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CHARACTERS

MARIA (25): Feather-like, struggles with anxiety and eye contact, will forever blame 
herself for her lack of artistic talents

ROLAND (25): Maria’s husband, up-and-coming Wall Street hero, lives to impress, 
tends to forget the other people in the room

KIT (35): Maria’s half sister, betrothed to her wheelchair ever since a car accident that 
brought out nerves in her she never knew she had

LEWIS (18): Kit’s daughter, has chosen aggression to get the attention she craves, 
generally hates her life

PRALINE (30): Kit’s sister-in-law and rich neighbor, a successful author of steamy 
romance novels, everyone’s wet dream

DOUG (35): Kit’s ex husband and Lewis’ father, a struggling writer and professor, doesn’t 
bother to hide his pathetic loneliness

GEORGE (40): Kit’s brother and Praline’s husband, a writer driven into depression by his 
more successful wife, never seen physically in the play

TIME

1995

SET AND OTHER NOTES

The living room of a lodge deep in the mountains of French Canada. A couch, a small 
television, a pull-out sofa to one side for guests. Stairs at the back of the room lead up to 
Lewis’ bedroom. Kit’s bedroom and the study are off of stage left; the kitchen is off of 
stage right. The front door to the house is upstage center and leads to the porch, which 
wraps around the side of the house. 

This is our French Canada. Home decor, personal tastes, clothing style and day-to-day 
habits are saturated with the sense of slowness and self-medicated isolation that this snow-
ridden town embodies. It is an exotic that we’ve never known before. Taxidermy and 
abstract art pieces would not be out of place. 

Music is important to transitions and to the creation of this exotic world; it should serve 
the satirical and ironic aspects of the scenes. 
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PROLOGUE 

A spotlight fades up to reveal MARIA with ROLAND commandingly on top of her as they 
have sex on the ground beneath a sheet.

The wind outside WHISTLES. There is the very faint sound of MUSIC coming from 
somewhere far off -- the music feels incongruous with their rather mechanical love -- making. 

A figure enters the dark room: PRALINE, ghost-like. She pours herself a glass of whiskey and 
then turns, eerily, to watch them. They do not look up. 

MARIA
Ouch. 

ROLAND
What’s the matter? 

MARIA
Nothing. Keep going. 

They continue. Praline advances to stand directly above them and continues to watch, 
peacefully. She gracefully tips her glass to pour some whiskey on them. Roland jerks. 

ROLAND
Shit. 

THUNDER CLAP from outside and the RAIN begins to pour. Roland runs to the kitchen 
and rummages around for bowls. He positions them to catch the water leaking everywhere. 

Praline has started to move slowly out of the room to the porch. Maria now looks directly 
toward her, and watches her moving. She slowly gets up and follows her out. 

Roland gets back under the sheet to sleep. 

Maria throws her arms around Praline. They look at each other for a long while, then embrace 
again. 

Another THUNDERCLAP wakes Roland. 

ROLAND
Maria? ... MARIA? 

He sees the open porch door and starts toward it. 

Praline lets Maria go and exits. Maria remains still, looking off toward where she left. 

Roland reaches the door. 

2.
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ROLAND
Maria! What are you doing? 

He dares not step out into the rain. 

ROLAND
Come here, baby. What are you doing? You’re 
soaked. Come on, honey. Come inside. 

She takes one last look toward where Praline stood, then turns to go inside. 

The MUSIC swells as Maria heads inside, past Roland, and sits on the couch in the dark. He 
brings a towel over and dries her -- comforts her. He does not hide his concern; this has 
happened before.

The spotlight over the sheet fades, leaving them in darkness. 

3.
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SCENE 1

Maria sits at the edge of the sofa bed taking clothes out of a suitcase. Roland paces around the 
room with the phone and receiver.

ROLAND
(into the phone)

Yes. 

Pause. 

ROLAND
No... English... ENGLISH. Yes… Hi, Roland 
Nathaniel Bingham. I called a half hour ago… Yes, 
about the heating… I've been doing that for an hour 
and it still hasn't turned on. Well nobody has showed 
up… aren't you used to snow storms? You know, in 
America it's illegal not to fix someone's heating, 
ma'am… Yes, illegal. 

(cold, but calm)
Yes, that’s fine. Yes, I’ll pay whatever needs to be 
paid, just get here soon. 

Beat. 

ROLAND
(satisfied)

Thank you. 

He slams the phone down onto the receiver.

ROLAND
Idiots.

(to Maria)
They’ll be here soon baby, don’t worry. People seem 
to have a different sense of time over here. Are you 
alright? 

Pause. 

ROLAND
Maria? 

MARIA
I can’t feel my fingers. Was that them? 

ROLAND
I just told you, baby, they’ll be here to fix it soon. 

4.
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MARIA
Why are you mad at me? I heard you. 

ROLAND
When is your sister getting home?

MARIA
Soon, I think. I don’t remember. 

ROLAND
You don’t remember.

MARIA
I talked to her for about sixty seconds saying we were 
coming. I wouldn’t be surprised if she forgot. 

ROLAND
Hey, relax, baby. Don’t be upset. 

MARIA
I’m not upset. 

He moves toward her. 

ROLAND
Come here. 

MARIA
Please don’t touch me. 

ROLAND
Don’t touch you? What are you talking about? 

MARIA
Your hands are cold. 

He sits beside her and puts an arm around her. She remains stone like for a moment, then gives 
in and leans on his shoulder. 

ROLAND
Listen, everything’s going to be alright. I know this 
trip feels a little frantic but it’s for the best. 

MARIA
I didn’t even have time to cancel the goose. 

ROLAND
You ordered a goose? 

5.
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MARIA
Yes, Roland. Those things sell out before 
Thanksgiving. I was going to marinate it and 
everything. 

ROLAND
You’ll see, Ria, this’ll be better. Christmas in New 
York is so... crowded. 

MARIA
You keep saying that. 

ROLAND
Well it’s true. 

Beat. 

ROLAND
Hey, please smile, baby. You know I can’t stand it 
when you don’t smile. 

MARIA
Did they say someone was coming?

ROLAND
What? Who?

MARIA
The heating people. 

ROLAND
I told you they’re coming. 

He gets up. 

ROLAND
Fine, I’ll call them again. 

MARIA
No. 

ROLAND
Do you want me to call them again? 

MARIA
No. 

6.

© 2016 Marion Hill



ROLAND
You’ve just got to trust me, okay? 

MARIA
Should I tell the gallery I won’t be there for the New 
Year’s art show? 

ROLAND
Christ, Maria, I don’t know. 

MARIA
That’s a really important show, Roland. I need to be 
there. 

ROLAND
I just don’t know, alright? I just need a day or two to 
figure this out. But there’s nothing to worry about, 
I’ll handle it all. 

MARIA
Can you hand me that shawl? 

ROLAND
Ria. 

MARIA
What?

ROLAND
Do you trust me? 

MARIA
(automatic)

Yes. 

Beat. 

ROLAND
What are you going to wear? 

MARIA
What do you mean? 

ROLAND
Aren’t you going to change into something nice for 
when Kit gets here? We haven’t seen her for so long. 

MARIA
It’s too cold. 

7.
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ROLAND
Ah, come on, it’s not that bad. Hey, why don’t you 
wear that dress that you wore on my birthday? I love 
that one. 

MARIA
I don’t think I packed it. 

ROLAND
What? You must have. 

He rummages violently through the suitcases. 

MARIA
Stop it, Roland, I don’t have it. 

He pulls out a blouse from the bottom of the suitcase and hands it to her. 

ROLAND
Here, wear this, then. I like this, too. 

He helps her pull off her clothes as she shivers uncontrollably. He puts the blouse on her then 
buttons it up. He puts a cigar in his mouth and hands her the lighter. She lights it for him -- 
their routine. He goes to get dressed himself. 

MARIA
Roland?

ROLAND
Yeah.

MARIA
Can we talk about what happened? 

ROLAND
Please, honey, not now. We just fucking got here, I 
don’t want to talk about it. 

MARIA
Don’t swear at me. This isn’t fair, I want to know 
what happened. I want to know why. 

Beat. 

MARIA
(bursting)

I’m your wife -- you’re supposed to tell me things! 
You never hide things from me. 

ROLAND
How do you know? Maybe I’m just good at it. 

8.
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MARIA
That’s not funny. 

ROLAND
You’re right. I’m sorry.

MARIA
Did you know this was going to happen? 

ROLAND
Of course I didn’t, Ria. 

Beat.

ROLAND
You’re so beautiful.

MARIA
You probably shouldn’t smoke in here. 

He stubs his cigar out and goes back to dressing.

MARIA
What am I going to tell Kitty? 

ROLAND
You can tell her the truth if you want. I’m a dirty 
fraud and I owe thousands of people money. 

MARIA
Oh, stop it! 

ROLAND
Maria, come on, let’s just joke about it, alright? It’s 
kind of funny. 

Pause.

ROLAND
Alright, look, you don’t have to tell her anything, 
alright? It’s really not a big deal, I just have to not be 
around the people who want to kill me for a little 
while. This is how it goes. 

Beat. 

ROLAND
Just be yourself -- your beautiful, sweet self -- and 
everything will be fine. 
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MARIA
I -- fine.

He faces the mirror on the wall and changes his shirt. Maria gets up from the bed and hurries 
over to him, hugging him tightly from behind. He laughs. 

ROLAND
Hey!

He swings around and holds her. They kiss. She looks up at him. 

MARIA
I love you, baby. 

ROLAND
I love you, too. 

They hold each other tight. A beat, they break apart and go back to unpacking and dressing. 

ROLAND
So how’d Kit sound on the phone? 

MARIA
She sounded fine. 

ROLAND
Was she surprised? 

MARIA
About what? 

ROLAND
That you were calling. 

MARIA
I guess so. 

ROLAND
What did you tell her? 

MARIA
That we were coming. 

ROLAND
That’s it? 

MARIA
Yes. 

10.
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ROLAND
What’d she say? 

MARIA
She said “Okay”. 

ROLAND
That’s it? 

MARIA
Yes. 

ROLAND
Was she mad? 

MARIA
She’s my sister, Roland.

ROLAND
But was she mad? 

MARIA
No. 

ROLAND
She hates me. 

MARIA
No she doesn’t. 

ROLAND
We never visit. 

MARIA
That’s because she lives... in Canada.

ROLAND
French Canada. 

MARIA
Right. 

ROLAND
Did you see that mansion next door as we came in?
The properties around here are wild. Too bad Kit 
doesn’t live in one of those.

Beat.

11.
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ROLAND
Hey, let’s go explore it while we wait for her. 

MARIA
Right now? 

ROLAND
Yeah! Isn’t it nice to have some free time together? 
Let’s just go check it out, snoop around a little. 

MARIA
I don’t think I’m in the mood, Roland. 

ROLAND
Oh come on, Ria. Look. Let’s just forget about 
everything while we’re here, okay? This is Canada, a 
whole other world. There’s no need to worry while 
we’re here. 

MARIA
I just want  to know if we’re going to be living on the 
streets when we go back to New York!

ROLAND
Baby, don’t exaggerate. 

(softer)
Here, let me look at you. 

He pulls her toward him and kisses her again. She throws her arms around him, then pushes 
her back onto the bed and engulfs her. 

12.
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SCENE 2

Later that evening. 

DOUG enters pushing KIT in her wheelchair. 

