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CHARACTERS  
 
Lily, 17 
Peter, 48 
Richard, 79 
Denise, mid-30s  
Kev, early 20s  
The Witch 
 
 
 
SETTING 
 
A cheap first-floor motel room somewhere in central California. Two narrow beds. 
A flimsy bedside table; a cheap lamp on the table. A dim, cramped bathroom 
upstage, which we see partially into. A thinly curtained window. The door opens 
straight into the parking lot.  
 
Cars speed by outside. The occasional thrum of a bass or chatter of cable TV 
drifting in from surrounding rooms.  
 
 
 
NOTE ON THE TEXT 
 
The line breaks and punctuation/lack thereof are meant to illustrate the breaks in 
thought or pauses within a sentence. Periods should be treated as full-stops, 
even when they’re in the middle of a sentence. Commas are lifts, just little 
breaths. Text in parentheses are asides. A line that begins with a lowercase letter 
indicate it connects, thought-wise, to that character’s preceding line, despite the 
interruption of other text, or a stage direction.  
 
A backslash indicates overlapping of lines: the following line should begin at the 
slash in the previous line.  
 
Two lines appearing on the same horizontal line of the page indicates the lines 
should overlap entirely.  
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ONE  
 
Late afternoon in late October. The room is dim, lit only in fluorescent yellow from 
across the highway, and by the cheap lamp on the bedside table which emits 
only a faint glow. 
 
Then: the sound of someone trying to open the door with a keycard. Insert, pull 
out. The buzz of failure.  
 
P (off)  God 
  These / things 
 
L (off)  Let me 
 
P (off)   No, okay, here, I had it backwards 
 
Insert, pull out, buzz. 
 
P (off)  They never / work 
 
L (off)  Here wait no 
 
P (off)  I think I can 
 
L (off)  It’s about touch, I have the touch, come on.  
 
Insert, pull out…the buzz of approval.  
 
L (off)  Now quick grab the 
  You only have a second 
  Dad grab the 
 
The sound of someone trying to turn the handle, but it’s too late.  
 
P (off)   For shit’s / sake.  
 
R (off)  Two ice dancers, you are, not in sync.  
 
P (off)   Maybe you have to blow on the magnetized / strip there 
 
L (off)   OK, Dad, hand on the 
  I’ll do this 
 
P (off)   Yep 
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Insert, pull out, buzz of acceptance…the turn of the handle. The lamp on the 
bedside table suddenly flickers out.   
 
Peter, Lily, and Richard enter the room accompanied by the sounds of traffic and 
the glow of road signs behind them. Peter carries a small duffel bag and a 
backpack on his back; Lily wears a backpack; Richard carries nothing, walking 
slowly with a cane—if we’re being honest, he’s barely moving.  
 
Lily holds the door open for him. Peter flips the light switch on the wall; harsh 
ceiling sconce lights come on. The lamp stays off. 
 
L  …Yup.  
 
P  I didn’t promise 
 
L  No you didn’t.  
 
P  Come on in / Dad 
 
R  Triple salchow, always gives one trouble, I know that much.  
 
Lily looks at Peter. 
 
L  How is he still not in here? 
 
Peter sits on one of the beds. He sinks a few inches, accompanied by a massive 
springy creak.  
 
P  Okay! 
 
Richard finally crosses the threshold of the doorway. 
 
R  An oasis in the desert!  
 
L  Annnnnnd we’re all in! 
 
She slams the door delightedly.  
 
L  Bronze medal’s not as impressive when there’s only three  
runners, grandpa. 
 
Richard canes across the room. He can only move at one speed. They watch  
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him. A long silence. Richard comes to a halt in front of the bed. He looks at the 
bed. The floor. The ceiling.  
 
R  Where… 
 
L  Good question. 
 
P  Motel, near five?  
  We’re going to the  
  …Okay 
  that’s alright.  
 
Peter scoots on the bed over to the bedside table, tries to turn on the lamp 
manually. Nothing. 
 
P  Wow. 
  Hey so did you hear that story? On the radio? I had it on in the car, 
maybe when we were near 
  Los Banos or Gilroy or 
 
L  No I had my headphones on, I was listening to the I actually made a 
cool / playlist  
 
P  Oh, even in Los Banos or Gilroy or whatever? I thought I saw you 
with your headphones on more like south of Santa Cruz 
  Anyway, the story 
  Do you want to hear about this?  
 
L  Yeah.  
 
R  Bedspread’s not what I’m / used to 
 
P  These scientists in Switzerland  
  They think they’ve identified the gene that causes autism.  
 
L  Autism?  
 
P  Or something. “On the spectrum” you know 
 
L  Okay.  
 
P  I mean, how cool is that?  
 
L  That’s the whole story?  
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  Here, let me try.  
 
She crosses to the bedside table, tries to turn on the lamp. Nothing. 
 
P  But I mean my God, the things we can do now 
  You don’t have enough perspective I guess, you don’t remember 
how recently we were in the Dark Ages you know. 
  I mean relatively 
  I mean testing? Finding a gene? I mean a microscopic  
 
Lily slams a fist on the bedside table; the lamp flickers on. 
 
P  No, shit, more than microscopic I guess right 
  Tiny strands of DNA 
 
L  Sounds like / bullshit to me.  
 
P  And then autism I mean that’s a whole other can of  
  Sounds like bullshit? Last time I checked you were a doctor as 
much as I am 
 
R  Smells bad in here, like cigarettes.  
 
P  Non-smoking, Dad. 
 
L  Probably since like 2003 it has been, but before that 
 
P  Well I wish you’d heard this story, they really sounded like they 
knew what they were talking about. 
 
L  I’m sure.  
 
P  I just choose to be interested in this kind of thing, you know. When 
people  
  smarter people than me, when they talk, I listen. You know with 
open ears, I guess you could say. Who are either of us to say?  
 
R  I’m here too.  
 
P  Who are the three of us to say they’re wrong? I think, hon, I think if 
you let yourself really hear what other people have to say, you might expand 
yourself  
  or something. Does that make sense?  
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  Lifts one’s spirits, don’t you think, learning about something like 
that, kind of clears your mind 
  But you know what, that’s your realm 
  Again: who am I to say, that’s your domain, you know, you’re 
smarter than me about what’s happening for you 
  See what I mean? I’m interested in you, and you’re smarter about 
you than I am about you, and I’m listening with open ears. 
 
L  So how’d they find the gene? What were the tests? 
 
P  I don’t really remember 
 
L  Human test subjects? I mean seems like it’d have to be. Autism and 
everything, pretty specifically / human  
 
P  No I think they said mice.  
 
L  Mice? They used like 
  lab rats?  
 
P  For the tests, yeah.  
 
L  There are autistic mice?  
 
P  Well 
  if there can be autistic people, I guess 
 
L  They were carving out their brains and stuff? Seems like they would 
have to 
  dig around in there.  
 
P  Well that’s just typical, I mean 
  they kill of hundreds of mice everyday, right?  
  “Put them down.”  
 
L  Pretty gentle way of saying it.  
 
P  For science, though.  
  The mice probably like it. Gives their life purpose.  
 
He laughs.  
 
P  But I could be wrong about the whole thing. Like I said it was  
  complicated.  
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Peter makes a “went above my head” gesture.  
 
R  There are only two beds.  
 
Lily and Peter look at him. Beat. Lily laughs loudly.  
 
P  Yeah so they were supposed to bring in a cot.  
 
L  A cot?! God, if these are the beds… 
 
P  D’you see the cot? In here anywhere? 
 
They look around the tiny room. It’s like obviously not there. Lily laughs again.  
 
P  Maybe “Gustavo” didn’t understand on the phone, didn’t get it when 
I asked him for the cot, wouldn’t surprise me.  
 
L  So. 
 
P  Yeah alright. 
 
Peter gets up, crosses to the door. Lily sits on the bed. She touches the blankets, 
the pillows. 
 
P  Anybody want anything?  
  There’s a vending machine, Diet Coke. 
  I could probably find some cocaine, just down the street here. 
 
L  Maybe some more blankets a.k.a Brillo pads 
 
P  Ha ha. 
 
L  or a few more cotton-covered boulders, these are just 
  a treat. 
 
P   Dad?  
 
R   Hmm? 
 
P  You want anything? 
 
R  Are we going home? 
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P  Eventually 
  yeah 
  in a way. 
 
L  Ginger ale or something. 
 
P  His blood sugar, I don’t know 
 
L  I think he earned it. 
  Right, grandpa?  
 
R  Hmm.  
 
P  Alright.  
 
He goes out. A long silence. Lily watches Richard.  
 
L  You wanna sit?  
 
R  Yeah.  
 
She helps him to the other bed. Just getting from standing to sitting takes an 
unbelievable amount of time.  
 
L  Jesus man, your knees. You got like 
  gravel in there. 
 
He sits.  
 
R  Ahh, yes, very good.  
 
Beat.  
 
L  Are you 
  Are you 
  in here 
  right now? 
  Here with me, in this room?  
 
R   I’m here. 
 
L  Okay. Awesome.  
 
Pause.  
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L  You just seem 
  It was a long ride here, huh? 
 
R  Long drive.  
  Ugly.  
 
Lily laughs. She visibly relaxes.  
 
L  Do you know why we’re here? You remember?  
 
R  Sun made me tired 
  all day long in the car, it was hot 
 
L  My dad keeps not telling you but I want to tell you. 
 
R  What. 
 
L  You don’t remember why we’re here. Why you’re not at home.  
 
R  I thought this might be your house 
 
L  No, our house  
  Well, my dad’s house 
  whatever  
  it has the garden in back remember? And like a kitchen and like not 
like two beds in one room like this. 
  Right?  
 
R  Okay.  
 
L  This is just a shitty motel. I don’t even know where really.  
 
R  I’ve never been here before 
 
L  Right yeah me neither. So I take it you don’t remember. 
 
R  Remember what?  
 
L  We said goodbye to your house today right?  
 
R  We waved 
 
L  You said you wouldn’t forget it, no matter what. Right? 



	 11 

 
R  Well I didn’t, did I?  
 
L  Yeah so we packed all your bags and everything. We’ve been 
packing, we’ve been boxing things up  
  for months.  
  You had so much old shit. And now it’s in a storage unit in like 
Burlingame or something 
  your old photos and your typewriter and your essays and the first 
editions of your books—the Revolutionary War one, Andrew Jackson and the 
Seminole Indians 
  Some reviews from the New York Times and stuff? You had them 
framed? 
 
R  “He doesn’t illuminate history so much as he” (what is that word) 
“so much as he expands it”  
  Was that it?  
  “Aggrandizes it.”  
  “Colonial America in Technicolor.”  
 
L  Right yeah. That one. We put it in a box.  
 
R  Did we take everything?  
 
L  Yeah that’s what I said, we took everything, house is totally 
  empty.  
 
R  Everything? 
 
L  Yes, what 
 
R  Do you know where everything is?  
 
L  Yes, can you hear me 
 
R  And where’s the box?  
 
L  The box of books? I just said.  
  Burlingame.  
  Right? I just said that?  
 
R  My other books? They’re all there?  
 
L  Yeah, I mean 
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  mostly 
 
R  I didn’t bring any with me 
  Why are they all in Boston  
 
L  Burlingame 
 
R  Why don’t I have any 
  They’re mine! They’re mine! I wrote the books, they’re mine!  
 
L  I have one, I have one, don’t worry, I just 
  Later, okay? Don’t worry, don’t worry 
 
Richard looks wildly around the room, increasingly frantic.  
 
R  I don’t have anything anymore 
  You put it all in boxes 
  Why why why why  
 
L  Shh no shh, I  
  Don’t worry, shh 
 
Richard slows, then looks distant again. Beat.  
 
L  Hey 
  grandpa? Richard?  
 
R  My eyes are wet.  
 
L  (Fuck. Jesus). You got upset at me. You got really 
  You were really mad at me.  
  Don’t scare me like that, you scared me. 
  You thought 
  But you’re okay. Everything’s okay.  
 
R  Why are we here. 
 
Loud knock at the door. Lily keeps looking at Richard. Another forceful knock.  
 
L  Can you hear that?  
 
R  I simply chose not to do anything about it!  
 
Lily opens the door. Peter stands there holding a green glass bottle, amused.  
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P  Forgot the card. Doi.   
 
L  Yeah.   
 
