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The God above God is being itself . . . . It is not a place where one can live.  It is 

without name, a church, a cult, a theology.  But it is moving in the depth of all of 

them.  It is the power of being, in which they participate and of which they are 

fragmentary expressions. 

 

The courage to be is the courage to accept oneself in spite of being unacceptable . . . . 

. [and] is rooted in the God who appears when God has disappeared in the anxiety of 

doubt. 

 

 

    . . . . Paul Tillich 
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CHARACTERS 

DANNY OGDEN, 55  The father 

 

LEAH OGDEN, 55  The mother 

 

JESS OGDEN, 33  The elder son 

 

BRIAN OGDEN, 24  The younger son 

 

TOM HANDLEY, 55  A banker and friend 

 

ANDREA, 22   A boarder and friend 

 

JANET, 24   A friend of Jess 

 

 

 

 

  

 

SETTING 

The play takes place in the Ogden family home.   

 

 

 

Four months earlier 

PROLOGUE 

 

Just before noon 

ACT I 

 

Early the next morning 

ACT II Scene 1 

 

Very late that evening 

ACT II Scene 2 

 

The following morning 

ACT II Scene 3 

 

Early that evening 

EPILOGUE 
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PROLOGUE 

It is 1969 in Mill Valley, California.  We are in the once elegant 

living room of a large house, built on a hillside, overlooking San 

Francisco Bay.  There is a large fireplace, a stairway to the upstairs 

rooms, and several doors leading to various parts of the house.   

It is very late in the evening. 

DANNY is sitting in a chair facing the fireplace.  A bottle of 

whisky and a glass sits next to him.  On his lap lie the pages of a 

large manuscript.  He is placing pages of the manuscript into the 

fire.  JESS enters from the front door.) 

DANNY 

Where have you been? 

JESS 

Out. 

DANNY 

With Andrea? 

JESS 

We went to dinner, Dad. 

DANNY 

Where is she? 

JESS 

She’s gone to pick up Mother. 

DANNY 

I like Andrea.  She’s a nice girl. 

JESS 

What are you doing? 

DANNY 

Nothing.  Ignore the old man by the fireplace. 

JESS 

Is that your manuscript? 

DANNY 

I’m not here. 
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JESS 

You’re drunk. 

(Danny waves dismissively) 

It’s a good thing Mother’s not home. 

DANNY 

Why is that good? 

JESS 

She shouldn’t see you like this? 

DANNY 

Yes, you’re right . . . . she shouldn’t . . . . but she does . . . . it’s inevitable. . . . if she 

were home . . . . 

(Writhing in pain) 

. . . .  but she isn’t. 

JESS 

Dad . . . .  

DANNY 

I’m alright. I’m alright. God bless her. God bless that woman.   

JESS 

Why the ritual? 

DANNY 

What ritual? 

JESS 

The burning of the leafs. 

DANNY 

Oh God, you’re good, you know that? 

JESS 

Good at what? 

DANNY 

 “The burning of the leafs” . . .  it says so much and yet, with so little. It’s a gift, a 

poetic gift.  Oh, shit!  

JESS 

Dad, let’s take it to bed before Mother comes home. 
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DANNY 

(To himself) 

Signifying what?  A special occasion, you fool, otherwise what’s the point of the 

ritual.   

JESS 

Is this a special occasion?  

DANNY 

(Throwing in another leaf) 

Monumental.  A monumental day, yet to be consummated, of course. 

JESS 

Could you be more explicit? 

DANNY 

The word I would use is purge.  To purge, to cleanse, to purify. 

JESS 

What’s happening here, Dad? 

DANNY 

The ritual of purgation. 

JESS 

Those aren’t rewrites, are they? 

DANNY 

(Throwing in another leaf) 

You’ve seen behind the curtain! 

JESS 

It’s your book.  You’re throwing away your book. Dad, stop it. 

DANNY 

Why? 

JESS 

(Grabbing the whisky bottle) 

You don’t know what you’re doing. 

DANNY 

What are you doing? 

JESS 

I want you to think about what you’re doing. 
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DANNY 

(Throwing in another leaf) 

Why?   Rituals don’t require thought. 

JESS 

Don’t do that. 

DANNY 

What does it matter?  What does a piece of shit matter? 

JESS 

It is not a piece of shit.  

DANNY 

There are things that happen in war that cannot be thought of, that cannot be 

visualized--.  And I have drug all that up! Why?  To show what a miserable piece of 

shit I am? 

(Throwing in another leaf.  Again to himself) 

  Now, why would you do that? Because she is the light of your life, you fool! 

JESS 

Dad, please . . . .  

DANNY 

You have destroyed everything that she loved in you, made her life miserable, driven 

her out of her house, become completely incapable of satisfying her in any way.  

Your youngest son is in purgatory, your oldest, may God have mercy on his soul . . .  

(Writhing in pain) 

. . . . oh, God. 

JESS 

Dad? 

DANNY 

(In pain) 

What? 

JESS 

Dad! 

DANNY 

What! 

(The pain subsides) 

Jess, please be careful. 

 

JESS 

Of what? 
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DANNY 

Expectations.   

JESS 

Of what? 

DANNY 

Grandeur, fame, soirées!  Death may follow my son, and destruction. Beware of the 

expectations of those you love.  

 

JESS 

You’re talking nonsense. 

DANNY 

It is not nonsense, dramatic, yes, but not nonsense.  Writers of cheap novels are often 

extraordinarily dramatic . . . .  

(Throwing in another leaf) 

. . . . sometimes uncomfortably so. 

JESS 

Dad, stop throwing away your manuscript. 

DANNY 

Why? 

JESS 

Dad, please…let’s go up. 

DANNY 

But the ritual. 

JESS 

There is no ritual.  You can’t throw away the book. 

DANNY 

Why not? 

JESS 

Because we need it. 

DANNY 

No one needs this book.  

JESS 

It’s our future, Dad. 
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DANNY 

Why is that?  Why is it that the entire weight of this family’s “future” relies upon the 

ability of a tired old man, who’s brain is fried on morphine, who only wanted to live 

out the rest of his life in the bosom of his family, preferably without pain, to write this 

fucking book? Well, fuck the pain, fuck the bills, fuck the future and fuck the fucking 

book! 

(He throws in another leaf) 

JESS 

Dad, please! 

DANNY 

It doesn’t matter!  The book has been rejected. 

JESS 

What?! 

DANNY 

 “The Memoir of a Soldier” has been rejected. 

(He produces a rejection letter.) 

“We regret to inform you that we are no longer considering your manuscript for 

publication.”  I poured my fucking life into this little piece of shit and it has been 

rejected. 

JESS 

You told mother it was coming out this spring. 

DANNY 

Right. Now go away and leave me alone. 

JESS 

But . . . .  

DANNY 

What? 

JESS 

Why? Why was it rejected? 

DANNY 

Because I didn’t measure up. Jess, I write war stories, paperback novels.  I am 

nothing more than a pathetic old soldier with a piece of shrapnel in his back, trying to 

make the best of it.  I am not some gift to the literary world. 

(Throwing in another sheet) 

Fuck the literary world.  

JESS 

But why throw it away?   
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DANNY 

Because it is a portrait of failure. 

JESS 

It’s a good book, Dad. 

DANNY 

Jess, I want you to do something for me.  Tomorrow morning I want you to go see 

those bastards . . . .  

JESS 

Who? 

DANNY 

The publishers, in the city.  I want you to get every copy of this book, and destroy it. 

JESS 

Why? 

DANNY 

Your mother and your brother must not see this book. I will not be remembered as a 

miserable, pathetic piece of shit. You’re a writer. Promise me.  If you love me you 

will do this.  Now please, leave me alone.  I have work to do.  

JESS 

I can’t leave you like this. 

DANNY 

I implore you. 

JESS 

Dad. 

DANNY 

I mean it.  Please leave. 

JESS 

You’re sure about this? 

DANNY 

Yes. 

JESS 

I’m sorry, Dad. 

DANNY 

I know. 
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JESS 

You’ll be okay?  You’re sure. 

DANNY 

As sure as “the sun will come up tomorrow.”  Jess . . . . Be careful 

JESS 

Good night Dad. 

DANNY 

Good night son, and God be with you. 

(JESS goes up the stairs.  DANNY, resigned to it, throws the rest 

of the manuscript into the fire.  BLACKOUT) 
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ACT I 

 (Four months later, it is nearly noon.  There is a steady rain 

outside. On the desk is a pad and pen. A shopping bag from a 

hardware store sits near the kitchen door. 

JESS is asleep on the couch under a blanket in front of the 

fireplace. His clothes are lying about the room.  The fire has gone 

out. 

LEAH appears at the front door. She is over laden with groceries. 

Seeing JESS asleep on the couch, she begins rattling the door to 

arouse him.)  

LEAH 

Jess. . . Jess, wake up. 

JESS 

What? 

LEAH 

Jess, I’m locked out.  Please open the door. 

JESS 

Mother? 

LEAH 

For heaven’s sakes, wake up and open the door.  It’s pouring down rain. 

JESS 

What are you doing out there? 

LEAH 

Standing in the rain. I’m getting soaked, sweetheart. 

JESS 

(Getting up and going to the door) 

I’m coming. 

(Opening the door) 

Good morning. 

LEAH 

Good morning. 

JESS 

What have you got there? 
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LEAH 

Groceries. 

(Offering) 

Jess . . . .  

(JESS takes a bag.) 

LEAH 

Thank you.  Is he home yet?  

(LEAH takes her bag into the kitchen.)  

 

JESS 

No, I don’t think so. 

LEAH 

You don’t think so? 

JESS 

I’ve been asleep. 

(JESS pulls a bottle of fine wine out of the bag and reads the 

label.) 

LEAH 

So, he could have come and gone, and you’d have missed him altogether. 

JESS 

I hardly think that’s possible. 

LEAH 

Tell me something. He’s coming home, it’s practically noon, and you’re not out of 

bed yet.  In fact, you’re not even in bed yet.  Why is that? 

JESS 

Why all the groceries? 

LEAH 

Your brother is coming home. 

(LEAH takes the wine and bag from JESS and goes into the 

kitchen. JESS trails behind her to see what else she bought.)  

JESS 

A 1962 Bordeaux.  What did you do, hawk the silverware? 

LEAH 

That was a gift from your father.  Don’t be ridiculous. 
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JESS 

Is there any Scotch? 

LEAH 

We’re having dinner, not a binge. 

JESS 

What about after dinner? 

LEAH 

Would you like to discuss drinking this morning? 

JESS 

No. 

(JESS escapes to the living room. LEAH follows.) 

LEAH 

Fine.  Why were you sleeping on the couch?  

JESS 

It’s my prerogative. 

LEAH 

Let me guess, you were up all night working, you were inspired, you couldn’t stop, 

and you fell asleep in front of the fire? 

JESS 

Unfortunately, no. 

LEAH 

That’s a pity, isn’t it? 

JESS 

Yes, I suppose it is. 

LEAH 

Why weren’t you? 

JESS 

It’s too early in the day for this, Mother. 

LEAH 

It is nearly noon. 

(LEAH tidies up the room. She sees the hardware store bag and, 

not understanding what it is doing there, puts it in the closet.) 

JESS 

I need to get dressed. 
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LEAH 

Thank you. When you’ve finished, you might help me straighten up this mess.  Why 

is it, every night I go to bed this place is beautiful.  Every morning I get up, it’s a 

dump.  Why is that? 

JESS 

(Getting dressed) 

I don’t know. 

LEAH 

(Having found a ridiculously high-heeled shoe under the couch, 

she dangles it in front of JESS.) 

 

What is this?  

JESS 

It looks like a shoe. 

LEAH 

Of course it’s a shoe.  Whose shoe?  Surely not yours? 

JESS 

I don’t take personal questions this early in the day. 

LEAH 

What’s it doing here? 

JESS 

Obviously, someone left it. 

LEAH 

Who?  Who would wear something like this?  Look at it. You brought that girl up 

here. 

JESS 

Her name is Janet, and as a matter of fact, she brought me. 

LEAH 

Sweetheart, please.  You’re a bright young man.  You have your whole life ahead of 

you. 

JESS 

Thank you. 

LEAH 

You should see better girls. 
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JESS 

Girls don’t come better than Janet.  She’s one of the best people I know. 

LEAH 

She’s very simple. 

JESS 

Simplicity is the key to life. 

LEAH 

She lost her shoe . . . .  

JESS 

Right . . . . 

LEAH 

Under the couch . . . . 

JESS 

Right again . . . .  

LEAH 

It’s pouring down rain. 

JESS 

Obviously. 

LEAH 

One of the best people you know must have a very wet foot. 

JESS 

Oh, why is that? 

LEAH 

Why? She hasn’t gone out!  She’s upstairs in your bed, and that’s why you’re 

sleeping on the couch. 

JESS 

I’d rather not discuss it. 

LEAH 

Good Lord above, please shed mercy on this house! 

 (JESS tries to turn on the desk lamp but it doesn’t work.) 

The electricity is out. 

JESS 

Why? 
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LEAH 

Why do you think? 

JESS 

They can do that? 

LEAH 

If you don’t pay the bill, yes.  Would you like to discuss finances this morning?   

JESS 

Please, let’s not. 

LEAH 

The gas will be next, Sweetheart and then there won’t be any breakfast.  Not that you 

eat breakfast.  Sweetheart, sometimes the things we don’t want to discuss should be 

discussed, because, until they are they aren’t dealt with. 

JESS 

I’m sure that’s true. 

LEAH 

And yet? 

LEAH       JESS 

You don’t want to discuss it.   I don’t want to discuss it. 

