried to call you that night it happened. We both
tried to call you but they said the police had to do it. It was In-
ternational. I never wanted to send a cop. They said it had to be
official.

LORRAINE. Doesn’t matter. Official, unofficial, it's the sarne
news. Dead is dead. Nobody can make it un-dead. { Pause. )
SALLY. You didnt really care one way or the other, did you?
You'd let him go a long time ago.

LORRAINE. He left me! All right? Get that straight in your
noggin. He left me! Not the other way around.

SALLY. You never tried to find him.

LORRAINE. (Sitting up again.} Are you kidding? Man runs
off. Inio the night. No word. No note. No phone call. Disap-
pears like an apparition and I'm supposed to go track his ass
down. Not me, sister. No sir. Not this one. Let him stagger
around, lost and wild-eyed if he wants to, Let him bang his head
up and down the alleyways moanin’ like a baby about some
mystery he doesn’t even have a clue to. You can’t save the
doomed! You make a stab at it. You make the slightest lictle try

and you're doomed yourself. Take a look at your brother if you
don’t believe me.

SALLY. But you never even tried, did you?

LORRAINE. Tried what? Who are you to be Judgin' me now?
Who are you? You don’t even have a man. Never did.
SALLY. You're not recommending it, are you?
LORRAINE. Just don’t go accusing me of neglecting your
father. You don't know nothin’ about jt.

SALLY. You never even asked me about it.

LORRAINE. About what?

SALLY. Our trip down there. Me and Jake made a special trip.
Remember? We found him in his trailer down there.
LORR:“\IN E. (Lays back down.) So what? Ya' want a medal or
somethin? You're his kids, not his wife. Why shouidn’t you try

66

to find him. I don’t wanna’ hear about that stuff now.
SALLY. We really surprised him. I dor'’t think he'd had a
visitor for months.

LORRAINE. Who'd visit him?

SALLY. He didn't even know who we were at first. Just stood
there at the screen door, kinda’ staring at us like we might be
burglars or something,.

LORRAINE. Probably drunk. As usual.

SALLY. Nope. Stone cold sober. Didn't have any money to
drink. He looked real weak and vulnerable. The opposite of
how he was when he was drinking.

LORRAINE. He was always weak. That never changed,
SALLY. He took us inside and the smell aimost knocked me
over. No windows. Smelled like dirty laundry and cigarettes
and something eise. Something almost sweet.

LORRAINE. Booze,

SALLY. Maybe.

LORRAINE. Tiger Rose. That was his baby. Tiger Rose. |
musta’ tripped over a million a’ them skinny green bottles.
SALLY. He had ail these pictures of us taped to the walls. Baby
pictures and 4-H Club pictures and pictures of Jake running
with a football. But they were all squeezed in between these
other pictures. Pictures of Bing Crosby and Ginger Rogers and
Ida Lupino and Gene Autry and Louis Armstrong. And there
we were kinda’ peeking out between the eracks of these faces. 1
got the feeling he must've spent a lot of time talking to these
faces. Maybe even introducing the pictures of us to the picrures
of all these stars. Trying to make a family out of us all. So we'd
know each other.

LORRAINE. Yeah, well he shoulda’ tried that at home first.
SALLY. You can't condemn him now. He's dead.
LORRAINE. I'll condemn him right up to my last breath! He
shaped my whole life. Vengeance is the only thing that keeps
me goin'.

SALLY. How can you get revenge out of a dead man?
LORRAINE. Because—he’s still alive in me. You understand
that? He's still walkin® around inside me. He put stuff into me
that'll never go away. Ever. He made sure a’ that.

SALLY. That's not him. That's you. If you hadn’t had him,
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youdd found somebody else to throw the blame on.
}I:_ORRAINE_ Yeah, well, you didn't know him like [ knew
1I1L.
SALLY. Guess not. Because what 1 saw down there with Jake
was a man who was totally innocent.
LORRAINE. Innocent! That’s a hot one.
SALLY. Didn’t you ever wonder about him? About what
became of him?
LORRAINE. Who?
SALLY. Dad,
LORRAINE. (Siting up. ) Wonder? Did I ever wonder? You
know a man your whole life. You grow up with him. You're
almost raised together. You go to school on the same bus
together. You go through tornados together in the same base-
ment. You go through a world war together. You have babies
together. And then one day he just up and disappears into thin
air. Iid I ever wonder? Yeah. You bet yer sweet life I won-
dered. But you know where all that wondering got me? No-
where. Absolutely nowhere. Because here I am. Here I am.
Alone. Just the same as though he'd never even existed.
SALLY. I thought you said he was still in you.
LORRAINE. Not him. Some disease he left behind.
SALLY. But there must've been a time when you loved him.
Before,
LORRAINE, Love. Whata’ crock @' shit. Love! There's
another disease. Only difference is it's a disease that makes ya'
- feel good. While it lasts. Then, when it's gone, yer worse off
than before you caught it.
SALLY. Well, I don't think there’s a whole lot we can do about
it, is there?
LORRAINE, Yes there is. Oh, yes there is. You can resist.
You can look it right square in the kisser and resist. ( Lorraine
{fzys back down. Pause, )
bA,LLY. Maybe. Maybe you can. That’s what Jake tried w0 do.
He’s @ lot like you I guess. He started squirming in that trailer,
Making up reasons why we had to get outa’ there. Get back
across the border before it got dark. Dad kept wanting us to stay
but he didn’t have anything to offer us. And that's when Jake
made a desperate move. He didn't even know he was doing it.
He was so desperate to get out of that situation, that he stands
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up and he offers to take Dad and me out to a bar. For a drink! 1
couldn’t believe it. Dad’s whole face lit up. I've never seen his
face like that. He smiled like a little kid and grabbed his hat.
LORRAINE. You can't stop a drinkin’ man from drinkin’. All
he needs is an idea and he’s gone. Just the idea of straddling a
bar stool in some honkey tonk somewhere in his mind. He’s
gone. { Lorraine slowly pulls herself up to a sitiing position and listens
maore ntently to Sally.)

SALLY. They started right off with double shots of Tequila and
lime. At first it was like this brotherhood they'd just remem-
bered. But then it started to shift. After about the fourth double
shot it started to go in a whole different direction.
LORRAINE. That figures.

SALLY. There was a meanness that started to come outa’ both
of them like these hidden snakes. A terrible meanness that was
like — murder almose. It was murder.

LORRAINE. Whadya’ mean, murder?

SALLY. Their eyes changed. Something in their eyes. Like
animals. Like the way an animal looks for the weakness in
another animal. They started poking at each other's weakness.
Stabbing. Just a little bit at a time. Like the way that rooster
used to do. That rooster we had that went around looking for
the tiniest speck of blood on a hen or a chick and then he'd start
pecking away at it. And the more he pecked at it the more ex-
cited he got until finally he just killed it.

LORRAINE. Yeah, we had to boil that one. Tough son of a

gun.
SALLY. They locked into each other like there was nobody else
in the bar. At first it was all about sports. About which one of
them could throw a hardball faster. Which one could take the
toughest hit in football. Which one could run the fastest and the
longest. That was the one they decided would be the big test,
They decided to prove it to cach other once and for all. So they
downed a couple more Tequilas and crashed out through the
doors of the place intc the street.

LORRAINE. I thought you said he could barely stand up.
SALLY. Who?

LORRAINE. Your father.

SALLY. That was before. Before he'd had a drink. Now it was
like he'd had a transfusion or somethin’. That Tequila went
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night into his blood and lit him on fire. He crouched down in a
racing position right beside Jake. And they were both deadly
serious. And then they took off. Dad took ahout four strides and
fell flat on his face in the street but Jake never stopped. He ran
like a wild colt and never once looked back. Straight into the
next bar up the block. I went over and tried to help Dad up but
he turned on me and snarled. Just like a dog. Just exactly like a
crazy dog. I saw it in his eyes. This deep, deep hate that came
from somewhere far away. It was pure, black hate with no pur-

pose.
LORRAINE. That was him all right.

SALLY. He wouldn’t let me help him. He just crawled up the
street toward the bar that Jake went into. And there | was,
following along behind. I felt so stupid. He kept turning and
snarling at me to keep back. But I didn't wanna’ fall too far back
‘cause I was afraid somethin’ —(Ske starts 2o break down but stops
herself. )

LORRAINE. What?