P  They’re bringing the cot, so said “Pilar.”  
  I say it’s 50-50, honestly. Hey dad, this  
  this is all they had, sorry to say.  
 
He hands Richard the bottle. Richard looks at it. Looks at Peter. Looks at the 
bottle.  
 
R  What is this?  
 
P  Supposedly ginger ale 
 
L  It’s dusty.  
 
P  Alright, judge not lest / ye be judged 
 
L  Lemme help you.  
 
She twists the cap off easily. No sounds of escaping carbonation. Richard just 
looks at the bottle. 
 
L  Yum.  
  Careful, might kill you / Grandpa 
 
Richard visibly stirs at this. 
 
P   Yeah, I was like, Vending machine’s broken,  
  Pilar, you know, and she just kind of stared at me totally blank, you 
know, so I try again, like, any other options, I put it in my 85 cents and nothing 
came out, can I get a can of soda, and she gets “soda,” right, so she goes 
behind the little curtain they have there, moth-eaten velvet thing, she comes back 
out with this, you know, this relic. Hands it to me. I mean, I had to take a minute, 
you know, when’s the last time you had a glass bottle of soda—and right, like you 
said, it’s dusty, I mean Jesus. She just goes, “Ees all, sir.” Ha! “Ees all.”  
  I think that’ll be the name of this chapter of my memoir.  
  “Ees all.”  
  Oh man oh man, I guess you get what you pay for 
 
L  Yeah, you get what you pay for. You get what you pay for 
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She goes to Peter, whispering so Richard can’t hear.  
 
L (hard) and so why can’t you pay for something that’s not a complete 
shithole? It’s his last night of 
  freedom 
  and you put him in this like asshole of a place. Why?  
 
P  Well I didn’t think we’d need to stop at all, remember. We thought 
we could do it in one day! This was not part of the plan—I don’t even have a 
toothbrush.  
 
L  We didn’t have to stop at the first place we found, though! He’s 
miserable.  
 
P  He doesn’t know where he is, Lily, you heard him 
 
L  He’s terrified, he was crying 
 
P  About what?  
 
L  It doesn’t matter!  
 
Pause.  
 
P  It’s the time of day, you know 
  “sundowning,” they call it. You watch, come morning he might be 
lecturing you about yesterday’s news. How it always is.  
  And I’ll tell you, you don’t go to these meetings, these appointments 
with his doctors, hon. We are so far past the point  
  We can’t worry about what upsets him and why, there’s no logic to 
it, I mean god, logic went out the window a long time ago. Year ago, at least. 
Sometimes he’s there, sometimes he’s not. It’s predictable up to a point, but 
 
L  He got so mad at me just now, he doesn’t know why we didn’t bring 
anything of his, he wants his books 
  Why didn’t we bring his books? Or like 
  anything 
  to make him comfortable?  
 
P  He wants his books?  
 
L  Yeah. 
 
P  Why?  
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L  I dunno, just does. You don’t think he would have liked a nice 
hotel? 
  Some room service, a big bed, a bath, a robe and slippers 
  A room to himself?  
  We should have spoiled him, it’s his last night out in the / world 
 
P  Room to himself, that’s certainly not an option anymore, okay trust 
me. But anyway these are the things we can’t worry about okay, this is exactly 
what we talk about in these meetings with his doctors. Things bubble up, things 
fade, so it doesn’t matter where we put him for the night—he could be at the Ritz-
Carlton, he’s still just in his own head, he can’t get out of his head.  
 
L  Yeah.  
 
P (hard) And besides, it’s not like  
  Even if “spoiling him,” as you put it 
  even if that mattered, if it could actually help make this thing easier 
for him 
  it’s not like we’re so 
  flush. I mean, right, you know that.  
  Ain’t in the budget. So. If you feel like paying for it, we could go 
somewhere else, but  
 
L  I know, I know 
 
P  So.  
 
L  Why isn’t Mom pitching in? She’s got all that hedge fund money 
now 
 
P  What, she and Ted, they’re just gonna  
  donate to the cause? Certainly wasn’t in our original agreement, 
your mom and me.  
 
L  Don’t you think you could talk to her? She could be reasoned with. 
He seems like a nice guy 
 
P  God and let’s not even talk about college tuition, god, sends 
shivers up my spine.  
  Hope you never had dreams of palling around with me as a 
comfortably retired 65-year-old, lemme tell ya.   
 
Pause. 
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L  So what’s the word on the cot? 
 
P  Oh, right yeah, no luck with the cot 
 
L  …Wow. 
 
P  They’ll bring over some blankets or something 
 
L  I mean we did pay for this, like there was money involved, there 
was a transaction? We deserve / some kind of 
 
P  Pilar’s giving us half-off, she said 
 
L  Half-off of what, exactly? Half off of five bucks, great 
 
P  Okay, alright 
 
L  So what, somebody’ll sleep   
  on the floor? 
 
P  Or bathtub or 
  yeah I guess.  
 
L  Nice!  
 
P  She said she needed to wash them 
 
L  Oh great, yeah get em extra clean 
  extra not-disgusting  
 
P  Alright, alright. 
 
Pause.  
 
P  Thought of anything you want to do? On the way back up?  
 
L  Oh 
 
P  I thought you said you had some ideas.  
 
L  No yeah, I thought about it 
 
P  Colleges, or 
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L  Oh 
 
P  I thought you said you had a list of places you wanted to see 
 
L  Well I said I was working on one  
 
P  What’s up with that? I thought 
 
L  Sorry I dunno I just 
  forgot. 
 
P  You used to be so into college 
  you said you couldn’t wait to go somewhere else, go some place far 
away. 
 
Beat. 
 
P  So, what, we’re just gonna go home? 
 
L  UC Santa Barbara, I guess. I’m kinda interested in that one. We 
could stop by there. 
 
P  Sure. Party school, isn’t it? 
 
L  People say that 
 
P  But sure yeah okay, pretty beaches.  
 
L  So that’d be good.  
 
P  That’s it, just one  
 
L  College counselor suggested that one, so 
 
P  What about something you want to do, yourself. No other schools 
you want to see? This is the time 
 
L  We ‘ve done this before right 
  You know how I feel about college as like a general 
  thing. So  
 
P  I know, I know 
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L  So it shouldn’t surprise you that I’m not super enthused about going 
and walking around UCSB 
 
P  Right, yeah 
 
L  when I don’t even want to go there, or like anywhere!  
 
P  I know 
 
L  So you know so why are you picking at this  
  like 
  wound?  
 
P  All I wanted to say was this is the time, you know, fall of senior 
year, this is crunch time 
 
L  But I don’t even want to 
 
P  You can’t wait around, Lil, not in this economy, not in this world, I 
don’t want to see you fall out of step!  
 
L  I’m out of step, I’m already out of step 
 
P  No you’re not, why are you saying that? 
 
Beat. 
 
L  I’d rather just get home, I have an essay due on Monday and a 
chem test. Midterms. 
  So I’d rather just 
 
P  Sure, I just thought we could have some fun that’s all  
 
L  Well, I don’t really have time for fun, do I?  
 
Beat.  
 
P  Hey thanks for coming. I 
 
L  Yeah you said that already.  
 
P  Yeah.  
 
Beat.  
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P  So what, are you drinking that stuff or what, dad?  
 
R  Hmm? 
 
P  How is it?  
 
L  That drink. In your hands.  
 
R  Oh.  
 
L  Maybe it’s Mexican  
 
P  What does that mean? 
 
L  Real sugar, glass bottle, no additives 
  old-school.  
 
P  Give it a taste, dad, maybe it’s “Pilar’s special brew.”  
 
Richard takes a swig. Swills. Swallows. Peter and Lily watch, eager for 
something to look at other than each other. 
 
P  Verdict, your honor?  
 
R  Eugh.  
 
P  Not worth your while, huh?  
 
R  This might kill me. 
  Will it kill me?  
 
P  Dad come on 
 
R  It’ll kill me? 
 
L  Ha, probably / so, I mean 
 
Peter shoots Lily an intense look, shakes his head.  
 
L  What?  
 
P  She didn’t 
  Dad, don’t 
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L  No, I just meant that it’s old 
  it’s old and dusty 
 
Richard guzzles the liquid inside the bottle, trying to swallow every last drop. 
Peter and Lily move to him. He does his best to fight them off; he can only do so 
weakly; he starts to cough and gag on the liquid; he pours it all over himself.  
 
R  Agh, fuck!  
 
P  Jesus / Christ 
 
L  Grandpa 
 
P  Stop stop stop  
 
L  Here no, give me that, give me that 
 
She takes the bottle. Peter holds Richard as he coughs and retches. Peter claps 
his father on the back. Richard doubles over; the coughing gradually subsides.  
 
L  What the / fuck 
 
P  You’re okay 
  Richard 
  You’re okay. 
 
Richard moans, doubled over in his son’s arms.  
 
L  What did I say? 
 
P  That’s a buzzword these days.  
 
L  What?  
 
Peter mimes slitting his throat.  
 
L  What do you mean?  
 
R  I died. 
  Didn’t I 
  I’m dead?   
 
P  No you’re not 
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R  But no 
  but I thought 
 
P  It was a joke 
  Just a joke, that’s all. Lily didn’t mean 
 
L  Whoa.  
 
P  It’s okay. We’re okay.  
 
Richard sits up, looks around the room.  
 
R  I’ve been here before.  
 
P  You’ve been here this whole time, you never left.  
 
R  I’m still in here.  
 
Beat. 
 
P (light) Probably tasted like poison, huh? Made it a little more 
  convincing 
 
L  What are we talking about?  
 
P  Let’s get you cleaned up here 
  Aw, jeez, you’re soaked. Let me just get you a new shirt. 
 
Peter crosses to the pile of bags and backpacks. Richard lies back on the bed. 
 
P  Pulling stunts now. 
  Doctor Lee wouldn’t be very happy to hear about that, would she?  
 
R  Wasn’t a stunt. 
 
P  Oh, no?  
 
R  It’s not a stunt, stop saying that 
  It’s not a stunt if you mean it 
  A stunt is for fun.  
  This  
  isn’t  
  fun. 
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Peter searches through the duffel bag.   
 
P  Didn’t you see me put another shirt in here? I swear I did, I brought 
some extras in case some shit like / this happened 
 
L  What the fuck is going on 
 
P  Amazing what he can latch onto, huh? He could be anywhere in the 
world and he wouldn’t know the difference  
  but when he hears what he wants to hear… 
 
Pause. 
 
P  Just like twelve more hours, Lil, can you believe it.  
 
L  What just happened. 
 
P  He tried to do this a month ago. One of these stunts 
  Well 
  I’m not supposed to use that word.  
  There’s “ideation” and then there’s “ intent.” This is intent. 
  It was the real thing, the whole 
  kit and caboodle.  
 
L  When? 
 
P  You were on that trip with mom, Paris and everything, that whole 
month. You guys were having such a great time, you were sending me all those 
pictures 
  and you were so happy when you got back, I hadn’t seen you like 
that in, you know, who knows 
  and by the time you were back he was okay, he was stable again, 
he was back at home and we had Lourdes there with him 24/7 
  and she and I we worked fast, we had a plan to move him to this 
place and sell the house and everything, his doctors thought that was OK, so. 
And if I hadn’t gotten that soda 
  if “Pilar” could have just said “no soda aqui” maybe 
  we would have been home free.  
 
R  Hello?  
 
P  Okay, just  
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L  Why the fuck didn’t you tell me 
 
P  I feel like shit about it now, felt like shit now for these last ninety 
seconds, trust me, no shortage of guilt coming from this side of the room.  
  Poison soda oh man I’ve heard it all now 
 
Peter laughs ruefully.  
 
L  What was it last time?  
 
P  Turned the car on in the garage, that old move. 
  But he didn’t close the garage door 
  so it didn’t exactly work too well 
  and the car battery died  
  so I found him passed out, just sort of  
  snoozing. 
  Alright, this is our only option.  
  Dirty clothes for tomorrow, it’ll make it even sweeter.  
  Yokay, here we go.  
 
Peter gets up, crosses to Richard, sits him up. Takes off his shirt, puts the new 
one on. It takes awhile. Lily sits down on the bed. A soaring creak of the springs. 
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TWO  
 
A couple hours later. All three are sitting around the room: Richard and Peter 
each on their own bed, and Lily on the floor. They are each eating the last few 
bites of an unapologetically large order from In-N-Out.  
 