LEAH 

You know what?  It’s nothing for you to worry about.  I’ve taken care of it. 

JESS 

Oh, what did you do? 

LEAH 

I went to see Mr. Handley.  He’s arranged everything. 

JESS 

Everything, really? 

LEAH 

Of course. 

JESS 

You didn’t . . . .  

LEAH 

Didn’t what?   

(After waiting for JESS) 

Do you know what I can’t stand? 
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JESS 

No. 

LEAH 

I can stand it being cold in here.  That doesn’t bother me.  I can stand having our 

electricity turned off.  I can stand having to rent a room to Andrea to help pay the 

bills. What I cannot stand, is having a son, who with all the talent in the world, with 

the ability to be a first rate writer, like his father, lying around the house like he was 

in a coma, playing with silly girls whose shoes end up under the couch. It’s 

depressing. 

(Stopping him) 

 I know!  Alright, if you’re not going to write, if you prefer to waste all that talent, 

then get a job.  I’m sorry, but there it is. We need the money.   

JESS 

And what kind of job would that be? 

LEAH 

I don’t know, anything. 

JESS 

Name something. 

LEAH 

A ditch digger. 

JESS 

I wouldn’t last the day. 

LEAH 

A carpenter, like your brother. 

JESS 

I haven’t the talent. 

LEAH 

A shoe shine boy.  The perfect job for such a slob. 

JESS 

Don’t be demeaning. 

LEAH 

You’ve got to do something, Jess.  You can’t live your life this way. Sweetheart, 

what’s done is done.   

JESS 

It will never be done, Mother. 

 (JANET enters on the stairs carrying one shoe.) 
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JANET 

Hello, everybody. 

JESS 

Good morning, Janet. 

JANET 

Good morning, Jess. 

LEAH 

Hello, Janet.  How are you?  I hope you slept well. 

JESS 

Janet is a very good sleeper. I swear she can drop off in midsentence. 

LEAH 

This must be yours. 

(LEAH hands her the shoe) 

JANET 

Thank you, Mrs. Ogden. 

(JANET puts her shoes on) 

LEAH 

It must be nice to be young . . . . a nice, warm, romantic fire. 

JESS 

Mother, why don’t you take your tired and weary body into the kitchen.  Surely you 

can find something to do in there with all that food. 

LEAH 

Right. We’re having lunch.  Your brother is coming home.  I’ve been working on this 

lunch since six o’clock this morning.  It’s all I can do.  My sons won’t listen to me. 

(LEAH exits to the kitchen.) 

JESS 

Have a good time. 

JANET 

You shouldn’t talk to your mother that way. 

JESS 

Why not?  You should hear the way she talks to me. How are you this morning? 

JANET 

(Presenting JESS with a piece of paper) 

I found this. It’s a poem.  It was on your pillow. 
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JESS 

Right. 

JANET 

When did you leave it? 

JESS 

Last night. 

JANET 

When, last night? You didn’t stay with me, did you? 

JESS 

I couldn’t sleep. 

JANET 

You should have stayed, Jess.  It makes me feel cheap. 

JESS 

I’m sorry. 

JANET 

So, why didn’t you?  You afraid of your mother or somethin’? 

JESS 

Oh, God no. 

JANET 

Then why? 

JESS 

It’s too deep, Janet. 

JANET 

Deep?  You think I won’t understand it?  You think I’m stupid or somethin’? 

JESS 

No.  I don’t think you’re stupid. 

JANET 

I’m disappointed in you, you know that? 

JESS 

Yeah, why’s that? 
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JANET 

Well, think about it.  We go out, have a good dinner, a couple of beers, come back 

here, have a marvelous time, I wake up in the morning and there’s a poem on your 

pillow. If you cared you’d stay.  And if you didn’t . . . .  

JESS 

You know I care. 

JANET 

Then why don’t you stay? I don’t know what to do with you.  On the one hand you’re 

terrific.  You can be a real crackup, and on the other, you can be a real bastard. You 

know what I think? 

JESS 

I’m afraid to ask. 

JANET 

I think you think too much, I really do. I feel for you, Jess, and I want to be there for 

you, but you know what?  Sometimes you need to be there for me.  I’ve got to go.  

Where’s my coat? 

JESS 

Mother put it in the closet. 

JANET 

(Going to the closet) 

Talk about embarrassing. 

(Putting on her coat, and going toward the door) 

 Goodbye, Jess.  I’m sorry.  I really am. Thanks for a great time, anyway. 

JESS 

Be careful. 

JANET 

I’m tired of being careful, you should be too. 

 (JANET exits.  ANDREA enters from the stairs) 

ANDREA 

Was that Brian? 

JESS 

No. 

ANDREA 

He’s not here yet? 

JESS 

No. 
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ANDREA 

Something must have gone wrong.  He should have been here by now.   

JESS 

Nothing’s wrong.  He called. 

ANDREA 

He called? 

JESS 

Something to do with shopping. 

ANDREA 

When was this? 

JESS 

A couple of hours ago. 

ANDREA 

Jess, I’ve been walking around up there all morning. He called and you didn’t tell me. 

JESS 

I’m sorry. 

ANDREA 

Sometimes I wonder about you. 

JESS 

Well, everybody does. So, you’re excited? 

ANDREA 

Of course, I’m excited! 

(BRIAN appears at the front door with TOM HANDLEY behind 

him. TOM is carrying several wrapped packages.) 

BRIAN 

Hello, pardnas! 

ANDREA 

(Rushing to him) 

Brian!  

BRIAN  

Hello, gorgeous! 

(As they embrace) 

Oh my god, you feel good.  Oh my God, oh my God, oh my God! 

(To JESS) 

 Hey, hey!  
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JESS 

Hey, hey, gringo! 

BRIAN 

Stop.  Where are your badges? 

JESS 

Badges, I don’t need no stinking badges. 

(They pretend to shoot each other) 

BRIAN 

(As they embrace) 

Good to see ya, Bro. 

(LEAH enters from the kitchen) 

LEAH 

Brian?  Baby! 

BRIAN 

Mama. 

LEAH 

Oh my God . . . . oh my God, oh my God.  

BRIAN 

It’s alright, Mama.  It’s alright.  

LEAH 

Sweetheart, let me look at you. Babe, you are looking so good! 

BRIAN 

Thank you, Mama. 

LEAH 

I can hardly believe it.  Here, let me take your coat. 

(She takes BRIAN’s coat.  Seeing Tom) 

Tom, what do you have there? 

(LEAH hangs BRIAN’S coat in the closet then takes TOM’S coat 

and hangs it in the closet.) 

TOM 

Presents. 

LEAH 

Presents?   
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BRIAN 

For you, Mama. 

LEAH 

For me?  Who would give me presents? 

BRIAN 

I would. 

LEAH 

Why? 

BRIAN 

Because I’m home! 

LEAH 

And, how sweet it is.  How sweet it is! 

BRIAN 

Home at last, home at last, thank God almighty, I am home at last! 

LEAH 

Hallelujah, amen! 

BRIAN 

Everybody say, “Amen.” 

ALL 

Amen! 

LEAH 

How was the drive up the hill, Tom? 

TOM 

Slippery. 

LEAH 

Well, I can’t thank you enough for bringing this handsome young man back to me. 

BRIAN 

Mama, why don’t we open ‘em up? 

LEAH 

What’s that? 

BRIAN 

The presents. 
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LEAH 

Now? 

BRIAN 

Sure, why not? 

LEAH 

Alright, let’s do it. 

BRIAN 

Wait till you see what I got you guys. 

(Handing her a present) 

Here, Mama, this is for you. You’re gonna like it.  At least, I think you’re gonna like 

it. 

LEAH 

(Having taken the present, she is struggling with the wrapping) 

I’m sure I will. 

BRIAN 

Here, let me do that. 

 (He rips open the package.) 

There.  How ‘bout that? 

LEAH 

(Examining the framed drawing that was inside) 

Oh, my goodness.  Sweetheart, it’s beautiful.  It’s wonderful.  Where did you get this? 

BRIAN 

Did it myself. 

LEAH 

Really?  Really!  

BRIAN 

Yea.  Pretty good, huh? 

LEAH 

It’s terrific.  Where did you learn to do this? 

BRIAN 

Mama . . . . 

LEAH 

And they taught you to do this? 

BRIAN 

Yea, kind o’. 
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LEAH 

(Offering it) 

Andrea, look at this. 

ANDREA 

That’s very good, Brian. 

BRIAN 

Thanks.  I copied it from an old photograph. 

JESS 

What is it? 

LEAH 

It’s a drawing of the house. 

TOM 

That’s very nice. 

JESS 

It’s a little sloppy. 

BRIAN 

Sloppy hell.  That ain’t sloppy, Bro.  That’s expression. 

LEAH 

And it is wonderfully expressive . . . very, very expressive. You could be an artist, 

hon. Thank you, sweetheart. 

BRIAN 

You’re welcome “mam”.  

(BRIAN pulls out a book sized package.)  

Well now, who could this be for?  Kind of small, maybe it’s for the runt. 

JESS 

Who you calling a runt? 

BRIAN 

So, you think it’s for you? 

(Handing him the package) 

To my big brother. 

JESS 

Thanks, pardner. 

(JESS opens the package.) 

What is this? 
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BRIAN 

It’s a book. 

JESS 

(Opening the book he discovers that there are only blank pages) 

What kind of book? 

BRIAN 

A blank book.  Read the cover. 

JESS 

“The poetry of Jess Daniel Ogden.” What . . . . ? 

BRIAN 

You have to fill it up. There’s a note in there. The front page. 

JESS 

“I always thought we’d have a poet in the family, 

 But I guess we can manage handily. 

Just remember, when you’ve filled this cover, 

 It was given to you by your little brother.” 

BRIAN 

Pretty good stuff, huh? 

JESS 

Yes, it is.  That’s very nice. 

BRIAN 

What do you think of that? 

JESS 

What?  The poetry, or the book? 

BRIAN 

The book.  I don’t want no trash in there.  You put your best stuff in there. 

JESS 

Thank you, partner. 

BRIAN 

Andrea, what can I say?  

(BRIAN pulls a ring box out of his pocket, goes down on his knee, 

and opens it.) 

I hope you like it and I hope it fits. 

(After waiting) 

 Well? 
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ANDREA 

Brian, it’s . . . . 

BRIAN 

So, will you wear it? 

ANDREA 

Of course I’ll wear it. 

BRIAN 

Ye-hah!  Let’s see if it fits.    

ANDREA 

(After slippin on the ring) 

It fits! 

TOM 

Congratulations, you two. 

BRIAN AND ANDREA 

Thank you, Mr. Handley. 

LEAH 

Oh my Lord. 

ANDREA 

Leah, come look. 

LEAH 

That’s a stunner, hon.  Where did you get it? 

BRIAN 

In town, this morning.  Mr. Handley and I did some shoppin’. 

JESS 

That must have cost a bundle. 

BRIAN 

Four years to save up, Bro.  It’s been a long time comin’ hon, but you stick with me 

and we are goin’ to the moon. 

JESS 

Goodness gracious, do you hear that? 

LEAH 

Hear what? 
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JESS 

My stomach.  It’s growling.   

LEAH 

Oh, I almost forgot. Baby, I fixed you a lunch. 

BRIAN 

Home cookin’?  Mama, I am starved. 

LEAH 

Good.  Everyone to the dining room.  

(Indicating the picture) 

Now, what shall I do with this? 

BRIAN 

(Noticing that there is a painting missing over the fireplace) 

Hey, what happened to my favorite painting? 

LEAH 

I’m sorry, hon.  We had to sell it.  

BRIAN 

It was the old west, wide open spaces, and horses. 

LEAH 

(Indicating BRIAN’s sketch) 

I tell you what.  Let’s put this up instead. It’s better anyway. It’s more expressive.  

BRIAN 

(After looking at it) 

Yea, okay. 

JESS 

It’s a bit small. 

BRIAN 

Small my ass. 

LEAH 

Don’t mind Mr. Crabby.  We’ll hang it later.  Everyone, into the dining room.   

 (EVERYONE goes into the dinning room.  TOM pulls out a bottle 

of champagne.) 

Tom.  Champagne.  Delightful.  Thank you. 

TOM 

It’s a champagne occasion. 
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(TOM pops the cork. ANDREA pulls glasses out of a cabinet. 

LEAH exits to the kitchen and returns with the food) 

ANDREA 

Mr. Handley, let me help you with that. 

(ANDREA fills glasses and helps pass them out.) 

TOM 

Thank you, darlin’. 

LEAH 

Now, Brian, you’re next to me. 

BRIAN 

Okay, Mama.  

LEAH 

Jess, be a love and light the candles, please.   

(JESS lights the candles) 

Andrea, you’re next to your fiancé? Now, if one of you young gentlemen will take 

my chair. 

BRIAN 

Sure, Mama. 

(BRIAN takes his mother’s chair.  All but TOM sit.) 

TOM 

I propose a toast. To Andrea and Brian, and to their future. 

LEAH 

And to their children. 

ALL 

Here! Here! 

(The ALL drink.  TOM sits.) 

JESS 

This is good champagne. 

BRIAN 

To a wino, anything tastes good. 

JESS 

Yes, but to a connoisseur who --  
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LEAH 

Tom, would you serve please? 

TOM 

Right.  Everyone pass down their bowls. 

(EVERYONE passes their bowls to TOM) 

LEAH 

(To JESS) 

Sweetheart, pass the salad, please. 

BRIAN 

(As JESS passes the salad) 

Is this homemade bread, Mama? 

LEAH 

I started that bread at six o’clock this morning. Of course, I had to do it by 

candlelight. 