SALLY . { Tiping te control 1. ) | was afraid somethin’ bad might
happen to him and —it happened anyway.

LORRAINE. What happened?

SALLY. Jake came up with a brilliznt idea. He said, since we
were only about a mile from the American border we should hit
every bar and continue the race until we got to the other side.
First one to the other side, won. First one to America! But we
couldn’t miss a bar. Right then I knew what Jake had in mind.
LORRAINE. What?

SALLY. Jake had decided to kil! him. ( Pause. )

LORRAINE. ( Throws the blankets off and struggles to 5i up. ) What
in the world are you talkin® abour!

SALLY. It was just the same— It was just the same as if he'd

had a gin. He knew what was gonna' happen. Dad couldnt

even walk anymore. He couldn’t stand. His knees were all

bloody. Jake knew that all he had to do was push him over the

edge. Just a few more drinks and he'd be gone.

LORRAINE, (Struggling to siand by bed, supporiing kerself. ) That

is the most lamebrained, idiotic picce of claptrap I ever heard

in my life! Jake might be a lota’ things. He mighe be crazy. He

might be wound a little loose in some areas but he would never,
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ever, in this world, try to kill his own father! How can you say
ethin’ like that? _
SS(KILLY. I was there! I was right there and I saw every inch of
it. T saw him killed! I saw it happen. I saw him splattered all
over the road like some lost piece of livestock. vae was trying (o
run down the middle of a highway. He was trying to beat his
own son to the border. He didn't even know what country he
was in anymore! Jake murdered him! And he never even locked
back. He was already sitting in some bar down the road order-
ing the next round of drinks. He never even got up when he

heard the sirens. ’ .
LORRAINE. It was an accident! That's all. Just an ordinary

"accident., Couldn’t be helped.

SALLY. No, Mom. It was no accident,

LORRAINE. He didn’t know what he was doin’, anymore than
his father did! ‘
SALLY. He knew. He still knows. He made me promise.
That’s how come he didn't tell you face to face. That's why the
cop came to your door, ) |
LORRAINE. He is not a murderer! My son is not a‘murde‘rcr.
Why is everyone trying to make him into Lhi§ cnmmal., First,
that woman of his. He never shoulda’ got tied up with that
womnan in the first place. She’s the cause of all this. And now
you've turned against him. .

SALLY. Pm just tellin’ you what I saw with my own eyes.
LORRAINE. What you saw? What you saw! You stond. there
and watched your own father get run over l_)y a truck in the
middle of a Mexican highway and you're tryin’ to tell me that
Jake murdered him?

SALLY. That’s the way it happened. ’
LORRAINE. What about you! Jake was nowhere near him
you said. What were you doin’? Standin’ there helpless? You
were the only one sober and there was nothin’ you could do? Is
that the story? ‘
SALLY. Dad wouldn’t let me near him. I couldn’t get near him.
LORRAINE. You couldn’t have gone for help? Were your legs
broke or somethin'?

SALLY. There was nowhere to go! Jake had the key.s. ‘
LORRAINE. Jake! Jake! Jake! You’e the one who killed him,
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not Jake!! You're the one. If he was that drunk, you could've
taken care of him. You coulda got him off the road. You
coulda’ dragged him. You coulda’ done somethin’ other than
_:il:st stand thcz_-e and wartch. It was you, Wasn't it? It was you
g ;L E;:}teh}::j Emn dead. It’s you that wants Jake dead too!
LOBRAIN E. It's you that wants to undermine this entire
;a:)r:ﬂy! Drag us down one by one until there’s no one left but
SALI_l.Y. Pm just Fick of coverin’ up for him. P'm sick to death of
covering everything up. Tm sick of being locked up in this
room. In our own house. Look at this room. What're we doin’
in here? This was Jake’s room when he was a kid. What're \-l:::
doin’ in this room now? What're we supposed to be hidin
from? (Long pause. Lorraine stands there staning at Sally then r!awlg
turns her head up and stares at the model planes.) 7
LORRfi\IN E. (Staring a¢ pianes. } I know one thing for sure. All
these airplanes have gotia’ go. All these airplanes are comin’
down. Every last one of ’em. All the junk in this house that the
left behind for me to save. It’s all goin’. We'll make us a b bon}-l
fire. They never wanted it anyway. They had no intentgion of
¢ver comin’ back here to pick it up. That was just a dream of
theirs. It never meant a thing to them. They dreamed it up just
to keep me on the hook. Can't believe I fell for it all those yea;
SALLY. 1 didn’t want him to die, Mo, year
LORRAINE. Doesn’t matter now. He was one a’ them hoge-
:::s mer; ]:I;)thi.u’ you can do about the hopeless. ( Pause. ) Yl::-cu
ow what I mis i
R s more than anything now?
LORRAINE. The wind. One a’ them fierce, hot dry winds
thai come from deep out in the desert and rip the ’trces apart
You know, those winds that wipe everything clean and leavg the
sky without a cloud. Pure blue, Pure, pure blue. Wouldn't that
be nice? ( Lights fade slowly to black.) :

SceEnE 2

Lights up, Stage Left set, Nigh !
, S . Night, Frankie asl h
curled up, his back to audience with a dark bla?};dw:og;;c;
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around him. Just as lights rise, we see Baylor drop himself
heavily into the armehazr, exhausted. He's weaning a gray long
john tap, heauy dark woolen pants with suspenders, dark blood
stains on pants and shirt, heavy wool socks with the same boots
from Act I but with the laces untted. He breathes heavily and
makes a feeble attempt to lean forward and take his bools off but
gives up and collapses back into the cormfort of the chair, giving
out a defeated exhale, Meg enters quickly from Up Left still in
nighigown, bathrobe and skippers from Act II.

MEG. Baylor, could you please come upstairs and talk to Beth.
She's got me worried sick.
BAYLOR. Help me off with these boots, would ya'. My back’s
killin’ me. Some hunter. Leave all the work up to someone elsc.
Easy encugh to shoot the damn thing. Dressin’ it out’s another
matter. (Meg moves to Baylor, kneels and pulls his boots off. She stands
again and keeps ahold of the boots. )

MEG. (Standing in front of him with boois. ) Baylor.

BAYLOR. What! Stop houndin’ me, will ya! “Bayior, Baylor,
Baylor!” I never get a moment’s peace around here.

MEG. T want you to come upstairs and talk to Beth,
BAYLOR. Tell her 10 come down here if she wants to talk. I'm
not gettin’ outa’ this chair for the duration of the night.

MEG. She won't come down.

BAYLOR. Then have her send me a letter. There's nothin’
wrong with her body is there? Last time I saw her, she was
walkin® around.

MEG. She’s talking in a whole different way now. About stuff [
never even heard of, I don't understand a thing. I¢s like she's
ralking to someone else.

BAYLOR. Well, she wasn’t exactly an open book before.
MEG. I know, but now she’s just scaring me really bad.
BAYLOR. Scarin’ you? She’s yer own daughter for Christ’s

sake.
MEG. Well, she doesn’t act like it anymore. She’s like a whole

different person.

BAYLOR, She’s the same person. Just leave her be for a while.
She needs some time to herself. Yer always fussin’ with her so
much she never has 2 chance to just be by herself, That's the only

way she’s gonna’ be able o face this thing,
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MEG. I'm afraid to leave her alone though.

BAYLOR. Stop bein’ afraid! Yer afraid &' this— Yer afraid a’
that. You spend all yer time bein’ afraid. Why don’t ya’ just save
all that fear up for when the real thing comes along.

MEG. What's that? { Pause, )

BAYLOR. Well, we're not gonna’ last forever, are we, Meg.
Have ya’' ever given that any thought? One a' these days our
parts are gonna give out on us and thatll be it. Now thats
somethin’ to be afraid of.

MEG. I'm not afraid & that. I don’t care one way or the other
about that. I'm afraid for my daaghter. She's disappearing on
us. All I recognize anymore is her body. And even that's begin-
ning to change.

BAYLOR. How do ya’ mean?

MEG. The way she stands now. With her shoulders all slumped
forward and her head stung down. Her eyes staring at the ground
all the time. She never used to be like that.

BAYLOR. She’s had a big shock to her system. Whad'ya’ ex-
pect?