DOUG
Look, Katherine, it would really be a lot easier for 
me. 

KIT
Doug--

DOUG
Katherine, I don’t have the time to be driving up 
here every other Friday to get her. And then to drive 
all the way back -- it’s just too much. 

KIT
It’s really not that bad. 

DOUG
I have money saved for this exact purpose. You 
wouldn’t have to spend a penny, it would be all me. 

KIT
DOUG. No means no. She is not getting a car, 
okay? 

DOUG
It’s freezing in here. 

KIT
The damn tank blew out again, can you look at it?

He goes over to examine but gives up very quickly.

DOUG
Why you won’t move to Montreal and want to 
stay... here... is beyond me. 

She pours herself a glass of whiskey and takes a long gulp. 

KIT
My doctor is here. And my brother is here. I need 
someone who can fix the damn tank when it blows 
out because God knows you won’t do it. 

13.
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DOUG
So much for that. Where’s good old Georgey-poo 
when you need him? 

KIT
I got a call this morning, actually. From his doctor. 

DOUG
Did he finally pull the plug? 

KIT
Oh Doug, grow up, will you? 

DOUG
I’m sorry, I don’t buy his whole tortured artist act. 
It’s horse shit, he just wants attention. You’re the 
only one who falls for it. 

KIT
Throw me those pills, will you? 

He picks up the bottle on the table and examines it, then throws it at her. 

DOUG
I’ve learned not to ask what you’re taking anymore. 

KIT
What a relief. 

She considers taking her pills with whiskey.

KIT
Anyway. George is coming here on Sunday. For 
Christmas Day. 

DOUG
They’re sending him home? Sounds like a bad idea.

KIT
No. Here. He apparently wants to come... here. And 
the doctor said he should absolutely not go back to 
The Mansion anyway.

DOUG
Why not?

14.
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KIT
I don’t know. Something about the environment of 
where he last was... it’s too soon... I don’t know. The 
point is, he needs to be around family. And 
apparently that’s what he has asked for. That means 
Lewis needs to stay here.  

DOUG
What the fuck, Katherine. 

KIT
I’m sorry, the doctor only called me this morning 
and I forgot you were coming to get her. 

DOUG
You were probably too high to remember. 

KIT
Go ahead with your insults, I’ll take them, but she’s 
staying here. You know how much she means to 
him. 

DOUG
I’ve always been perturbed by it, actually. 

KIT
Yes, well, you suffer from a severe lack of emotional 
complexity. 

DOUG
Well, what the hell am I supposed to do for 
Christmas? 

KIT
I’d have thought you would have some girlfriend to 
spend it with. 

DOUG
Is that your way of asking me if I have a girlfriend? 

KIT
Maybe. 

He picks up a half-knitted scarf that lays on the couch. 

DOUG
What the hell is this?

KIT
It keeps my hands busy. Calms my nerves. 

15.
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DOUG
You don’t have nerves. 

KIT
I do now with all the meds. 

DOUG
And you take more meds to calm your nerves from 
the other meds. 

KIT
No, that’s what the pot’s for. You said you weren’t 
going to ask. Give me that. 

She takes to knitting the scarf.

DOUG
I’m sure Lewis is learning a lot from you. 

KIT
She’s the one who gets it for me, actually. She gets it 
cheaper.

DOUG
From who? 

KIT
I’ve decided that it doesn’t matter.

Beat. 

KIT
You can stay here if you want. For Christmas. 

DOUG
Stay here? 

KIT
Better than being alone, I would think. 

DOUG
Who said I was going to be alone? 

Beat.  

DOUG
Looks like the couch is taken, anyway. 

He points over to the suitcases in the corner of the room. 

KIT
Oh, shit. SHIT. Maria. 

16.
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DOUG
Maria... your American sister?

KIT
Half sister. And Roland too, shit. I completely 
forgot they were coming. 

DOUG
Of course you did. What the hell are they doing 
here?

KIT
To tell you the truth, I have no idea.
I think she called me... 

DOUG
Oh I see. 

KIT
You know not to call me after 8pm. 

DOUG
Of course I do, lest the cloud of smoke surrounding 
you should travel through the phone, into my house 
and up my own nose making me equally incapable of 
doing, or even remembering, anything.

KIT
I think she said something about Roland... losing his 
job, or something. 

DOUG
No way. Mr. Wall Street...

She looks around the room. 

KIT
I hate that I feel embarrassed to have them here. I 
probably shouldn’t even smoke around them. 

DOUG
Why not? 

KIT
They’re little conservative rags. 

DOUG
You can do whatever you want, honey. 

Beat. 
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KIT
So, you’ll stay? 

DOUG
(groans)

Katherine. And what, sleep in your bed?

KIT
Only because the couch is taken. Look, I’m not 
going to force you. I would hold you down and tie 
you up if I still could but I can’t. So. 

Pause.

KIT
Do you think they’ll stay long? 

Doug pours them both a glass. 

DOUG
I can’t imagine why they’d want to. 

Maria suddenly enters. 

MARIA
Kitty! 

She freezes at the sight of the chair. 

KIT
Maria! Hi!

Beat. 

KIT
You can still hug me! My arms work. 

Maria doesn’t move. 

KIT
Your remember my husband, Doug. 

DOUG
Ex-husband. 

KIT
Right. Sorry. 

Silence. 

KIT
I guess we have a lot of catching up to do, don’t we? 

18.
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SCENE 3

The dinner table has been cleared of the main course. Maria sits pensively at the table while 
Doug flips through (his) old records. 

He pulls one out emphatically. 

DOUG
HERE it is. I knew it was here, what a damn liar 
your sister is. This record. Oh man, this record. 

MARIA
Half sister. 

DOUG
What’s that? 

MARIA
We’re half sisters.

DOUG
Right. 

He turns to observe her. 

DOUG
Pretty weird, isn’t it? The chair. It doesn’t suit her. 

MARIA
I guess I wasn’t expecting it. 

DOUG
You two don’t talk much, do you? 

MARIA
I tried to call a few times. 

DOUG
She’s not good with phones. But anyway, you’re here 
now and she’s happy to see you. 

MARIA
Is she? 

DOUG
Of course. Just be on guard. When other people are 
around she tends to take the presence of witnesses as 
an excuse to wage war. 
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Pause.

DOUG
What are you two doing here, anyway? 

MARIA
We, uh... we wanted to get away from the city for 
Christmas. It’s very crowded. 

DOUG
I see. 

Roland enters from the kitchen holding a plate of dessert. Kit follows and they all move to settle 
around the table. 

DOUG
So you two live in... which part of the city? 

MARIA
We just live in the center? Of the city. Sort of, in the 
middle. 

ROLAND
Manhattan. Uptown on Park Avenue, if you know 
the city at all?  

DOUG
That must be nice. 

ROLAND
It is very conveniently located, close to my work and 
close to the art gallery where Ria helps out. 
We may be looking to move though. We’re not 
totally happy with our apartment but we’ll see how 
the near future pans out. 

KIT
You could move up here! 

Roland laughs, a little too hard. 

MARIA
That would be nice. It’s nice here. 

KIT
Oh it really is. And you’d be close to me, and close 
to George. 

20.
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ROLAND
Ria, can you believe it? Kit was just telling me that 
mansion next door we were exploring earlier -- that’s 
George’s house. He lives there. Can you believe it? 
We should have knocked to say hello. 

KIT
Well he’s not really there these days. 

Pause. 

DOUG
You haven’t told them this either? 

KIT
Alright, look. Maria. George tried to kill himself 
and now he’s in the hospital. He’s been gone for 
about six months. 

(to Doug)
Happy? 

DOUG
That’s one way to do it. 

MARIA
Oh my God. 

DOUG
It’s really not a big deal. 

KIT
It’s not. 

DOUG
It’s very fashionable around here. To try to kill 
yourself. 

Pause. 

ROLAND
So that mansion is just sitting there, empty, while 
George spends every day in a tiny hospital room? 
Seems very wasteful. 

KIT
Well, Praline is there. 

21.
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ROLAND
Oh right. I forgot about her. I don’t think we’ve ever 
met her. Have we, Ria? 

MARIA
What’s her name? Praline? 

DOUG
It’s French. I think. 

Doug pours himself and Kit some straight whiskey. They both pretty much down the whole 
glass and he refills. Roland holds out a glass. 

KIT
You’ll meet her. She comes around a lot. She makes 
me casseroles.

DOUG
You love all this time you get to spend with Praline. 

KIT
What? She needs company. She’s lost without 
George, I think. She’s lost in that huge house all by 
herself.

MARIA
How awful. 

DOUG
Well, to be fair there’s always something about her 
that’s completely lost. 

KIT
Doug thinks she’s fascinating. 

DOUG
Oh, Katherine, you don’t need to say it in that tone. 
She is -- she’s objectively fascinating. She’s rather an 
incredible woman. 

KIT
So she’s been places, what’s the big deal? 

DOUG
She’s exotic. She’s smart. She’s brilliant, but reserved. 

KIT
Oh Lord. 

22.
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DOUG
Roland, you just wait, you’ll have trouble thinking 
about anything else after you meet her, I guarantee 
it. 

ROLAND
I’ve met a fair share of exotic women in my travels 
and have controlled myself. 

DOUG
Well I suppose for those of us peasants who haven’t 
travelled the world, we’re less trained in self-restraint.
But I’m still willing to bet that she’ll get to you.

MARIA
I guess we’ll have to meet her to see for ourselves.

KIT
I mean, I love her, I think she’s great. Not good for 
George, though. Terrible for George. 

ROLAND
How come? 

KIT
Well... she’s a very passionate person. And he’s a 
fragile guy. 

DOUG
He doesn’t deserve her. 

KIT
Of course he does. He’s brilliant and he’s hopelessly 
in love with her, he’d do anything for her. 

DOUG
Oh, please. He is not brilliant. What does she even 
do around here all the time, anyway? Do you two 
just... hang out? 

KIT
She comes here to write. 

DOUG
She has that huge house to herself with her crazy 
husband gone, and she comes... here... to write. 

KIT
You’re jealous. 
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DOUG
I’m not even going to deny it. 

KIT
She keeps me company. You’re so shocked that 
someone would want to spend time with me. 

DOUG
Well, yeah.  

MARIA
So we won’t be seeing him while we’re here. That’s 
probably for the best. 

KIT
Well actually, since we’re on the topic. George is 
coming for Christmas. He’ll be here Sunday 
morning. 

Silence.

ROLAND
Oh, shit. 

MARIA
Kitty, perhaps we shouldn’t have come. 

KIT
No, no, of course you should have come and I’m 
happy you did.  I think it might actually help that 
you’re here. The more distractions, the better, you 
know? Less silence. 

MARIA
I really feel like we shouldn’t be here... 

Praline enters the porch and lets herself into the house. 

PRALINE
Hello? 

KIT
Hi!

DOUG
Praline’s here!

KIT
(to Doug)

You behave. 
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PRALINE
Oh, wow. There are people here. 

DOUG
Hello, darling. Good to see you. 

He kisses her on the cheek. 

PRALINE
Hi, Doug. 

KIT
Praline, come and meet Maria. This is mine and 
George’s half sister. 

PRALINE
Half sister... the American one? 

DOUG
That’s the one. And that’s, uh, Roland. 

ROLAND
Hello Mrs. Larson. We’ve heard so much about you. 