BRIAN 

How come? 

JESS 

Brian, pass the butter, please. 

(ANDREA passes the butter.) 

TOM 

The soup smells delicious, Leah. 

LEAH 

Thank you. 

BRIAN 

This is terrific, Mama!  What’s for dinner? 

LEAH 

Beef stroganoff. 

BRIAN 

Beef stroganoff!  Hot damn!   

LEAH 

I like a man who appreciates his food. 

BRIAN 

You gotta appreciate beef stroganoff, especially after what I been eatin’. 
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TOM 

Not that good, huh? 

BRIAN 

Nothin’ you’d write home about. 

LEAH 

But you did eat well? 

BRIAN 

Oh yeah.  There was plenty of it. 

LEAH 

I worried about you, sweetheart.  

BRIAN 

Yeah, I know Mama.  Course it weren’t no picnic. 

LEAH 

I can imagine. 

BRIAN 

The food wasn’t the worst part, not by a long shot. You know what?   

LEAH 

What’s that? 

BRIAN 

What was the worst part? 

LEAH 

You sure you want to talk about it? 

BRIAN 

Sure, why not?  I ain’t goin’ back.  At least I don’t think I’m goin’ back.  I hope to 

God, I ain’t goin’ back. 

ANDREA 

What was the worst part? 

BRIAN 

It was dull . . . and honey, I mean dull . . . dull, dull, dull, dull, dull. Four years o’ 

dull. 

JESS 

Dull, you say. 
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BRIAN 

Like I’m tellin’ you the truth, Bro.  Daytime, they got stuff you can do.  They got 

stuff you gotta do, but at night, you’re lying there in a cell . . . . top bunk, there’s 

another guy lying in a cell.  What you got there is two guys and a toilet.  Think about 

it.  So, you’re lyin’ there, you’re looking up at the ceilin’ and you’re thinkin’. And, 

you know what you’re thinkin’?  I’ll tell you what you’re thinkin’.  

(With a look at ANDREA) 

 You’re usin’ your imagination.  That’s what you’re thinkin’. 

(Hugging ANDREA) 

Imagination is the pits, know what I mean? Hell, we’ve got some good guys down 

there.  We even got a poet or two.  Every time you turn around you’re lookin’ at a 

poet. What else they gonna do? 

(To JESS) 

 How’s it comin’, Bro? 

JESS 

With what? 

BRIAN 

The poetry.  You ready to fill up that book? 

JESS 

Not yet. 

BRIAN 

How come? 

LEAH 

He’s having trouble getting started. 

BRIAN 

Gettin’ started?  He’s been doin’ it since he was ten. 

LEAH 

Recently.  

BRIAN 

Oh, you mean, since Dad died. Oh, jeeze. Jeeze! I’m sorry, Bro, really sorry.  Really I 

am. Really.  I mean . . . . God. But, you know what?  You know what I think, and I 

been thinkin’ ‘bout this a lot, I think you’re gonna get over that.  I really do. 

JESS 

You do? 

 BRIAN 

Hell, yeah.  You got to, for one thing.  You can’t have that hangin’ over you the rest 

of your life. And I’m here for you, Bro, all the way.  I’m right here, whatever you 

need. 
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JESS 

Thank you, Buddy. 

BRIAN 

You know, we got guys in the can that --.   

LEAH 

Please pass the butter. 

BRIAN 

I mean like they been through that kind o’ thing and, well --.  Hell, you know what 

you need? 

JESS 

What’s that? 

BRIAN 

You need a whole new --.  What do they call that?  You need a whole new “frame of 

reference”.  That’s what you need. 

JESS 

Frame of reference? 

BRIAN 

Yeah.  You need to get away from all that.  I mean all of it.  My god, it happened 

right here! And you know, as well as I do, that I just happen to have the perfect place 

for you.  The best place ever, big sky country.  What do you say? 

JESS 

You may be right. 

BRIAN 

Of course I’m right.  I’m always right. 

LEAH 

Why do they call it big sky country? 

BRIAN 

Because sky is all there is . . . . sky and land, and cows. 

(To ANDREA) 

Ain’t that right, sweetheart?  And my God the horses.  Montana, it’s the goddamnest 

most beautiful place in the world.  This is the perfect place.  There ain’t gonna be 

nothin’ wrong with this place.  I can tell you anything you wanna know.  What do ya 

want to know? 

LEAH 

Well, what’s it like? 
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BRIAN 

Oh, it’s great.  Think about it, fifteen thousand acres!   

LEAH 

Fifteen thousand? 

BRIAN 

Ain’t it great?  And you know what?  You can do anything you wanna do up there.  

It’s a whole new way o’ life.  It’s like . . . well, it’s like buyin’ a hamburger, know 

what I mean? 

LEAH 

How’s that? 

JESS 

Yes, please explain that. 

BRIAN 

If you want to get some hamburger down here, or a steak, or somethin’, you go the 

store and buy it, right?  Up there you slaughter a cow! 

JESS 

That’s a big difference. 

BRIAN 

Yeah.  And that’s what I’m talkin’ about. 

LEAH 

Wouldn’t it be easier to go to the store? 

BRIAN 

It’s not about what’s easy. When you see this place you’re goin’ to love it.  We 

should all go up there and see it. 

LEAH 

I expect we should. 

BRIAN 

Picture this.  There’s snow on the ground.  It’s mornin’.  The sun isn’t up yet.  You’re 

lyin’ under quilts that thick.  It’s so cold you could freeze an old whore’s ass.  You 

kick off the covers, walk out on the back porch, look out at the world, and all you can 

see is sky and land, and cows!  Can you see that? 

LEAH 

Yes, I think so. 

JESS 

Remarkable. 
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BRIAN 

What’s that? 

JESS 

That you see it so clearly when you haven’t been there. 

BRIAN 

You don’t have to be there to be there, Bro.  I’ve got pictures. But baby, that ain’t the 

best part, the best part, the hot damnest best part, is that when you are there, you are 

on your own.  You are absolutely, totally on your own.  And that, is what I’m talkin’ 

about. 

LEAH 

It sounds frightening. 

BRIAN 

Na, it’s exciting. 

ANDREA 

What’s the house like? 

BRIAN 

It’s nice.  It ain’t nothin’ like this house, but it’s nice.  It’s a little small, but we could 

add on. I’ve been thinkin’ about a room just for you, Mama.  Just so you can do 

whatever you want to do.  I’m not talkin’ about a bedroom, I’m talkin’ about a room. 

LEAH 

For me? 

BRIAN 

Yeah.  Fifteen thousand acres!  Grazin’ land, land for raisin’ cattle, mountains to ride, 

and sky, baby.  

TOM 

It’s a good ranch. 

 

LEAH 

You’ve seen it, Tom? 

 

TOM 

Just got back. 

 

LEAH 

And it looks good? 

 

TOM 

It’s good.  It’ll take work -- 
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BRIAN 

It’ll be just like when we were kids, Mama, week-ends, out in the Valley, riding’ with 

Dad.  But, this ain’t no week-end, baby.  This is every day.  This is Montana.  This is 

life!  

JESS 

A cowboy’s paradise. 

LEAH 

Not a cowboy, sweetheart, a rancher. 

BRIAN 

Hot damn, where’s the skillet! 

LEAH 

So, you’re ready for this? 

BRIAN 

Absolutely. 

LEAH 

You and Andrea? 

BRIAN 

No doubt about it. 

JESS 

(Standing) 

Mother. 

LEAH 

What? 

JESS 

Let me be the first to offer you my warmest and most sincere congratulations. 

LEAH 

For what? 

JESS 

Lunch.  It was terrific.   

LEAH 

Why, thank you, Sweetheart. That’s very nice of you, a bit over the top, but nice. 

ANDREA 

It was wonderful, Leah. 
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BRIAN 

Mama, it was terrific. 

JESS 

Why don’t we have coffee in the living room? 

TOM 

That’s a good idea. 

(EVERYONE stands and proceeds to the LIVING ROOM.)  

ANDREA 

Right.  I’ll bring the coffee. 

JESS 

(Grabbing the wine) 

I’ll get the wine. 

LEAH 

You be careful with that. 

JESS 

Who are you, my mother? 

[LIGHTENING and THUNDER]  

Okay!  Jeeze! 

(They move to the living room.)   

BRIAN 

It’s dark in here. 

LEAH 

Somebody didn’t pay the PG &E bill. 

TOM 

(Doing so) 

I’ll bring the candles. 

(They ALL sit except ANDREA who serves the coffee.)  

BRIAN 

And cold. 

JESS 

Just like Montana? 

BRIAN 

In Montana you’d have a fire. That’s what you need.  
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JESS 

Like old times? 

BRIAN 

Yeah. 

LEAH 

That would be lovely. 

ANDREA 

Coffee, Mr. Handley? 

TOM 

Yes, thank you. 

ANDREA 

Leah? 

LEAH 

Thank you, hon. 

BRIAN 

You like your picture, Mama? 

LEAH 

Yes, I do.  I think it’s marvelous. 

(After serving, ANDREA sits) 

BRIAN 

Good.  I worked hard on that picture.  I didn’t get it right the first time. 

(To JESS) 

You know, when you’re an artist you kind o’ got to work at it. 

(To himself) 

 It reminds me of Dad.  I was gonna draw the old Ford out front, but couldn’t 

remember it.  I remember dad, sittin’ on that porch, summer evenings, lookin’ at that 

old Ford, smokin’ his pipe.  And I’m thinkin’, one o’ these days I’m gonna smoke a 

pipe and look at my old Ford, just like Dad. Hours we spent on that porch. 

JESS 

It isn’t much to look at now. 

BRIAN 

Yeah.  Kind of rundown ain’t it. Hey, you know what?  We could fix it up.  Sure, why 

not?  Fix it up.  Hell, we could do a lot of stuff around here, turn this place into 

somethin’, like it used to be. 

LEAH 

You guys could do that? 
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BRIAN 

What do you say, Bro? 

LEAH 

He’s speechless. 

JESS 

It would be a lot of work and it would take money. 

BRIAN 

Hell, Mr. Handley could get us the money.  And, you know, if we fixed it up we’d get 

a lot more out of it, right? 

LEAH 

What do you mean? 

BRIAN 

Like an investment.  You put something in, you get more out. 

JESS 

(Jumping up and going to the window) 

What a beautiful day this is, don’t you think? 

LEAH 

It’s pouring down rain, sweetheart. 

JESS 

I just love the rain, don’t you? 

LEAH 

Jess . . . .  

JESS 

It sort of reminds me of old times, cozying up by the fire and all that. 

LEAH 

Sweetheart . . . . 

JESS 

What? 

LEAH 

We’re not discussing that right now. 
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JESS 

I know.  And isn’t it a pity.  Just imagine what it would be like if we sat here quietly, 

listened to the rain, warmed our collective soul, and talked about old times.  Wouldn’t 

it be great? 

(There is no response) 

What? 

LEAH 

You want to talk about old times? 

JESS 

Yes.  The Bud’s home, what could be more appropriate. 

LEAH 

The Bud wants to fix up the house.  Don’t you think we should discuss that? 

JESS 

No, not now. 

LEAH 

Why not?  

JESS 

The subject is too deep and too complicated.   

LEAH 

Fixing up the house is deep? 

JESS 

Why don’t we just sit here, have a moment’s peace and enjoy each other’s company.  

It’s the right thing to do, believe me.   

LEAH 

A moment’s peace? 

JESS 

It’s an expression. 

LEAH 

You’re making me nervous. 

JESS 

No, no.  You’re making me nervous.  And, it is not my ideal state of mind. 

LEAH 

Sweetheart . . . . 
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JESS 

What? 

LEAH 

Is there a problem? 

JESS 

Yes. 

LEAH 

Then, let’s talk about it. We have to face our problems, Sweetheart. 

JESS 

It’s against my better judgment. 

(After a look from LEAH) 

Okay.  Okay. 

 (Having decided how to proceed) 

Okay, let me tell you a story.  Once upon a time, there was a young man who went to 

prison. Sorry, Bro.  While in prison he met another young man, whose dad wanted to 

sell him his ranch. 

(Holding off LEAH) 

Thinking that this was a good idea, he phoned home and told his dad about it, who 

said, “Well, that’s a bit of a stretch.”  But, his Mama, being the visionary that she was 

said, “What a fantastic idea! Well, think of the possibilities, he gets out of prison, 

marries the girl of his dreams, they move to Montana, have jobs of children and live 

happily ever after.   

LEAH 

Sweetheart . . . .  

JESS 

What? 

LEAH 

We know this story. 

JESS 

No you don’t.  You know the beginning.  The important part is the ending. 

(After no response) 

 So, crucial to this scheme, was the fact that this young man’s father was writing a 

book.  And being an author of some note, everyone naturally felt that once his latest 

creation came out, it would sell like hotcakes, the money would come rolling in, and 

they would buy the ranch so that at Christmas time, they could welcome everybody 

home, and cuddle up in front of the fireplace with all those little monsters. 

LEAH 

Sweetheart . . . .  
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JESS 

What? 

LEAH 

Get to the point. 

JESS 

So, they put their friend Tom, the banker here, to work, to see how they could 

accomplish all of this. But there was a problem. 

LEAH 

A problem? 

JESS 

Yes, and the problem was . . . . and the problem is . . . . that they have discovered, that 

they can’t do it. 

LEAH 

Do what? 

JESS 

Buy the ranch. 

LEAH 

Why not? 

JESS 

Because, the book is not going to be published.   

LEAH 

What?  Who told you this? 

JESS 

Dad told me. 

LEAH 

He told me that it was coming out this spring. 

JESS 

I know.  