MEG. I expect her to get better. I expect her to come back to
herself. She’s 2 million miles away now.

BAYLOR. Well, we handled yer mother for all those years, We
can handle Beth, too, I suppose.

MEG. My mother was an old, old woman. Beth’s still a baby.
BAYLOR. She’s not a baby,

MEG. She’s a young woman! She's young yet, Baylor.
BAYLOR. I know she’s young. What's that got to do with it?
You think the powers that be hang around waiting for the right
time, the right moment to bear down upon us? You think
they’re all sittin” up there consulting with each other about her
age? “Oh, she’s young yet. She’s a baby. Let's hold off for a
while.” They could give a shit about her predicament or any of
us. We're all gonna’ get clobbered when we least expect it.

MEG. (Moving to exit u.L.) Well, I can't wlk to you about it.
That’s clear.

BAYILOR. Where you goin’?

MEG. Upstairs.

BAYLOR. Bring me in that Mink Qil before you go up there.
You think you can remember that? Last time you forgot. My
feet are startin’ to bleed. (Meg axvits v.L. through hallway with
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; his head and
lor’s boots. Baylor gives another deep exhale, then tums »
thga at Frankie, wha's still asleep. Fause. Baylor kicks the couch un;'fi
his left foot, then flinches with pain, but quiu’ remans asleepr. ala
Frankie.) Soon’s the plow comes through, you're outa h_cre, pb .
This aint a motel. ( Baylor kicks the couch again and flinches but
Frankiz remains asteep.) You hear me? (Mg reenlers __ﬁ’om h_aﬂway
with a tin of Mink Oil, crosses to Baylor and hands the iin to )‘:;m. To
Meg.) We gotta’ get this character outa’ the house. Hrcs dead
weight. All he does is sleep now. ( To Meg, eakmg tin. )} ['h:.mk;.
Help me off with these socks, would ya’. I can’t bend an mch;
{ Meg kneels and puils Baylor’s socks aff while Baylor siruggles o open !
t‘ : + - -
ﬁE?G. Beth's been talking about him. Saying his name. Did we
know this man before, Dad? '
BAYLOR. ( Slamming tin into the arm of the chair.) G?ddamn r_hcs?
tins! They make everything nowadays so they won't come open:
Nothin’ comes open anymore.
MEG. Here, let me do it. .
BAYLOR. (Hands tin to Meg.) You do it. N
MEG. ( Taking tin.) I am doing it. (Meg pops open the tin ecasily an
hands it back to Bayler.}
BAYLOR. Howd you do that?
MEG. Ive done it before. ‘
BAYLOR. Well, I can never get the damn thing to pop open.
They used to have a litde trigger on the side. Little metal pry
ﬂzéﬂé’: They still do. ( Baylor tums the tin around undil he discovers a
ttle metal hinged bar.) o
gﬁtYLOR. I%l be darned. Thought they'd eliminated that.
MEG. No. They still have it. ] o
BAYLOR. Welly,' I'll be darned. Would you rnu}d puttin' this on
ray feet, Meg. My back is so sore from carving that meat, |
can't bend over. (Baylor hands the Mink Oil tin back toe Meg. Meg
takes it. She hesitates.)
MEG. T should get back upstairs and check on Beth.
BAYLOR. Just do my feet, would ya' pleasel {Meg kneels and
staris to rub Mink Oil into Baylor’s feet. Baylor lays hat heagf hack on .HM
hair and closes his eyes. ) N .
l;vIEG. She's just been talking so funny. Mixing things up. I
can't follow her thoughts anymeore.
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BAYLOR, Aah, Boy, I'm tellin’ ya', that is as close to heaven as
[ been in a long time.

MEG. (4s she rubs his feet.) Doesn’t it sting?

BAYLOR. Little bit.

MEG. I should think it would. Your toes are cracked wide
open. How can you do that to yourself?

BAYLOR. I didn't do it. The cold did.

MEG. But you sit out there in that shack for hours on end let-
ting your feet freeze. That doesn't make any sense, Baylor.
BAYLOR. I can't stalk deer anymore, at my age. I gotta’ wait
for ’em to come to me.

MEG. Isn't there some other hobby you could take up?
BAYLOR. It's no hobby. Where'd you get that idea? Hunting
s no hobby. It's an art. It's a way a life. Everything gets turned
into a hobby these days.

MEG. Well, it's not necessary to injure yourself like this.
BAYLOR. What’s “necessary” got to do with it?

MEG. Well, I mean, we're living in the modern world, We've
got the grocery store just four miles down the road. We don’t
need to kill animals anymore to stay alive, We're not pioneers,
BAYLOR. There’s more to it than that,

MEG. Well, what is it? I'd like to know. I mean what is the big
fascination about standing out there in the cold for hours on end
wailting for an innocent deer to come along so you can blast a
hale through it and freeze your feet off in the process?
BAYLOR. I¢s deer season. You hunt deer in deer season.
That’s what you do.

MEG. Look at this. You've got blood all over your pants and
shirt. You look like youw've heen in a war or something.
BAYLOR. Just rub that stuff into my feet and stop tryin’ o
pick a bone with me, Pm 100 tired to argue. ( Pause. Meyp keeps
rubbing Baylor’s feet. Baylor hesps his eyes closed.)

MEG. (Afier pause.) Maybe you just wanna’ be alone. Maybe
that's it. Maybe it's got nothing to do with hunting. You just
don’t want to be a part of us anymore,

BAYLOR. (Epes closed. ) You've still got the greatest hands in
the world.
MEG. Maybe it really is true that we're so different that we’ll

never be able to get certain things across to each other. Like
mother used to say. :
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BAYLOR. Your mother,
MEG. “Two opposite animals,”
BAYLOR. Your mother was a basket case. _
MEG. She was a female. (Pause. Baylor opens his oyes, looks at
Meg, shakes his head, then closes his eyes agam.) _
BAYLOR., (ZEyes closed.} Meg, do you ever think about the
things you say or do you just say ‘em? ' ‘
MEG. She was pure female. There wasn't any trace of male in
her. Like Beth— Beth’s got male in her. I can see that.
BAYLOR. I'm her father,

MEG. No. She's got male in her. . i |
BAYLOR. {Opens gyes, leans forward, points to himself. } I'm m?.le.
I'm her father and Pm a male! Now if you can’t make sense, Just
don't speak. Okay? Just rub my feet and dqn’t sl_::cak. ( Baylor
Jeans back, closes his eyes again. Meg keeps on rubbing his feet, Pause.)
MEG. She was like a deer. Her cyes. .
BAYLOR. Oh, brother, How do you manage to get th,m'gs 80
screwed up? No wonder yer daughter’s in the shape sh.f:s, n. A
deer is a deer and a person is a person. They got nothin’ to do
with each other. (Pause.)

MEG. Some people are like deer. They have that look—that
distant thing in their eyes. Like mother did.
BAYLOR. Your mother had that distant thing in her eyes
because she'd lost her mind, Meg. She went crazy.

MEG. She was just old. _

BAYLOR. Yeah, she almost tock us to the grave with her. You
and me'd be a lot younger today if we’d stuck her in a rest home
when the whole thing started. .

MEG. (Still rubbing his feet.} T know what it is, (Pause. Baylor
opens his eyes.

BT;Lngyﬂz'hatl What's what what is?

MEG. The female—the female one needs-~-the other.
BAYLOR. What other?

MEG, The male, The maie one¢.

BAYLOR. Gh.

MEG. But the male one —doesn’t really need the other. Not the

same way.

BAYLOR. [ don't get ya'.

MEG. The male one goes off by himself. Leaves. He needs

something else. But he doesn’t know what it is. He doesn't really
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know what he needs. So he ends up dead. By himself. (Balyor

sebs up fast. Pulls ki feet away from Mg, prabs the tin awway from her

and starts trying to put the lid back on i1, )

BAYLOR. All right. All right! Stop rubbing my feet now. Go

on upstairs! Go on. ['ve heard enough # this. (Meg stonds. )

MEG. Did I put enough on?

BAYLOR. Yeah, that's fine. Go on upstairs now,

MEG. You know, that stuff’s not really for feet.

BAYLOR. What?