A small pile of formerly white blankets sits at the door. 
 
P  God, that’s delicious.  
 
L  That “secret sauce.” 
 
P  What’s in it again? Ketchup and mayo and 
 
L  Yeah or something. But  
  you know 
  it’s a secret. 
 
 Pause. 
 
P  Oh, so. Let’s place a bet. 
 
L  On what 
 
P  On whether or not he’ll shit himself before or after we drop him off 
at the place 
 
L  Dad, what the hell! 
 
P  What? 
 
L  That’s so tasteless—he’s old and like ailing, come on, that’s your 
own father 
 
P  I’m gonna be optimistic and say after, but I know we’re playing with 
fire here, science is probably totally irrelevant  
  Those animal style fries, we really overdid it. 
 
L  You can’t not, gluttony’s the whole thing 
 
P  So? You take that action?  
 
L  What, do I think he’s gonna shit himself here? 
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P  Yeah.  
 
L  Are we putting money down?  
 
P  Ten bucks? 
 
L  You’re saying he’ll hold out?  
 
P  Yeah. 
 
L  OK yeah I’ll bet against you but here: if you win I give you five 
bucks, if I win you give me ten. For  
  damages. 
 
Peter chuckles. 
 
P  Yeah okay.  
 
L  How’s the food, grandpa? You feeling OK?   
 
P (to L) You want him spoiled, this is as spoiled as he’s gonna get 
 
R  Good milkshake. 
 
L (to P) “We really overdid it,” you overdid it—I didn’t tell you to get him ice 
cream  
 
P  Yeah but I figured if you’re gonna do it then you better do it 
  Probably the last burger he’ll ever eat, you think about that? You 
were the one who wanted to spoil him. 
 
L  Stop.  
 
R  I said “good milkshake.”  
 
P  Good!  
 
R  Tired now though.  
 
P  Coming down from the sugar high, you watch, he’s like a car test 
  safety test, with the  
  you know the dummies? BAM.  
 
L  So where are we sleeping?  
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P  Okay, so there are the blankets. Should be soft enough for the 
 
L  What 
  Oh those are for me?  
 
P  Oh, seriously? You’re gonna make me 
 
L  Well, I thought  
  why can’t this be  
  Thought we’d at least talk about it 
 
R  I’ll just sleep in this bed right here. 
 
He begins slowly to get into a sleeping position.  
 
L  Okay, but wait what about pajamas grandpa, don’t you need to 
 
P  Oh, very anti-pajamas. Always has been. Huh, dad?  
 
R  Hmm?  
 
P  Pajamas?  
 
R  Bah.  
  Invented by the R. H. Macy in the thirties. 
  Julia, we have so many things to spend our money on, don’t buy 
our boys silk they can’t even appreciate, don’t spoil them like that! 
 
P  Dad, mom—Julia—she’s not here, this is Peter and Lily. 
 
L  Let’s at least take your shoes off 
 
She crosses to Richard, un-Velcros his shoes. 
 
R  Ahh, that’s nice.  
 
L  There you go.  
 
He closes his eyes on the pillow. Peter and Lily watch him. Silence.  
 
P  Well that wasn’t very hard. Lourdes says sometimes it’s like putting 
a cranky toddler down. Goes out of his way, comes up with batshit reasons to 
stay up 
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  He has to shit, he has to eat, he’s in the middle of an article in the 
newspaper, he has to make a phone call.  
 
L  Who does he call?  
 
P  Yeah, exactly.  
 
Beat.  
 
P  If you want to go out 
  I don’t know 
  see a movie or something, take a drive 
  I can stay here with him.  
 
L  No, that’s OK 
 
P  I know it’s not so appealing, sitting in this tiny place. 
  I’m sorry it’s so terrible, you were right about that 
  I didn’t really think about it.  
 
L  It’s OK.  
 
P  So but seriously if you wanna go. 
 
L  I haven’t spent time with him in like years. I’m like realizing that 
now, what have I been doing? I should have been over there with you more 
 
P  Nah 
 
L  But yeah! You made time, I should have too.  
 
P  Every time you did hang out, he loved having you around, and that 
goes all the way back to when you were little 
 
L  Everything was so hectic though, all that shit with the garage  
  I mean if you wanted me to come over there more, that definitely 
would have done the trick. 
  “He’s losing his mind and we’re gonna have to move him five hours 
away”  
 
P  I told you all of that!  
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L  Yeah you didn’t tell me anything until like a few weeks ago! And 
you never told me anything like specific until two hours ago, but this has been 
going on for, what, like a year?  
 
P  Hard to say  
 
L  Ugh! 
 
P  It’s hard to say! It’s been gradual. If anything like sudden or really 
dire happened, of course I would have told you, I just 
  didn’t think you wanted to be bothered or distracted or you know 
 
L  The garage wasn’t dire?  
 
Beat. 
 
L  And like distracted from what? Sitting in my room reading? 
Sleeping? 
 
P  You just have had a lot on your plate, with everything. You impress 
me every day with how you’re doing you know, I mean I’d just still be curled up in 
bed 
 
L  Yeah I know I know you’ve said this 
 
P  And hey 
  Hey 
  you’re here now. If you’re feeling guilty (which, you shouldn’t feel 
guilty) but if you do, you’re here now. This is the big push.  
  You know what, take the bed. I’ll be fine, I’m about to fall asleep 
anyway 
  The driving and everything 
 
L  Really?  
 
P  Not a problem, it’s my gift to you 
 
L  I’m not gonna fight you 
  I’m not gonna be polite right now 
 
P  Nor should you be.  
 
L  Cool.  
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P  Okay, I’ll grab the blankets here 
 
He crosses to the pile of blankets and sheets. Unfolds one. It is off-white and has 
a large questionable stain in the middle, though faded.  
 
P  Smells fine. I guess. 
  Oh man.  
 
L  Hey, I can 
 
P  Nope, I brought this on myself.  
 
He grabs the pile and goes into the bathroom. Lily stands in the middle of the 
room. She looks at Richard sleeping, on top of the covers. She goes to the bed, 
picks up some of the covers and tries to lay them over Richard’s body. He lazily 
tosses them off, half-asleep.  
 
R  No 
  thank you.  
 
L  Alright, alright.  
 
R  No blankets. 
 
L   Hey. 
  You scared me. Don’t 
  fucking do that again. I like to think I know you really well, like we’re  
  friends you know, like I spent time at your house growing up 
  I feel like we know each other  
  I haven’t been around so much lately, I know, you know how that 
goes, you get busy and 
  I’m sorry about that.  
 
Beat.  
 
L  I really hope you’re here in the morning. Like  
  here here. 
  Yeah?  
 
Peter emerges from the bathroom.  
 
P  Won’t be so bad actually, I don’t think 
  He okay? 
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L  I was just trying to give him some blankets. Didn’t like it.  
 
P  Ah.  
  Hey would you mind parting with one of those pillows?  
 
L  Oh, sure. Be my guest. Would you like  
 
She holds each one up for display.  
 
L  “completely empty so when you put your head on it you can smell 
the dirty mattress”? Or 
  “white bag chock-full of pebbles”? Both imported all the way from 
the Wal-Mart across the street. 
 
P  Mm, both such intriguing options 
  I think I’ll have to go with pebbles because I have to tell you, 
contrary to popular belief, this plastic bathtub doesn’t have much  
  give.  
 
L  An excellent choice. 
 
P  Alright, I’m beat, wish me luck.  
 
He heads to the bathroom.  
 
P  If he wakes up, if he’s confused, if he  
  you know 
  dies 
  just come get me. I’ll  
  probably be awake.  
 
L  K.  
 
P  Night.  
 
He goes. Tries to close the wooden door behind him. It gets three-fourths shut. 
He pushes it harder but it squeaks and groans and starts to splinter.  
 
L  Stop, stop!  
 
P  You’ve gotta be fucking kidding me.  
  God. 
  Welp, not much to do now. Try not to wake you up with my snoring, 
no sound barrier now at all, but like I said 
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L  It’s okay. Comme ci, comme ca.   
 
P  You pick that one up from him?  
 
L  What 
 
P  I don’t think I speak French. Mom certainly doesn’t.  
 
L  Oh. Maybe. I don’t know.  
 
P  He used to say that all the time when I was a kid. “Comme ci, 
comme ca!”  
 
Peter chuckles ruefully and does a big cartoonish shrug. Beat. 
 
P  Alright 
  See you on the other side. 
 
He pushes the door as far as it’ll go. Turns the lights off in the bathroom. Sounds 
of him clambering into the tub; mutterings.  
 
Lily goes to her backpack and yanks out a small paperback. It has lots of Post-It 
flags marking pages; it’s well-worn.  
 
Lily turns off the overhead lights. The lamp on the table brightens considerably. 
She notices. She turns the overhead lights on again. Lamp dims. She turns them 
off again; lamp brightens.  
 
She gets into her bed and sits up against the headboard. She opens the book 
and reads.  
 
A long silence. Then there is a faint sound of an iPhone ringing. Rustling in the 
bathroom. It’s Peter’s phone, and he answers it.  
 
P  Hello? Hey Mike how are 
  No yeah I did, I read it right when I  
  Well you remember I said I was taking my dad to the 
  Yeah I’m here now, in some motel, in the valley  
  Yeah but no WiFi, so 
  Well that’s what I wanted to ask you, so I thought we said this is 
just part one of a series 
  No, Lois specifically said she wanted a bunch of different features 
around this same 
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  No, hey, come on, everything  
  I’ve rolled with the changes in the plans, I’ve been flexible 
  Where is this coming from?! No, I need to know who’s making this 
decision—you can’t just do this unilaterally  
  Lois said this is what she wanted, this is what we talked about, the 
two of us, me and Lois, so that’s what 
  Well you can’t make that decision on your own, can you, that’s the 
point of having an editorial board 
   
Peter emerges from the bathroom and hustles across the room; he opens the 
door to the outside. He turns the deadbolt out and shuts the door on the frame, 
propping it open.  
 
P  I can’t help but feel that this is all directed at me 
  You’ve been after me from day fucking one you showed up here, 
Mike, what did I ever do to you, what have I ever said or done to get you after me 
like some fucking  
  witch hunt, you’re after me like I’m dangerous, like I’m a threat. 
  Is that what it is? I’m a threat? 
  God. The timing of this is absolutely precious 
  Really sweet of you to call me up at 
  (what time is it) 
  eleven o’clock while you know exactly where I am and what I’m 
doing and this really couldn’t wait until Monday 
  Oh, that’s sweet of you, yes, save me the work 
  God forbid I ever get to do some work.  
 
Beat. Then Peter speaks more resignedly:  
 
P  Okay, yeah, I’ll call her in the morning. I really hope we can work 
this out this week, Mike, I really 
  I’m ready to compromise.  
  I’m sorry I got so flustered, so  
  angry, I’m just 
 
Peter slowly opens the door, comes back in, flips the deadbolt, softly closes the 
door.  
   
P  Thank you, no I know. Okay. Yep. You too.  
 
Peter ends the call. He looks at the floor. He whispers to himself. 
 
P  Thank you thank you thank you, yes, thank you so much 
  Thank you thank you fuck you fuck you fuck you 
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  Fuck you.  
 
Peter stands with his eyes shut, leaning against the closed door. Beat. Then:  
 
P  Sorry about that.  
 
L  Sorry about what?  
 
P  Yeah right.  
 
L  Who’s Mike?  
 
P  New managing editor. Little upstart bastard, knew a guy who knew 
a guy, rose up in the ranks like 
 
Peter snaps his fingers.  
 
P  Somebody becomes your boss like that, like in the blink of an eye. 
Not a lot you can do, you know? Just sit and watch.  
 
L  They took you off a story?  
 
P  A whole project. Lois—section editor, you’ve met her—she and I 
conceptualized this whole thing on migrant workers here in the Central Valley, 
this whole multi-part thing: how they get here, what legal hoops are they jumping 
through or what loopholes are they exploiting, what are their living conditions like, 
do they have any regrets 
  My first like major feature in years now, right? I mean when’s the 
last time you heard me talk about something like that? 
 
Peter mimes slitting his throat.  
 
P  Anyway.  
 