KIT
(laughs nervously)

Oh no they haven’t really. Would you like some 
cake?

Praline looks around the room a little bewildered. 

PRALINE
I’m sorry to intrude, Katherine. You didn’t tell me 
there’d be people here. 

Doug gets up to let her sit in his chair.

DOUG
Nonsense. Have a sit. 

PRALINE
I could use some of -- whatever you’re drinking.

Doug and Roland both move to get it for her. 

ROLAND
Oh, allow me to get that for you. 

KIT
Are you alright?

PRALINE
Well, yes. 
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Pause. Roland hands her a glass. 

PRALINE
Thank you. 

She drinks. All eyes on her. 

ROLAND
We took the liberty of walking around your property 
earlier today, Praline. Well, we didn’t know it was 
yours at the time. But it’s quite extraordinary. 

MARIA
It’s stunning. Very... big. 

PRALINE
It is unnecessarily large, isn’t it? 

DOUG
I’ve always thought so. 

Praline suddenly laughs. 

PRALINE
I’m so sorry, Katherine. Could I shower? 

Awkward pause. 

KIT
Well, I don’t see why not.

DOUG
Can I get you a towel? 

PRALINE
No, I know where to find it. Please don’t mind me. 
Is Lewis here?

KIT
No she’s not. She’s out. 

Praline heads upstairs, whiskey in hand. 

ROLAND
Doesn’t she live next door? 

KIT
She does. 

DOUG
But she showers here. It’s perfectly normal. 
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KIT
Look, she’s been going through a tough time. I think 
she’s losing it a little. 

ROLAND
I probably would too living alone in a huge house 
like that. 

DOUG
With a suicidal husband locked up in hospital. 

ROLAND
That too. 

KIT
Could we please stop referring to him like that? 

DOUG
I’m sure she’s enjoying it, honestly. Bet she has lovers 
left and right to keep her company in The Mansion. 

ROLAND
Really? 

KIT
Rumors, rumors, rumors. 

DOUG
Well, am I wrong? 

Pause.

MARIA
Is there anything she needs? 

DOUG
Yes, perhaps I could interest her in a massage? 

Kit throws her napkin at Doug. 

KIT
(to Doug, severely)

Stop. 

ROLAND
So she’s a writer, George is a writer, and Doug 
you’re a writer too? What a coincidence.

DOUG
Not really. There’s not much to do around here. 
Hence the large number of writers and suicidal 
people. 

(matter of fact)
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You know, there are some who write because they’re 
suicidal, and others who turn suicidal when they try 
to write. 

ROLAND
So George was... 

DOUG
Definitely the latter. Not a good writer. 

ROLAND
But his book must have been very successful to 
afford a house like that.

KIT
That’s actually Praline’s house. 

ROLAND
That house is hers? 

DOUG
George wrote one book in his twenties and it was 
mediocre. He hasn’t made money or written 
anything good for years. 

KIT
Oh come on, his book was not that bad. 

MARIA
I liked it. 

ROLAND
I didn’t read it. 

Praline has appeared in the doorway in a bath robe.

DOUG
I had my students read it just to see what would 
happen... and they all hated it, just as I expected. 

ROLAND
Why? 

PRALINE
Because it’s all love and beauty and so... so simple.

She wonders into the room. 
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PRALINE
He writes about his fantasies. And they’re just not 
interesting. They’re simple. No pain, nothing weird, 
nothing twisted. Just... “love” and “lust”-- exactly 
what you’d expect a man’s fantasies to look like. 
Sorry I just came back for my gloves. Did I bring my 
gloves over? 

She laughs.

ROLAND
What do you write, Mrs. Larson?

PRALINE
I write novels. Also novels. 

ROLAND
What are they about? 

PRALINE
Well, they vary. But mostly pain. And desire. 
Complicated desire. 

ROLAND
So they’re... thrillers? Romances? 

PRALINE
More like... psychological explorations. 

ROLAND
What does that mean? 

PRALINE
I’ll have to explain it to you some time. 

ROLAND
Alright. I’m interested. I mean -- I don’t read very 
much, but I do enjoy, you know, the thrill that a 
good book can give you. When you just can’t put it 
down. It’s wild how books can do that. You must 
know what I mean. 

PRALINE
I do.  

ROLAND
Anything of yours we might have read? 

PRALINE
I don’t suppose so. 
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MARIA
Roland, we have all of her books. 

ROLAND
We do? 

MARIA
I’ve read them. 

DOUG
So have I. 

KIT
So have I. 

ROLAND
Well, now I feel like a fool. 

PRALINE
I get the sense that you wouldn’t enjoy them. 

ROLAND
Why’s that? 

PRALINE
Well--

KIT
I need some more whiskey! Maria, don’t you want 
some? 

ROLAND
Maria doesn’t like whiskey. 

Praline turns sharply to look at Maria, truly examining her for the first time. 

PRALINE
You don’t like whiskey?

KIT
It’s like we aren’t even related!

Maria stands up suddenly. Everybody stares at her. 

MARIA
I need some air. I’ll be back. 

PRALINE
I offended you. 

MARIA
Oh no I’m just feeling a little strange. 
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ROLAND
Too much wine, darling?

PRALINE
It must be the cold. You’re not used it. You can 
come and bathe in my tub if you like. But you have 
to be careful, it’s deep. I almost drowned in it once.  

MARIA
I think I just need some air.

She exits to the porch, without a coat, and sits.

ROLAND
She’s fine. 

KIT
Weren’t you going to shower, Praline? 

PRALINE
I was, wasn’t I? That’s alright, I’m feeling better. 

She grabs the bottle of whiskey and pours herself another.

PRALINE
(rambling)

Look at me inviting strangers to come and bathe in 
my tub! I truly am sorry I’m unusually nervous 
tonight. You must have all heard the news.  About 
George. Coming back. For Christmas. Of course. 
Where’s Lewis? Perhaps she has a cigarette. 

ROLAND
I have cigars. Alright if we smoke a cigar in here, 
Kit?

KIT
You can smoke in the study if you want. 

DOUG
I’ll join you. Praline? 

PRALINE
Oh. No. No cigars. 

Doug and Roland hesitate. They reluctantly exit together.

Praline rummages rather furiously looking for a cigarette. She finds one in a drawer. 

PRALINE
Where’s Lewis? 
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KIT
I don’t know. 

PRALINE
I need to talk to her. 

Pause. Praline enjoys the cigarette. Kit closes her eyes and rubs the pain in her shoulders. Praline 
goes over and massages Kit’s neck, cigarette in mouth.

PRALINE
He’s going to kill me, you know. 

KIT
George? Please. He’s coming here, not to the 
Mansion, so you don’t have to worry about being 
alone with him. 

PRALINE
He’ll find a way. 

(mostly to herself)
Why do they always come back to haunt me?

Pause. 

KIT
Can you fix the fucking heater? It’s freezing. 

Praline heads over and KICKS it hard. 

PRALINE
I didn’t think he’d come back, Katherine. 

KIT
It’ll only be a day. I’m sure it’ll be fine. 

Praline glances out of the window at Maria, sitting on the porch alone. 

PRALINE
She’s fragile. 

KIT
Yes. Be nice to her? 

PRALINE
You don’t have to tell me. What’s her problem? 

KIT
You just met her husband, didn’t you? 

PRALINE
He can’t be the one who broke her. 

Praline goes over to the front door and pokes her head out. 
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PRALINE
You’re crazy. Aren’t you cold?

MARIA
I’m alright. 

PRALINE
The heating is back on. 

MARIA
I’ll be right there. 

Praline returns. 

PRALINE
She’s going to die, she’s a skeleton with skin. 

KIT
I’m not going to tell her what to do. 

They hear loud LAUGHTER coming from Doug and Roland in the next room. 

PRALINE
(disapproving)

Is he going to sleep in your bed? 

KIT
We did it for twenty years. 

PRALINE
Just have him come and sleep at The Mansion. 

KIT
With you? No. 

PRALINE
What? You don’t trust him to keep his hands off 
me? 

KIT
I do. You’re the one I don’t trust. 
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SCENE 4

The house is dark, but the porch is bathed in soft night light. Maria and Roland are asleep in 
their sofa bed. 

Inside the house, a lamp by the sofa bed turns on. Maria sits up in bed and pulls out a book. 

ROLAND
(groaning)

What are you doing? 

MARIA
I can’t sleep. 

ROLAND
Why not? 

MARIA
I don’t know how to talk to a suicidal person, do 
you? 

ROLAND
I work with a whole bunch. It’ll be fine. Come here. 
Let’s just try to get some sleep. 

MARIA
I’m just going to read. 

Beat. 

MARIA
Maybe we shouldn’t stay here. 

ROLAND
Baby... 

MARIA
I haven’t seen George for what, seven? Eight years? 
And now he’s coming back from rehab and I 
wouldn’t know what to say to him even if he wasn’t 
mentally unstable. 

ROLAND
Kit said she wanted us to stay, and that it would be 
good for him. 

MARIA
She was just being polite. 
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ROLAND
Look baby, let’s talk it through tomorrow, okay? 
We’re tired, it’s been a really long day, and we should 
get some rest. You’re not thinking clearly. 

Beat. 

MARIA
I know you stole. I know you took people’s money. 

Pause. 

ROLAND
I’m not a thief, Ria.

Pause. 

ROLAND
You feel like such a victim in all this, don’t you? 

He grabs the book from her hands. She won’t look at him. 

MARIA
Roland, I can’t just pretend that everything is fine. 

ROLAND
Why not? I do it all the time. 

MARIA
I’m not like you. 

ROLAND
What about me? What if I need you to pretend. 

Beat. 

ROLAND
Please don’t be mad at me. Will you look at me, 
Ria? Are you mad at me?

Nothing. 

ROLAND
SAY SOMETHING. FUCK. 

Roland throws the book across the room. Maria, startled, jumps out of bed and runs into the 
living room, pulling the sheet closed behind her. 
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Praline is sprawled out on the couch surrounded by papers. 

MARIA
Hello.

PRALINE
Did I wake you? 

MARIA
No.  

PRALINE
There’s whiskey over there if you’d like.

Maria peers at the bundle of papers on the coffee table. 

PRALINE
Please. Read it. It helps me to hear other people read 
it. 

MARIA
Alright... “She feared that he could sense her longing 
for something else -- his sense of it far more 
destructive than her actually finding it. And yet, she 
couldn’t help but want it. And she didn’t care that he 
felt it.”

PRALINE
What do you think? 

MARIA
It’s nice. 

PRALINE
Does it makes sense? 

MARIA
I think so. It’s about being with someone... and 
wanting something else. And not feeling bad about 
it. 

She hesitates.

MARIA
What’s this book about exactly? 
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PRALINE
Good question. I’ve been working on this one for 
almost five years. It’s been a struggle because... 
there’s a lot I still need to learn in order to finish it. 

Pause. 

PRALINE
It’s about the trajectory of this woman’s needs -- in 
terms of desire, both sexual and emotional. The 
different stages she goes through, and the evolving 
means she uses to find fulfillment as she gets older. 

Pause. 

PRALINE
Do you know what I mean? 

MARIA
So what do you need in order to finish it? 

PRALINE
Well, it’s about her trajectory of needs from start to 
finish and... well, I’m only thirty-five. 

MARIA
Oh, I see. You could try asking women who are 
older than you. 

PRALINE
I could. And I have. Katherine has been very helpful, 
actually. But it’s more organic to me when I’ve been 
through the experiences myself.