MEG. That Mink Qil. That’s for boots. It’s not made for feet.
BAYLOR. [ know that! Don’t ya' think I don’t know that!
MEG. I just thought maybe you didn't know that, ( Baylor starty
reaching for his socks but can’ quite get to them.)

BAYLOR. WILL YOU PLEASE GO ON UPSTAIRS
NOW!! GET OUTA’' HERE! ( Pause. Mg yust stands there star-
ing at kim a5 Baylor trembles with rage, trying to reach his socks.)
MEG. You think it's me, don't you? You didn’t used to think it
was, but now you think if's me. You think your whole life went
sour because of me. Because of mother. Because of Beth. If only
your life was free of females, then you'd be free yourself,
BAYLOR. Well, you sure know how to speak the truth when
you put yer mind to it, don’t ya’.

MEG. Al these women put a curse on you and now you're
stuck. You're chained to us forever. Isn’t that the way it is?
BAYLOR. Yeah! Yeah! Thats cxactly the way it is, You got
that right. { could be up in the wild country huntin’ Antelope. I
couid be raising a string 4’ pack rules back up in there. Doin’
somethin’ useful. But no, I gotta’ play nursemaid to a bunch 3’
fecble-minded women down here in civilization who can’t take
care a’ themselves, 1 gotta® waste my days away makin’ sure they
cat and have a roof over their heads and a nice warm place to go
crazy ins

MEG. Nohody's crazy, Baylor. Except you. Why don't you just
go. Why don't you just go off and live the way you want te live.
We'll take care of ourselves. We always have. (Meg turns to go. )
BAYLOR. Wait a second! (Mg siops, tums 1o him. Pause. )Come
and reach me my socks for me. I can't bend over. (FPause. Meg
luoks at socks, then to Baylor. ) Just pick 'em up for me. You don't
have to put ’em on me, I can do that by myself. (Meg crosses
stotoly over o his socks, picks them upy off the floor, holds them uf in the
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ir. Pause.) Gimme my socks! My feet are freezing! {Meg moves
.‘:lawb' to Bg,ﬂar with the socks and drops them in his lap, then turns m;,::'
exits u.L. through hallway. Baylor struggles 1o put his socks on as u}i
rages lo himself but he can® get them on. To himself, struggling c;ub
socks. ) Everything should be reversed! Everything shoul ?
reversed! The worst part of your life should come first, not la_u;t.
Why do they save it for last when yer too old to do an’ythmg
about it, When yer body’s so tied up in knots you can't even
stand up to yer own wife. (Baylor throws kis socks down ”1! diefeat.
He kicks the sofa and yells at Frankie. To Frankie. } Hey! 'Hey:. {Kldc.rs
couch again.) Hey, you goddamn free-loader! Nap time is over:

. (Frankie stays asleep, Baylor reaches out and puils the blanket off him.)

! Gret up outa’ that sofa before I drag you out of it with

i‘;{t ;»En two hgnds! ( Frankic stays aslecp. Finally Baylor reaches ut
with his foot and pokes Frankie hard in the rear. Suddenly Frankie sils
up, not knowing where he is. He grabs a comer of the blanket and iries to
pull it back around himself but Baylor grabs the other end and they have a
tug of war. Pulling on blankel. ) No more bl:}nk;ts! No mlorc free
rides! It's time for you 1o leave! Let goa I’.hlIS _blanl_(et. (Baylgr
finally yanks the blanket away from Frankie. Frankie fust sils f!wre, ?:a,;
bing his hands on his shoulders from the cold. He shivers. His eyes
around the room, trying to figure out where he is. ) Now get up. Get up
outa’ that sofa and reach me my socks. (F{m{c:e Just stares of
Baylor. Kegps rubbing his shoulders, shivering. Pointing to his socks. )
See the socks? ( Frankie stares ai the socks bul makes no move toward
thern.) Do you see "em or not? (Frankie nods.) Then I’m:k. em up
for me, would ya' and put ’em on my feet. My back’s seized up
and my wife’s abandoned me. X |
FRANKIE. 1—1 don’t think T can get up. 1 can’t feel my leg
;IK'{’BLOSI.L My feet are turnin’ to ice, here! I need my socks!
FRANKIE. Wrap the blanket around them. (Fause. Baylor con-
siders for a moment then wraps the blankel around his feet. Pause. )
How's that?

BAYLOR. Its not the same as my socks.

FRANKIE. Well, I'm sorry. I just can’t get up.

BAYLOR. Yer not injured that bad.

FRANKIE. (Suddon recognition.) You're the one who shot me,
aren’t you? . . ‘ .
BAYLOR. Don't go gettin’ any fancy notions about suing me.
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had every right to shoot you. You were on my land.

FRANKIE. I remember you now.

BAYLOR. You won't get anywhere with that Big City stuff

back here, boy. That don’t hold water in the back counery.
There’s not a lawyer within six hundred miles a’ this place.

FRANKIE. I'm not gonna’ sue you.

BAYLOR. Last lawyer who tried to come back in here, we cut
his nuts off.,

FRANKIE. Hey look! Hey! Pve got a bullet hole in my leg! All
right? Ive got a bullet hole clean through my leg! And you did
it! And it’s not gettin’ any better. It’s geutin’ worse, in fact. So
don't try to scare me with this stuff about lawyers, because I'm
not buyin’ it. I've got a serious injury here!

BAYLOR. Aw, stop complainin’, will ya'. I've had my belty full
& complaints in this house.

FRANKIE. Look —1I don’t know why it is but nobody around
here will make any effort to try and get me outa’ here. How
come that is? My brother — I've got a brother with a real short
fuse. He gets weird ideas in his head. It doesn’t take much to tip
him over the edge. Now I've been here way too long. Way, way
past the time I was supposed to get back. And he’s gonna' start
gettin’ the wrong idea about me and your daughter. I mean,
your daughter is his wife. You know that, don’t ya? I mean I
suppose you know that but it’s hard to tell anymore if anybody
knows anything about anybody else around here. Like her, for
instance. Your daughter. She is getting very strange with me.
Very strange. I mean she started talkin’ to me like I was him.
Like I was my brother. To her, [ mean. Like she thought I was
him and not me. Your daughter. Beth. I mean I don’t even
know if she knows who I am anymore but—she thinks—she
thinks her brother —your son and you, in fact~even you—she
includes you in this too — She thinks you and him, your son and
you, are somehow responsible for taking her brain out. For
removing her brain. Did you know about all this?
BAYLOR. Nope.
FRANKIE. No. See? Sce, that’s what 1 mean. Nobody knows.
Nobody seems to know. Nobady seems to have the slightest
idea about what's going on. And meanwhile ~ MEANWHILE
—I AM STUCK HERE TRYING TO GET BACK HOME!
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AND NOBODY IS MAKING ANY EFFORT TO HELP
[
x’&’LOR. Aw, pipe down, will ya’ for Christ’s sake! Jesus God
Almighty! You're worse than all the women in this house put
;?Ig{?\dgl?m. If I die on you here-If I die, yqu’rc ‘gonnai be in
big trouble, mister. You and everybody else in 1l'.hm fa:.nnly.
BAYLOR. Don't threaten me in my own house! Don't you tr}/
and threaten me in my own goddamn house! This isn't
Southern California. This is Montana, buster! {Meg appears
again U.L. in same cast;;me.)
. .} Baylor: ‘ -
?ldf\?L(()ﬁﬂ {)Paui, fums o her, leans back in chafr.) What is it
? .
Ir::ge Beth’s corning down. She wants to talk to you. ( Frankie
suddenly reaches out for the blanket and jerks it off lj?ay.’or’s Jeel, wraps it
around himself. Baylor tries o grab it back but hes loo late. } |
BAYLOR. Gimme that blanket back! Give it back! That
doesn't belong to you. { Frankie keeps btan’k.et, wraps it tightly arquﬂd
himself s0 he’s covered completely with just his head sticking out. Like a
ﬂ'IIWWULS)h ’ ing down here now, Baylor.
gl:f‘?LOI: e}_;?nl:tl:rl%omc, for Christ’s sa.kc! What in the world is
the big fuss all about? She lives in this house. (Tyms back to
Frankie. ) Gimme back that blanket! (In fhe course of this last rant by
Baylor, Beth appears beside Meg but Baylor doesn’t natice her. Frar:che
sees her and tightens his blanket around his shoulders, Beth is drcfsed na
bizarre combination of clothing. She wears black high heels with short
woolen bobby socks, a tight pink skirt— below the knee, strasght out gf btie
[fifties, a_fuzzy turquoise biue s}lartvsfewfd, low-cut sweater, green tig . .
She wears lots of charm bracelets and a silver ckm_n’arannd her neck with a
8t. Christopher medal, a gold cross and a rabbits foo! She has various
kinds of snap earrings encircling her lefi ear. Her hasr is piled high with a
small white ribbon lied in a bow at the lop. I:;‘r&faac; is ﬁ;aujy m;dc ;2{:
[tk thick glossy pink lipsiick, blue mascara @ rk, outlined eyebrows.
;0;:; ﬁk&si« kﬂanﬂdm sﬁe eniers and Bet.‘:‘jusfsu,mds there holding hands
with her Mother. After pause. Baylor still hasn'l seen her. )
BETH. (Seft. ) Daddy? (Baylor tums te Beth. No seactton. just stases

at her for a while. )
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BAYLOR. ( To Afeg. ) Who's this?