LEAH 

So which is it?  Is it coming out this spring or isn’t it? 

JESS 

It isn’t. 
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LEAH 

And what makes you think that? 

JESS 

Mother, if we talk about this then we’ll have to face it. 

LEAH 

Face what? 

JESS 

Our lives, our sad, morbid, little lives. 

LEAH 

You’re being dramatic. 

JESS 

Not nearly as dramatic as Dad was! 

(Full stop) 

We should not discuss this, not now. 

TOM 

Jess is right.  Let’s talk about this some other time. 

LEAH 

You’re telling me that your father lied to me. 

TOM 

Leah, please. 

LEAH 

I don’t find that plausible.   

JESS 

There goes our peaceful afternoon.  The story is finished.  I have nothing more to say. 

LEAH 

Tom?  

TOM 

It’s true. 

LEAH 

I don’t think so. 

TOM 

I saw the letter. 
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LEAH 

What letter? 

TOM 

The rejection letter. 

LEAH 

Daniel Ogden got a rejection letter?  There has to be some mistake. He was a 

bestselling author.  They would have to be fools. 

JESS 

Mother . . . . 

LEAH 

What? 

JESS 

They weren’t fools. 

(After a look from LEAH) 

They weren’t fools.   

LEAH 

We’ll look for another publisher. 

JESS 

No, we won’t. 

LEAH 

Why not? 

JESS 

Because we can’t. 

LEAH 

And why is that? 

JESS 

Because he destroyed it. 

LEAH 

He what? 

JESS 

He threw it in the fireplace. 

(she glares at him, disbelieving) 

I was there, Mother. 
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LEAH 

When? Oh, my god. Oh, my god.  Danny boy please!  Sweetheart. 

BRIAN 

I’m sorry, Mama. 

LEAH 

(After a long moment) 

There have to be copies.   

JESS 

There are no copies. 

LEAH 

His publishers would have copies. 

(JESS shakes his head.) 

Oh, my God.  Then we’re on our own.  Your father is gone and we’re on our own. 

(To JESS) 

I’m sorry sweetheart.  I ‘m so sorry. 

(After a long moment) 

What do we do?  Tom? 

(No response) 

We have to go to work. 

JESS 

Mother . . . . 

LEAH 

I’m sorry, Jess, but there it is. 

TOM 

Leah, it’s not that simple. The problem is deeper than that. 

(Thinking better of it) 

You’re upset.  We should discuss this at another time. 

LEAH 

I am not a child, Tom.  

TOM 

(After an intense look at LEAH) 

Alright.  How long has it been since Danny had a book published? 

LEAH 

Six years. 
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TOM 

It’s only recently that you’ve run out of money. What do you suppose you have been 

living on the last six years? 

LEAH 

His advance. 

TOM 

There was no advance.  

LEAH 

You’re joking. 

TOM 

He mortgaged the estate.  It made perfect sense.  Another book would pay for it.  But, 

there wasn’t another book. There was another loan, and still no book.  You have bills 

that are unpaid, a mortgage that has not been paid since Danny died, and if it isn’t 

paid soon, you’ll lose the house.  But, there is a way out. You have two assets in this 

family to deal with this.   One of them is the estate, and the other is Brian and this 

ranch.  The estate is extremely valuable, it’s in a prime location, overlooking the bay, 

and it is unique. 

LEAH 

You’re not suggesting . . . .  

TOM 

You can sell the estate, pay off your debts, buy the ranch and move to Montana. 

LEAH 

That’s ridiculous. 

TOM 

It would afford you a comfortable living.  Otherwise, the estate is a liability.   

LEAH 

This “estate” is my home.  It is not a liability. 

BRIAN 

Mama. 

JESS 

It’s time for a change, Mother. 

LEAH 

What’s going on here?  What’s happening here? 

  



 

 April 30, 2015 

48 

BRIAN 

(To JESS) 

You should have told her. 

LEAH 

Told me! You - 

(After looking at them all) 

We’re not selling this house. 

BRIAN 

Why not? 

LEAH 

Because we live here! 

BRIAN 

Not for long.  The bank . . . .  

TOM 

Brian . . . .  

LEAH 

Oh, my God!  You’ve already done it!  You’ve sold my house.  Please don’t tell me 

that you have sold my house. 

TOM 

Don’t be silly. 

LEAH 

Silly! 

(With resolve) 

This house is family.  We are not selling it.  

BRIAN 

It’s a morgue. 

LEAH 

Brian! 

BRIAN 

Look at what’s happened here.  The sooner we get out of here, the better. I need this 

ranch, Mama. Mama, please.  It was all set. 

LEAH 

When there was a book to pay for it!  It did not involve selling the house!  
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BRIAN 

Forget the house!  This is not about the goddamn house! You don’t get it.  You just 

don’t get it. 

LEAH 

Get what? 

BRIAN 

Dad got it.  

LEAH 

Really?  What was he sober enough to get? 

BRIAN 

Where have I been the last four years?  I’ve been in prison.  I have been sittin’ in a 

stinkin’ hole.  I meet a guy whose old man wants to sell me a ranch.  I can get out of 

there, and be what I want to be for the first time my goddamn life, and you don’t get 

it! 

LEAH 

I’m sorry. 

JESS 

It’s Dad who should be sorry. 

LEAH 

Jess . . . .  

JESS 

For god’s sake, Mother. 

LEAH 

Sweetheart, please.  Don’t . . . .  

JESS 

Don’t what?   Do you know what he has done to me?   I’ll tell you what he has done 

to me.  He has consumed me!  I swear to God, I hear him walking around up there in 

that study every night of the week! Do you know what that’s like, living with that?  

He had no right, Mother.  He had no right. 

LEAH 

He had no right, but don’t dwell on it, please.  There were good times, marvelous 

times.  The joy of my life was the two of you “discussing the world,” Jess.   He loved 

you.  I don’t want you to forget that.  And, I don’t want you to forget him.   

JESS 

Forget him! 
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TOM 

Leah . . . 

LEAH 

What? 

TOM 

Brian is right. You should get out. 

LEAH 

We’re through talking about this. 

(She heads for the closet) 

TOM 

Where are you going? 

LEAH 

(Getting her coat) 

For a walk. 

TOM 

It’s pouring down rain. 

LEAH 

(Putting on the coat) 

I like the rain.   

BRIAN 

We have to talk about this, Mama. 

LEAH 

We have talked about it. 

BRIAN 

I need this ranch, Mama! I want to be free! 

LEAH 

Free . . . . you want to be free.  It would be lovely to be free.  Not to have to worry 

about money, about my boys, and when they’re coming home.  To see Jess published, 

to see you and Andrea married, with children, my grandchildren, playing on the floor 

in front of that fireplace. But what do I know about being free?   I have spent my 

entire life caring.  I have care for you, your brother, and your father. And now, I want 

someone to care for me.  I want to live the rest of my life in my house with my 

family, caring for me.  

BRIAN 

What about me? 
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LEAH 

You are twenty-four years old.  I am fifty-five.  

BRIAN 

Mama . . . . 

LEAH 

When you were six years old, you had had a nightmare.  You came running down 

these stairs with tears streaming down your cheeks.  Your father picked you up in his 

arms, carried you to bed, tucked you in, and all was right with the world again.  I have 

seen that a hundred times in this house.  This house is a part of me and we are not 

selling it! 

(She turns and heads for the door.) 

BRIAN 

Mama, if you don’t sell it, we’ll sell it.  You goddamn right we will.  We’ll pay off 

the mortgage and get the hell out of here!  Mama, please!  Mama, listen to me!   

(LEAH exits out the front door.  Calling after her) 

Mama! MAMA! 

[BLACKOUT] 
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ACT II 

Scene 1 

 (It is early the next morning.  LEAH appears at the top of the 

stairs.  JESS is sitting at the desk huddled under a blanket, 

concentrating on writing. The lights are on.  The rain has stopped.  

The sun is shining brilliantly.) 

LEAH 

Jess? 

(JESS slumps) 

What are you doing? 

JESS 

Working. 

LEAH 

Working? 

(LEAH doesn’t move) 

JESS 

When the muse strikes, Mother. 

(LEAH still doesn’t move.) 

What? 

LEAH 

I’m speechless. 

JESS 

Good. 

(LEAH still doesn’t move) 

I really want to do this. 

LEAH 

Of course.  Yes, of course.  Oh, good Lord of course.  I’ll just . . .  don’t mind me. 

(After seeing the room she jumps into action.) 

  Look at this place. Why is it, every night I go to bed . . . . 

JESS 

If God knew, he would tell us. 

LEAH 

Right.  How are you feeling?  Have you had breakfast? 
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JESS 

No. 

LEAH 

Do you want some? 

JESS 

No. 

LEAH 

Coffee?  I could get you some coffee. 

JESS 

No thank you. 

LEAH 

(After looking under the couch) 

Well, now, that’s interesting. 

JESS 

What’s that? 

LEAH 

There are no shoes under the couch. 

JESS 

(Exasperated) 

Mother . . . .  

LEAH 

What? 

JESS 

You’re interrupting.  I’m writing a poem.  Writing a poem is a serious creative effort.  

And it is a melancholy poem.  Melancholy poems require a great deal of 

concentration and a minimum of interruption. Now, I can understand you being 

surprised and can even share in the excitement, but please, I must write the poem. 

LEAH 

Sorry. 

(Turning to leave but then turning back) 

Jess . . . .  

JESS 

What? 

LEAH 

One more thing. 
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JESS 

What’s that? 

LEAH 

Where’s your brother? 

JESS 

I don’t know. 

LEAH 

You don’t know? 

JESS 

Not precisely, no. 

LEAH 

Surely he came home with you last night? Where did you go? 

JESS 

Stacy’s Bar. 

LEAH 

Jess! 

JESS 

It was late.  We needed something to eat. 

LEAH 

Was there trouble? 

JESS 

And why would you ask that? 

LEAH 

Because, there is always trouble at Stacy’s Bar. 

JESS 

No.  There was no trouble.  He is as safe as a baby in a cradle.  It is a new day.  Let’s 

breathe in the good clean air and enjoy the wonder of it all.  What do you say? 

LEAH 

If only that were possible. 

(Thinking better of it) 

 Alright . . . . alright . . . . you’re right. But, I tell you what, if you should feel a crying 

need, come into the kitchen and I’ll get you some breakfast, okay? 

JESS 

Thank you.  Thank you so much. 
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LEAH 

(She starts into the kitchen and then turns back) 

Jess. 

JESS 

What? 

LEAH 

One more thing. 

JESS 

One. 

LEAH 

Why a melancholy poem? 

JESS 

Because all good poems are melancholy. 

LEAH 

Maybe that why you’re having so much trouble writing it. 

(LEAH exits into the kitchen. BRIAN appears on the stairs.  He is 

only half dressed and very groggy.  Suddenly he lets out a 

monstrous noise, runs down the stairs, leaps into the air, and lands 

on the couch in front of the fireplace.) 

Oooooooooaaaaaaaaaaaaaggggggggghhhh! 

JESS 

(Recovering) 

Good morning. 

BRIAN 

Mornin’.  Where’s Mama? 

JESS 

In the kitchen. 

BRIAN 

What’s she doin’? 

JESS 

Sulking. 

BRIAN 

Good.  What are you doin’? 
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JESS 

Well, I was writing a poem, but maybe I’ll just give it up. 

BRIAN 

That’s good. 

JESS 

What’s that? 

BRIAN 

Writin’ a poem.  I tried that once.  Couldn’t get the hang of it. 

JESS 

Why not? 

BRIAN 

I don’t know.  Nothin’ to write about, I guess. God, it’s cold in here.  You got any 

firewood? 

JESS 

You’ll have to split it. 

BRIAN 

Good. Yea, that’s good. 

JESS 

 “Build a fire, warm up twice.” 

BRIAN 

(Getting up and going toward the closet) 

Thanks, “Dad.” 

JESS 

Where you going? 

BRIAN 

Get a jacket.   

(TOM arrives at the front door as BRIAN is about to go out.) 

Good morning, Mr. Handley. 

TOM 

Good morning, Brian.  How are you this morning? 

BRIAN 

I’ve been better. 
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TOM 

Can I come in? 

BRIAN 

Sure. 

TOM 

Good morning, Jess. 

JESS 

Mr. Handley.  What brings you up this morning? 

TOM 

I thought I’d have a chat with your mother. 

BRIAN 

Good. 

JESS 

She’s in the kitchen. 

TOM 

Thank you. 

(JESS gathers the blanket and goes upstairs. BRIAN exits the front 

door.  TOM goes into the kitchen where LEAH is sitting at the 

table writing.)  

Good morning, my sweet. 

LEAH 

Hello, Tom. 

TOM 

Lovely morning.  

LEAH 

If you say so. 

TOM 

What ya doin’? 

LEAH 

Very little. 

TOM 

Can I sit? 
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LEAH 

Sure, be my guest. 

TOM 

Is there a problem? 

LEAH 

You mean, other than the fact that you want to throw me out of my house? 

TOM 

Yes, other than that. 

LEAH 

Or the fact that my family is going to hell? 

TOM 

That too. Can I help? 

LEAH 

I don’t think so. I don’t know what to do. 

TOM 

About what? 

LEAH 

(Holding up a letter) 

About this. Everything was riding on the book, Tom. 

TOM 

Not everything. 

LEAH 

Everything. 

TOM 

That’s not true. 

LEAH 

I don’t like being impoverished, Tom.  I don’t like not being able to pay our bills, 

being hungry, being embarrassed, and not being able to have our friends over. I was 

not raised like this. And I will not live my life like this. 

TOM 

Okay. 