Beat. 

PRALINE
Initially I was trying to figure out how to convey this 
idea of a... well, trajectory or... evolution that 
absolutely applies to every woman out there. But I 
can’t help but feel that my own personal trajectory is 
just.... Very different from most women. Backwards, 
almost.

MARIA
Aren’t all women different? Some want some things, 
and others want other things...
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PRALINE
Well that’s exactly what I’m trying to disprove. 
There’s never just one thing that she wants -- a 
woman’s life is a constant evolution of needs and 
desires, whether she acknowledges it or not.  

MARIA
Why do you need to do all the research if it’s fiction?

PRALINE
Well, yes, it’s fiction. But fiction is only powerful if 
it can universally apply to everyone’s realities. That’s 
why love and lust and passion are the best topics for 
this sort of thing. Everyone knows what we’re talking 
about. 

MARIA
Well, I’m not sure that’s true. 

Beat. 

MARIA
I think plenty of people experience life without 
love... or at least without passion... and are 
completely satisfied.

PRALINE
Love without passion? 

MARIA
Sure.

PRALINE
Love without sex? 

MARIA
That’s different.

PRALINE
Love without passion. 

MARIA
Stable love. 

PRALINE
That’s a sad thought.

MARIA
Sad, but true. People want that. 
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PRALINE
Well, I’ve had many subjects and have never found 
that to be the case. 

MARIA
Maybe you need a new subject.

Pause. 

MARIA
Someone who likes stability and doesn’t care so 
much for passion, or even love. 

PRALINE
I don’t think such a person truly exists. Even if that’s 
what she desires currently -- precisely, I think that 
those desires will evolve. 

MARIA
I just think that many women prioritize other things 
over passion. 

PRALINE
Like what? 

MARIA
Um ... comfort? Money? I don’t know. 

PRALINE
There is no prioritizing in desire, Maria. Desire is 
uncontrollable. Unless of course you’re choosing not 
to recognize it. 

Beat. 

PRALINE
What do you do? 

MARIA
For a living? 

PRALINE
In life, yes. 

MARIA
I -- I’d like to be a curator.

Praline
Why? 
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MARIA
Why do I want to be a curator? Frankly, I love art, I 
appreciate art. But I’m not an artist. 

PRALINE
You understand art but you feel you can’t create it.

MARIA
Right. I used to try painting but it never came out 
how I wanted it to. 

PRALINE
Perhaps you just haven’t had the right inspiration yet. 

MARIA
Maybe not. 

PRALINE
It will come. I can see it in you.  But I think that’s 
very noble of you. Honestly I wish more people 
could see themselves that way. Recognizing their 
artistic limits. George could learn a thing or two 
from you. He won’t listen to me.  

Pause. 

PRALINE
But I think you’re different. 

Lewis quietly enters the house, horrified at the sight of Praline and Maria. 

PRALINE
Lewis. 

LEWIS
What’s going on? 

MARIA
Oh, hi, Lewis. Do you remember me? 

LEWIS
Yeah...

PRALINE
Where were you? 

Lewis moves to go upstairs. 

PRALINE
Lewis--

Lewis stops. 
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PRALINE
Could I have a cigarette? 

Lewis begrudgingly digs a box out of her pockets and hands her one. 

LEWIS
(to Maria, flatly)

Do you want one? 

MARIA
No. Thank you. 

PRALINE
Lewis, I need to talk to you. 

Lewis looks from Praline to Maria. 

MARIA
I can leave. 

LEWIS
No. Stay. 

Pause. 

LEWIS
What do you want? 

PRALINE
Well. You must have heard that George is coming 
back. I thought maybe you wanted to talk about it. 

Beat. (Lewis hadn’t heard.)

PRALINE
He says he’s looking forward to seeing you. He 
wanted me to tell you. 

LEWIS
We have a lot to catch up on. 

Silence. 

LEWIS
Goodnight. 

She goes upstairs. 

MARIA
Is she alright? 
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PRALINE
Listen, would you like to come to my house 
tomorrow? George and I have been collecting art for 
years. My grandfather was an artist so we have all of 
his paintings, among many others. 

MARIA
I -- I’d have to check with Roland. But that sounds 
nice. 

Praline gets back to her writing. 

MARIA
I suppose I’ll try to get some sleep. 

Praline doesn’t look up. Maria heads back behind the sheet.

She stops and looks at Roland. Then climbs back into bed and holds him tightly. 
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SCENE 5

Maria goes about the house sprucing things: Christmas decorations, sweeping, fluffing pillows... 
She scoops up all the pill bottles on the coffee table and puts them in the drawer. 

Kit comes in from the bedroom.

KIT
What are you doing? 

MARIA
Oh, hey Kitty. I just picked a few things up in town 
that I thought might add a bit of Christmas spirit to 
the place. It’s a special occasion -- the three of us 
being together for the first time... ever. And I 
thought George could probably use some cheering 
up. 

KIT
You think a stocking’s going to cheer him up? 

MARIA
You’re right. 

She goes to take it down. 

KIT
No, stop, leave it up! Leave it up. 

Pause. 

KIT
You cleaned. 

Pause. 

MARIA
Yes. 

Pause. 

KIT
You didn’t need to do that. 

Kit goes over to her knitting. 

43.

© 2016 Marion Hill



KIT
I forgot how much you’re like our mother. Sorry I 
haven’t been around all day. Had a tough time 
waking up today.  

MARIA
Oh, that’s alright. I actually spent the morning over 
at George’s. Well, Praline’s I guess. 

KIT
Really? She doesn’t often bring people over there. 

MARIA
Oh. So what Doug said about her lovers... 

KIT
Doug has no idea what he’s talking about. Have you 
seen him, by the way? 

MARIA
I think he took Roland out somewhere. Roland likes 
to spend a lot of time exploring wherever we go. 

KIT
Well, there’s not much to see here. What are you 
two really doing here anyway? 

MARIA
I’m so sorry, Kitty. We’re intruding, aren’t we? 

KIT
No! No. Really. Well, there’s just a lot going on. 
But something is up with you and Mr. Manhattan. 
You can tell me. 

MARIA
Everything is fine. We just needed to get away for a 
while. Roland had a bit of trouble at work, I think, 
but nothing serious. He says it’ll all blow over soon, 
so I suppose we’ll just wait -- until he says we can go 
back. It shouldn’t be long. 

KIT
Well, you’re welcome here for as long as you need. I 
expect you won’t want to stay here too long though. 
Not quite as exciting as the big apple. What’s it like 
over there? Must be nice. Very comfortable. And 
lots to do, lots to see. You must be very cultured by 
now. 
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MARIA
I know you’re not a fan of the U.S.

KIT
I don’t feel anything particular about it. There are a 
lot of Americans popping up around here these days, 
though, it’s alarming, really. 

MARIA
I’ve often thought about asking Lewis if she’d like to 
come and stay with us. To experience the city. 

KIT
Lewis? In New York? 

Kit laughs.

MARIA
Well why not? 

KIT
She’s a difficult girl, Maria. Difficult to please. I 
can’t even keep track of her in this town -- put her in 
a big city and she’d disappear within minutes, and 
then what would you do? It’d be like taking an 
animal that grew up in a cage in the zoo and 
releasing it into the fucking Amazon. No way. She’s 
not going anywhere. She likes it here, anyway. 

Lewis bursts in through the front door and SLAMS it behind her. 

LEWIS
Why didn’t you tell me about Uncle George coming 
for Christmas? 

KIT
Hi, honey. 

LEWIS
What the fuck, mom? Why do I have to stay here? I 
was supposed to go with Dad. 

KIT
Well, Dad’s staying here, too. 

LEWIS
(horrified)

What? 
(to herself)

Oh my God, I hate my life. 
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KIT
So, we’re all going to be here for when George 
comes back. He explicitly said he wanted to see you, 
can’t imagine why. Have you even said hello to 
Maria? 

MARIA
We did briefly last night. 

LEWIS
Listen, mom. 

KIT
What, Lewis? 

LEWIS
Will you listen to me for like, one second? 

KIT
What, honey, I’m listening. 

LEWIS
I don’t think I can handle this. All these people. 
Uncle George. Praline. You. Dad. 

(re: Maria)
And these people, too? I can’t do it. 

KIT
Honey. You’re just going to have to try. It’s one day. 

Lewis starts to fume. 

KIT
One. Day. 

LEWIS
Mom--

KIT
How high are you right now? Where have you been? 

LEWIS
Where’s Dad? 

KIT
Lewis, calm down, will you? This is not a big deal. 

Lewis throws herself on the couch and curls up. 

Kit gestures to Maria: “see what I mean?”

Doug and Roland enter the front door. 
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DOUG
Ladies! 

Pause. 

DOUG
What’s going on? 

KIT
Oh nothing, just a little tantrum coming to an end. 

ROLAND
Hi, Lewis! 

DOUG
Remember your Uncle Roland, kiddo? 

Lewis gets up and heads for the stairs. 

LEWIS
Hey. 

ROLAND
You’re a lot, uh, taller than I remember. 

DOUG
Where are you going? 

LEWIS
To my room. 

DOUG
Don’t you want to hang out? 

She walks assertively upstairs. 

Doug looks to Kit. 

KIT
Well she knows I can’t follow her up there. 

DOUG
We’ve got to figure this out, Katherine. 

He starts upstairs after Lewis. 

Beat. 
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Kit rolls back into her bedroom. 

ROLAND
Hey.

MARIA
Hi.

They kiss. 

MARIA
Where did you go? 

ROLAND
Just into the town. Wanted to see what kind of 
business they have going around here. 

MARIA
And? 

ROLAND
Not much to report. We drove around George’s 
property again just now, I can’t get over how big it is. 

MARIA
Praline’s. It’s her property. I was over there today, 
actually. 

ROLAND
Were you? 

MARIA
Praline invited me. To see their paintings. 

ROLAND
Oh. You didn’t tell me. 

MARIA
It wasn’t planned. 

ROLAND
How were they? 

MARIA
Magnificent. They have quite the collection, and in 
that place... It could really be a gallery in itself. 
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ROLAND
Huh. Very nice of her to take you into their house 
like that. I’m glad to hear you’re making friends, Ria, 
that’s great. 

He sits down with the local newspaper.

MARIA
What do you think of her? 

ROLAND
Hmm? Who?

MARIA
Praline.

ROLAND
(shrugging)

I can see how she appeals to George. And Doug. 

MARIA
You don’t find her attractive? 

ROLAND
What? 

MARIA
I don’t know, I’m just curious. 

Pause.

MARIA
She’s really interesting. She’s lived all around the 
world, and she knows a lot. She comes from a poor 
family but her mother was a poet. A French poet. 

ROLAND
Hmm. 

MARIA
We should go to France, baby, what do you think? 
The South of France. She said we could stay with 
them if we go at the same time, her family has a 
place down there. The way she described it just... 
Made me so want to travel. People who travel are 
just so interesting. I don’t think I’ve ever met anyone 
like her before. 

ROLAND
What about my aunt Margaret? She lived in 
Guatemala, remember? 
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MARIA
Of course. I don’t know, Praline just has this very 
different way of seeing... the world. And people. You 
know? 

ROLAND
Well, she is a writer. Do you have one of her books, 
by the way? I’m curious. 

MARIA
I don’t think you’d like them. 

ROLAND
Why does everyone keep saying that? 