L  Well but what about those profiles you did, the rowing team  
 
P  at Berkeley, right yeah, that’s why I went to journalism school. Soft 
profiles on eighteen year olds.  
  Oh my god. 
 
L  Maybe you can keep this series on the back burner or something at 
least. At least you have some people there who are on your side?  
 
P  Few and far between at this point.  
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  Anyway.  
 
L  Sorry.  
 
P  Bah. What else is new.  
  “It is what it is.”  
 
He shuffles back to the bathroom, but stops. Turns back to look at Lily.  
 
P  What’re you reading?   
 
L  Oh.  
 
P  Is that 
 
L  Yeah.  
 
P  Wow, how’d you get your hands on that? 
 
L  At his house, you know, the office 
  While we were cleaning. Week or so ago.  
 
P  That’s a crazy one.  
 
L  Deep cuts, yeah.  
 
P  Really bad reviews, I remember. Particularly bad.  
 
L  Yeah, I noticed there aren’t any like 
  quotes on here.  
 
P  Got him kicked out of a couple societies I think  
  or whatever, you know, groups of historians.  
  Those academics, they couldn’t handle it. 
  “Less history than it is Hitchcock,” I think someone said. 
 
L  Still learning a lot, though. Fucking crazy place 
  Salem. Bad place to be a girl my age. 
 
P  You can’t exactly say that “there may have been actual witches in 
Salem,” though, if you’re trying to be a well-respected American historian 
  you can’t say that and  
  get away with it. That’s pretty much totally a-historical. Right? 
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L  Yeah. 
 
P  It’s entertaining, I’m sure, he never had trouble spinning a story. I 
think that one sealed his fate. He was already what they called a “pop-historian”  
  (I think they made that term up for him specifically)  
  but I mean people wrote him off as totally crazy with this one. Like 
  off the fucking deep end.  
  I don’t know how much it bothered him though I guess.  
  We never really talked about it.  
 
Beat. 
 
P  I thought you said you had reading for school?  
 
L  Oh, well 
  yeah, I meant this. I don’t know, I do have reading for school, I’ll do 
it 
 
P  OK, good. You have an essay to write, I thought 
 
L  Yeah, got it. 
 
P  Bartleby the Scrivener or something 
 
L  Yes I know  
 
P  Lily, we talked about this 
 
L  OK 
 
P  You know by now these essays don’t write themselves, you know it 
takes you a long time to get through them 
 
L  I said I 
 
P  I mean, Jesus, we’re not going to any colleges, you’re not doing 
your homework 
 
L  Fuck!  
 
Richard stirs. Pause.  
 
P  OK. OK.  
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L  Tomorrow, I’ll do it tomorrow, I’ll work on it in the car back.  
 
P  Fine, that’s fine 
 
L  Would have been easier if I didn’t have to come on this / trip 
 
P  I didn’t say you had to 
 
L  Whatever.  
 
Pause.  
 
P  Sorry.  
 
Pause.  
 
P  Alright then.  
  I’m sorry.  
 
L  I’m sure.  
 
P  Lily, I’m sorry you’re here, I’m sorry you felt like you had to come, if 
I said you did then I’m sorry 
 
L  I’m just tired, dad, I should sleep.  
 
P  OK.  
 
L  Yeah.  
 
P  Night, then.  
 
L  Night.  
 
He goes. Lily opens the book. She reads. A long silence. She looks at Richard. 
She looks back to the book, reads on.  
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THREE  
 
All the lights off in the room, including the fussy bedside lamp. Lit only by all-night 
signs from across the highway. Both Lily and Richard lie in their beds asleep. 
Sounds of cars passing.  
 
A huge gust of wind outside. Blowing through the leaves. Howling, constantly 
picking up. Very “Wizard of Oz.”  
 
The table lamp begins flickering. Picking up speed with the howling winds. The 
overhead lights begin flickering. Strobing.  
 
Lily stirs in bed, sits up, registers the chaos. Richard stays asleep. 
 
L  What the fuck is 
 
A bright light shoots through the windows. Like a semi-truck coming right for the 
room.  
 
A huge choral “AAH!” comes out of nowhere. The door of the room flies open: a 
witch stands there, all the trappings of a true Wicked Witch, lit only from the back: 
pointy hat, broom in hand. Music and wind and flickering lights reach a climax. 
 
The witch moves into the room, her face obscured. She heads right for Richard’s 
bed. Lily sits bolt upright but for some reason can’t get out of the bed. 
 
L  Grandpa, look out! She’s coming for you!  
  She’s going to kill you! She’s finally here!  
 
The witch climbs onto Richard’s bed, standing above him, ready to strike. The 
sounds and wind are almost too much to handle— 
 
Lily screams, blood curdling— 
 
and suddenly everything cuts out; the door slams shut; the bright lights outside 
cut out; the lights in the room cut out.  
 
The bedside lamp flickers on again, dimly. Richard is still asleep. There is no 
witch. Lily is lying in bed, thrashing and whimpering.  
 
Richard stirs, looks over at his granddaughter.  
 
R  Hello. Hello. What the hell 
  Lily. Lillian.  
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She stops thrashing, her whimpers die down. She sits bolt upright, panicked.  
 
L  Oh my god, Grandpa, look—!! 
 
Pause.  
 
L  Oh. 
 
She sits back against the headboard, exhausted.  
 
L  Fuck.  
  Jesus.  
  Whoa.   
 
R  You were whimpering, crying 
 
L  In my head I was screaming.  
  Sorry.  
 
Beat. 
 
R  Sun’s already coming up.  
 
L  Oh yeah. I’m sorry Grandpa, you should go back to sleep.  
 
R  Bah.  
 
L  There was a witch, she came right in here, like 
  busted through the door. Wind and bright lights and like 
  movie music.  
 
Richard pushes himself up in bed, against the backboard. It takes awhile. 
 
R  And a tornado? “And a little black dog, too”?  
 
L  Ha, yeah.   
 
R  That’s all?  
  In the dream? 
 
L  Oh well no well she came in here, she walked really slowly, she 
went over to your bed, she climbed up in your bed, and I like 
  I knew 
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  she was going to kill you. I just knew it.  
 
R  And did she?  
 
L  That’s when I woke up.  
 
R  Ah.  
 
L  I was screaming because it was all I could do to help, I like couldn’t 
move, I was sitting in this bed screaming but I couldn’t actually get out and help 
you. 
 
R  Well you know I don’t necessarily think dreams should be analyzed 
 
L  No me / neither  
 
R  but this one… 
 
L  What, about you dying?  
  I don’t know how much analyzing it needs, though. 
 
Beat.  
 
L  We should go back to sleep, we didn’t sleep enough.  
 
R  Be my guest 
 
L  You should sleep  
 
R  I’ll sit here and think, thank you. 
  I’m pretty good at it by now.  
 
L  I never remember my dreams. That right there, that like 
  never happens to me. That was like straight out of a movie, you 
know how when people have nightmares in movies, they’re like really surreal, 
and then the guy who’s having the nightmare like 
  sits bolt upright in bed, he’s all sweaty and his eyes are all crazy, 
and the wife lying next to them in her little nightie is like “Honey? Is everything 
alright?” and she pets his shoulder and he ignores it, he’s like still in the dream. I 
always think that seems so fake. But  
  it just happened to me 
  so.  
 
R  I don’t necessarily think dreams should be analyzed  
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  but this one… 
 
L  You just said that, what.   
 
R  Well, I think it means something.  
 
L  What does it mean?  
 
R  She was coming for me, this witch, she was / going to 
 
L  Going to kill you, yeah.  
 
R  And you wanted to help 
 
L  but I couldn’t.  
 
R   You didn’t want me to go, but you couldn’t stop me.   
 
Richard chuckles; the significance isn’t lost on him. Lily gets out of bed, goes to 
Richard. She sits on the foot of his bed.  
 
L  Hey so what’s up with all this stuff?   
 
R  What 
 
L  Your thing about dying. My dad says you’re like 
  hooked on it. You keep talking about 
  doing it yourself.  
 
R  It sounds so very 
  serious 
  when you put it like that.  
 
L  Well but that’s what it is, right?  
 
R  I tried, in the garage 
 
L  Yeah, he said.  
 
R  Who?  
 
L  My dad.  
 
She gestures towards the bathroom.  
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R  Oh  
  he’s here too. 
 
L  You can’t blame him for protecting you. He wants to keep you safe, 
I want to keep you safe, that’s what the dream was about 
 
R  You couldn’t do anything about it.  
 
L  But I was trying 
  in the dream.  
 
Pause.  
 
R  Today’s the day.  
 
L  Of what, of bringing you / to the  
 
R  That place, oh it is  
  I knew it I knew it 
 
L  Yeah. I know, it’s / a big 
 
R  You don’t know. You don’t know, YOU DON’T / KNOW 
 
L  Shh!  
 
Richard frantically tries to sit up further, trying to edge away from her, like a 
toddler. He hits his head on the headboard.  
 
R  Ow 
 
L  Shit are you 
 
R  Bah! 
 
L  I didn’t know about the car thing, the garage 
  what you tried to do. I didn’t know until last night. My dad never told 
me. He said he didn’t want to upset me, which pissed me off. I could have 
helped, I mean right? 
 
R  Well he doesn’t listen 
  your father. Not to anyone. Certainly not to me 
 



	 42 

L  He’s just trying to help 
 
R  I told him, time and again. I wanted to die. I said that.  
 
L  You said that? Like, literally? More than once? 
 
R  To his face I said that. Nothing.  
 
L  When?  
 
R  Six months, a year, I can’t remember.  
  Nothing. So I tried to do it myself but.  
 
L  He hired that woman 
  what’s her name 
 
R  Who?  
 
L  That woman, stays with you 
 
R  Prison guard, that’s what she is. She just watches. Eagle eye.  
 
L  She’s a nurse, she’s a live-in / nurse 
 
R  But I’m healthy 
 
L  Well, no, you need a nurse—you can’t get out of bed without her 
helping you, right? You need help with everything 
 
R  I’m perfectly healthy and I want to die, you can all go 
  fuck yourselves.  
  BAH.  
 
He spits on the bed. Lily gets up, stands in the middle of the room. Long silence. 
 
L  You can’t just 
 
She’s talking too loudly. She sits tentatively back on the bed.  
 
L  You can’t just kill yourself, that’s not 
  a thing.  
 
R  Not in this country, that’s for sure.  
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L  Not anywhere. 
 
R  Switzerland.  
 
L  Oh, come on 
 
R  I did my research 
 
L  On what?  
 
R  They have centers. They do this for you.  
 
L  What they kill you? 
 
R  Chemicals, injections. Completely painless.  
 
L  Where did you 
 
Richard reaches into his pants pocket. He pulls out a few crumpled pieces of 
paper, hands them to Lily. She reads.  
 
R  I did 
  my research.  
 
L  Have you shown this to him?  
 
R  Of course.  
 
L  And he’s / not 
 
R  Dismissed. Out of hand.  
 
L  You must have to have a chronic illness or something, though, they 
can’t just do this for anyone 
 
R  Give your John Hancock. Say this is why I want it done 
  They understand over there, Switzerland, that’s what he doesn’t 
understand. They’ve seen this before. They like to take care of their citizens, they 
like to make people happy 
 
L  You can’t be happy when you’re dead 
 
R  But you can be happy when you’re dying.   
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  I used to know things, I knew dates, I knew names. That’s what a 
historian has to know. I used to have ideas 
  theories 
  theses. That’s what academia is 
  I wrote books, I wrote twelve books. Do you know that?  
  You think I could write a book now?  
 
L  No.  
 
R  Of course I couldn’t.  
 
L  Hey but seriously you seem better now though, this morning 
  better than last night.  
 
Pause. 
 
L  Like 
 
She taps her head.  
 
L  The sundowning. My dad was right. In the morning you’re  
  clearer 
 
R  Fine, but this is the best I can do, you understand?   
  I can’t sit up in bed without hitting my head  
  I don’t remember yesterday 
  I’m not sure where we are 
  it took me five minutes to remember that today is 
  today.  
  I used to write books.  
 
L  I’m reading one of your books, actually.  
  …Grandpa? You hear me? 
 
R  Hmm? 
 
L  I said I’m reading one of your books.  
 
R  Ah.  
 
L  Here.  
 
She gets up and takes the book from the bedside table and gives it to Richard.  
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R  Oh my. Of all the books you could choose 
 
L  I found it at your house.  
 