LEAH 

I need creative people around me. 
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TOM 

(Teasing her) 

People like me. 

LEAH 

Bankers aren’t creative.  If they are, they go to jail. Painters, architects, writers . . . . 

musicians, people that make life interesting, that can carry on a conversation. 

TOM 

Right. 

LEAH 

But, it takes money.  You can’t have people over when you can’t feed them when you 

have nothing hanging on your walls.   Without the book, we have no money.  Without 

the money, we have no friends and without the friends we have no life. 

TOM 

(Slightly sarcastic) 

Devastating. 

LEAH 

So, I was planning a launch. And now, not only is there not going to be a launch, but 

everyone is going to know that we are dirt poor and that my family wants to throw me 

out of my house. 

TOM 

Nobody wants to throw you out of your house. 

 LEAH 

And, if that weren’t enough, the boys didn’t come home last night. 

TOM 

They’re . . . .  

LEAH 

Do you know what that means? 

TOM 

No. 

LEAH 

It means that nothing has changed.  I had so hoped that something would have 

changed. 

TOM 

I just saw them. 
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LEAH 

Very early this morning, Tom.  They came home very early this morning.  I’m not 

even sure Brian is home. 

TOM 

You didn’t look? 

LEAH 

I am not going to look into their bedroom.  Andrea is still asleep, so far as I know.  

Jess has only just gotten to bed, except that he doesn’t go to bed.  And Brian . . . .  

TOM 

I just spoke with him. 

LEAH 

He’s home! It’s a miracle! And, you’ll never guess where they were. 

TOM 

Where? 

LEAH 

Stacy’s Bar. 

(No response) 

  Brian was arrested there, Tom. 

TOM 

Right. 

LEAH 

So no, I don’t know what to do. 

(Holding it up) 

This is the letter that I’m trying to write to our friends. Now, please don’t tell me 

you’ve come to say what a wonderful day this is. 

TOM 

No. I came to tell you that I’m sorry about yesterday. 

LEAH 

Well, that’s a comfort.  Thank you. 

TOM 

I’m sorry that you had to find out that way.   

LEAH 

That’s very kind.  If you’re going to throw a widow out of her house it’s best be kind. 

TOM 

Nobody is going to throw you out of your house. 
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LEAH 

“We’ll sell it, pay off the mortgage and get the hell out of here?”  

TOM 

They can’t sell your house, Leah.  And, if they could they wouldn’t. 

LEAH 

They can’t? 

TOM 

Of course not. 

LEAH 

Why not? 

TOM 

They don’t own it.  You can’t sell something you don’t own. 

LEAH 

Well, that’s a blessing. 

TOM 

But, you need to seriously consider Montana. 

LEAH 

I find that puzzling.  How could you possibly think that?  Do you honestly believe 

that Jess could be a ranch hand?  He can’t even keep his room straight. 

TOM 

He might surprise you. 

LEAH 

Brian likes to ride horses. And, where would I live? 

TOM 

In Montana. 

LEAH 

Tom please.  Fifteen thousand acres.  Who would I talk to, the cows? And if it didn’t 

work out, we’d be out in the street.  Now surely you understand that, you’re a banker.  

Except that they don’t have streets. 

TOM 

You’re over stating it. 

LEAH 

I don’t think so. 
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TOM 

This was your idea. 

LEAH 

For Brian and Andrea, Tom.  If it didn’t work out they’d be back home. We are 

talking about disrupting lives here. So, whose idea was this? 

(No response) 

Whose? Brian? 

TOM 

No. 

LEAH 

Jess? 

(No response) 

 Well, that’s surprising. Then, who? 

TOM 

Danny. 

LEAH 

Danny asked you to sell my house? 

TOM 

He asked me to look into it. 

LEAH 

He didn’t discuss it with me. 

TOM 

We’d only just begun . . . .  

LEAH 

You don’t look into selling your wife’s house without discussing it with her. 

TOM 

He didn’t want you to know. 

LEAH 

He was going to move me to Montana, and I wasn’t going to notice? 

TOM 

About the book, Leah.  If he had discussed the house . . . . .  

LEAH 

How was I not to know about the book?  He said it was coming out this spring.  

Spring doesn’t take forever. 
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TOM 

He didn’t want to disappoint you, please. He needed time. 

LEAH 

Time for what? 

TOM 

To sort things out.  He was convinced that buying the ranch and moving to Montana 

was best for everyone.  

LEAH 

How could he possibly have thought that? 

TOM 

It would be a fresh start. 

LEAH 

 “Fresh,” hardly describes it. 

TOM 

He could get rid of his debts, Brian could get his ranch, Jess could get a new “frame 

of reference,” and just maybe he could write a new book. 

LEAH 

Then, why didn’t he tell me?  All he had to do was tell me.  I could have helped, 

Tom. 

(TOM is troubled) 

He was not alone, Tom.  He had a wife. 

TOM 

He also had a friend. 

LEAH 

Excuse me? 

TOM 

Leah, we’d been together since high school.  We were in the war together.  I was 

there when he was hit, for God’s sake.  His debts were crushing him.  He was in 

excruciating pain.  His memoirs had been rejected.  He came to me, pouring out what 

a miserable failure he was.  And I didn’t see this coming.  I didn’t prevent this? 

LEAH 

How could you have prevented it? 
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TOM 

I could have remembered the goddamn gun.  I could have insisted that he get help.  I 

could have convinced him to tell you about the book.  I could have told you about the 

book.  I could have done any number of things, but no.  Danny had a Bronze Star, a 

Purple Heart, a piece of shrapnel in his back, and I did nothing.   

LEAH 

I’m sorry, Tom.  I’m so sorry.  I wish he hadn’t done it, Tom. I wish to god he hadn’t 

done it. 

TOM 

I want you to promise me something.  If you need my help, you’ll ask for it.  I’m your 

friend, Leah.  I’m the best friend you are ever going to have. 

LEAH 

Of course. 

TOM 

I have an appointment.  I have to go. 

LEAH 

You’re sure. 

TOM 

Yes. 

LEAH 

I’ll see you out. 

TOM 

Thank heaven the rain has stopped. 

LEAH 

Yes, we could use a little sunshine. 

(LEAH and TOM exit kitchen and proceed to the front door.) 

TOM 

Take care of yourself, Leah.  I’ll be thinking about you. 

(JESS enters on the stairs) 

LEAH 

Thank you, Tom.  Thank you very much. 

(She kisses TOM on the cheek. TOM exits.) 

JESS 

That was nice.  
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LEAH 

Don’t you be snarky. 

JESS 

Me, snarky?  Never. 

LEAH 

Right. 

(BRIAN enters the front door with firewood. He starts to lay a 

fire.) 

BRIAN 

Hello, Mama.  

LEAH 

Well, hello, hello, hello, Sweetheart. It’s a pleasure to see you up an running and in 

my house. Did you sleep well? 

BRIAN 

No. 

LEAH 

I’m sorry.  Do you want some breakfast? 

BRIAN 

No thank you. 

LEAH 

You’ll be hungry. 

BRIAN 

We ate last night. 

LEAH 

That Stacey must be a wonderful cook. 

(Turning toward the kitchen) 

I’ll be in the kitchen.  You want something, you come and tell me. 

(LEAH exits to the kitchen.  ANDREA enters on the stairs.  She is 

wearing a modern outfit complete with pants.) 

BRIAN 

Mama . . . .  

ANDREA 

She’s pissed. 
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BRIAN 

(Seeing how she’s dressed) 

No shit. Hey, what’s this? 

ANDREA 

What? 

BRIAN 

You’re wearin’ pants. 

ANDREA 

Yes. 

BRIAN 

I thought you were goin’ to work. 

LEAH 

I am. 

BRIAN 

Like that? 

ANDREA 

Why not? It’s an outfit. It’s in. You don’t like it? 

JESS 

Excuse me.  I’ll see you guys later. 

(JESS exits to the kitchen.) 

RIAN 

Well, it doesn’t . . . . you know . . . .  

ANDREA 

It doesn’t what?  

BRIAN 

You’ve got fabulous legs, Andrea.  It’s like puttin’ ‘em under a bushel, or something.  

It’s a waste. 

ANDREA 

Coming from a leg man? 

BRIAN 

Yea. It’s a compliment, sweetheart.  Look, I’m sorry about last night. 

ANDREA 

You should be. 
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BRIAN 

I tell you what, let me make it up to ya .  Let’s go out, have some dinner, drive out to 

the beach . . . . .  

ANDREA 

I don’t think so. 

BRIAN 

You and me, the ocean. 

(ANDREA is not impressed.) 

You’re really pissed, aren’t ya?   Look, I said I was sorry. 

ANDREA 

Where’d you go? 

BRIAN 

Stacy’s Bar. 

ANDREA 

God, Brian. 

BRIAN 

It was late.  We needed something to eat. 

ANDREA 

Your mother fixed you dinner, and then we waited, and waited.  The dinner got cold 

and eventually I went to bed. 

BRIAN 

Oh God.  

ANDREA 

After four years, I’m lying in bed and you don’t show up.  Now, what is that 

supposed to mean? 

BRIAN 

That I’m and idiot, a goddamn, fucking idiot! 

ANDREA 

What, were you thinking? 

BRIAN 

“What the hell just happened here?”  That’s what I was thinkin’.  Babe, please, let’s 

go somewhere and have a good time.  I’ll pick you up at work. 

ANDREA 

You don’t know where I work. 
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BRIAN 

It’s in the city.   

ANDREA 

It’s downtown. 

BRIAN 

Yeah. 

ANDREA 

And how do I know you’d show up? 

BRIAN 

Babe, hands down, cross my heart and hope to die. 

ANDREA 

That’s not convincing. 

BRIAN 

Okay, absolutely.  No problem.  I’ll be there. Best time ever.  I swear.  On my 

mother’s grave. Well, maybe not that. 

ANDREA 

Okay, but . . . . . 

BRIAN 

No buts, Babe.  As God is my witness, no buts. 

ANDREA 

Alright, I’ll see you after work. 

BRIAN 

What time you get off? 

ANDREA 

Five o’clock. 

(ANDREA heads for the door) 

BRIAN 

On the dot, Babe, on the dot! Uh, Sweetheart . . . .  

ANDREA 

What? 

(No response) 

What?  I’ve got to go. 

BRIAN 

You still want to go to Montana? 
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ANDREA 

After yesterday, I don’t know.  

BRIAN 

It’s Mama isn’t it? 

ANDREA 

Hon, I’ve got to go.  I’m gonna be late. 

BRIAN 

Well, is it? 

ANDREA 

Partly, yea. 

BRIAN 

Oh, God. 

ANDREA 

What? 

BRIAN 

You don’t want to go. 

 

ANDREA 

I didn’t say that. 

JESS 

What is it?  Is it the outfit?  You can’t wear the outfit in Montana, what? 

ANDREA 

Don’t be silly. 

BRIAN 

I am not being silly. 

ANDREA 

We can talk about it tonight. 

BRIAN 

Why talk about it?  Do you want to go or not? 

ANDREA 

It’s not that simple. 

BRIAN 

Why? 
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ANDREA 

I have a job. 

BRIAN 

You can quit a job. 

ANDREA 

No, I can’t.  I have responsibilities.  And maybe I don’t want to quit.  

BRIAN 

It’s in the city. 

ANDREA 

Yeah. 

BRIAN 

You get on a bus. 

ANDREA 

Lots of people do, Brian. 

BRIAN 

Not you.  You belong on a horse, not a bus.  You were born on a horse, for God’s 

sake! 

ANDREA 

That doesn’t mean I have to die on one. 

BRIAN 

I don’t believe this.  You can’t be serious. 

ANDREA 

Why? 

BRIAN 

You sit in an office all day. 

ANDREA 

I do more than sit in an office. 

BRIAN 

You like sittin’ in an office? 

ANDREA 

I don’t mind it. 

BRIAN 

You’d rather sit in an office than go to Montana?  
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ANDREA 

Maybe!  Brian, running a ranch is --  

BRIAN 

You’re scared.  You’re scared.  Damn it.  No. 

ANDREA 

What? 

BRIAN 

Jeeze. You remember Mexico? 

ANDREA 

Yeah. 

BRIAN 

We’re havin’ lunch at Cid’s.  We’re talkin’ ‘bout Mexico.  You say you’ve never 

been there.  We hop in the car and we’re there three weeks.  We call home from 

Mexico. 

ANDREA 

Yeah? 

BRIAN 

Yeah. 

ANDREA 

So, what’s your point? 

BRIAN 

God, I hope you get over this. 

ANDREA 

Get over what? 

BRIAN 

Babe, you weren’t scared. You were excited. What’s happened to you?  Babe, the city 

ain’t no life for you.  It ain’t no life.  Montana, 15,000 acres, you and me, on our own, 

nobody pushin’ us around, nobody tellin’ us what to do, that’s a life. 

ANDREA 

But what if it’s not my life? 

BRIAN 

Oh God, don’t say that. Don’t say that. 

ANDREA 

Then what? 
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BRIAN 

Then, nothin’.  Nothin’ means nothin’ without you.   We talked ‘bout this for months. 

ANDREA 

I know. 

BRIAN 

I don’t mean nothin’ to you? 

ANDREA 

You mean the world to me. 

BRIAN 

Then take off the goddam pants. 

ANDREA 

Babe, listen.  Listen to me. You have to consider me. Prison is tough, but waiting at 

home is no picnic.  When I first came here I was a kid.  I was sixteen years old.  I’d 

never even been on a date before. 

BRIAN 

Get out.  I don’t believe that. 