Beat.

ROLAND
Well, there’s something funny about her... and her 
whole story with George.

MARIA
What have you heard about it? 

ROLAND
Nothing you haven’t heard but... can’t you see it’s 
complicated? He cut himself over her, for Christ’s 
sake. How horrific. 

MARIA
We don’t know that it was necessarily about her, 
Roland. 

ROLAND
Oh don’t be naive, darling. He won’t even go back to 
their house for Christmas. 

MARIA
I guess they are just very... passionate people. 

ROLAND
I just don’t want you getting involved, the last thing 
we need is to be caught in the middle of something 
complicated. At the end of the day he’s your brother 
and you have to be on his side. 

MARIA
Half brother. 

ROLAND
Same thing. 
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MARIA
I just went to see their art. 

ROLAND
You know what? Forget I said anything. She needs a 
friend, and so do you. 

Doug comes down the stairs. 

DOUG
Damn teenagers. 

ROLAND
How about we all go out for some dinner? My treat. 

DOUG
You know? I love that idea. I’ll get Kit ready. 

Doug exits to the bedroom. Roland goes to get ready. 

MARIA
Babe? 

ROLAND
What’s up? 

MARIA
I think I might stay here. My head’s hurting a little. 

ROLAND
You alright? 

MARIA
Yeah. I think it’s altitude or something. 

ROLAND
Okay. You get some rest. 

Beat. 

MARIA
Baby? 

ROLAND
Yeah. 

MARIA
Just... don’t talk about New York too much, okay? 

ROLAND
Why not? 
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MARIA
Please. 

ROLAND
(shrugs)

I’m going to get ready.

He exits upstairs.
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SCENE 6

Praline enters holding a box of bottles in one hand and some canvases in the other. 

PRALINE
Hello? 

Maria emerges from behind the curtain. She has changed into rather a nice dress.

MARIA
Hi. 

PRALINE
So, shall we do this? Are you ready?

MARIA
Yes, I think so. 

PRALINE
Excellent. 

She arranges the bottles on the table as Maria puts out glasses. 

PRALINE
So, remember what I told you? 

MARIA
Breathe in...

PRALINE
Breathe in a little, hold it, drink a little, then breathe 
out slowly. Okay, try this one. Yamazaki 12 year. 
That’s a great one. 

They drink and look at each other intently as they breathe out. 

MARIA
Wow. 

PRALINE
What do you think? 

MARIA
It’s like I’m drinking a tree. 

PRALINE
Isn’t it amazing? 
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MARIA
Roland’s whiskey always tastes like... Gas. 

PRALINE
Yes, he’s not drinking the right stuff.

MARIA
What about this one? 

PRALINE
That one’s an Irish one. Want to try it?

MARIA
Yes. 

PRALINE
Alright.

They drink, and breathe out. 

PRALINE
Which one do you like? 

MARIA
The first one, I think. 

PRALINE
Yamazaki? Me too. Here. 

She pours them each a hefty glass. 

PRALINE
Oh. I also took the liberty of bringing these over. I 
want to know what you think. 

She takes the stack of canvases and kneels facing Maria. Only Maria can see the canvases.

PRALINE
Tell me about this picture. 

MARIA
Oh, no, I--

PRALINE
Please. 

Beat. 
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MARIA
Well, there’s a very eerie lack of facial traits on these 
figures, like they’re anonymous members of a 
collective. Everyone’s blending in together, 
indistinguishable, inconspicuous. Honestly, there are 
signs of this being a dystopia but also a utopia. I 
might call it utopia, personally. 

Pause.

PRALINE
What about this one? 

MARIA
This one has a quiet subtlety and floating feel to the 
silhouette style -- it’s almost taking a very... intimate 
position in relation to the viewer. These figures aren’t 
objects, they speak for themselves. Even though 
they’re silhouettes, they’re not silent. There’s a 
creeping presence to the characters whose outlines 
and actions we very slowly can come to observe the 
more we look. The intimacy to them is... unsettling. 

She hesitates. 

MARIA
I’m sorry, I get very nervous when I talk about art.

PRALINE
You shouldn’t. You’re very good at it. I was watching 
you today -- taking in the paintings, one by one. You 
were moved. 

MARIA
Yes, I was. 

PRALINE
You think of a world where everyone blends together 
as a utopia? 

MARIA
I think we could all benefit from a little less 
emphasis on the individual. 

PRALINE
You like to disappear.
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Beat.

MARIA
This whiskey has a very calming effect, doesn’t it? I 
wonder if I should have tried it a long time ago. It 
seems to help with my anxiety. I... tend to have 
anxiety.

PRALINE
About what? 

MARIA
Well, it could be anything. 

PRALINE
So... general anxiety.

MARIA
I suppose. 

PRALINE
So it’s a condition. Why do Americans always make 
a condition out of things that whiskey can fix? 

She fills up Maria’s glass. 

PRALINE
Do you have anxiety right now? 

MARIA
You know? It’s strange but I’m not sure. I feel 
different than I did yesterday. Maybe it was the art. 
Or just the whiskey. 

PRALINE
Probably both. 

MARIA
Aren’t you afraid of becoming an alcoholic if you 
rely on it too much? 

PRALINE
I don’t believe in that. 

MARIA
You don’t believe in alcoholism? 

56.

© 2016 Marion Hill



PRALINE
I don’t. 

MARIA
I suppose you never met my father. 

Beat. 

MARIA
Your home is so beautiful. Thank you for showing 
me around earlier.  

PRALINE
I hope your husband wasn’t upset that you came.

MARIA
Why would he be? 

PRALINE
Well, he seems very interested in the house. I 
thought maybe he’d feel left out.

MARIA
He has a strange fascination with expensive 
properties. They inspire him somehow. 

PRALINE
He’s an ambitious young man. 

MARIA
That’s what I love about him. He always seems to 
know exactly what he wants. I envy that. 

PRALINE
Men always try to get through life with a strong 
sense of direction. Then they don’t understand when 
things aren’t quite as clear or predictable as they 
expected them to be. And they freak out. 

MARIA
Is that what happened to George? He freaked out 
because you weren’t what he expected you to be?

PRALINE
Something to that effect. I mean, here’s what I don’t 
understand about marriage. 

She downs her glass. 
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PRALINE
You agree to be with your husband... indefinitely... 
right? But nobody ever accounts for how your needs 
and desires are inevitably going to change overtime. 
It just doesn’t make any sense. How can you be 
inspired by one single person for so long?  

MARIA
Sounds like you just... fell out of love with your 
husband. 

PRALINE
If only it were that simple. 

MARIA
Seems like your writing draws very much from your 
life. 

PRALINE
Yes. It -- it gets me into trouble. 

MARIA
Trouble? 

PRALINE
Well, there’s George of course who I appear to have 
pushed a little too far. And Lewis doesn’t talk to me 
anymore.

Pause.

PRALINE
It’s complicated. But I -- I recognize the part of me 
that lets my writing influence my relationships rather 
than the other way around. That’s the only way I can 
do my best work. I guess I just -- get these ideas -- 
and I pursue them. 

MARIA
You use people. 

PRALINE
Yes. Not always. Not everyone is usable. 

Pause.

PRALINE
It’s funny that you’re George’s sister.

MARIA
Half sister. 
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PRALINE
And Kit’s too. You’re so different. 

MARIA
What makes you say that? 

PRALINE
(studying her)

There’s something very... refreshing about you. I like 
it. 

MARIA
Well, I wish I were more like Kit. Especially right 
now with everything that’s going on. She’s a lot 
stronger than I am. 

PRALINE
I wouldn’t be so sure of that. 

Pause. 

PRALINE
What is it that’s “going on”?

MARIA
Oh, well, it’s just that we’re not really sure when we 
can go home. I’m not -- Roland doesn’t want me to 
talk about it. 

PRALINE
Why not? 

MARIA
He doesn’t want me to get anxious about it. 

PRALINE
Sounds to me like a reasonable thing to be 
concerned about. You should talk about it if you 
want to talk about it. 

Pause. 

PRALINE
Do you want to talk about it? 

Maria looks at Praline. 

MARIA
No. 

Praline refills from a different bottle. She extends her glass to Maria. 
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PRALINE
Here, try this one. 

MARIA
What is it? 

PRALINE
Just try it.

Maria drinks. 

PRALINE
Would you like to play cards?

The lights on the living room fade. 
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SCENE 7

Four chairs are laid out as a car. Maria and Praline continue to play cards in darkness.

Lewis sits in the driver’s seat, waiting. She rolls down the window. 

LEWIS
GO AROUND. ASSHOLE. 

She lights a cigarette. 

After a few moments, Kit, not in a wheelchair, over-dressed in clothes she’s too old to wear, 
comes running over and throws herself into the passenger seat. 

A tense silence. 

KIT
Spare me the episode, alright? 

LEWIS
I didn’t say anything. 

KIT
Well, exactly. Can we go? 

LEWIS
Will you let me finish my fucking cigarette? 

Beat. 

LEWIS
You could at least let me know in advance so I can 
plan my night around picking you up. 

KIT
Honey, one day you’ll understand that one doesn’t 
plan these things. 

LEWIS
You’re almost fucking forty, mom. Grow up. I don’t 
know what kind of rebirth or disgusting self-
discovery you’re going through, but you’re too old 
for it. It’s pathetic. 

KIT
Fine. Can we go? 

Lewis angrily rolls up the window and starts to drive. 

KIT
This is the last time. I swear. I mean it. It’s over, 
Lew. 
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Beat. 

KIT
He dumped me.

LEWIS
Well maybe the next guy you pick can live on a bus 
route. 

KIT
You think this is all a big joke, you’re a damn child, 
you have no idea what it’s like to be old, to be ugly, 
and to have to work so hard just to have a little 
company. You think I like this? 

LEWIS
I don’t care, Mom! It’s your problem. You think it’s 
normal for kids my age to be driving across the city 
to pick up their parents from their play dates in the 
middle of the night? 

KIT
Since when do you care about what’s “normal”?  

Beat. 

KIT
Look at you, telling everyone else to grow up all the 
time, la dee da dee da. 

LEWIS
I hate when you do that. Stop doing that. You can’t 
always pretend to sing, or whatever that is, when you 
don’t have anything better to say. 

KIT
I can do whatever I want. 

LEWIS
Spoken like a true grown up. 

KIT
Oh, you know what? 

LEWIS
What? 

KIT
YOU KNOW WHAT? 
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LEWIS
WHAT? WHAT? 

KIT
Good luck finding people who can tolerate your 
miserable attitude when you go to college next year, 
because nobody’s going to want to be friends with an 
ungrateful brat like you. 

LEWIS
Well at least I’ll be away from you. 

Kit laughs. 

KIT
You don’t mean that. You’re going to miss me, you 
know. 

LEWIS
No I’m not, okay? I’m not going to, and stop saying 
that like you know me better. Just stop. I hate that. 
You don’t know me.  

KIT
I don’t know you? 

LEWIS
Yeah, you don’t know me. You don’t know shit 
about me.

KIT
What don’t I know? 

LEWIS
What kind of a question is that? 

KIT
Well how am I supposed to know about you if you 
don’t tell me anything? 

LEWIS
That’s your problem, you’re supposed to find out 
anyway, that’s what mothers do. 

KIT
Oh is it? Excuse me. What, do you want me to read 
your fucking diary? Jesus. 

63.