R  At my house?  
 
L  When we were there 
  the last few weeks 
  we packed up all your stuff? All your books and your mementos and 
stuff? In boxes?  
 
Richard nods. 
 
L  I like it, it’s good.  
 
R  You must have schoolwork you should be doing.  
 
L  I mean 
  yeah, obviously.  
  But 
  fuck that, you know.  
 
R  You’re reading it just for fun then 
 
L  There’s other ways to learn, know what I mean 
  At first yeah for fun, but not totally anymore. Not really fun at all 
anymore, I mean it’s good and everything, but  
 
R  Got me kicked out of some circles, this one. People didn’t take it 
seriously. “Academics.” Teaching undergraduate history at state universities 
doesn’t pay the bills, you know, you have to make money some other ways. So 
what if it’s not Pulitzer-worthy, so what if it’s not “serious.” When did “readable” 
become a slur anyway.  
 
L  It’s good though, I think it’s insightful.  
 
R  Is that right?   
 
L  I mean it’s not just entertaining, I think some of it is really 
  beautiful! Is that weird?  
  There are definitely things to like about it, is what I’m saying. Hope 
the reviews didn’t make it seem like a total loss, because I don’t think it was 
 
R  Alright then.  
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Beat.  
 
L  I’ve been unhappy too, you know. You’ve been unhappy, I’ve been 
unhappy. It’s been  
  weird. 
 
R  “Unhappy.”  
 
He chuckles bitterly.  
 
L  And so but this book actually came right at the right time. Seriously. 
  Do you remember 
  (maybe my dad didn’t tell you, didn’t want to upset you)  
  some stuff happened at my school last year. Peninsula Academy? 
Where I go to school? Remember?  
 
R  Good school.  
 
L  I know; you’re the reason I can go there. I mean my Dad can’t 
afford it.  
 
R  Mm. 
 
L  So three people jumped in front of the commuter train? Last year? 
Did you know 
 
R  In front of the train 
 
L  Yeah. You didn’t know. 
 
R  It’s happened before.  
 
L  Right yeah I know, it’s happened a lot of times actually (god), but  
  they were friends of mine. Well 
  two were friends, the other was 
  I had just met him.  
  I knew all three of them, is what I’m saying.  
 
R  They all died.  
 
L  Yeah I mean 
  it goes fast  
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  between stops. Fast enough. They planned it out, they went in the 
middle of the night, climbed the fence, waited  
  I don’t exactly know. They couldn’t  
  you know 
  tell me  
  afterward  
  how it went down. You know.  
 
R  You’re telling jokes about it now. 
 
L  No. Sorry. But 
  so  
  anyway 
  you wanted to make money on this, this book, is that what you 
said? That was in the back of your mind, when you were writing it? 
 
R  Bills to pay and all that, your father was in college at that point I 
believe 
 
L  So you don’t necessarily  
  believe  
  everything in here. You stretched some things, made it more 
entertaining, more readable, make it so more people wanted to buy it, right 
 
R  Well hold on, no, I didn’t say that. 
 
L  No?  
  Because some of it, I mean, a lot of it is really beautiful, like I said, 
but some of what’s in here, it’s pretty uh 
  bold.   
 
R  You think it’s unbelievable  
 
L  No, I didn’t say that. 
  You know I’m not very popular at school 
  right? Well anyway I’m not. Never gone to homecoming, for 
example. Okay? I mean nobody dislikes me or anything (I don’t think) I just don’t 
think I’m  
  good at making friends. No, I know I’m not. I never have been 
really, I remember my fourth grade teacher calling my parents in, we talked about 
why I wasn’t good at talking to the other kids, playing at recess, that shit. Thought 
I was “on the spectrum” or whatever  
  (Ooooh scary!)  
  Everybody pairs off in school or like 
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  there’s groups. Must have been like that when you were in high 
school, right? 
 
R  Like what. 
 
L  Clique-y, people kind of splitting off into groups in like totally 
arbitrary ways: you have similar interests, who says that makes you compatible 
human beings. 
  But like girls who hang around the boys, girls who hang around the 
girls, girls who play sports, girls who sing and like do theater, I just kind of  
  fall through the cracks I guess. Or something. You know? Fuck I’m 
just a fucking 
  sob story over here, this is not where I wanted this to go, trust me 
  I’m okay, I’m not “depressed”  
  but so these people I’m talking about  
 
R  I have to go to the bathroom.  
 
L  Oh 
  um well 
 
R  I have to go 
 
L  How bad?  
 
R  Well I just said I have / to go 
 
L  My dad’s in there 
 
R  Been an awful long / time 
 
L  No, he’s sleeping in there  
  In the tub? 
 
R  What?   
 
L  OK just listen for a second, I want to ask you something 
  sorry, you’re like my therapist or something but I just want to keep 
going, stay with me 
  (I don’t have a therapist) 
  OK so I’m getting back to the point 
  so anyway these people that died, killed themselves 
  they were kinda  
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  it. For me. Jason Lizzie and Miles: I hung out with them sometimes, 
we’d like get dinne, see a movie, take walks, nothing major or anything. 
Sometimes they’d come over at night, ring the doorbell, asked if I wanted to 
come out and do something with them. I usually said no. I guess I just didn’t want 
to, you know.  
  Like I said I’m not good at making friends. So they were it, and then 
they were gone, like bam bam bam, last winter and spring 
 
R  No one told me. Not your father or 
 
L  Ha, great, why would they. But so at some point 
  like, a really low point, I wondered 
  (and I know this is like super dark and everything, just whatever) 
  like, was it something to do with me. You know, high school is 
stressful and everything and especially that fucking place, we’re all under 
pressure. But they were the three that happened last year, and I knew all of 
them, and they were the only fucking people I knew.  
  So it’s not like 
  the most absurd thing to wonder.  
  And like I said I’ve never been good at making friends or being a 
friend to anyone, so there’s that too.  
  I just feel so 
  god, I just feel so alone now, you know? Like, globally, like in the 
world.  
  Ugh, god listen to me. Just tell me to shut up already. 
 
Pause.  
 
L  I don’t think anybody else feels alone, not like this. I’m alone in my 
aloneness.  
 
She laughs at her own joke. 
 
L  And but like I don’t think I was that bad a friend, you know? I’m not 
mean, I’m not like unpleasant to be around 
  I don’t think. So it wasn’t something I did. 
  Oh god I’m going to sound so crazy when I say this 
  but so  
  the leap  
  here  
  is that in your book, you say we don’t know  
 
R  I really have to use the / bathroom.  
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L  In your book you say that all the conventional reasoning about the 
witch trials is fine—a natural progression of people, people who were just putting 
down roots in a new place, trying to find Christianity in these new colonies 
  These like tenuous existences  
  And pastors and preachers and whatever, they were like trying to 
scare the shit out of people to show them that the power of God was here in the 
new country and would stamp out evil wherever it showed up 
  I get that. I get all of that. 
  But you also say 
  there are lots of unanswered questions, like 
  here let me read you this 
 
She grabs the book, flips it open to a marked page. She folds up the pages about 
assisted suicide and puts them in her pocket. 
 
R  Lillian— 
 
L  Okay: “Centuries later, we still have no evidence showing that the 
accusations of witchcraft were not somewhat based in reality. Indeed, such proof 
may never have existed. Who are we to say, looking backwards through the 
twisted mirrors of time, that the slave Tituba did not convene with demons in the 
woods near Danvers Massachusetts; that Sarah Good did not bewitch two young 
girls, pricking them with invisible pins and causing them to writhe in epileptic fits. 
The accusations of witchery sputtered out over time, and that may be because 
those mysterious, unknowable forces disappeared, perhaps sunk into the loamy 
soil of New England, perhaps forever, perhaps not.”  
 
R  I remember that from somewhere 
 
L  It’s your writing: “Christianity and its values has been passed 
through generations—the promise of God’s love, the everlasting presence of sin. 
The threat of Satan and his ability to lay claim to your soul. In New England those 
threats manifested themselves through people. Christianity has carried through 
centuries of American life, relatively unchanged. So can we really view these 
stories of witchcraft as simply parables? Or are we blind to the possibility that 
they were grounded in a reality that may still be present among us today?”  
 
R  Mm.  
 
L  And Grandpa what I’m getting from that, like 
  I can imagine how, uh, Sarah Good, how she felt 
  Somebody says, “Sarah, these two girls you know, they were 
writhing around on the ground having ‘epileptic fits,’ you know, we think you 
made it happen.  
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  How does Sarah herself feel about that? People keep saying, 
Sarah, you did this, there’s no other way, how do you explain it.  
  You know?  
  Wouldn’t it start to get to you—her?  
 
R  I’m not sure what you’re asking but Lillian I really do / need to 
 
L  And now you want to die and I’m dreaming about fucking witches 
and I just feel like I’ve got the whole town of Salem up here in my head 
  Accusing me, telling me I must be the problem, and who’s to say, 
right? Those are your words, “Who’s to say?”  
  And to be honest maybe that’d be kind of comforting because I 
really really don’t want to think that my friends fucking killed themselves and that 
I, me, Lily, myself, that I did something to make them do it.   
 
Beat.  
 
L  Hello? 
 
R  Lillian, that’s a theory, it’s theoretical, you’re being pedantic, you’re 
not seeing it 
  …I’m sorry.  
 
L  About what— 
 
Richard crumples; Lily smells it.   
 
L  Oh 
  Oh no 
 
R  I’m sorry 
 
L  Dad! Dad! 
 
She runs to the bathroom door and opens it.  
 
P (off)  What—what is it— 
 
L (off)  Just come out here 
 
P (off)  Okay okay what 
 
Peter and Lily emerge from the bathroom.  
 



	 52 

L  He 
 
Peter smells it.  
 
P  Aw, Jesus 
  Here, help me 
  (God, I’m so sorry about this)  
 
He and Lily cross to the bed.  
 
P  Take his arms, I’ll go 
  downwind.  
 
They pick him up and carry him to the bathroom. Richard moans in discomfort. 
They all awkwardly enter the bathroom. We hear the sounds of putting Richard 
into the bathtub.  
 
P   Okay, thanks Lil, you can 
 
L   No let me help 
 
P   You do not need this, seriously.  
 
L   Well, let me just 
 
We hear Lily washing her hands in the sink.  
 
P    …Jesus, dad. I mean 
  my goodness.  
 
Lily emerges from the bathroom drying her hands. She regards Richard’s bed. 
She slowly approaches it and gingerly grabs the comforter, on top of which 
Richard was sleeping, and then flips it, ninja-like, off the bed and against the far 
wall. It crumples on the floor, out of sight.  
 
L  Eugh.  
 
She flops back down onto her own bed, closes her eyes. We listen to Peter 
struggling to remove Richard’s clothes, after which Peter turns on the shower. 
Lily opens the book solemnly. Flips through it.  
 
R   Cold!!   
 
P   Sorry, sorry.  
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  …Alright, give it a minute.  
  There. OK? 
  Just 
  lie there.  
 
A long moment: the shower rushes in the bathroom; Lily flips through the book. 
Peter emerges from the bathroom. Takes a whiff.  
 
P  Oh, for fuck’s sake.  
  Agh! This is not what I signed up for!  
 
He goes to the door, opens it. Sounds of traffic rush in. He whips the door back 
and forth, trying to create a breeze. Makes disgusted faces. Eventually slows. A 
long silence.  
 
L  Ten bucks, please.  
 
They both laugh. Longer and harder than they would if they were better rested 
and in a less disgusting situation.  
 
P  Well I’m sorry to say I can’t pay you right at this juncture, but I will. 
 
L  You don’t have ten bucks? 
 
P  Travel budget—I really have to be a tightwad, I know  
  I took out $100 in cash for this trip, that’s all I’m letting us spend 
  In-N-Out last night, we went a little overboard  
 
L  Oh.  
 
Peter reaches into his pocket. He takes out some bills, counts them.  
 
P  Here, I have five, six, seven 
 
L  Don’t worry about it.  
 
P  Sorry. I mean, you know how it’s been.  
 
L  Yeah.  
 
P  I’m sorry about last night, when I got on your case 
 
L  That’s OK, I’m sorry too 
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P  This isn’t an easy time—for me, for you 
 
L  Yeah.  
 