BETH. Daddy, I wanna’ ask you somethin’ special.
BAYLOR. (Another pause, staring ot Beth, ) What in the sarn-hell
have you got on? What is that get-up!

BETH. I wanna’ get married, Dad.

BAYLOR. You go upstairs right now and take that crap off a’
you! Take it all off and go jump in the shower. You look like a
roadhouse chippic, (Pause. Beth lets go of Meg’s hand and crosses
slowly ovet lo Frankie. Frankic recoils on the sofa, wrapped tightly in the
blanket. Beth stops tn front of him and stares ot him. Meg stays where she
i5. Baplor stays in chair. ) '
MEG. Baylor, she’s been tryin’ for hours to get up the courage
enough to come down here and ask you. You don’t have to be so
hard.

BAYLOR. Beth, are you hearin’ what I said?

BETH. (Staring at Frankie.) This is my man. This is the one.
We're gonna’ get married, Daddy. Dve decided.

BAYLOR. You're alréady married to one idiot! { Suddzn sound
of shot from deer rifle in distance. Immediately on sound of shet, both
Franke and Baylor stand with a jols. Frankiz stands straight up on sofa,
still keaping the blanket wrapped around him, supporting himself on his
bad leg by holding onto back of sofa: Baylor supports himself by holding
arm of chair. They both stare in direction of sound out toward porch. Beth
keeps staring at Frankie. Meg and Beth pay no attention to the gun shot.
Referring to Mike.) He's got another one. How d'ya’ like that, I sit
out there for weeks on end, freezin’ my tail off and come up
empty. He gets two in one day. Life is not fair. { Meg moves slowly
toward Baylor.)

MEG. Maybe we could have the wedding here, Baylor. That
would be nice, wouldn't it? Soon as the weather thaws.
FRANKIE. (7o Meg.) She’s married to my brother! She's
already married! You were there at the wedding. Don't you
remember?

MEG. (To Baylor.) We could have it up on the high meadow.
That would be beautifid. Juse like the old times.

FRANKIE. I AM NOT GETTIN' MARRIED TO MY
BROTHER’S WIFE! (Mike comes running up porch steps into house
carrying deer rifle. }

MIKE. (As he enters. ) I got him! T got him! He's right out there
in the shed. I got him good. He’s right out there now. He's not
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goin' anywhere, He walked right into it. Right smc?t dab into
it. (Mike crosses slowly over to Frankie who remains standing on sofa.
Baylor sits stowly back doum in armchair. ) . ) .
BAYLOR. (Sitting.} Well, I'm not dressin’ this one out ic:)r you.
Not me. You can have the pleasure your own self. You lh}n}c it's
s0 damn smart 1o go around shootin’ game without doin’ the
labor. It's time you put two and two together, boy. ‘
MIKE. (To Frankie.) Guess who | got ided 10 the stove? He's
ot there, snivelin® like a baby.

FRANKIE. Jake?

M—IKE.KIE(Gﬂgs io Beth.) He's gonna’ apologize to you, Beth. He's
gonna’ make a full apology. Any time you're ready. He prom-
ised me. )

BETH. Can you come to the wedding too, Mike? [ want ev-
erybody to be there. 1 want the whole faxmly. there,

MIKE. (Moving o Meg.) He’s gonna’ apologize to all of us. You
;(;;.‘Gl.ﬂo?\’ho is it* Nobody has to apologize to me. Nobody has
ever offended me in any way. ' ‘
MIKE. (Moving to Bayler.) He’s already begging. 1 got him
beggin’. He's on his knees out there, Dad.' ’
FRANKIE. You didn’t shoot him teo, did you? What're you
tryin’ to do? Kill my whole family offr ‘ .
MIKE. (Moving to Frankie.) T didn’t have o shoot him. T just
scared him. Soon as he saw me, he broke down.

BAYLOR. Whard you do with that rack? I want that rack! It
belongs to me. I'm gonna put that rack on the wall.

MIKE. Ivs out there too. It's all out there. We can all go out
and visit him. One at a time. He'll confess to us. 1 br:okc him
down good. You shoulda' seen him. He was crawlin’. | just kept
him on his knees. I kept him there. You shoulda’ scen it, Dad.
Every time he'd uy to stand up, I'd knock him back down. _].ust
hammer him down until he gave up completely. He gave him-
self up to me. He's my prisoner now. You wanna’ see? Just come
out on the porch and I'll go back down there an‘d turn h}m
loose. You watch. He'll do anything I say now. I've got him
trained, '

BAYLOR. I just want the rack. That's all 1 wanna’ see. _
MIKE. (Moving toward porch.) Ill go get him. I'll go get him
and bring him up here to the house. You won’t believe it when
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you see him. He’s not gonna’ bother any o i

tee ya' that. (Mike exits. Pause. They ail mimiuiﬁf;?f} | guarane
FRANKIE. Why did it have to snow! (Suddenly Baylor makes a
lunge _f‘”f Frankie, grabs ahold of the blanket and rips it off Frankse
Frankie just stands there on the sofa. Baylor slowly wraps himself ir;
blarkel all the way up to his neck and sits back down in the chair
slowly. Pause. Then Beth very slowly moves in on Frankie who just
sta:fsds there, starting off in the direction of Mike's exit.) !
BETH.  (To Frankee) It's all right. Once we're together, the
whole world will change. You'll see. We'll be in a whole’n
u\zrorEdA !(Beth embraces Frankie around his waist and Futs her head gg:r
thy on his ] : 1 3 -
Aggg " s ;:a::;f) as Frankie remains standing, looking out, Pause.
MEG. 1 L‘hink it wouid be wonderful up on the high meadow
We could invite the whole family. We could even have a icni‘;
up there. Cake and lemonade. We could have music. We hgve 't
had a real wedding in so long. (Lights fade .. ) ‘ "

ScENE 3

Lights up, Stage Right set, on Lorraine and Sally. Lorraine is
dressed up in a dark suit, white blouse, with a bow around her
neck, a dressy hat, hagh heels and stochings. She lies on top of
the bedclothes with her back propped up with pillows, pori
through ane of several travel brochures. The kind uwith Iot.,s of fo;df
out color photographs of European landscapes. Her purse is shu
over ane of the bedposts. Two large, open suitcases lay on :1:5
Jioor at the foot of the bed, haif packed with clothes. Sally’s suit-
case is beside the bed, ready to go. The chair is pulled out into
the middle of the room surrounded by cardboard bosxes Sudl of odd
papers and paraphernalia from the men. Sally sits on the chair
in @ dress and high heels facing audience, picking through the
b:a.xes and throwing different items into a large pile of junk —
n a metal bucket on the floor in front of her. Included in the
pile are all the model airplanes which used to hang over the bed
As 'Iz_gi.:ts nise on them, the two women conlinue their sepamt.;
activities for a little while; Lorraine avidly looking through the
{)mckures and, every once in a while, making notes with a pen
n a small dimestore notebook beside her. She also sips from a
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cup of coffee. Sally keeps throwing papers into the pile, once in a
while reading parts of an old letter to hersclf, chuckling, then
crumpling the paper up and lossing i, then reaching tnie a box
for another one. Now and then she comes across an old photo-
graph, stares at it and throws that away, too. Once s quiet,
introveried mood is established, Sally picks oul another photo
from a box, stares at i, then holds it up for Lorraine to look ai.