© 2016 Marion Hill



Why don’t you tell me what you did tonight? You 
never tell me where you go. 

Pause. 

KIT
See? I ask and you don’t fucking answer.

LEWIS
I had dinner with Dad. 

Beat.

KIT
Did you...

LEWIS
I told him I had to pick up a friend. 

Beat. 

KIT
You could have told him. That I had a date. 

LEWIS
JESUS. Mom. 

KIT
What? Yes, I know, I’m pathetic, you told me 
already. Lewis, slow down, come on. 

LEWIS
I’m going at the speed limit. 

KIT
This is the speed limit? 

LEWIS
Yes. 

KIT
Well it’s too damn fast. 

Pause.

KIT
CHRIST WILL YOU FUCKING SLOW 
DOWN. 

LEWIS
DON’T TELL ME HOW TO DRIVE. 
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KIT
What is the matter with you these days? 

LEWIS
Is it so wrong that I’m sick of picking up my mother 
FROM HER SEX PLAYDATES? 

KIT
I just don’t see what the problem is. 

LEWIS
I could have gone to the movies. 

KIT
Please. 

LEWIS
What? 

KIT
At midnight? A beautiful young girl like yourself 
cannot just go to the movies by herself in the middle 
of the night. 

LEWIS
See? You don’t let me do anything I want to do. 

KIT
Oh really? 

LEWIS
Yes. 

KIT
Really? 

LEWIS
Yes. 

KIT
Well I’m sorry, you’re seventeen years old and you 
live in my house.

Lewis lets out a frustrated SCREAM like the one we saw before. 

KIT
Are you finished? 

Lewis continues to breathe heavily. 

KIT
Don’t scream like that when I’m sitting this close to 
you, alright? Jesus. 
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Beat. 

KIT
Tomorrow I need you go to pick up a cake in the 
morning. We’re going to see Annette and Marcus 
for lunch. 

LEWIS
Are you shitting me? 

KIT
Lewis. 

LEWIS
No, I’m not going. I have plans tomorrow, and I’m 
not going. 

KIT
What plans? 

LEWIS
The pride rally. You said I could go. 

KIT
What, gay pride? 

Beat. 

KIT
No, you’re not going to that. 

LEWIS
You told me last week that I could go. 

KIT
Yes well I don’t think it’s appropriate. Why the hell 
do you want to go to that anyway? 

LEWIS
I’m going with Tommy and Joseph. 

KIT
I don’t care, there’s no reason for you to go. 

LEWIS
Mom. 

KIT
End of discussion, Lewis. 

LEWIS
(mumbles)

I fucking hate you. 
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KIT
What was that? 

LEWIS
I SAID I HATE YOU.

KIT
Yeah, well I hate you, too, honey. 

Lewis frantically rummages for her box of cigarettes. She puts one in her mouth and tries to 
light it. The lighter falls to the ground. Lewis bends down to try to reach for it. 

KIT
LEWIS! 

Lights slam to black. 

MUSIC roars. 

END OF ACT ONE
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ACT TWO

SCENE 8

The living room phone RINGS. 

Dim lights up on a quiet house. It’s 4am on Christmas day. Maria and Roland are asleep 
behind the curtain. The miniature Christmas tree is up and shining, some gifts lay under it, but 
not many. 

The phone continues to RING. Eventually, Lewis comes down the stairs with a blanket 
draped around her. She slowly makes her way to the phone. 

LEWIS
Hello? Uh... Yeah. 

Pause.  

LEWIS
Oh. 

Pause. 

LEWIS
Okay. Yeah. Mmhm. Bye.

She hangs up. 

Beat. 

LEWIS
MOM?

No answer. 

LEWIS
MOM!

KIT (O.S.)
WHAT? 

LEWIS
GEORGE ISN’T COMING FOR 
CHRISTMAS. 

Beat. 

KIT (O.S.)
WHAT? 
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Beat. 

KIT (O.S.)
WHY?

Roland and Maria are now sitting up, listening. 

LEWIS
HE’S DEAD. 

Silence. 

KIT (O.S.)
WHAT DO YOU MEAN, HE’S DEAD? 

LEWIS
HE’S DEAD. HE KILLED HIMSELF. 

Beat. 

KIT (O.S.)
ARE YOU FUCKING KIDDING ME? 

Blackout. 

MUSIC: A cheerful, swing-based Dean Martin Christmas song plays (ideally “Silver Bells”). 
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SCENE 9

CHRISTMAS MUSIC plays on. 

Kit sits in the center of the stage, blank-faced, smoking a joint.

Maria sits on the couch, rigid, glancing over at Kit, concerned. 

Roland sits next to Maria, his arm around her. She takes no notice of him. 

Lewis sits on his other side leafing through a magazine. Roland looks on with her, and points 
out things he finds funny. He manages to make her laugh. At least they seem to be having a 
good time.  

Doug mills about the room playing with his new goofy gifts, refilling people’s glasses of wine, 
etc. He tries to put Santa hats on everyone. Lewis is not receptive.  

Doug kneels before Kit. She finally comes out of her trance. She strokes his cheek. 

Praline is not there.

Lights fade. 
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SCENE 10

Spotlight on a perpendicular DOORWAY: the door to The Mansion. 

Maria enters and stops in front of the door . She KNOCKS with the brass knocker. 

MARIA
Praline? It’s Maria. 

She KNOCKS again. 

Praline enters , slightly ghost-like, from the opposite side of the stage wearing her robe, whiskey 
in hand. She stops before the door to light a cigarette, and lingers longer. 

MARIA
Are you in there? 

Maria turns to go. Praline finally opens the door. 

MARIA
Hi. 

Pause. 

PRALINE
Well don’t just stand there. 

She moves aside and Maria comes through. 

MARIA
I just wanted to see how you were doing. If you 
needed anything. Everybody’s a little shaken and 
confused and, well, the thought of you all alone in 
this house... I wanted to come and make sure you’re 
okay. 

Silence. 

MARIA
Maybe I shouldn’t have come. 

PRALINE
Why do you say that? 

MARIA
Just a feeling, I guess. 

Pause. 
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MARIA
I came to see if you maybe wanted to come over 
tonight, to watch the New Year’s shows and have 
some champagne or something. I don’t know about 
here, but New Year’s Eve is pretty big in New York.

Pause. 

MARIA
It’s silly. 

PRALINE
Thanks. I’m not sure I’ll make it. There’s a lot of 
paperwork I’m still trying to get through. 

Pause. 

MARIA
How are you? 

PRALINE
I’m fine. 

MARIA
Oh well that’s good to hear. 

PRALINE
I’ve been quite busy, writing a lot.  More than I have 
in a while, actually. 

MARIA
That’s great. 

Beat. 

MARIA
Well, if there’s anything you’d like me to read -- not 
that you’d particularly want my opinion or anything --

PRALINE
Why do you do that? 

MARIA
Do what? 

PRALINE
Dismiss yourself like that? 
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MARIA
I -- I don’t know. 

Pause.

MARIA
Well, I, uh, just wanted to see how you were doing. 

PRALINE
That’s very kind. How are you? 

MARIA
Um. Confused, mostly. 

PRALINE
Would you like to have a drink? 

MARIA
Yes. Well, no. 

PRALINE
Alright. 

Maria doesn’t move. 

MARIA
I just wanted to see you. 

Pause.

MARIA
I’m sorry about George. I wish I’d known him better. 
I should go. I hope you’ll come tomorrow night. 

PRALINE
What’s the matter? 

MARIA
Nothing. Nothing. I’m just... confused. 

PRALINE
About George?

MARIA
No, you. You make me nervous. I’m trying so hard 
not to be nervous but I can’t seem to help it, it’s 
infuriating.
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PRALINE
Stay, Maria. We can have a drink. 

MARIA
I can’t. I -- I don’t want to be used. 

Silence.

PRALINE
I told you. Not everyone is usable. 

Praline walks toward her.

PRALINE
Hey. 

They stare at each other. 

PRALINE
It’s alright. I’ll stop. I’m sorry. 

Maria kisses her. 

Spotlight fades. 
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SCENE 11

Laughter approaches the porch. Lewis, drunk, appears holding one of her boots. Roland 
follows, laughing. 

ROLAND
Come on, Lewis, will you put your damn shoe on? 

LEWIS
I can’t it’s broken. I hit that guy with it too... hard.

ROLAND
Come on. Here, sit. 

She sits on the step. He ties her shoe on. 

ROLAND
Your foot is frozen. I swear if you get frostbite from 
this, we are never going out again. 

LEWIS
You had so much fun. 

ROLAND
If you get me in trouble with your mom... 

Lewis puts a suggestive arm around him. 

LEWIS
What is she going to do, chase you? Fight you? Best 
she can do is run over your toes. 

ROLAND
Lewis... that’s not nice.

LEWIS
What? Shut up, get away from me. 

ROLAND
What’s the matter? 

LEWIS
Just -- get away. You don’t know anything. 

ROLAND
Oh, come on, Lewis, I just don’t think it’s nice to -- 
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She suddenly explodes and lets out a SCREAM, throwing her head in her hands. Roland is 
completely out of place. 

LEWIS
(into her lap)

It’s okay, I lose it sometimes. 

ROLAND
What does that mean?

LEWIS
When I drink a lot I -- I get these fits. Rage. 
Alcohol is... bad for my rage.

ROLAND
(angered)

I knew this was a bad idea. 

LEWIS
Well I’m sorry I’m such a handful. 

ROLAND
I didn’t mean it like that. I just wanted to help you 
take your mind off things. 

She pulls out a joint from her jacket and lights it. 

ROLAND
Can I ... do you need anything? 

LEWIS
(re: the joint)

I’ll be fine in a minute. 

They sit. He waits. 

LEWIS
... Do you want some? 

ROLAND
Oh no. Never have, never will. 

LEWIS
What if you got cancer? 

ROLAND
I’m sorry? 

LEWIS
Like, what if you were in pain all the time and it was 
the only thing that gave you relief? 
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ROLAND
Oh. Still no. 

LEWIS
You should try it. Maybe you won’t scream at your 
wife so much. 

ROLAND
Whoa, what? I do not scream at my wife. 

LEWIS
Don’t worry man, I get it. If I had a wife, I’d scream 
at her too. Isn’t that what wives are for? 

Roland scoffs. 

ROLAND
I guess. What are you a... lesbian? You said “wife”. 

LEWIS
Why do you care? 

ROLAND
I don’t. Just trying to get to know you. 

LEWIS
Are you? Gay?

ROLAND
What? No I’m not gay. 

LEWIS
My mom said she thought you were gay because you 
overcompensate by being one of those pseudo-
macho, Wall Street assholes. 

ROLAND
Yeah, she doesn't like me. 

LEWIS
She likes you, man. She just thinks you’re kinda 
swishy. 

ROLAND
“Swishy”? 

LEWIS
It’s a Canada thing.

ROLAND
French Canada? 
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LEWIS
Yeah. 

ROLAND
Oh. 

Beat. 

ROLAND
Do you want to go inside? 

LEWIS
Can you check if Praline is in there? 

ROLAND
Why? 

LEWIS
I can’t... be around her when I’m... wasted. 

ROLAND
Oh come on, you’re not wasted. 

LEWIS
When’s the last time you went out with an eighteen 
year old girl? I’m fucking hammered, you idiot. Just 
check, will you? 

ROLAND
Alright, jeez. Looks quiet to me. You going to tell 
me what’s going on? 