P  I’m so ready for this to be done, we’ll get back home, we’ll get back 
into a routine, you’ll get back to school  
 
L  (School school school) 
 
P  What?  
 
Lily shakes her head. 
 
P  And this fucking guy, cutting into my work—you heard me with him 
last night 
 
L  Yeah.  
 
P  Hey, at least if we’re dirt poor it’ll be easier for you to adjust to living 
as a broke college student. 
 
L  Yeah 
 
P  Better get used to eating ramen for dinner, lemme tell ya.  
 
Beat. 
 
P  God, I don’t know what we’re gonna do. 
 
L  Sorry I wouldn’t have brought up the money thing 
 
P  No, not about that  
  (I mean, yes) 
  but about him, I mean.  
  There’s no fucking towels or soap in there.  
  We’ve gotta get going, they’re expecting us at the place at like 
  not too long from now 
 
L  Here, there’s that Wal-Mart across the street. I can go there 
  I have some money with me. Babysitting  
 
P  Aw shit, god, I don’t know 
 
L  It’s OK.  
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P  Is it even open?  
 
Lily looks out the window.  
 
L  Judging by the folks  
  motor-scootering across the parking lot, I say yes. 
 
P  You sure?  
 
L  Don’t worry about it.  
  Car keys?  
 
He gets them, gives them to her.  
 
L  Just some soap and a washcloth or something.  
  Shouldn’t cost more than a few bucks, right? This won’t be too big a 
deal.  
 
P  Yeah. And I’ll pay you back when we get back home, don’t worry 
about it, this is all 
  Wait, you know what, here 
  Fuck this.  
 
Peter goes and opens the duffel bag. He removes a locked metal box.  
 
P  Can I have my keys back? Just a sec 
 
Lily hands them back. He finds a small key on the ring. Turns the lock on the box.  
 
L  What’s 
 
P  This has to stay between us, OK?  
 
Lily looks inside the box.  
 
L  Holy shit.  
 
P  I found it in his office last week.  
 
L  Why 
 
P  Never trusted the banks. Still doesn’t. I mean he’s got a savings, we 
had to take out mortgages and loans and everything, but  
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  Avoid pajamas, avoid banks. He had money everywhere in the 
house. I found all the spare change in his dresser and stuff, I knew about that, 
but then I found this. Behind a bunch of books.  
 
L  What does he want to do with it? 
 
P  I  
 
Pause.  
 
L  Wait 
 
P  I don’t think he remembers it was there.  
 
L  He doesn’t remember 
  a lot of things.  
 
P  I hate myself for thinking it 
  I wasn’t even going to tell you about it  
  but 
  no but I’m glad I did, I’m glad we can talk about it. 
 
L  You were gonna just take this? For what 
  for yourself?  
 
P  Of course not, for our family! Jesus Christ Lil, it was with you in 
mind. We’re stuck here in this stupid place, you know I’m embarrassed about 
this, my work, well you know about that, you’re getting ready to go off to college. I 
mean 
  What? 
 
L  We have to give this back to him. Ask him what he wants to do with 
it.  
 
P  Lil, he’s loaded. My mom left him everything. Left me nothing. You 
know that. He’s fine.  
 
L  What about Lourdes, she’s been with him for years now 
 
P  Cash. 
  And now he’s going into this home, that’s covered, that’s all worked 
out between Medicaid and social security and out of pocket.  
  So.  
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R   Hello?  
 
P  Yeah OK coming Dad!  
  I’m not letting you spend your own money on this mess. Let’s take 
care of this situation here and then we can talk about it. 
 
L  Okay, give me twenty.  
 
P  There’s only hundreds 
 
L  How ‘bout I take your Visa, that’d / work 
 
P  It’s maxed out.  
  Sorry.  
 
L  …Yeah. OK. Fine.   
 
He gives her a bill. She gives him a look.  
 
L  Man, I don’t 
  this is 
 
P  We’ll talk about it when you get back 
  OK? 
  I promise. 
 
L  OK. I’ll 
  be right back.  
 
She takes the keys back, folds the bill into her pocket, and walks to the door.  
 
P  Few things for breakfast, too?  
 
She looks back at him. After a beat she goes. The lamp turns off.  
 
Peter listens to the car start, pull out, and leave. He puts the still-open box on the 
bed. He takes out his cell phone, dials. 
 
P  Hey Mike, is this an OK 
  OK good, hey I just wanted to say how sorry I am for the way I 
talked to you last night; it’s a really stressful time for me here and 
  …Thank you, I appreciate that. I was just fried after all the driving 
and—well, I’ll have some crazy stories for you when I get back, is all I’ll say. But 
the other thing I wanted to say is just to underscore how ready I am to dive into 
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some more projects—I mean, “how high,” you know what I mean? You say jump, 
and 
  Well, right, no, I know, we’ve got a lot of moving parts, but even 
online content, even those more “listicle” projects you were mentioning 
  No I think I have a bead on those things, I read—well, my daughter 
showed me—but no, I think I have a sense of Buzzfeed and all that, so 
  OK great, yeah just wanted to really underscore that, really 
emphasize 
  Oh, sure, fine yeah, no problem, thanks for 
 
The call abruptly ends. Peter’s face drops, the phone still pressed to his ear. A 
long silence as he puts the phone back in his pocket. 
   
Peter resignedly walks into the bathroom but lingers near the door. 
 
R  Where the hell have you 
 
P  OK, OK, we’re trying to sort things out.  
  Lily went to get a few things for you 
  To clean up.  
  Because there’s nothing here. Predictable at this point, really.  
  Just a few minutes. Ten, maximum. It’s right across the street.   
 
R  Lily is reading one of my books.  
 
P  So I saw, yeah.  
 
R  She read me a passage.  
 
P  Oh yeah?  
 
R  Maybe you could keep reading?  
 
P  Oh 
  Uh, sure. Yeah, sure why not.  
 
R  Just pick up where we left off 
 
Peter leaves the bathroom and crosses across the room to where the book lies. 
He picks it up off the table. Stands outside the bathroom flipping through it.  
 
P  You know 
  you were always so self-assured  
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  you published this thing that nobody respected and then you kept 
writing. You somehow got things published after this. 
  You probably always thought you were  
  “destined for greatness,” one of those people, didn’t you? 
  I grew up thinking you had prestige, that we, as a family, we had 
brains, you know 
  we were the family that had great discussions at the dinner table, 
we read books, we were up on the news, we had opinions based on “detailed 
analysis of the facts.” 
 
R  We had good discussions 
 
P  I remember once you and I got into a real honest-to-God fight about 
Woodward and Bernstein 
  you know, Deep Throat.  
 
R  You threw a fork at me 
 
P  No I didn’t!  
 
R  Or a knife or something 
 
P  But now that I’m older I just wonder if we had a totally inflated view 
of ourselves, you and I. We both took ourselves so seriously 
  But then 
  now 
  it’s hard to take yourself seriously when you get shit on by your new 
boss who was in middle school when you were walking across a stage holding 
your diploma 
  your B.A. in fucking journalism from the best program in the 
country.  
  When I was Lily’s age I had it all lined up, you know, I had this 
smart successful prominent father, I had been raised in this intellectual 
environment with a family who took things seriously, I had gotten into a dream 
program, life was just gonna be like  
  going to the driving range or something. Pop, pop, pop. Right in a 
row.  
  (Never been to a driving range, I guess, but that’s what it seems 
like, just line em up and let em fly).  
  And you know, the world pushes you around when you’re 25, you’re 
told to expect that, you’re prepared for it, but then it just 
  keeps 
  happening. You get so used to spinning your wheels you forget you 
were ever trying to move.  



	 60 

 
Pause.  
 
P  I’m asking for help here, Dad.  
 
R  Didn’t hear a question.  
 
P  You were kicked around for so long, you had people shit on you.  (I 
mean, this book doesn’t have a single review on the cover) 
 
R  What? 
 
P  This doesn’t have a single review on it. Anywhere. Nothing. 
From anyone. 
 
A knock at the door. Peter opens it. Lily stands there, holding a Wal-Mart bag. 
She enters, starts to unpack things on the bed. 
 
L  Forgot the key.  
 
P  That was fast 
 
L  Like I said, it was just motor scooter-ers  
  and me.  
  Shoom, shoom! 
 
She makes a zig-zag motion with her hands, ninja-like.  
 
L  Okay, so here’s a washcloth, and I got a bath towel, and here’s 
some soap and some shampoo.  
 
P  Perfect. Thanks 
 
R  What’s happening?  
 
P  You get any eats? 
 
L  Yeah I got a few things for breakfast—just some cereal, hope that’s 
 
P  Perfect, that’s perfect.  
 
L  Oh, and here’s 
  your change.  
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She hands him a bunch of bills and some coins. Beat.  
 
R  Who are you talking to? 
 
P  Yep, she’s here, here I come.  
 
He makes a face, and goes into the bathroom. The shower turns off; Peter starts 
running a bath.  
 
L  There was another story on the radio, Dad. About that autism gene 
thing you were talking about.  
 
P  Oh yeah? See I told you 
 
R  Cold!!  
 
P  Just 
  hold on.  
  Uh huh?  
 
L  Yeah but this was a story about that whole thing, all that stuff from 
yesterday, it’s all total bullshit.  
  Like, yesterday this like flimsy article came out in a Swiss 
newspaper about it or something, everybody was super hyped on it, but then like 
twelve hours later it was totally debunked by  
  I dunno, some scientists.  
  American scientists. 
 
P  No way. Who?  
 
L  I dunno, Sanjay Gupta or something 
 
P  That guy from CNN? He was on the radio? He’s a blowhard 
 
L  No but he was like 
  it’s bullshit, Dad. They were citing all kinds of statements from like 
the government, from the like NIH or whatever.   
 
P  What’d they say is bullshit about it? 
 
L  They just faked the data, they  
  like fudged all this data, the way they did it was like super vague—it 
was like “does the mouse like to associate with other mice?” “how much time 
does the mouse spend alone?” “does the mouse shut down in group settings?”  
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  I mean.  
 
Pause. She laughs.  
 
L  I mean, look at how fast all these American doctors agreed. 
  Nobody ever agrees about anything like this. It’s not even like a 
controversy or anything, it’s like, nope, over and done with.   
 
P  Hmm.  
 
L  Oh and everybody’s pissed off about how many mice they used for 
this whole thing, they killed like an exorbitant number of mice apparently 
 
P  OK well it’s really they put them down and “everybody’s pissed” 
who’s everybody?  
 
L  The like international community!  
 
P  The UN or something? 
 
L  Oh PETA for sure, they released a statement 
 
P  Those nutjobs, they’re not worth their weight  
 
Peter enters from the bathroom, drying his hands on a towel.  
 
L  Agree to disagree, I guess. 
 
P  Should have been a little more skeptical, I guess 
  Where’s my journalistic integrity?  
 
R  Peter!  
 
Peter goes back in. Lily looks at the lock box on the bed. 
 
R  Drain this bath, run another one.   
 
P  Alright, but not too long, we gotta 
  get going here.  
 
R  Oh 
 
P  But OK.  
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He turns on the faucet.  
 
R  Cold!!  
 
P  Just give it a 
  there you go.   
 
Peter comes out of the bathroom. Lily looks away from the box, moves toward 
the Wal-Mart bag.  
 
L  Want some cereal?  
 
P  What kind’ya get?  
 
She takes out three boxes.  
 
L  There were like cheaper kinds, thought I’d save some / money  
 
P  “Flaky Frosties”?  
  “Raisin Brawn”? What, seriously? 
  “Trax.” No way. 
 
L  Leaving soon, huh?  
 
P  No time like the present, I mean right? 
 
L  I guess.  
 
Peter opens the Trax box. Eats a few. He giggles. 
 
P  Trax are for kids! “Trax are for kads.”   
 
L  Actually, I got 
  something else 
 
She goes back to the Wal-Mart bag, pulls out a bathrobe: it’s red, plush, looks 
extremely soft.  
 
P  Whoa 
 
L  It’s 
  for him. We talked about it last night, you and me 
  I just thought 
  it was only $15.99, it’s soft 
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  Thought he might like to have it 
  in the new place.  
 
P  That’s really sweet of you.   
 
L  Since we had the little cushion, you know, cha-ching  
 
P  It’s funny, I didn’t even count the change you gave back to me, just 
sort of  
  took it at face value.  
  Me, the penny pincher.  
 