ANDREA 

I was Catholic.  I grew up in a country school where the boys sat on the right and the 

girls sat on the left.  I went to a high school where the only male was the janitor. And 

then I met you.  And what do you think?  You told me I was pretty. You showed me 

things I had never seen . . . . Mexico. Without you, I’d be in Powel Montana right 

now and I’d have half a dozen kids. But, sweetheart, I am not in Powel, I am here, in 

Mill Valley, I have waited for you for four years.  So what happens if I don’t want to 

go to Montana?  What happens if I want to do something different? 

BRIAN 

Oh God. 

ANDREA 

We have to talk about this. I’ve got to go to work. 

BRIAN 

Why don’t we have some breakfast?  Mother’s in there.  She’s dyin’ to feed 

somebody. 

ANDREA 

I’ve already had breakfast.  I really have got to go.  I’ll see you tonight. 

(ANDREA heads toward the door.) 

BRIAN 

Andrea. 
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ANDREA 

(Turning to him) 

What? 

BRIAN 

I like the pants. 

ANDREA 

You what? 

BRIAN 

Hottest damn pants I ever seen on anybody. 

ANDREA 

You, my friend, are impossible. 

BRIAN 

I know.  Ain’t it just awful? Baby, let’s ride. 

ANDREA 

Ride? 

(Having decided) 

I’ll call in sick. 

BRIAN 

Hot damn! 

ANDREA 

I’ll get changed.. 

(She runs up the stairs.) 

BRIAN 

Ride ‘em, baby, ride ‘em!  Wahoooooooo!  God, that woman’s hot, hot, hot, hot, hot! 

Hallelujah, amen!   

(Interring the kitchen)  

Hey, Mama, I’m hungry as a bear.  How’s about some breakfast? 

LEAH 

What changed your mind? 

BRIAN 

Andrea.  We’re goin’ ridin’. 

LEAH 

Isn’t she going to work? 

BRIAN 

Nope! 



 

 April 30, 2015 

74 

LEAH 

You’re going to be a bad influence on that girl. 

BRIAN 

God, I hope so. It’s an expression. 

(To JESS) 

 Hey, Bro, let’s go make a fire, generate some heat! Mama, a big breakfast, eggs, 

bacon, coffee, pancakes, the works. 

LEAH 

You’re sure? 

BRIAN 

I am absolutely sure. Ain’t that right, Bro?   

(BRIAN and JESS go into the living room to build the fire.)  

BRIAN 

Now, let’s get this baby goin’.  Dammit! 

JESS 

What? 

BRIAN 

Andrea.  You seen that outfit?  Damn, she looks good in an outfit. 

JESS 

She’d look good in a sheet. 

BRIAN 

Yippy tie yi yeah, partner.   Yippy tie yi yeah.  Hey, Bro, I’m gone four years.  Did 

she ah --? 

JESS 

Did she what? 

BRIAN 

Well, you know.  Hell, a girl like her, somebody’d be interested.  If I’d o’ been here 

I’d o’ been interested. 

JESS 

Well, thank God for that. 

BRIAN 

Yea. Really. 

(Suddenly thinking of his father’s suicide) 

Shit!  Jeeze. 
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JESS 

What? 

BRIAN 

I can’t imagine it. 

JESS 

Imagine what? 

BRIAN 

Dad.  God, Jess. 

JESS 

Don’t imagine it. 

BRIAN 

Yeah, but . . . .  

JESS 

You don’t need to imagine it. 

BRIAN 

But . . . . 

JESS 

Brian, don’t think about it.  Build the fire. 

BRIAN 

“Build the fire.”  You sound like Dad. “Build the fire, warm up twice.” It takes you 

back, don’t it? 

JESS 

What’s that? 

BRIAN 

The fire.  You and me and Dad, roasting hot dogs.  Mama roasting marshmallows.  

Dad telling us stories . . . . France and Germany and all that.  Hell, we thought he’d 

been everywhere and done everything.  It kind o’ made me want to be there too. 

JESS 

There was a war going on. 

BRIAN 

Yea, I know, but I was just a kid. He wasn’t a bad old man, all things considerin’. 

JESS 

“All things considerin’.”   
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BRIAN 

(Suddenly remembering) 

Shit! 

JESS 

What? 

BRIAN 

Dammit!  How could I forget this?  I got a hat!  You can’t go to Montana without no 

goddam hat.   You want to see it?   I got it right here.    

JESS 

Sure. 

BRIAN 

(Going to the closet) 

This is some hat, Bro. 

(He approaches JESS with a hat box and opens it.) 

You wait till you see this hat. 

(Putting it on) 

There.  Ain’t that somethin’?    Ain’t that just me, gringo? 

(Reaching back into the box he pulls out a box of cigarillos) 

Hey, I got somethin’ else.  You know what these are? 

JESS 

Cigarettes? 

BRIAN 

No, man. These are cigarillos!  Here, look at this. 

(He puts a cigarillo in his mouth and strikes the Marlboro man 

pose.) 

There.  How about that, huh? 

JESS 

Hey, hey. 

BRIAN 

Hey, hey.  I was goin’ to get me a sheepskin jacket but, couldn’t afford it.  Get that 

later.  Hey, that ain’t all.  Hot damn! 

(Rummaging around in the box) 

You are gonna love this. 

JESS 

What? 

BRIAN 

Hold on.  It’s comin’, it’s comin’. 

(He pulls out a large belt buckle.) 
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There, what do you think of that?  That is some belt buckle, man.  Ain’t that some 

belt buckle? It’s for you, Bro. 

JESS 

For me?  

BRIAN 

Sure. 

JESS 

What do I do with it? 

BRIAN 

You put it on your belt.  You’ve got a belt, don’t you? 

(JESS raises his shirt and reveals a very thin belt.  BRIAN grabs 

back the belt buckle.) 

Dammit, Jess!  You need a belt, I’ll get you a belt. 

(Throwing the belt buckle back into the box) 

Shit! 

JESS 

Hey, Bud. 

BRIAN 

Nothin’s workin’ out.  All this time, I’m thinkin’, “When I get home”. 

 

Andrea doesn’t want to go. 

 

 What am I supposed to do?  If it ain’t Montana, then what? I asked Dad once, “What 

am I gonna do?”  You know what he said?  “Be yourself.” What the hell does that 

mean, “be yourself”? Dad was so fucked up.  And I’m thinkin’, maybe I could do 

somethin’, get him some weed.  Four years in a stinkin’ cell. You could fit four of 

‘em in this room.  And guess what?  It weren’t no help anyway.  He kills himself. 

 

Okay, okay.  Be yourself.  I like ridin’ horses.  I like bein’ in the country.  I like work.  

I could be a goddamn rancher!  Well, why the hell not?  It ain’t supposed to be easy.  

Nothin’s easy . . . . nothin’ worth nothin’.  You think dad built this house ‘cause it 

was easy?  You think he wrote books ‘cause it was easy?  Look at this place.  People 

thought he was nuts.  But, it was him, so he built it.  Well, this ranch is me.  It’s the 

same goddam thing! 
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And what if you don’t?   You ever think o’ that?  What if you don’t? Yesterday, I’m 

in these stores.  I’m looking at this stuff.  I walk up to the counter, and there’s this 

girl.  And Jess, she was nice.  I mean, she was really nice.  And, she’s friendly and 

talkin’ and everything but, it’s like, she wasn’t there. She didn’t want to be in that 

store. A nice girl like that.  There’s gotta be all kinds of things goin’ on inside but, 

nothin’.  It’s the job.  It’s the goddamn job.  It’s sappin’ the life out of her.  What do 

you bet, she gets out o’ there, meets some guy, and she’s terrific. I don’t want to end 

up like that.  I don’t want to waste my life.  I don’t need that. Nobody gives a damn! 

JESS 

That’s not true. 

 

BRIAN 

They don’t care . . . .  all my life. They care about you, Bro.  I’m not sayin’ they 

shouldn’t, but jeeze.  I don’t have the talents you have, Bro.  I’m not smart like you.  I 

just want to ride horses.  It’s that goddamn simple.  It’s hard work, but I like work.  It 

suits me. I’m an ex-con.  An ex-con ain’t never, ever, gonna buy anything, ever! 

What’s so special about this goddamn place anyway?  We should blow it up! 

JESS 

Easy pardner. 

BRIAN 

Easy? 

JESS 

We’ll find a way. 

BRIAN 

You want we should get jobs?  You want we should pump gas?  How much gas do 

you think it would take, huh?  Maybe we should sell cars.  How ‘bout we fry 

hamburgers? 

JESS 

We’re not going to fry hamburgers. 

BRIAN 

Lots and lots of hamburgers.  Hay, we start up hamburger joints all over the country.  

We make lots of money.  Now we can buy the ranch! But, you know what?  There 

wouldn’t be any ranch.  It’s gone. 

JESS 

We’d find another. 

BRIAN 

What difference does it make?  We just spent out entire lives frying hamburgers! We 

might as well sell belt buckles. 
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JESS 

She was nice, huh? 

BRIAN 

She was terrific.  She could o’ been terrific.  How many people could o’ been terrific? 

And it’s goin’ away, man!  It is just goin’ away! 

JESS 

We’ll think of something. 

BRIAN 

Yeah well, we better think of “somethin’” pretty damn quick, ‘cause Bro, this is 

gettin’ intense. I’m starved.  You want some breakfast? 

JESS 

Yea, sure.  I’ll be in in a minute. 

(BRIAN has taken off the hat but stops.) 

What’s the matter? 

BRIAN 

What am I gonna do with the goddamn hat? 

JESS 

Wear it. 

BRIAN 

(After laying the hat down) 

And you don’t touch that hat.  It cost me sixty bucks. 

(BRIAN goes into the kitchen. ANDREA enters from upstairs.)  

ANDREA 

You look serious.  

JESS 

It’s my natural state of mind.  Watch out for him, Andrea. 

ANDREA 

For who? 

JESS 

Brian.  He’s very intense. Where are you going? 

ANDREA 

The Valley. 

JESS 

It’s wet out there.  Things could get messy. 
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(JESS starts looking around the room for the hardware shopping 

bag.) 

ANDREA 

What are you doing? 

JESS 

Looking for my rope. 

ANDREA 

What rope? 

JESS 

Three quarter inch manila rope.  Have you seen it? 

ANDREA 

No. What’s it for? 

JESS 

A swing. 

ANDREA 

A swing? 

JESS 

Yes, a swing. 

ANDREA 

A swing swing? 

JESS 

No, not a swing swing.  A swing! 

ANDREA 

What do you want a swing for? 

JESS 

All right, it’s not a swing! It’s a rope. 

ANDREA 

Okay. 

JESS 

Do you love him, Andrea? 

ANDREA 

Why do you ask? 
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JESS 

Because, I want to know. 

ANDREA 

Why? 

JESS 

Because it’s important.  Brian is important to me, you are important, it’s important. 

You told him you weren’t going to go to Montana, didn’t you? 

ANDREA 

We talked about it. 

JESS 

You should go, you know. 

ANDREA 

I’m not so sure. 

JESS 

There now, you see, that’s the difference between you and me.  You have 

alternatives.  You have a good man, who loves you.  If you give him a chance and 

he’ll show you the world.  You don’t believe you can see the world from a ranch 

house in Montana, but then, you’re young.  You don’t know everything.  I, of course, 

do! But then you may not choose Montana.  You may instead choose to stay here. 

You are young, and intelligent, and mysterious and beautiful.  There’s a whole other 

life for you, if you stay here. You have alternatives. 

ANDREA 

Everyone has alternatives. 

JESS 

Not everyone.  Take me, for instance.  Do you know what I want to be when I grow 

up?  I want to be -- to be me!  How about that? 

ANDREA 

You are you. 

JESS 

Do you know what I am?  I am a short, fat, worthless, ineffectual, thirty-three-year-

old dirty old man.  I want to be a poet.  I want to write poetry that matters.  

ANDREA 

Then do it. 
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JESS 

I can’t.  I sit down to work and nothing comes out.  So, you know what I do?  I read.  

I’ve read two hundred books in the last four years. Occasionally I will be inspired, 

and I will write, with passion, my God, with sweat dripping down my body.  I will go 

without food, without sleep, and I will write.  But do you know what I will have 

written?  When I come out of this frenzy and look realistically at what I have written, 

I will have written a simple, ineffectual, microscopic, senseless love poem. And I 

don’t have alternatives. God, how I envy you. 

ANDREA 

Me? 

JESS 

You’re amazing, absolutely amazing.  You came here six years ago looking for a 

room, fell in love with the first man you met, who was carted off to prison, spent the 

next four years of your life listening to Mother and me carp at each other, Dad 

committed suicide, now Brian comes home, wants to make you Queen of the Nile, 

and yet you seem --.  How do you do that? 

ANDREA 

You make my life seem awfully simple. 

JESS 

I’m sorry.  Did I leave something out? 

ANDREA 

Life. 

JESS 

(Sarcastically) 

I’m sorry.  I’m so sorry.  How do you do it anyway? 

ANDREA 

Do what? 

JESS 

Cope. 

ANDREA 

Jess . . . . 

JESS 

It doesn’t matter.  Please, please, please, it doesn’t matter.  What matters, what really 

matters, what I truly don’t understand, is how can you be so blind? 

ANDREA 

Blind? 



 

 April 30, 2015 

83 

JESS 

You know everything there is to know about me.  You know my deepest innermost 

thoughts, except for the most important one, except for the passion that drives me.  

How come you don’t know about that? 

ANDREA 

What are you talking about? 

JESS 

Is it that unreasonable?  Is it that unthinkable?  But then, what am I?  I am nothing. 

ANDREA 

What kind of bullshit is that?  Why would you say that? 