Pause.

LEWIS
It’s complicated. 

ROLAND
Try me. 

LEWIS
Listen, you’re a nice enough guy. But I’m not 
interested in whatever this is, okay?

ROLAND
What what is?  

LEWIS
You’ve been hitting on me all night and I’m just 
saying, you can stop now. 
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ROLAND
What the hell? I have not been hitting on you. I’m 
just trying to be your friend, Lewis. 

LEWIS
Whatever, dude, it’s fine I don’t care. 

ROLAND
I--

LEWIS
Where’s your wife anyway? 

ROLAND
She went to get groceries. Listen Lewis, I promise I 
haven’t been hitting on you. You really must have 
just read me the wrong way or something because--

LEWIS
I said it’s fine. 

Pause. 

ROLAND
I’m sorry about your uncle. 

Pause. 

ROLAND
You two were close, weren’t you? 

LEWIS
We used to be. It’s complicated. We used to write to 
each other a lot.  

ROLAND
Did he tell you? 

LEWIS
That he was going to kill himself? Not in so many 
words. I guess I hadn’t spoken to him for a few 
months.

ROLAND
Poor Praline. I can’t imagine what she must be going 
through. 

Pause.

She breaks.
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LEWIS
Fuck, she thinks I told him everything, doesn’t she? I 
know she does -- she thinks I’m the reason he did it. 
Because I told him what we were doing. But I didn’t, 
Roland, I swear. I didn’t tell George. Not in so many 
words. Can you tell her for me? Tell her I didn’t tell 
him. 

Maria enters on the porch behind them. She listens. 

ROLAND
Didn’t tell him what, Lewis? 

LEWIS
Fuck, my head. I can’t think. I just need things to go 
back. To the way they were. You know what I mean? 
Before it all got so fucked up. 

ROLAND
Yeah, I know what you mean.  

LEWIS
I can’t face her, man. 

ROLAND
Lewis, I’m confused. Tell me what happened. 

MARIA
Roland? What’s going on? 

 Pause. She examines Lewis. 

MARIA
(to Roland)

What did you do? 

ROLAND
What -- what do you mean, “what did I do”, I didn’t 
do anything! 

MARIA
Is she drunk? 

ROLAND
She’s just having a small panic attack or something. 

MARIA
Lewis, are you okay? What’s going on? 
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ROLAND
Babe, she’s fine, I think the George stuff just hit her. 

MARIA
Did you do this to her?

LEWIS
I need to go inside. I need to be alone. 

MARIA
Do you want some help? 

LEWIS
NO. No. Is Praline inside? 

MARIA
No, she’s at -- she’s not here. 

Lewis slumps off inside. 

ROLAND
I forgot how hysterical teenagers can get. That was 
kind of wild, wasn’t it? How are you, honey? 

He goes to kiss her. She steps away from him.

ROLAND
Baby, I got some great news today. While you were 
out. 

Pause. 

ROLAND
I got cleared. Everything’s good. Everyone’s happy, 
and we can go back as soon as we want. Maybe even 
tomorrow. Isn’t that great, baby? I told you 
everything would work out. Didn’t I? 

MARIA
Yes, you did. 

Maria leads the way into the house toward the liquor cabinet. 

MARIA
So what happened? 
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ROLAND
What do you mean, what happened? I told you. I got 
cleared. 

MARIA
What, they investigated you? 

ROLAND
Sort of. 

MARIA
And they didn’t find anything. 

ROLAND
Right. 

MARIA
But... you didn’t not do anything. So they just 
missed it? Didn’t find it?

ROLAND
Ria, what are you doing? 

MARIA
I’m just trying to understand. 

ROLAND
Why aren’t you happy? 

MARIA
I’m happy, Roland. I just want to make sure we’re 
not heading back into some trap or something. 

ROLAND
Baby, that’s not really how it works. 

Pause. 

ROLAND
Are you drinking whiskey? 

MARIA
Is that a problem? 

ROLAND
No. I just thought you didn’t like it. 

MARIA
Well, I do. Do you want one? 

ROLAND
Maria -- did you even hear me? We can go home.
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MARIA
What about all that money? All those people who 
lost their money? 

Beat. 

MARIA
Again, Roland. I’m not an idiot. I can look up the 
news on the fucking internet. 

ROLAND
My name was cleared, so the money isn’t my 
problem. 

MARIA
I don’t want to go back. 

ROLAND
What are you talking about? 

MARIA
I -- I want to stay here. 

ROLAND
You want to stay. Here. 

MARIA
Yes. 

ROLAND
In the mountains. 

MARIA
Yes. 

ROLAND
On that crumby sofa behind the curtain. 

MARIA
Roland. 

ROLAND
In the dead of winter with a capricious heating 
system. 

MARIA
Yes, okay? I want to stay here. 

Beat. 

ROLAND
For how long? 
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MARIA
I don’t know. 

ROLAND
Well you’re not staying here. We’re going home, I’m 
going to the train station right now to pick up some 
tickets for January 1st. 

MARIA
Roland--

ROLAND
Maria, a few days ago you were begging me to leave 
this place and now you want to stay? 

MARIA
Roland, my brother just died. 

ROLAND
Your half brother.

MARIA
Doesn’t matter. Kitty, and Lewis, and Praline -- 
they need some support right now. 

ROLAND
Look, baby, these people are really... complicated. 
We’re from completely different worlds. We don’t 
belong here. 

He looks around.

ROLAND
These people are fucked up, babe. 

MARIA
You’re talking about my family. 

ROLAND
Lewis was saying some really weird shit just now. 

MARIA
Well that’s because you got her fucked up. 

ROLAND
Why are you talking to me like this? You don’t talk 
to me like this. 

MARIA
Roland, just give me some space for a minute, okay? 

Pause. Roland scoffs. 
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ROLAND
I feel like I don’t even know you. 

He storms out of the house. 

Maria finishes her glass. She walks around the room.  

She finds a half-finished joint on the table and starts to smoke it. 

Lewis, wrapped in a blanket, comes trudging down the stairs for a glass of water. 

Beat. 

LEWIS
You weren’t at the grocery store, were you.

Pause. 

LEWIS
How is she? 

Pause. 

LEWIS
I bet she hasn’t stopped writing all week. 

MARIA
How do you know that? 

LEWIS
I know her pretty well. 

Silence.

LEWIS
Listen, you should... you should be careful with her. I 
know she can seem very... intriguing.

Pause. 

LEWIS
I just wouldn’t try to get too close to her. If I were 
you. 

Lewis heads back upstairs. Lights cross fade into a FLASHBACK. Maria stays on the couch 
throughout, smoking her joint. 
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SCENE 12

The Mansion doorway reappears, and there is now an ornate desk covered in notes and papers 
inside The Mansion, and another chair close to the desk.

Lewis, dressed for summer, enters and makes her way toward the door. She walks in without 
knocking. 

LEWIS
Praline? 

PRALINE (O.S.)
Yeah. 

Lewis sits in the chair and takes out a book, perhaps two. She lights a cigarette. 

Praline pokes her head in from offstage.

PRALINE
I just made some sangria. Want some? 

LEWIS
What is it? 

PRALINE
It’s wine with oranges in it. 

LEWIS
Sure. 

Praline disappears and returns, dressed in a short summer gown, with a tray. Lewis lights a 
second cigarette and hands it to Praline -- their routine. 

Praline takes her seat behind her desk and starts shuffling through her papers. She does not look 
up while talking to Lewis. 

PRALINE
And how was today? Better than yesterday? 

LEWIS
Barely. But tolerable. 

PRALINE
Did Mrs. Titkins get the name of the author right 
today?

LEWIS
She still thinks it’s THOR-oh.  
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PRALINE
Didn’t you tell her? 

LEWIS
No. It’s funny. 

PRALINE
Hmm.

LEWIS
Why don’t you just come and teach the damn class? 
You know more than “Titkins” ever could. 

PRALINE
I couldn’t do Henry David justice to a bunch of 
teenagers even if I wanted to. 

LEWIS
It wouldn’t matter. You’re hot, that’s all it takes, 
really. 

Beat. 

LEWIS
And you’re interesting. I mean, this is the problem 
with fucking summer school. They bring in 
community wannabe teachers who retired ten years 
ago and think they’re “giving back” by making us 
read shit that they don’t even understand. 

PRALINE
How do you know they don’t understand it? 

LEWIS
I can just tell. They don’t talk about it like you do. 

Pause.

LEWIS
Can I read anything yet? 

Praline selects a sheet from her scattered mess and holds it out. 

PRALINE
Don’t tell me what you think. 

Lewis reads as Praline continues shuffling and taking notes. 
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Praline finally looks up. Lewis finishes reading. 

PRALINE
What do you think? 

LEWIS
Let me read it again. 

This time, Praline doesn’t take her eyes off of Lewis as she reads. 

LEWIS
(softly)

“She feared that he could sense her longing for 
something else -- his sense of it far more destructive 
than her actually finding it. And yet, she couldn’t 
help but want it. And she didn’t care that he felt it.” 

PRALINE
You don’t understand it. 

LEWIS
How do you know I don’t?

PRALINE
I can just tell. 

Touché.

LEWIS
So what is it that you want? 

PRALINE
I’m not sure, but that’s not--

LEWIS
That’s not the point, I know. Just... wondering. And 
so you don’t care that Uncle George tried to kill 
himself and now he’s in the hospital?  

PRALINE
It’s complicated, Lewis. But -- to a certain extent 
there’s not much I can do about that.   

Lewis takes a puff of her cigarette, feeding on Praline’s eye contact. Praline goes back to her 
sheets. 

PRALINE
He sent me another letter today. 
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LEWIS
I got one, too. 

PRALINE
You first. 

LEWIS
Nothing much new.  It rained. The guy he shares a 
room with tried to run again. And he doesn’t believe 
me that you “haven’t had the strength” to work on 
your novels. He says he wants to know the truth. 

PRALINE
The truth? That his absence inspires me? His pain 
gives me pleasure? The man doesn’t even recognize 
when he’s just better off not knowing.  

Pause. 

LEWIS
What should I tell him? 

PRALINE
Well, that depends. Do you want him to come back? 

Pause.

PRALINE
Lewis, if you had to choose between George and me, 
who would you choose? 

LEWIS
In terms of what? 

PRALINE
Just in general, you know, to have. In your life. 

Praline stares at her, as she does. 

LEWIS
I don’t know. 

PRALINE
Liar. 

LEWIS
What did your letter say anyway? 

89.

© 2016 Marion Hill



Praline goes back to her papers. 

PRALINE
Nothing unusual either. Though he’s curious about 
your spending so much time here.  

LEWIS
You told him? 

PRALINE
Well, yes, I told him that you keep me company and 
that you inspire me. That’s all I said.

LEWIS
When can I read the parts about me? Well, you 
know, about the character that you say isn’t me but 
really she is me. I know she is.  

Praline doesn’t answer and continues to write. 

LEWIS
You’re not going to show me, are you. 

PRALINE
I will, eventually. I need to see how things develop.  

Beat.

PRALINE
Lewis, what are the other kids your age up to? 

LEWIS
Drinking tequila that comes in a box and fucking 
each other in the woods. Why?

PRALINE
Wouldn’t you rather spend time with them? 

LEWIS
Did you hear what I just said? 

She shrugs. 

LEWIS
I like this. 