SALLY. (Holding up photo, still sitting.) You wanna' save this?
( Lorraine lowers the brochure she's involved with and squints loward the

phose )
LORRAINE. What is it?
SALLY. Picture of you in some parade. I don’t know.
LORRAINE. (Going back to her brochure.) Naw, toss it. (Sally
throws photo into pile, digs into another box. Loraine lowers brochure
again.) Wait a second. What parade?
SALLY. I don’t know. How many were you in?
LORRAINE. Quite a bunch. Lemme see it. {Safly gets up Jfrom
chair, picks through pile of junk and locates photo again. She picks i up
and fakes it over to Lorratne.)
SALLY. { Looking at photo, as she crosses. ) Looks like the forties or
sormething.
LORRAINE. ( Taking photo and holding it away from herself, squints
at it.) Lemme see. (Stares at photo. ) Oh — I know. This was down
in Victorville. Had a big “Frontier Days” blow-out there. Big
to-do. That was my sorrel mare.
SALLY. What year was that?
LORRAINE. Musta’ been *forty-five, ‘forty-six. Right around
the end of the War. Yeah, big barbecue, square dance. The
whole fandango. Pretty little mare, isn't she?
SALLY. Yeah. Were you in 2 lot of parades?
LORRAINE. Every chance I'd get. Used 1o just love gewin’ ocut
there with the sequins and jing-a-bobs and all that Spanish
music. We had us a great old time.
SALLY. Dad went t00?
LORRAINE. Yeah, he’d ride right along side me. He had that
big dumb grey gelding you had to throw down ¢n his side every
time you went to re-shoe him. Dumb as a post.
SALLY. I didn't know you did all that.
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LORRAINE. Oh, yeah. We lived pretty high, there for a
while,

SALLY. I never knew that. You wanna’ save this one, then?
LORRAINE, (Hands photo back to Sally.) Naw, burn it.
SALLY. ( Taking phote.) You sure?

LORRAINE. What do 1 wanna’ save that for? It's all in the
past. Dead and gone. Just a picture. (Lorraine goes back to her
brochures as Sally crosses back to pile of junk, holding photo. )
SALLY. ( Reaching chair, looking at photo. ) Okay, if 1 keep it?
LORRAINE. (Reading brochure. ) Fine by me. Don't know what
good it's gonng’ do ya'.

SALLY. T just like the picture.

LORRAINE. Sure, go ahead and keep it, That was onc heck of
a little mare, I'll tell y'. She'd go anywhere, anytime
SALLY. (Putting photo in her purse, hanging on the chair.) What-
ever happened to her?

LORRAINE. She went with the rest of ’em. One day he just
decided he was sick a’ feedin’ livestock and he loaded everything
into the trailer and hauled *em all off someplace. That was the
lagt I saw of her. Probably wound up in a dog dish. ( Pause. Sally
goes back to rummaging through the boxes, throwing things on the pile.
Lorraine studtes her brochures. Saily pulls an old letter out of one of the
boxes, apens it and siarts fo read §t o herself )

SALLY. (After reading to herself for a while. ) Here’s a letter from
Frankie, right after he won that baseball scholarship.
LORRAINE. I found it! Here it is. Right here. Sligo-County
Connaught. (Lorraine starts pointing excitedly ot big colotful map of
Ireland. She holds it up to show Sally.) T'll be darncd. There it is,
right there,

SALLY. Is that where were goin’?
LORRAINE. That’s it. ve still got some people back there if 1

can ever track ’em down. Been so long since anybody's ever
heard from ’em.

SALLY. What's their names?
LORRAINE. Skellig. Mary Skellig and there was a Shem or

Sham or somethin’ like that. Shem Skellig, I think it was. Prob-
ably her husband.

SALLY. How're we gonna’ find ’em?
LORRAINE. Oh, those little tiny villages back there.
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Everybody knows everybody. All we gotta’ do is ask. They're
friendly folks back there. ‘
ETLEI;TIY?N’W never been there before, bave you? "
LORRAINE. Nope. But I used to rcplembeuny E;z:.:ll:ji:;ltahtave
it. She said they were all rc?.l friendly. Wes .
?1?3;: trouble. (Sally continues going through the boxes and lossing
ings out as they talk.) ]

?Aufi\’ Did you talk to a travel agent about this?  Em.
LORRAINE. They gave me all this stuff dowen at the Lish Em

. it. That building with the green Liag
bassy, or whatever you cail 1t.’ o o
[ indow. I's not gonna’ be a problem. A
u:ttd:l?l;:c and ask around, (Lomatne s now poring through @ bafik
Em{ some other pamphlels as she keeps referring back to the map of Ireland.
ISDaAuIi;L{’ What happens when we do find thern?

RRAINE. Whad'ya' mean? .
;SLLY. I mean, if you haven’t had any l;:ontact with them for
they won't even know who we aré.

i?(;(l?lgiﬂrlnb?g.)c’lhgfll know. All 1 gotta’ do is tell 'em my
maiden name and they’ll}_remer'zjb«i;. .

. Are we gonna’ live w1 e ! ‘ N
i%léLgAINE.wNog, no. We'll just stay for a !1tr_le visit. Save on
motel bills. { Pause as they continue their. respeciive activities. )
SALLY. Who were these poeple?

LORRAINE. What pec.:plc?
LLY. The uh—Skelligs. )
?.AORR.AINE. Relatives. Ancestors. I don’t know.

. Maybe they're all dead. .
i%Ii‘\[i{YAINET People don't just all die. They dqn’t just all up
and die at once unless it's a catastrophe or somethin’, Somconcf
always left behind to carry on. There's always at lea;t zne itraggo

: j d until we find out w
ft behind. Now well just ask around ur

g:fli t:. We'li track him down. And then we'll introduce ouitseives;
If's not gonna’ be that difficult a task. (Pause. They continuz ac
tivities, Sally pulls out a blus roselte ﬂ'lbbmf slightly foded, won at s%
livestock show. She holds it up for Lorraine to see, then tosses it in
bucket. ‘ ’
SI::LL)Y. ( Standing behind pile of ‘junk and boxes. ) How're we gonna
haul all this junk outa’ here, Mom?
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LORRAINE. We're not gonna’ haul it. We’re gonna’ burn it.

SALLY. I know, but we've gotta’ get it outa’ the house some-
how,

LORRAINE. What for?
SALLY. Well, what're we gonna’ do, burn the house down?
LORRAINE. Why not? ( Pzuse. Sally stares at Lorraine. )
SALLY. We're gonna’ burn the whole house down?
LORRAINE. That’s right. The whale slam bang. Oughta’
make a pretty nice light, don’t ya' think? Little show for the
neighbors. (Sally starts to laugh. ) What's so damn funny? (Sally
stops laughing. )
SALLY. Howre we gonna’ do it?
LORRAINE. Well, ya’ light one a’ them Blue Diamond stick
matches and toss it in there and run. That's the way 1 always did
it.
SALLY. You mean we're just gonna’ run away and let it burn?
(Lorraine picks up a box of wooden matches and approaches the pile of
Junk.)
LORRAINE. Nah—Maybe we won't run. Maybe we'll just
stand out there on the front lawn, the two of us, and watch it
burn for a2 while. Sing a song maybe. Do a little Jig. Then well
Just turn and walk away. Just walk.
SALLY. Well, we're not gonna’ have any place to come back to,
Mom.
LORRAINE. Who's comin’ back? (Lights dim slowly as Lorraine
strikes a match and lights the pile of papers in the bucket. The fire in the
. bucket keeps glowing. Simultanesusly, lights are rising c. From deep
v.C., Jake emerges inko the tight, walking on his knees straight loward the
audience with the American flag between his teeth and streiched taut on
either sude of his head, like a set of driving reins Jor a drajt horse. Behind
Jake, holding the end of the flag in sach hand, Mike walks along, cluck-
g o Jake like a horse and shaking the eins® now and then, The deer ri-
Sle 15 tucked under Mike'’s arm. They continue this way with Mike driving
Jake p.c. Lights reach their peak. Mike reins Jake into a stop. Jake re-
mains on his knees. Fire keeps burning in bucket v.
MIKE. (Pulling back on flag. ) Ho! Ho, now! (Jake stops. ) That's
it. (fake stays in one place on his knses as Mike comes upr beside him and
takes the flag out of his mouth and rells it up in a ball around his rifl.
Now and then, he pais Jake on the head, like he would an old horse, Jeke
is stlent. He has deep brusses around his eyes and jaw. His knees are
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biceding and the knuckies on both hands. He's in same caftume ar e:’d cfof
Act H.g Removing flag, petting Jake.) Ata" boy. You're tﬁgr::lm}ds.
ust fine. Pretty soon we can take you r:.gbt out into  wOuck:
JDrag some timber. You'll like that. ( Relling flag sp a:au " (;ake