 

JESS 

Because I love you.  Don’t be shocked, Andrea.  I would give everything that I have, 

if I could crawl naked into bed with you for just one night and caress your little toe. 

 

I sat alone and thought 

 how strange this life that does 

 not seem to me alive. 

 

You came to find my senses dulled 

 my life an endless space. 

 

But then, I barely felt your gentle gaze 

 and saw that you were quiet 

  and young 

  and beautiful 

  and full of mystery. 

 

(Jumping up and looking around the Room) 

I want to find the goddamn rope. 

ANDREA 

For a swing? 

JESS 

Yes, for a swing, because I have no alternative. 

ANDREA 

That’s a lie. 

JESS 

Andrea, my life is a lie. 
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ANDREA 

Nonsense.  Why can’t you write, Jess? 

JESS 

I told you.  Nothing comes out. 

ANDREA 

That’s not true. You can’t write because of what your father did to you.   But, you do 

have an alternative.  You can forget it. 

JESS 

Forget it? 

ANDREA 

All of it . . . . the poetry, the struggle, your father, everything.   

JESS 

Who are you, a missionary or something? 

ANDREA 

If I were a missionary, I would crawl naked into your bed one night and whisper into 

your ear, “Give it up.” 

JESS 

And I would never let you out. 

ANDREA 

Think about it. 

JESS 

It’s impossible, Andrea.  I think about it all the time. Besides, none of this is about 

me. 

(BRIAN enters from the kitchen.) 

BRIAN 

Hey Babe, you ready? 

ANDREA 

Sure. 

(To JESS) 

Will you think about it? 

BRIAN 

Think about what? 

JESS 

All right, I’ll think about it. 
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BRIAN 

See you later, Bro. 

ANDREA 

We’ll see you later. 

JESS 

See you later. 

(BRIAN and ANDREA exit out the front door. JESS sees his poem 

on the desk and begins to read.) 

When he was a child 

 he went down to the river. 

There was a rope 

 hung from a tree 

 over the water. 

 

He used to swing on the rope, 

 not like a swing 

 but like a rope 

  longer 

  and slower 

  and higher 

  and the color was a blur 

  and the wind was deafening. 

  And he would drop 

   carelessly 

   silently 

   falling 

   into the water. 

 

But he became a man 

 wiser 

 older 

 with things to do 

accomplishments 

 a life to lead 

 not knowing 

  who 

  or why 

  or what.  

 

And she came 

 with grace 

 beauty 

 his love a secret joy 

  untouchable 
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  with pain 

  and despair. 

 

And there were children among them. 

 And their carelessness was born of innocence. 

 And their innocence was the soul of life. 

 

Could he walk among them? 

 

Cautiously he walked 

 down to the river. 

 

 The tree had grown tall. 

 The rope had long since gone. 

 The birds sang of joy. 

 The leaves dropped 

  carelessly 

  falling 

  into the water 

  turning 

  swaying 

  carried swiftly away. 

 

 His eyes filled with tears. 

 His body was numb.  

 His mind was drained. 

 

  and the branch 

   was too high.  

[BLACKOUT] 
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ACT II 

Scene 2 

(It is RAINING fiercely. LEAH and ANDREA are in bed.  It is 

2:00 o’clock in the morning. BRIAN and JESS are outside the 

front door trying to get in.  They are both quite drunk.  The door is 

locked. BRIAN is pounding on the door.) 

BRIAN 

Hey!   Open up in there!  What the hell, you’d think somebody’d hear us.  Open up in 

there! 

JESS 

There is no doubt, my good man, that we have conveyed to those mortals who reside 

in the upper reaches of this infirmary that the boys are home! 

BRIAN 

Open up in there! 

JESS 

Consider the irony of it, sir.  For four years you have been locked in a palace of 

detention.  You have returned home to be locked out of the family shrine! 

BRIAN 

And it’s wet out here! 

JESS 

Do you hear that, Mother?  It’s wet out here! My good man, we must consider 

another course. 

BRIAN 

What’s that? 

JESS 

We must consider the ax. 

BRIAN 

The ax? 

JESS 

Precisely. 

BRIAN 

You don’t mean the ax? 
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JESS 

I most certainly do. The course is clear!  We must chop down the door! 

BRIAN 

Alright.  I’ll get the ax. 

JESS 

Aha!  A light through yonder window breaks! 

BRIAN 

She’s up? 

JESS 

She is up, by God, she is up! 

BRIAN 

What’ll she do now? 

JESS 

She will come down.  She will meet the rabble in the street. 

(LEAH enters on the stairs.)  

BRIAN 

What’ll we do? 

JESS 

We shall smother her with sweet platitudes.  For I fear that she is monstrous ill-

humored. 

BRIAN 

Maybe we should sleep in the shed? 

JESS 

Nay think on it.  By my life she shall be as clay in the potter’s hands.  Good evening, 

Mother. 

LEAH 

You’re drunk. 

JESS 

We are more than drunk.  We are bloody mean soused. 

LEAH 

You’re not coming in here drunk. 

JESS 

I beg your pardon?  I most assuredly beg your pardon? 
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LEAH 

You don’t have it.  

JESS 

Brian, the ax. 

LEAH 

You wouldn’t dare. 

JESS 

A drastic measure.  We are well aware.  Aha! 

BRIAN 

What? 

JESS 

On the opposite hand, Brian, down.  Down on your knees. 

BRIAN 

What? 

JESS 

Down on your knees . . . down, down, down, down, down! 

(BRIAN and JESS get down on their knees.) 

Most reverent mother, please forgive us our wretchedness, and our transgressions, 

and open up thy heart and hearth to these two lost souls of the night. Give us the 

warmth of thy bosom. 

LEAH 

You’re disgusting. 

(LEAH turns away.) 

JESS 

I wouldn’t do that, Mother. 

LEAH 

Do what? 

JESS 

Walk away. We shouldn’t walk away from our problems, Mother! Open up the 

goddamn door! 

 (JESS breaks open the door and approaches LEAH.)  

Now you listen to me. 

LEAH 

Stay away from me! 
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JESS 

I will not be locked out of my house! 

LEAH 

This is your father’s house! 

JESS 

Hah! 

LEAH 

You’re drunk. 

JESS 

We’ve established that. 

(ANDREA enters from the stairs.)  

ANDREA 

Jess, what the hell? 

JESS 

Hell is all we have left. 

ANDREA 

Is anyone hurt? 

JESS 

Wounded to the core. 

ANDREA 

What happened? 

BRIAN 

Mama wouldn’t let us in. 

ANDREA 

You broke open the door? 

JESS 

It was the passion in me. 

BRIAN 

It was the only way we could get in. 

JESS 

We tried begging and pleading, but mother doesn’t understand begging and pleading.  

She understands broken doors. 
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ANDREA 

(Turning to go up the stairs) 

I’m going to bed. 

BRIAN 

(Grabbing her arm) 

I’m going to bed, too. 

ANDREA 

What are you doing? 

BRIAN 

Going to bed. 

ANDREA 

Brian! 

BRIAN 

What? 

ANDREA 

Don’t. 

BRIAN 

Don’t? 

JESS 

Unhand the lady, sir. 

BRIAN 

This is my woman. 

LEAH 

Take your hands off her. 

BRIAN 

(Starting toward the stairs) 

She’s going to bed, by God. 

ANDREA 

Brian, no! 

 (ANDREA pulls away and heads up the stairs.  BRIAN runs after 

her catching her on the stair.  Trying to pull away ANDREA 

becomes frightened.  BRIAN starts to pull her up the stairs.) 

BRIAN 

To bed, woman! 
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ANDREA 

No!  Jess! 

 (JESS rushes up to BRIAN and pulls him off ANDREA) 

JESS 

Brian, stop it! 

(BRIAN pushes JESS away.  JESS hits BRIAN in the stomach full 

force.  BRIAN becomes enraged.  He picks up JESS and throws 

him against the wall.  He then grabs ANDREA and continues up 

the stairs. ANDREA pulls loose.  JESS throws BRIAN down the 

stairs.  ANDREA rushes after him.) 

ANDREA 

Brian! 

LEAH 

You’re an animal!  Get out of this house! 

ANDREA 

Are you all right? 

BRIAN 

(Confused, he looks at LEAH) 

God . . . .  

LEAH 

Stay away from me. 

BRIAN 

(Approaching her) 

Mama . . .  

LEAH 

Stay away from me! 

BRIAN 

Mama! 

LEAH 

Go to your room. 

BRIAN 

Don’t tell me what to do. 

LEAH 

Stay away. 
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BRIAN 

Don’t tell me what to do!  I’m tired of people tellin’ me what to do so just stop it!    

From now on I will do what I want, when I want and ain’t nobody gonna to stop me . 

. . .  

(Approaching her) 

. . . . least of all you. 

LEAH   ANDREA   JESS 

Stay away!    Brian!    Stop it! 

(JESS grabs BRIAN) 

BRIAN 

(Throwing off JESS) 

Get off me!  And, stay away from me!  Just shut the hell up and stay away from me! 

(After looking at them) 

God, what a miserable bunch of people.  Look at you.  Look at you.  What are you 

doing here?  You ain’t doin’ nothin’!  You are sittin’ in this stinkin’ hole doing 

nothin’.  Well, not me.  I am out o’ here. 

(He turns to leave and then turns back) 

You should listen to me, you know that, all of ya.  ‘Cause, I am the only one in this 

goddam family who knows what the hell they’re talkin’ about.  And not only that, I 

am the only one in this precious, fucking family that has the guts to get out o’ here 

an’ be somebody. Think about it! Now, I’m leavin’ ‘cause you know what?  I don’t 

like to company I’m with. 

(He turns to leave) 

ANDREA 

Brian, you’re drunk. 

BRIAN 

(Turning to her) 

I know I’m drunk! 

ANDREA 

You can’t drive like that. 

BRIAN 

What do you care? 

(BRIAN exits out the door.) 

ANDREA 

 (Running after him) 

 Brian . . . . Brian! 
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JESS 

(Closing the door) 

The little boy came running down the stairs with tears streaming down his cheeks, 

Mother, and nobody picked him up. 

LEAH 

He was drunk. 

JESS 

Oh, the blessed sacrilege. 

LEAH 

I do not deserve this. When will it change, Jess?   When will it be better than this?  

Look at you.  You’re disgusting. 

JESS 

I disgust you.  Why do you think that is? Is it because I’m drunk, or is it because I 

remind you of someone else who came home drunk night after every fucking night? 

LEAH 

Don’t start, Jess. 

JESS 

Dad came home drunk. 

LEAH 

He was in pain. 

JESS 

We are all in pain! I disgust you because I remind you of him. 

LEAH 

You will never . . . .  

JESS 

Denial . . . . is not a solution, Mother.  It is a comfort,  but not a solution. 

LEAH 

Go to bed, Jess. 

JESS 

For God’s sake, I am thirty-three years old.  I am not someone to whom you can say, 

“Go to bed.” Besides, I have had an epiphany, a goddamn veritable epiphany, a life 

changing experience. 

LEAH 

If only that were true. 
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JESS 

It’s time we had a conversation, Mother. 

LEAH 

With a man who is “bloody mean soused”? 

JESS 

Fair point.  Please, have a seat. 

LEAH 

We can talk tomorrow. 

JESS 

We can talk now.  Tomorrow may never come. 

LEAH 

Tomorrow will always come.  The question is, “Will it be the same as today?” 

JESS 

Let’s discuss it. 

LEAH 

It’s two o’clock in the morning, sweetheart. 

JESS 

I will be brief.  Sit!  

(LEAH sits) 

Good, good. Now, first, the rule.  

LEAH 

What rule? 

JESS 

That you will not leave this room until you understand. 

LEAH 

Understand what? 

JESS 

My epiphany. 

LEAH 

(Getting up and turning to leave) 

For God’s sake, Jess.  

JESS 

Our problem, Mother. 
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LEAH 

Sweetheart, you are the problem. 

(Going toward the stair) 

I’m going to bed. 

JESS 

Why did he do it? Why did he call me to his study . . . .  

LEAH 

(Turning to him) 

Jess, no. 

JESS 

. . . put a pistol in his mouth . . .  

LEAH 

Please . . .  

JESS  

. . . and pull the trigger . . .  

LEAH 

No! 

JESS 

. . . splattering his brains out all over everything!? Why? 

LEAH 

I don’t know.  I don’t know.  I don’t know.  I don’t know! 

JESS 

Well, you should know.  You were his wife. 

 

Do you know what it’s like to create something? Do you have any idea what that’s 

like?  It’s like exposing yourself to the world.  A very naked proposition don’t you 

think. Where does this “creation” come from?  It comes from you.  It is you.  Now, 

what kind of man would want to do that, to expose himself like that? What would he 

have to have? Courage.  Courage. And Dad had that . . . . in war and in life.  Real 

courage, the kind that allows you to take all the shit, stand up to the world and shout, 

“Here I am world!  Give it your best shot!” The pity of it is, it was wasted. 

LEAH 

Wasted? 

JESS 

We have been asking, “Why did he do it? The real question is, “who was he?” 
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LEAH 

Please, don’t do this. 

JESS 

He was a writer. He wrote war stories, read by thousands of people all over the world.  

But then someone thought that that wasn’t good enough. War stories were for 

paperback novels.  Writers who were invited to soirees, wrote hard cover. He put 

everything he had into it, and it destroyed him. 

LEAH 

And that was your epiphany? 

JESS 

All that Dad wanted was to be himself, to write paperback novels. 

LEAH 

Then why didn’t he? 

JESS 

I just told you! And why did he show me?  Because I was trying to be just like him.  I 

was silly enough to imagine that I could amount to something . . . .  