PRALINE
I forget how old you are sometimes, that’s all.  
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Beat. 

PRALINE
Oh. I almost forgot. 

Praline exits and returns with a suit/blazer outfit on a hook. 

PRALINE
I found this old blazer and I think you should have it. 

Lewis hesitates.

PRALINE
Come on, don’t be a baby. 

Praline, cigarette in mouth, helps Lewis put the blazer on. Lewis turns around to face her. 

PRALINE
It’s perfect. 

Praline tucks a strand of hair behind Lewis’ ear. 

Silence. 

Praline steps back, puffs on her cigarette, and goes back to her desk. She sits, and writes. 

Lewis sits back in her chair in the new blazer, and goes back to her book. 

PRALINE
Lewis? I want you to stop talking to George. 

Pause. 

PRALINE
Don’t write to him anymore, alright? 

Pause. 

LEWIS
Okay. 

Lights fade as they get back to work. 
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SCENE 13

Praline, Kit and Doug sit around the table drinking whiskey and playing cards (specifically, the 
game Hearts). Kit might even be more drunk than usual. The sheet to Maria and Roland’s sofa 
bed has been folded and their belongings reduced to suitcases.

DOUG
She’s done it again, hasn’t she. 

Kit lays one down and scoops up the pile of cards. 

DOUG
Oh, SHIT. 

PRALINE
I can’t believe it. 

Kit scoops up more piles. She shot the moon. 

DOUG
Damn it, Katherine. 

KIT
I believe that was three straight wins, was it not? 

She downs her glass. 

PRALINE
Here comes that Lady Katherine of Cards we hate 
so much. 

KIT
That’s right. Here I am and I’m demanding my 
prize. Doug. 

DOUG
Oh, I don’t know, Kitty.

KIT
Come on, it’ll be fun! Come on. It’s easy. I swear. 

DOUG
I might break you. 

KIT
Fuck you I’m not a doll. Let’s go. 

Pause.
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DOUG
Fine. 

He goes over to her chair.

DOUG
Ready? 

KIT
Oh just do it. 

He picks her up. They’re close for a moment. 

He places her on the couch and sits down next to her. Praline stays at the table. 

KIT
Oh my God. Cushions. Sweet sweet clouds beneath 
my ass. Don’t make me move ever. Let me die in 
this spot. Please? Promise me you’ll let me die right 
here. 

DOUG
I promise. 

She pulls him toward her and kisses him. Doug looks to see if Praline saw. She did.

Beat.

KIT
How did all end up so unhappy?

DOUG
We’ve always been unhappy.

KIT
Being unhappy together was a lot more fun than 
being unhappy separately.  

Pause. 

KIT
At least I think so. 

DOUG
Maybe that chair has something to do with it. 

KIT
Maybe. At least you’re nicer to me now. 
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Silence. 

DOUG
Katherine.

He looks over at Praline for support. 

DOUG
I’ve hired someone to come and help you out a few 
times a week. Her name is Martha and she lives just 
a few minutes away. 

Pause.

DOUG
What do you say? 

Beat.

KIT
(to Praline)

Did you have anything to do with this? 

DOUG
Katherine. 

KIT
Please don’t. You know what? Fuck you. I don’t need 
a fucking stranger to come and pick up after me. 

DOUG
I hate to say it, but yes, you do. 

KIT
I have Lewis. I have Praline. 

DOUG
Yeah, and look how well that’s working out. Lewis is 
completely out of control. 

KIT
Well I know it’s not perfect. I know that. But I’m 
trying, okay? I am trying. 
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DOUG
It’s okay to need a little help. You’re in a fucking 
wheelchair. 

KIT
I KNOW THAT. I KNOW. Why don’t YOU 
come around and help? You may not give a shit 
about me but your daughter is on the way to being as 
depressed as we are by the time she’s nineteen. I may 
not look like I know what’s going on with her, 
alright, but I know enough. Because I’m her mother. 
I know what she needs. 

Pause.

KIT
I am so sick of everyone trying to tell me I’m a bad 
mother. Because I’m not, and I know that I’m not. I 
don’t know where the fuck she is every second of the 
day, but I know when she’s happy and I know when 
she’s heartbroken and that’s a lot more than you 
know. 

DOUG
(angry)

You’re not a bad mother just because you need help. 
Katherine. 

Silence. 

Maria enters through the front door. 

Silence. Maria and Praline exchange a glance. 

DOUG
I should get on the road.  

He exits to the bedroom. She leans for the drawer looking for pills.

DOUG (O.S.)
Where did you put my bag? 

Silence. 

DOUG (O.S.)
KATHERINE. 

KIT
Under the bed. 

She knocks over a glass on the table.
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KIT
Fuck. 

She takes her pills. 

Doug returns with his bag and moves to pick up the glass. 

KIT
DON’T. 

Beat. 

KIT
Leave it. 

He does. 

DOUG
(re: the wheelchair)

Come on--

KIT
No. 

DOUG
I’m not just going to leave you on the couch. 

She wraps her arms around him. He places her back in her chair.

DOUG
Where’s Lewis?

KIT
I don’t know, okay? I don’t know where she goes, so 
stop asking me. 

DOUG
I’ll be back next weekend to pick her up.

KIT
(panicked)

Doug. 

Pause. She looks to Praline and Maria, and back to Doug. 

KIT
Don’t go. 

DOUG
Katherine--
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KIT
Stay. Please. You don’t have to sleep in my bed if 
you don’t want to. Just stay. 

DOUG
And end up where George ended up? 

Beat.

KIT
The thought of being around me every day makes 
you sick. Just say it.

DOUG
I already did. 

KIT
I need to hear it again. 

Doug exits. 

Kit lights up a joint, perhaps pops another pill, and smokes silently. A moment passes. 

MARIA
(to Praline)

Did you come to watch the New Year’s eve show? 

PRALINE
What show? 

MARIA
You know -- the one I was telling you about. The 
other night. It happens in New York and everybody 
counts down. 

KIT
She hasn’t even noticed that we don’t have a 
television.

Pause. 

MARIA
I hadn’t noticed, you’re right. How silly of me. 

KIT
What’s the big deal about a new year anyway? 

PRALINE
I just came to drop off a casserole. It’s been a while 
since I made one. But I should probably get going. 

She starts to stand. Maria puts her hand on Praline’s hand. 
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PRALINE
No. Don’t go. 

They both look to see if Kit saw the gesture. She did. Praline sits back down.

Beat.

KIT
(suspicious)

So Maria. You’re all packed up. Are you two 
leaving? 

MARIA
Oh. Roland must have done all the packing -- he 
wants us to leave tomorrow. Apparently it’s safe for 
us to go back now. 

KIT
You must be thrilled. 

MARIA
Well, actually. It’s funny. I’m not really sure I want 
to go back. I’ve started to feel quite... comfortable 
here. 

Pause. 

PRALINE
You want to stay. Here. 

MARIA
I think I might, yes. 

PRALINE
In the mountains. 

MARIA
Yes. 

PRALINE
In this freezing weather. 

MARIA
Yes! Jesus. 

Silence. 

MARIA
You don’t want me to stay. 

PRALINE
No. I didn’t say that. It’s not really up to me, Maria, 
is it? 
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MARIA
Well -- no. But -- 

Pause. 

MARIA
Does anybody have a cigarette? I’d like to smoke a 
cigarette. 

She darts out to the porch before waiting for an answer. 

KIT
You got her smoking cigarettes now? What’s next?

Praline follows Maria out to the porch. She holds out a box of cigarettes. 

MARIA
No I don’t actually want a cigarette. 

PRALINE
Oh. Sorry. 

Pause. 

PRALINE
You’re stressed. 

MARIA
Yes, I’m stressed! I don’t know what I’m doing here. 
I don’t know what you want with me. But I don’t 
want to go back -- I don’t want to go to New York 
with Roland. And I’m scared. I don’t want to leave 
you. But you don’t want me to stay, do you. 

PRALINE
You don’t want to be with me, Maria. Trust me. 

Praline pulls some folded papers out of her pocket and hands them to Maria. 

MARIA
What’s this? 

PRALINE
You said you wanted to read some. I’ve come up 
with a lot since I met you. Maybe it can help you. 

Maria starts to read. She laughs. 

MARIA
You love this, don’t you? You love how much I love 
your writing. 
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Pause.

MARIA
This is all I am to you, isn’t it? 

PRALINE
I’ve never met anybody like you, Maria. I find you 
very fascinating. 

MARIA
Fascinating. Am I crazy? I can’t believe this. I spend 
my whole life getting told I’m crazy, that there’s 
something wrong with me. I’m anxious, I’m nervous. 
My mind races chasing all these irrational thoughts 
all the time. And suddenly here I am, falling in love 
with my dead French Canadian half brother’s wife, 
and for the first time in my life I actually don’t feel 
crazy. And here you are telling me that I’m fucking 
crazy. Because all I am to you is fascinating. Another 
page for your novel. 

PRALINE
I don’t think you’re crazy. 

MARIA
You just love when people get on their knees and fall 
hopelessly in love with you, and with your writing 
and your visions, your insights -- and you never 
intend to give them anything in return.

PRALINE
Hopelessly in love with me? Maria, I -- I never 
intended -- 

MARIA
Well of course you didn’t “intend”. Don’t you know 
the effect you have in people? Has it never occurred 
to you that you might just be a person that people 
fall in love with absolutely against their will? I have a 
husband for God’s sake! You did this to Lewis, too, 
didn’t you? Made her fall in love with you and then 
told her that she was crazy? Is that what happened? 

PRALINE
What happened with Lewis was a mistake. 

MARIA
She’s a teenager!
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PRALINE
Maria, it’s complicated. 

MARIA
You have got to stop doing this. 

PRALINE
I’m not doing anything. 

Beat. 

PRALINE
Isn’t life better this way? When the air is a little 
charged? There’s no reason to run away and get 
married just because we’re attracted to each other. 

MARIA
I’m not asking you to marry me, that’s ridiculous it’s 
not even legal. 

PRALINE
And now here we are talking about the law. Look, 
Maria, you’re not crazy. You’re not. You’re just -- in 
the middle of something that’s ambiguous. 
Uncertain. But here we are, attracted to each other. 
Acknowledging these feelings rather than trying to 
pretend they don’t exist. It’s exciting. It’s inspiring. 
Isn’t it? 

Beat. 

MARIA
Fuck you. 

Maria moves back into the house, where Kit and Lewis are now playing cards and drinking 
whiskey. 

KIT
Ah, you’re just in time! Deal her in, Lew. 

MARIA
I don’t think I want to play, Kitty. 

KIT
Oh, come on, nonsense. Pour yourself a glass. 

Maria sits next to Lewis. 

After a moment, Praline enters. 

Beat. 
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PRALINE
Can I play? 

Lewis deals her in. 

MUSIC. 
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EPILOGUE

Roland and Maria lie beneath a sheet on the ground, asleep. 

Dim lights up on the living room. Praline enters with her glass of whiskey, wearing her 
gown from the Prologue. She sprawls across the couch ceremoniously, she leafs through 
her pages of writing, happily. 

Sudden lighting change and abrupt end to the music as Maria jerks upright and GASPS 
breathing heavily. 

ROLAND
Baby? 

MARIA
Yeah. 

ROLAND
That dream again? 

MARIA
Yeah. 

ROLAND
Come here. 

She curls into his arms.

Lights fade. 

Fin. 
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