I want you to stay right here. ’You unders ;
n:d)s izN: ;:;:zd ‘)VI dorl’t want you wanderin’ off. I want you to watt

’ ins d get Beth. You
i fi . Tm gonna' go inside an
:;ﬁzrﬁgz t?;r mcfon’t ya'? {Jake nods.) \’!ou rerm:rnb::ri: wha::
ou'rc gonna’ say to her? ( fake nods. ) You're not gonna lfrtgg; ;
{ ke shakes his head.) You're gonna’ tell her r::veryt’hlng that we
gl‘i(cd about, aren't ya'? ( Jake nods. ) Good. And you rc_n?tcfionnt:;
h her ‘x”ou’re not gonna’ even think about getun close °
::::C (_]akz. shakes his head. ) Good, Now, just stay n’ght hert: ax;
wait for me. Don’t move an inch . (Jake remasns ont his knee;, wsa ?;: Lg
out toward audience. Mike crosses with nﬂ; map“ .Bpefo ::'s l{l:sgf“p - dmi;
. Lights rise on sel as Muke moves toward #. By .
fiﬂl ;ﬁmket wrapped tight around him. Only his head a:;d f?;;‘ﬁk;i:;-
Meg is absent. Beth, in same costume a.; e;d :Ji; Scene }f; Ji:: a ) s et
; the floor around Frankse, who _ ok,
tng the throw rug from : R sl
ivering vl , head V., staring af caling. Lag
Shwmﬂikemag:ﬁye ﬂ;ﬁ: S:ftke porch steps and onlo landing. 'He JM}:.':
uth’;roﬂéﬁd sloaaks w Beth, wha remains involved with Frankie. ) He's
a:'l now. Beth. You can come outside and hell ’apologxz.c o
l;:)u yYou j’ust stay on the porch with me. He won't come near
BET ; c.) He's shaking all over. 1 don't think
TH. { Referring to Frankie. ) He's ing /
Ef’:s getti(ngfanyngbctter. Mike. We u;lant keep him here. Maybe
d get married in the hospatal.
mellcfg B%:cth! Forget about him now. Okay? ? want you t(;
come out here and listen to what your husband’s got to say. k
went to a lota’ trouble gettin’ him ta-come around to my way
thinkin’. ( Pause. Beth turs to Mike.)
H. Who's out there? L, o
E‘ETI;E Jake!! The one you've been aYskm a;?ioui\l auj;km:'tlll-lnz
u couldn’t live without. Your cld pal, Jake:
Ei:fxt (Lr:fts?;c there and he wants to tell yf;: ;,omethmg‘
TH. He's dead. (Pause. Mike siares af ner.
hB/ﬁKE. Al;E right. (Mike makes a sudden, vw;cn;‘ ﬁawhmaa‘;drt:; Zm;
by the anm. He staris lo drag her loward the porch. )
BE';';” %ADDY! HES TRYING TO TAKE ME AWAY!
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DADDY! (Baylor suddenly wake: "
ok ox iy s up and stands abruptly. The blanket
gg;ﬁ(){l_{l ,( zrbyMiJm) Whart's goin’ on here?
_ - He's trying to take me outside. I don’t wanna'

z::e! now, (Beth pulls away from Mike and runs back to ani?e m.;fte
dﬁ:r:en?:;j! him by the sofa and sirakes his head, Baylor seems totally
Aorinie )or & moment, then focuses on Mike's rifle with the flag wrapped
Iﬁrfil;E Beth, you get back here!
MIK%()%;“E Rg’mmg to rifle. ) What're you doin’ with that?

. » I've got the bastard right outside on his knees.

He's agreed t
s ?grce o rmake an apology to the whole family. Where's

BAYLOR. Never mind that. What" i
; . t " wi i
K:?Et s ot s mind that. re you doin’ with that rifle?
E, It’s just a flag, He had it on hi i
; . m. He had it all
ger\urJEio}Rm. I wanted Beth to come out 3o he could _Wrappcd
B Ye - (Pause. - Taking a siep toward Mike, kicking blanket
o )f'] s not Just a flag, ‘That's the flag of our nation. Isn't that
Mt;Kag of our nation wrapped around that rifle?
E. \”eah, I guess so. I don't know. Pm trying to tell yo
;ofemln here. The flag’s not the issue! o
YLO?. You don’t know? You don’t recognize the fla
in);lmorc h It,sﬂdﬁ same color it always was. They haven't changeg
» have they? Maybe added a star or two but otherwise i
erwise it’s ex-
::;tgn;h; s:mﬁ .;-Im}; ci:l‘-d you not recognize it? ( Bayior is .Iisa;);}'
r Mike who backs ; ;
ﬁb o e o up slightly as he approaches, kesping the
IKE. Dad, Tm wyin’ to tell
: Jad, ‘ you that I've got him
around. I've got him totally convinced that he %vas un:“on mf?ld
g:r};itool{:orgzss to all of us. He owes it to us 5
- Don’t let that flag touch the , } !
; _ 't le ‘ ground! (Adike
::?;{tf;; rgle so ity paB::tea' directly at Baylor but only mi&mtaﬂyqﬁfg
ng up as Baylor moves slowly toward him. } Don® oint i
at me! What's the matter with 'H o P aind?
%?Eguf;ckb' ratses the rifle over b)::'):md ?Ve you lost your mind?
- I've got Jake out th i
;p {;)ur Mot ere on his knees. The guy who beat
AYLOR. Gimme that flag! Hand i
; . ! Hand it over to me! Hand it o
(Mike lowers the rifle, takes ths flag off it and hands it 1o Baylor, Bayloy
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snaiches &t out of his hands. Beth goes o the blanket unnoticed by Bayler
and iakes i back to Frankie, covering him with it tightly like a mummy.
Folding the flag up and tucking it under his arm. ) What do ya' think
yer doi’, using the American flag like a grease rag. Gimme
that rifle. '

MIKE. Dad—
BAYLOR. Gimme that rifle! { Mike hands the rifle over ¥ Baylor.)

Haven't you got anything better to do than to monkey around
with weapons and flags? Go outside and make yerself useful.
( Baylor turns away from Mike and heads back for his chair with the rifle
and flag. Fause.)
MIKE. So it doesn’t make any difference, is that it? None of it
makes any difference? My sister can get her brains knocked out
and it doesn't make a goddamn bit 2’ difference to anyone in
this family! All you care about is a flag? ( He points out toward
Jake.} 1t was him who was wearin’ it! He's the traitor, not me!
i the one who's loyal to this family! 'm the only one.
BAYLOR. (Approaching chair, disoriented.} What's happened to
my blanket now?
MIKE. Doesn't anybody recognize that we've been beirayed?
From the inside out, He married into this family and he decetved
us all. He deceived her! He lied to her! He told her he loved
her! (Short pause as Baylor stands by the chair searching for his blanket,
still with flag, oblfvious to cverything else. }
BAYLOR. (Looking behind chair for blanke.) How do things
disappear around here? (Mike suddenly bursts across the set and picks
up Beth in his arms. She clings to the blanket and as Mike tears her away
from Frankie, she drags the blanket with her. Baylor pays no atiention. )
BETH. (Bring dragged away by Mike. ) NCOOOOO00Q0!!!
( Mike carries Beth across the set to the porch and down the sieps o Jake,
wwho remains on his knees facing audience. He scts Beth down on her feet,
Jacing Jake and forces her fo look at Jake.)
MIKE. { Holding Beth in place.) Now look at him! Look at him!
Tsi't that the man you love? Lsp't that him? Isp't that the one
you say is dead? ( Both shakes her head. Shaking her by the shoulders. )
Look at him! { 7o Jake.) Get up on your feet. Stand up! {Mike
grabs Jake by the collar still holding on o Beth. Jake stuggles to stand. )
Get up on your feet and tell her what you're gonna' say. Tell her
everything we talked about in the shed. Go ahead and tell her
now. Go ahead! ( Pause as_Jake stands there, trying fo mainiain & ver-