LEAH 

But, you can . . . . . 

JESS 

. . . . and he was showing me what happens when you put your life into something 

and you are not up to it. 

LEAH 

But you are. 

 JESS 

No, I am not!  I am not!  I am not!  I am not!  I am a blithering idiot!  And you and 

Andrea are the only ones in this whole goddamn world who don’t know it! I’m sorry, 

Mother, I am truly sorry, but I am who I am. I am just who I am.   

LEAH 

Jessie . . . .  

JESS 

Dad knew that. Why else would he have been so exquisitely dramatic? 

LEAH 

Sweetheart . . . .  
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JESS 

I picked him up off the goddamn desk!  He knew who he was, what he was capable 

of, and he was good at it.  Where did he get the idea that that wasn’t good enough? 

(After waiting for a response) 

You have no idea?  Then, it’s time to ask yourself, “What have I done?” 

LEAH 

“What have I done?” I have cared for you, all of you. Your father was a brilliant man. 

All he needed was someone to make a life for him so that he could be the man that he 

could be, and I have done that. 

(After a moment) 

And I have done that for you, Jess.  And, all I asked is that you do something with 

your life and not waste it on Scotch and women like Janet.   

JESS 

Did you love him? 

LEAH 

You have no right to ask me that. He was the love of my life . . . .  and I could not 

stand by and watch him waste it.  And I cannot stand by and see you lying around 

here day after day not even managing to go up to bed, for God’s sake. I loved him 

more than anyone will ever know, more than you will ever know, more than anyone 

will ever know. 

JESS 

Where did he get the idea, Mother?  I admit complicity.  I admired him for the great 

writer I thought he was, but I did not give him those expectations.    You have done 

this, Mother.  You have put him in his grave. 

LEAH 

That’s ridiculous. 

JESS 

He was perfectly content being the man he knew he was.  He couldn’t be the man you 

wanted him to be. You must understand this.  Nothing gets better unless you 

understand this. I was there, Mother.  I watched him destroy that book.  He told me 

straight out, beware of the expectations of those you love.  But, I didn’t listen. I was 

too wrapped up in my own little problems to listen.   His last words to me were, “God 

be with you,” and I didn’t listen. If only we had accepted him for the man he was, he 

would be alive today.  We would be sitting around this fireplace having a grand old 

time.  The kid is home and wedding bells are ringing in the air. 

LEAH 

(Getting up) 

I’m not listening to this. 

JESS 

I’m not finished. You will stay and listen! 



 

 April 30, 2015 

99 

LEAH 

(Starting for the stairs) 

I’m going to bed. 

JESS 

Remember the rule! 

(LEAH stops and turns to face JESS.) 

This is not about you and me and Dad.  This is about Brian, the man who stormed out 

of here wanting to be some body.  He is the best of us, Mother.   When Dad was in 

excruciating pain, when he was depressed, going out of his fucking mind, we did 

nothing.  We were disgusted by him.  But, Brian did something.  He got him some 

weed. He comes home, asks for our help, and what do we do?  Nothing! 

LEAH 

It made no sense. 

JESS 

Do you know what you’ve done? Do you? You have killed his dream, Mother, and 

you had better get down on your knees and pray to God that you haven’t killed him 

too. 

LEAH 

What! 

JESS 

Oh, don’t worry.  Everything is going to be fine.  He will be fine.  Because tonight, 

something is going to be accomplished. Which brings us to the highlight of the 

evening, the piece de resistance.  We, you and I, right now, are going to bury him. 

LEAH 

Bury who?   

JESS 

Dad. 

LEAH 

You’re insane. 

JESS 

You should choose Brian and his ranch over Dad and this morbid house, Mother.  But 

you won’t do that.  Why?  Because we will not accept that the dead are dead!  We 

buried Dad in the cemetery, but we never let him out of the house! 

LEAH 

That’s nonsense! 
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JESS 

You have substituted me for him, the son for the father, the living for the dead.  He 

lives!  And as long as he lives you will insist on living here with him.  Well I will not 

have it!   

(He goes to the closet and pulls out the hardware store shopping 

bag.)  

Now the beautiful Andrea . . . .  

LEAH 

Where are you going? 

JESS 

 “Give it up,” she says.  Just “Give it up.”  Well, as beautiful and charming as she is, 

she doesn’t know everything. It is impossible, absolutely, utterly, impossible to live 

for nothing! Something must be accomplished. 

(JESS pulls a rope out of the bag and slams it down in front of 

LEAH.  It is fashioned into a hangman’s noose.) 

LEAH 

You’re not serious. 

JESS 

(Falling to his knees) 

M o t h e r r r r r!  I can see him! 

(The front door flies open. ANDREA appears.) 

ANDREA 

Jess!  He’s gone off the road!  He’s in the creek!  He’s drowning! 

(JESS gets up, grabs the rope and runs out the door after 

ANDREA.  LEAH drops to her knees.) 

LEAH 

God, please! 

[BLACKOUT] 
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Act II 

Scene 3 

(It is early the next morning.  The DOORBELL rings.  LEAH 

enters from the kitchen, goes to the front door and ushers in Tom.) 

LEAH 

Tom!  How’s he doing?  

TOM 

He’s ok. 

LEAH 

Did he wake up?  

TOM 

Yes. 

LEAH 

Can we see him? 

TOM 

He’s sleeping.  They’ll call when he wakes up. 

LEAH 

He’s he going to be alright?   

TOM 

They think so.  

LEAH 

Thank God.  Tom, you’re soaked.  Let me take your coat 

(She takes his coat, throws it over a chair and then sits down.  She 

is obviously troubled.) 

TOM 

Leah? 

LEAH 

 (After a long moment) 

I should have been there . . . . 

(After a look from TOM) 

. . . . when he woke up. 

TOM 

It was only for a few minutes. 
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LEAH 

A mother is there. He’s in the hospital with a concussion and I’m not there?  What 

kind of mother is that? 

TOM 

One who was exhausted and who needed to come home. 

LEAH 

I’ve behaved very badly. 

(A confession) 

 I didn’t visit him in prison. 

TOM 

Surely. 

LEAH 

Once.  I visited him once. I couldn’t stand the place . . . . that horrible place with all 

those horrible people.  My son didn’t belong there, someone else’s son but not my 

son. 

 

I was thinking about me and what people would think of me. Every day there are 

mothers all over this country worrying about their sons in Viet Nam, how are they, 

what are they thinking, what are they going through, are they’re alive; wanting to see 

their faces. My son was ten minutes away and I couldn’t visit him. 

TOM   

Andrea visited . . . . . 

LEAH 

That’s not the same thing. 

TOM 

You knew how he was doing. 

LEAH 

I didn’t see his face.  He could melt hearts with that face! If I hadn’t been thinking 

about me, I would be in the hospital right now, and I damn well would have visited 

him in prison. And Jess, what have I done to Jess?  Where is he? 

TOM 

I don’t know. 

LEAH 

He didn’t come with you? 

TOM 

No. 
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LEAH 

Then, where is he? 

TOM 

I don’t know. 

LEAH 

(Standing) 

Oh, my God. 

TOM 

What? 

LEAH 

Oh, my God. 

TOM 

Leah . . . .  

LEAH 

We have to find him. 

TOM 

Why? 

LEAH 

The rope, Tom! 

TOM 

What rope? 

LEAH 

He was going to hang himself! 

TOM 

What! 

LEAH 

(Heading for the closet) 

Oh God, please . . . . please! 

TOM 

Where are you going? 

LEAH 

(Putting on her coat) 

It’s happening again, Tom.   
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TOM 

Leah . . . .   

LEAH 

He said he couldn’t live for nothing! 

TOM 

He’s not living for nothing! He’s with his brother! 

(LEAH stops)  

He’s taking a break. He’s not going to leave him. 

LEAH 

(A smile comes to her face) 

My little boys . . . .  

TOM 

(Offering) 

Give me your coat. 

(TOM takes her coat and drapes it over a chair.) 

LEAH 

(TOM and LEAH sit.) 

I wanted him to be a poet. A great poet, to be somebody.  He doesn’t want to be 

somebody.  He wants to be himself. 

 (After a long moment)  

 Danny killed himself because of me, because I didn’t care. 

TOM 

That’s not true. 

LEAH 

I cared about his books. I wanted him to be successful.  I wanted them all to be 

successful . . . . the perfect husband, with two perfect sons who would someday grow 

up and make something of themselves.  Not because I wanted them to live their 

dreams, but because I wanted to be part of it. When I was young, people thought I 

was pretty. 

TOM 

I can understand that 

LEAH 

No one saw me for who I was.  No one cared about me, or what I thought. My father 

loved art, he loved music.  Most of all he loved writers.  He would have them over to 

the house.  He would talk to them for hours, but he never talked to me.   He took me 

to the opera once.  I fell asleep.  
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TOM 

You weren’t the first. 

LEAH 

I wanted to stay awake.  I wanted to enjoy it. And then I met Danny and everything 

changed.  He listened to me.   He understood me.  He took me places I’d never been, 

showed me things I’d never seen.  I began to appreciate things.  People started 

listening to me.  We were invited to places. My father asked my opinion . . .   

 

But then, things changed.  We weren’t invited anymore.  Danny didn’t care.  He 

didn’t want to “go to soirées and talk nonsense”. It was his books. They were 

“paperback.”  They didn’t “portray the human condition.”... Danny?  My God, he 

could write his memoirs.  And so for me, he poured through all that -- and it killed 

him.  I killed him. 

 

I am so ashamed.  And I can’t help myself.   I have a beautiful, wonderful boy lying 

in the hospital and I can’t stay at his bedside!  His brilliant brother wants to lie around 

his father’s house and play silly games with bimbos. He’s better than that.  

TOM 

(With a laugh) 

You should have been the writer. You’re so wonderfully dramatic. 

LEAH 

You have a way of mocking me, Tom, and it is not appreciated. I have had an 

epiphany . . . . and don’t you laugh. 

TOM 

(With a smile) 

I’m sorry. 

LEAH 

Then, stop it. 

TOM 

It’s just that word. 

LEAH 

I do know words, Tom. 

TOM 

Leah, this is not about you. The novel had been rejected . . . .  

LEAH 

. . . . and I wasn’t there.   

TOM 

He was in pain. 
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LEAH 

For twenty years, Tom.  That’s not what killed him.  If he could‘ve come to me, I 

could have held him in my arms, I could have kissed him, I could have told him that I 

loved him. And now, I can’t.  But if I had been there, seen him doubled over in pain, 

swilling his life away, I would have told him that he was disgusting, that he should 

think better of himself, and think better of me, rather than drag me through the mud.  

That is the woman that I am. 

TOM 

It doesn’t have to be. . .  

LEAH 

I am tired, Tom.  I am really, really tired.  I want to be with my boys.  

[BLACKOUT] 
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EPILOGUE 

(It is early that evening. JESS is sitting by the fireplace. ANDREA 

enters from the front door.) 

ANDREA 

Your natural state of mind? 

JESS 

Yeah.  

(With a chuckle) 

Huh.  What is that, arrogance, egotism, stupidity?  

ANDREA 

(Sitting next to him) 

Don’t be so hard on yourself. 

JESS 

(To himself) 

I thought it was about me. It wasn’t about me.  It had nothing to do with me.  Except . 

. . .   

ANDREA 

Yes? 

JESS 

. . . . that I was there. And not just there.  I was there because he wanted me there. 

He must be telling me something.  If he involved me it must be about me!  And then I 

thought, you fucking idiot, you’re not listening.  Pay attention! Put yourself in his 

place. If it had been you, if you knew how much people had depended on you, and 

now, unable to satisfy the expectations of those you loved . . . . your simplest desires, 

if you saw where this was going, if you were dying; what would be the single most 

important thing to you? Would you want to be alone? 

(To ANDREA) 

 He chose me, Andrea.  He needed me! 

(To himself) 

One thing is certain. If the book had been a success, he would never have done it.  He 

loved life too much. He couldn’t disappoint the ones he loved. He failed. 

ANDREA 

But did he?  I don’t think so.  Your father? 
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JESS 

(A revelation) 

Of course not. Of course not. 

  

I went to see Brian today.  You just got back?  How is he? 

(ANDREA miles) 

What?  I don’t want to know.  And you put up with that? 

ANDREA 

He thinks you’re an idiot. 

JESS 

I know.  “Bro, you fucking idiot.” He’s always been like that.  “It is what it is.” 

(To ANDREA) 

 Wouldn’t that be lovely? Tell me something.  He loves horses. What is that? Since he 

was a kid. 

ANDREA 

Only a poet could describe it. 

JESS 

Then he says, “Bro, I like riddin’ horses, you like writin’ poems.  What’s the 

difference?  Be yourself.” 

 

Why did he choose me?   

ANDREA 

He loved you. He accepted you, and you accepted him.   

JESS 

That’s a messy business, love, you might say. 

ANDREA 

Oh, I don’t know.  People love romantics, especially poets. 

JESS 

Some do.  Some can’t stand to have them around.  I’m hungry.  Are you hungry? 

ANDREA 

Starved. 

JESS 

(Getting up) 

Let’s get Mother and go get something to eat. 

ANDREA 

Where is she? 
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JESS 

In the study. 

ANDREA 

No. 

JESS 

(Shouting up the stairs) 

Time to move on.  Mother! 

LEAH 

What? 

JESS 

Dinner at Stacy’s Bar, my treat! 

LEAH 

You’ve got to be kidding! 

(LEAH enters on the stairs.) 

JESS 

Your choice, then! 

LEAH 

Then where? 

JESS 

I don’t know.  We’ll figure it out as we go. 

[BLACKOUT] 

 