L  Yeah.  
  Burned a hole in my pocket, I guess.  
 
P  I’ll go give it to him, see what he thinks. I  
  assume you don’t want to go in / there 
 
L  No yeah 
 
P  OK.  
 
He goes back into the bathroom.  
 
P  Hey Dad, check this out, look what Lily bought for you 
 
R  What the hell is that 
 
P  It’s for you, it’s new, really soft 
 
R  I didn’t ask for that 
 
P  Well no but she thought you’d like it, keep you warm, you can wear 
it at the new place 
 
R  It’s pajamas!  
 
P  Well, no, not 
  precisely  
 
R  What’d I tell you about pajamas? Waste of money! Why in the hell 
would you waste your money on such a thing? Cost ya an arm and a leg I’ll bet 
 
P  Alright, so you don’t want it?  
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R  Bah, bring me some new clothes, I’m ready to get out 
 
P  Goddamnit, Dad, Lily did this really nice thing for you 
  Your granddaughter was being considerate, she bought you this out 
of the goodness of her heart. 
  Jesus.   
 
Peter emerges from the bathroom holding the robe. Lily is crestfallen.  
 
L  Of course. 
 
P  Fuck him 
 
L  I didn’t really think about it though  
  Impulse buy, right. 
 
P  It’s yours 
 
L  God, why didn’t I even think 
  No, I don’t even want it to be honest. You take it.  
 
Peter puts it down, crosses to the suitcase. Tries to find some clothes for 
Richard. 
 
P  You were trying to be nice. He doesn’t really appreciate anyone 
being nice or conscientious 
  as you’ve learned by now.  
 
L  Yeah.  
 
Silence. Peter takes the pile of clothes into the bathroom. Lily holds the bathrobe, 
looking disgusted.  
 
P  Alright, here we go, one two three 
 
Sounds of Richard being helped out of the bathtub. Lily tosses the robe on the 
bed.  
 
P  Here, let me do that / for you 
 
R  I can dress myself, Goddamnit, leave me alone.  
 
P  Don’t have to ask me twice 
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Peter leaves the bathroom, shutting the door as far as it will go.  
 
P  Five minutes, Dad, then we gotta hit the road—seriously!  
  Why aren’t you eating any of these things? The Trax are really 
special, you have to / experience them 
 
L  I guess I should show you this now 
  sooner rather than later, before we have to leave,  
  just in case 
 
P  What?  
 
She pulls out the folded pieces of paper that Richard gave her. She hands them 
to Peter. He reads them—but it doesn’t take him long to know what they are.  
 
P  Oh, god. When did he  
 
L  Last night. He’s already talked to you 
 
P  A few times, yeah.  
  Shit. I’m really sorry Lil, I can’t believe 
 
L  And you said no?  
 
P  What, of course. What do you mean? 
 
L  You just 
  did you even actually talk about it?  
 
P  Wait 
  wait wait wait  
  talk about this shit he found on the Internet? Did you see the URL 
on here? Switzerland dot com? Dot com.  
  Come on.  
 
Beat. 
 
L  He obviously cares about it though 
 
P  I mean but that is totally irrelevant 
 
L  Why?  
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P  He’s demented. He’s totally out of his mind.  
 
L  Sometimes he’s really with it, though 
  sometimes he’s not.  
 
P  Right, but off-and-on, in that department, it doesn’t cut it 
 
L  I know, I know.  
 
P (light) It’s funny isn’t it, his mental function, his clarity is generally shot 
  it comes and goes,  
  it’s like transitory at the best of times 
  but he still loves to argue. He can fight and fight—even if he can’t 
remember what he’s fighting about. Irrelevant.  
  We used to fight all the time when I was growing up, we could 
argue about anything. You say the sky is blue? He’ll fight you on it. At the dinner 
table, god, we’d get going about anything and everything: the day’s news, some 
book somebody was reading.  
  We were arguing about Woodward and Bernstein once, you know, 
Deep Throat: he threw a fork at me.  
  I mean.  
 
L  It just seems like it’s the principle of the thing, you know, not 
 
P  What principle?  
 
L  what he actually wants to do, it’s not about his plans. You’re just 
writing him off.  
  I think he wants some control, you know? That kinda makes sense 
to me.  
 
P  Sure but that doesn’t change the fact that this would mean him 
being shipped off to a place he’s never been for some doctors, some clinics, that 
probably don’t even exist 
  so he can get some needles stuck in his arm, and be killed?  
  That’s what we’re talking about practically. Here, open those Flaky 
Frosties 
 
L  K.  
 
She does. Eats a few; gives Peter some.  
 
P  You know, these things are full of chemicals that are illegal in other 
countries, that’s what makes ‘em taste so good 
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  And that you can check my sources on.  
  How’s it going in there, Dad? 
 
L  There are organizations that do this kind of thing though, right 
 
P  Oh, man 
 
L  The Hemlock Society, isn’t that what it’s called 
 
P  Yeah, Jack Kevorkian, all these 
  upstanding American heroes.  
 
L  Well but I’m saying it’s not like Grandpa’s the first person to  
  you know, consider this. 
 
Pause.  
 
P  No, you’re right. You’re right about that. People have done it before. 
People will do it again. I guess 
  I guess it’s just about 
  Look, he’s in there right now, he’s dressing himself, he’s  
  cogent 
  for the moment, and that’s pretty good, all things considered. He’s 
79 years old, he’s not seriously sick or anything, he doesn’t have any kind of 
chronic illness.  
  It’s a slope, is what I’m saying, it’s a slippery kind of slope. If we 
start letting anybody who wants to just off and die, if we’re giving people a free 
pass, I mean, where does that end?  
   
L  Who’s the “we” in that / sentence  
 
P  There are tons of people who want to die—depressed people of all 
ages—you know, teenagers 
 
L  Like the kids at school 
 
P  Yes, exactly, like the kids at your school 
 
L  Well they had a way out, they figured / it out 
 
P  Right, but 
  but nobody gave them permission, it wasn’t / organized 
 
L  Permission? So you should have permission to run your own life?  
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P  This isn’t about running your own life, this is about when people 
  people lose perspective, on themselves, on the world.  
  You and I, we have a pretty firm grip on reality I’d say, don’t you 
think? I think it’s hard for us to conceptualize that a person might  
  you know, that they might get so far overrun by what’s going on in 
their heads, you know they’re so tortured 
  they just lose their grip. And there should be people around to talk 
to them, medicate them, help them back to reality. I mean, right?  
 
L  Yeah.  
 
P  I mean, you know, I think all people go through a phase when they 
lose their grip a little, I think some people are prone to depression 
  I think I am, I think I’m naturally depressive 
  I’ve been 
  blue sometimes, sure.  
 
L  But never 
  never that blue though 
  right? 
 
P  No never on the verge of anything, but. Still.   
 
L  But still but like who’s “we”? 
  You said if “we” start allowing people to do it, just get a free pass 
  who’s “we”? Like, society? The government? 
 
P  Yeah, something / like that 
 
L  OK so yeah but so but right now, “We” is just you and me. He’s not 
like  
  a symbol. There’s nobody else. Nobody’s watching 
 
Three thumps from the bathroom—a pounding of a fist. On the third thump, glass 
shatters. We hear Richard struggling, groaning.  
 
P  Dad?    L  Grandpa?? 
 
P  What’s happening 
 
Peter rushes to the bathroom, pushes open the door. Peter and Richard struggle. 
 
P  Hey, hey, give me  
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  no put that down, aw Jesus 
  ow 
  Goddamnit, open your  
  fist 
 
The momentum of their struggle moves them, awkwardly, into the room. Peter 
holds Richard from behind, grabbing at his arms. Richard holds a large shard of 
glass in his right hand, trying to get at his left wrist. The glass shard is cutting into 
the palm of his hand. Lily, seeing the struggle, moves toward them. 
 
L  Hey let me 
 
P  No, Lil, stay back 
  Dad, fucking give me that  
  Just stop, give me that  
  Richard! 
 
Peter opens Richard’s right fist and the shard of glass rolls out and hits the 
ground.  
 
L  Oh my God 
 
P  Is there anything else? Dad? 
  Richard?!  
 
L  I don’t see any 
 
P  Open your hands!  
 
Peter forces Richard’s hands wide open. His one and only weapon is on the 
floor. Lily notices Richard’s bleeding hand.  
 
L  Oh fuck, let me get a 
 
She goes back into the bathroom.  
 
P  Here come on 
 
Peter leads Richard to the bed. Richard sits; Peter sits next to him. Peter 
inspects Richard’s bleeding hand.  
 
P  Are there any small shards in there? Can you feel anything 
 
R  Am I dead now? I’m dead 
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P  No you’re not 
  I’m asking can you 
 
R  I did it, I’m dead  
 
P  You’re not fucking dead! You’re right here with me and I’m asking 
you 
 
Lily comes out, holding a wet washcloth.  
 
L  Here, there’s soap and water on it 
 
Peter takes it, leans in to inspect Peter’s hand. Lily gets her iPhone, turns the 
flashlight on, leans in to Richard’s hand also. Peter spreads open the gash, 
looking for glass.  
 
R  Ahh!  
 
P  I’m trying. To. Help. You.  
 
L  Almost done 
  should we call an ambulance  
 
P  I don’t  
  just gimme  
 
Peter sits back, holding his dad’s hand. 
 
P  Man.  
  Man.  
 
Peter cries. Lily turns her phone off, sits with them. A long silence. Peter rubs his 
father’s back.  
 
P  You’re so far out of your mind. You would have never 
  before 
  I should have done something sooner 
 
L  No, hey, come on 
 
P  “Crying out” they said, he’s asking for help.  
 
L  Here 
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Lily gets up, takes out the bathrobe; she removes the fabric belt of the robe and 
ties it around Richard’s hand. 
 
P  Hey, dad?  
 
Richard is completely blank.  
 
P  Dad.  
 
L  What do you think 
  Ambulance?  
 
P  I think we should call the  
  place. Maybe they can send a van or something 
 
L  Why not just 
 
P  Look, we call an ambulance, it takes them however long to get 
here, we’re not exactly 
  close to anything out here 
 
L  Well you don’t know where the nearest 
 
P  But so they finally come, what happened, oh he’s demented and 
suicidal, we’re taking him to a home but we stopped and he’s trying to kill himself, 
I bet we get all kinds of questions—I don’t know how that could spin out, but all I 
know is the people down there know what he’s been through, they know he 
needs to be  
  monitored. They know we’re doing the best we can, they know 
we’re not hurting him 
  I mean, that’s what I mean with the ambulance and the hospital, 
they don’t trust us, they don’t know, maybe we’re hurting him, I bet we have to 
see someone, explain ourselves, plus the money and everything. 
  I don’t know, I’m just saying. I think we call the place, maybe they 
can send somebody up, somebody who knows him, knows the situation, they 
come get him, put him in the van, we drive down there, we help him move in.  
 
L  And if they can’t send somebody?  
 
P  Jesus, Lil, let me just try.  
  Would you 
 
L  Yeah, OK.  
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Peter gets up, finds his phone. Lily takes Richard’s hand, keeps the pressure on 
it.  
 
P  Hi, yeah, my name is Peter Bates, my father Richard is being 
moved in 
  Yes, right, from Los Altos 
  Today mhm 
  Well, we stayed overnight in a motel about an hour away, and we’re 
getting ready to go here, and my dad 
  Well, you know about him maybe, or you have a file or  
  Okay. 
 
Pause.  
 
P  Okay, no problem, so you see on there, on the file, he’s acted out a 
few times, made some  
  Right. So this morning, out of nowhere, came another one 
  No it’s alright, he broke a mirror when he was in the bathroom alone 
and he grabbed a shard and he was going after his wrist but 
  No, he didn’t, I mean he cut his hand, the hand he was holding it in, 
but only somewhat, he didn’t puncture any 
  No. And we’ve got a  
  bandage on it, he’s alright. But so  
  no, we didn’t call an ambulance, we were wondering 
  Oh? Oh, good, right, yeah that’s what I said, I thought that might be 
 
Peter points to Lily, “See, I’m right.”  
 