tical position. He stares at Beth. He tries to form the words but falters on
thern. )
JAKE. (Softly.) T—1—1—1 love you more than this earth.
(Pause. Then Mike leis go of Beth and grabs Jake by the shoulders.
Shakes him. fake offers no resistance. )
MIKE. (Skaking Jake.) That's not what you were gonna' say!
Tell her what you were gonna' say! We had it all mermorized!
( Beth suddenly runs back up the steps, stilf holding onto the blanket and
eniers the sel again. She stops and stares at Baylor. Frankic rolls toward
her on the sofa. Staying with Jake. ) BETH!!
BAYLOR. ( To Beth.) What're you doin’ with that blanket?
BETH. (Looking at Frankie.) I was gonna'—1 wanted to keep
him warm.
BAYLOR. (Mouing to Beth. ) Gimme that blanket. ( Baylor snatches
the blanket out of Beth’s hand and heads for the chair. He tosses the blanket
on the chair but keeps ahold of the flag. Beth stays where she is.)
BETH. (As Baylar moves away from her.) Daddy—( Beth stays
mareoned in one spot with her back to Joke and Mike, facing Frankie and
Baylor. Baylor starts to try to fold the flag up but mokes a mess of i)
Daddy, there’s a man —~( Mske turns Jake focing into the L. set )
MIKE. (Behind Jake, hands on his shoulders, whispers in his ear. )
Look! Look in there. You sce them? You can go right on in
there now. They won’t mind. They won’t even notice. They
won't even know you're an enemy. Your brother's in there, too.
Sec him in there? He's with her now. He's with Beth. They've
been sleeping together ever since he got here. T'll bet you didn't
know that, did ya” They've been slecping together right there
on that sofa. Nobody cares, see. Dad doesn’t care. Mom doesn’t.
Nobedy cares. They've just all lost track of things. Go on in
there and introduce yourself. I'll bet they take you right into the
family. You could use a family, couldn’t ya'? You look like you
could use a family. Well, that's good, see. That's good. Because,
they could use a son. A son like you. Go ahead. (Mike pats Jake
on the back and exits U, into darkness, leaving Jake at the bottom of the
borch sieps facing into the L. set. Meg enters from v.L. door. )
MEG. Isn't anyone coming to bed? I¢’s night time, isnt it?
BAYLOR. Meg, come here and help me fold this flag. You
remember how to fold a flag, don't ya'? (Beth takes ¢ fav sleps
toward Meg but it's as though she's isolated in her own world now.
Neither Meg nor Baylor recognizes her presence. )
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} ! in.) Mom—

TH. ( Moving toward Meg, then siopping angn.)
EEEG‘ (Elffo‘::ngglo Baylor.) Pm not sure. Did I ever fold one
before? (Jake starts fo move slowly up the sieps and onlo the !zndﬁi
Frankie sées him now from the sofa. Beth stll has her back toward J ;,
Baylor has handed one end of the - flag to Meg as)thgv back away from eac

., stretching the flag out between them.

g}g}i}.o;{e( T?Meg% Don't let it touch the ground nO\:v. jus:l
back away from me and well stretch it out first. Don't let it

ch th und whatever you do. o
;31";3(} Iiv;g);?t. ( Jake keeps moving slowly, from the {c?mh) right into the

anki ] g al k.

f. Frankie s himself up on the sofa, staring _
j-F‘R.ﬁ&girlt(Ili‘t.w_i[]azozlcta?‘ ( Beth whirls around fast and see Jake. :T;fﬂf eyes
lock. Beth stays where she is. Jake keeps moving.) I been tryin’ to get
ahold of you, Jake. I've been stuck here. For days. I couldn’t get
BE" ; £ an here. There’s a
BETH. ( Eyes still on Jake.) Daddy, there’s a man .

h w. ) )
gl;r;’L‘(z)“la{I‘l? With flag. ) Now there’s a right way 10 do this and a
wrong way, Meg. I want you to pay attention.

MEG. I am.

BAYLOR. It's important. -

BETH. THERES A MAN IN HERE! HES IN OUR
HOUSE! ( Baylor and Meg pay no atiention to the others but cortinue
with the flog. Jake, now inside the 1. sél, stops and stares al Beth. They
keep therr eyes on ecach other. Fause. He takes a step loward her then

to ; - - .
3;1212‘. ( To Beth, very simple.} These things—1n my hf:ad-ll.? to
me. Everything lies. Tells me a story. Everything in me lies.
But you. You stay. You are true. I know you now. You are
true. I love you more than this life. You stay. You stay with
him. He's my brother. { Jake mozes to chatr end picks the blanket up-
He wraps himself up tn it around his shoulders. Frankie struggles to sit

. Beth stays close to him. ) »
;ﬂIé‘;?IE. Ja.kg Wait a second. Jake! Whatre you doin’?
(Jake moves to Beth, wrapped in blanket. Beth pulls back away fiom
Jl;aé"r%[ I remember now. The first time I saw you. ;I'hc very
first time [ ever saw you. Do you remember that too! o
JAKE. (Teo Beth.) Just one kiss. Just onc. (Slwly Jeke ?Ij
toward Beth and kisses her softly on the forchead. She leés hum, then pu
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back to Frankie. Jake smiles at her, then turns and exils across &. , toward
porch, with blanket. Frankie siruggles to stand with Beth holding onio
him. )

FRANKIE. (Tv Jake as he exits. ) JAKE!! Jake, you gotta’ take
her with you!! It’s not true, Jake! She belongs to you! You gotta’
take her with you! I never betrayed you! I was true ta you! ( Jake
moves down the porck steps and extis U, inlo darkness. He never looks
back. Beth very softly embraces Frankie and lays her head on his chest,
They remain there in the embrace as Meg and Baylor continue with thetr
fleg folding. )

BAYLOR. { Folding flag with Meg.} Now, the stars have to end
up on the outside. I remember that much. Who's got the stars?
MEG. [ do.

BAYLOR. Okay. Then I've gotta’ fold toward you. In little
triangles. You just stay put. ( Baylor folds the flag in triangles,
maltlary style, toward Meg, who siays where she is, holding the other
end. ) Now if everything works out right we should have all the
stars on the outside and all the stripes tucked in.

MEG. Why do they do it like that?

BAYLOR. I don’t know. Just tradition I guess. That’s the way |
was taught. Funny how things come back to ya’ after all those
years. ( Baylor finishes the last fold and holds the Sag up.) Therel
Look at that! We did it! We did i1, Meg! ( Baylor picks Meg up and
twirls her around, then sets her down and kisses her on the cheek. Holding
fag up. ) T'll be gall-damed if we didn’t do it. It's letter perfect.
Looks like right outa’ the manual. { Meg holds her hand to her check
wheve Baylor kissed her. She steps back away from him and stares around
the room, bewildered. She doesn notice Frankie and Beth. } Whatsa'
matter?

MEG. 1 believe that's the first time you've kissed me in twenty
years.

BAYLOR. Aw, come on, it ain’t been that long. Let’s go on up
to bed now. ( Pause as Baylor looks at Meg. She turns and stares out
loward porch, keeping her hand lo her cheek. ) Meg?

MEG. I'll be up in a while.

BAYLOR. Well, I'm goin’ up. You shut the lights when you
come. And don’t dawdle. I don't wanna’ get woke up in the mid-
dle of a good dream. (Baylor exsls u.L. door with Slag. Pause. Meg
moves slowly 0.R. loward porch, still unawware of Betk and Frankie. She
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stares oul across stage to the fise still buming in the bu;’kc:. Sf)w moves out
k landing and stares into space. She slops. lause.

‘glir;‘:g?&iﬂ w:’tﬁ hand to her cheek. ) Looks like a fire in the snow.

How could that be? (Lights fade slowly lo black except for fire}

THE END
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