P  So we were wondering if you all could maybe send someone up 
here, or a few people, you know, in a van or something 
  pick him up, bring him down. We’d follow you down, we have all his 
stuff, we can help with the whole 
  move-in. Is that 
  Oh, really? And these would be people that know the deal, they 
know his file, they know what to expect 
  We want him in good hands.  
  So we’re at the 
  the  
 
L  Alpine Motel  
 
P  The Alpine Motel, , just off the five 
  Yeah near the Six Flags. 
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  An hour?   
  Well thank you so much for being so accommodating. You know, 
his doctor recommended you personally 
  Well 
  not you, necessarily, but you know 
  The Sunrise. Pretty far from home, I said, but she said it’s the best, 
she said it’s worth the drive, worth the trip, which I guess so far that’s a lot to say 
but 
  No but I’m sure it’ll be perfect for him. And this sounds like it’ll work 
great, thank you for sending them.  
  Of course, I’ll keep it on. Thank you.  
 
Peter ends the call.  
 
L  What’d they say? 
 
P  About an hour; this happens sometimes apparently.   
 
L  Not surprising.  
 
P  What  
 
L  They dig their heels in, they pull out all the stops to not have to go. I 
wouldn’t want to either, I’d try anything.  
 
P  Well 
 
Peter crosses back to Richard on the bed.  
 
P  You’re out of options, it seems. Down to one hand, pal.  
 
Peter claps Richard on the back. Eats some more Trax. They all settle in to wait. 
 
Blackout. 
  



	 75 

FOUR 
 
The room has dimmed as the sun has moved across the sky and is no longer 
coming in the window.  
 
Out of the darkness, the Witch’s Technicolor green face appears. She is just as 
she was before: clad in a classic pointy hat, long flowing black robes, holding a 
broom, pointy yellow teeth. She stands in the center of the room, looking directly 
at no one. Lily sleeps on one of the beds; Richard sleeps on the other. Peter 
sleeps sitting up, propped up against the door.  
 
The Witch speaks flatly and directly. Pretty much the opposite of “I’ll get you my 
pretty.”  
 
W  You can’t help him, you know. If you wanted to help, you should 
have come a few decades earlier. You do realize he’s been walking on this Earth 
for eighty years? Those feet have been here, attached to his legs, which are 
attached to his waist—all of that has been there, all those things have been 
stacked up together like that, for a really. Long. Time. Same bones. Same 
callouses on the bottom of his feet. Same toenail that grew in the wrong direction.  
  You’ve been a blip, is what I’m trying to say. You’re a blip, and it’s 
not your time to be anybody’s savior.  
  He’s packing it in, he’s got to. Everybody has to at some point, and 
now’s the time for him—what else are you supposed to do when your brain looks 
like what the Quaker Oats guy shits out after he eats his breakfast.  
  Your brain looks like a brain. You don’t have callouses on your feet.  
  And you think you’re just a few gnarled fingernails away from this? 
 
The Witch points to herself, up and down.  
 
W  Oh, Lily. You think you’re inhabited by the Devil, you think you’re 
going around cursing your friends because of something you can’t control, you 
think you’ve been singled out, well I got news for ya sister: when you stop 
thinking you’re special, you’ll finally be free. If freedom is what you want, if you 
want to shed some fucking skin, you better get on your horse and ride it straight 
outta town and not look back—and looky loo Daisie Doo, that door’s about to pop 
wide open and you better take the money and run 
  ‘cuz your brain’s gonna turn to oatmeal shit someday too, you 
know.  
  Hey, wouldn’t it be poetic if I turned out to be some housewife from 
Salem who got got a few hundred years ago, one of those ladies you identify with 
soooo much?  
  Hmm. Too bad.  
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  Girly girl, opportunity strikes but once, I heard somebody say, so 
here it comes KNOCK KNOCK KNOCK, your ass is grass if you don’t 
  KNOCK KNOCK KNOCK! Keys still in your pocket, aren’t they? It’s 
like this has been given to you 
  KNOCK KNOCK KNOCK 
 
The bulb in the bedside lamp flicks on and gets brighter and brighter; the Witch 
turns and walks into the bathroom, closes the door behind her. When she closes 
the door, the bulb in the lamp pops and flares out.  
 
The Bateses all wake up together.  
 
P  What was that 
 
L  What time is it? 
 
P  Dad, are you OK?  
 
L  We all fell asleep 
 
P  Dad? 
 
L  (Fucking insane dream) 
 
Peter goes to Richard and shakes him awake. Three forceful knocks at the door.  
 
P  Hello?  
 
L  Are they already 
 
P  Dad, come on, up and at ‘em 
 
Two more knocks.  
 
P  Okay!   
 
He gets up and crosses to the door. KEV and DENISE wait outside, clad in 
identical khakis and navy blue polo shirts. They smile when Peter appears.  
 
K  Thought we might have had the wrong place!  
 
P  Sorry we all fell asleep I guess 
 
D  Ah.  
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P  Sorry about that, come in, come on in 
 
Peter walks with Kev and Denise back into the room.  
 
P  This is my daughter Lily 
 
L  Hey 
 
K  Kev 
 
D  Denise 
 
They shake hands.  
 
P  Peter.  
 
They all chuckle awkwardly and shake hands.  
 
D  And this is 
 
P  The man himself, yes 
 
K  Richard?  
 
R  Hmm? 
 
Kev and Denise cross to the bed where Richard lays awake but still in a sleeping 
position.  
 
K  Richard, my name is 
 
D  Mr. Bates, Kev 
 
K  Ah, sorry, Mr. Bates. 
  (I’m new.) 
 
R  Who are you? 
 
Denise looks back to Peter.  
 
D  Did you not tell him we were 
 
P  It doesn’t much matter, to be perfectly frank.  
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K  We wish you would have 
 
D  Kev. 
  We appreciate that, but all the same 
 
P  Well he’s in your hands now anyway isn’t he?  
  Sorry, no I’ll be  
  I’ll be better.  
 
D  So, Mr. Bates? We’re from the Sunrise? Your new residence?  
 
R  Mm.  
 
D  Your son and your granddaughter here 
 
R  Listen, who the fuck are you people 
 
P  Hey now 
 
R  Cut to the cheese already!  
  I mean  
  chase. 
 
D  How’s your hand?  
 
Richard looks down at his hand, seeing it for the first time.  
 
R  Hmm. 
   
D  I heard you hurt it.  
 
R  Yeah.  
 
K  How’d you do that?  
 
D  We don’t need to dwell, that’s okay. So like I said we’re from the 
Sunrise, we’re going to be working with you, helping you move in, get settled. 
You’ll be very comfortable. That’s our job: to make you comfortable.  
 
R  Haven’t I told you already? 
 
D  Told us what, Mr. Bates? 
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R  Ha! Told you what.  
 
D  You’ll have to help me here.  
 
R  Switzerland alright goddamnit!  
 
P  Aw, Jeez 
 
R  I’ve told you a thousand times if I’ve told you once, okay, I’m getting 
really sick of this whole runaround  
 
D  Mr. Bates, my name is Denise, I’m from the Sunrise, we’ve never / 
met before, so  
 
R  There’s a clinic there, there’s a program, that’s where I’m going 
  Lily, show them.  
 
Everyone turns to look at Lily.  
 
P  We don’t need to go into this 
 
D  What’s he talking about?  
 
K  Yeah, what’s 
 
P  Here.  
 
Peter pulls out the crumpled pieces of paper. He hands them to Denise. She 
reads.  
 
R  Uh huh.  
 
Denise pulls Peter aside.  
 
D  Where did he find this?  
 
P  I don’t know, the Internet somewhere 
 
D  He, what, he looked this up?  
 
P  It was probably years ago, I don’t know.  
 
D  You might be interested to know, Mr. Bates, you’re not the first 
person to get hooked on this.  
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Richard looks her way. She smirks.  
 
D  Crazy, right?  
 
P  Wow.  
 
D  I don’t know anything about this place you’ve found specifically, but 
I do know how it happens. I can actually tell you some more about it, if you’d like. 
I’ve done my research by now, I’ve got it down. This isn’t my first rodeo, or 
whatever they say. 
 
P  I don’t know, this doesn’t seem germane to what we’re / trying to 
 
D  In fact, why don’t we do this right now? Would that make things a 
little easier, Mr. Bates? Few more details?  
 
Richard nods, hooked.  
 
L   (Why are we doing this) 
 
D  So, there are a couple typical procedures. The first procedure 
involves an anti-nausea drug, followed by a lethal overdose of pentobarbital, 
which they give you to knock you out so intensely that you become comatose, 
and eventually the pentobarbital will stop your breathing. Pretty smooth, right?  
  But if they give you too much of the pentobarbital, your body will 
start experiencing the harsher effects—decreased lung capacity, decreased heart 
rate—before it’s had time to knock you out. Not so smooth.  
 
L  Jesus.  
 
Pause.  
 
D  There’s another one 
 
R  Tell it.  
 
D  Great, no problem. So they’ll give three drugs: first, a smaller dose 
of pentobarbital, that same bad boy from the last one, and that knocks you out. 
Next is a large dose of pancuronium bromide, which paralyzes all your muscles 
and stops your breathing. And third, you’ll get potassium chloride, which stops 
the heart.  
 But the risk is nothing to mess around with, Mr. Bates: If you get those 
second two doses of poison before that pentobarbital has taken effect—or if they 
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don’t give you enough of the pentobarbital—you will be completely conscious for 
the agony of your own death, and your muscles will be completely paralyzed so 
you won’t be able to cry for help.  
 
A long beat. 
 
D  Does that all make sense?  
 
P  …Dad?  
 
Richard nods.  
 
L  (Fuck this).	
 
D  Can we talk outside? Just for a minute?  
  Just quick.  
  Kev, keep an eye?  
 
She beckons Peter outside and they leave. Kev shoots her an exasperated look 
as she departs. Silence. Lily is visibly upset.  
 
L  I hated that.  
 
She rubs Richard’s back.  
 
K  Sorry about that.  
 
L  I really really hated that.  
  Are you OK grandpa?  
 
Nothing. 
 
K  She can be kind of an asshole.  
 
Lily laughs bitterly.  
 
L  Was that all true? Does she know what she’s talking about?  
 
K  I 
 
L  How can she possibly know all that, it’s gotta be way more 
complicated, she’s just one person, she’s not like an expert.  
  Right?  
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K  I’ve actually never heard any of that before.  
 
L  Not part of your training?  
 
K  Definitely not. But 
  apparently you have to know that shit 
  stuff 
  up and down.  
 
L  Yeah, she had that whole speech down pat.  
 
Beat. 
 
L  You’re new I guess.   
 
K  Yeah.  
 
L  You like it?  
 
K  I mean  
 
He chuckles bitterly.  
 
L  You ever done anything like this before?  
 
K  Rescue somebody who doesn’t want to go to the home? Are you 
kidding? 
 
L  Well you’re new, maybe it doesn’t happen that often 
 
K  Right I’ve been doing this three months. 
 
L  So in three months 
 
K  I’ve done it three times.  
 
L  Man.  
  Doesn’t give you any pause? ‘d make me feel a little weird.  
 
K  No, I know.  
 
R  Hey, who won that game?  
 
K  Which 
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  game is that?  
 
R  Oh, come on.  
 
L  Clue us in, grandpa.  
 
R  Mr. Bates, please.  
 
K  What’s the game, Mr. Bates?  
 
R  The Newark Bears, of course! Baseball, ever heard of it?  
 
K  The Newark  
 
L  (That’s where he grew up.)  
 
R  I used to go with my father 
 
K  Ah 
 
R  Never really liked sports. Didn’t see the point.  
 
K  Well, you’ve still got time: we always put the Niners on the big TV 
on Sundays, that sound good to you? Or maybe the Giants? Dodgers? 
 
R  Who the hell is this guy?  
 
L  So why’d you go to the Newark Bears, grandpa?  
 
R  Bah.  
 
L  If you didn’t like the games 
 
R  Spent time with my father 
  Just me and him 
  Didn’t take my sisters.  
 
L  What’d you talk about?  
 
Pause.  
 
L  He was a box salesman, right? Corrugated boxes?  
  Right, grandpa?  
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Pause. Richard is distant. Lily looks at Kev.  
 
L  Did you go to school? 
 
K  What, like 
 
L  College, yeah 
 
K  Yep, well, two-year nursing degree. 
 
L  Uh huh.  
  So this is pretty perfect then.  
 
K  In terms of 
 
L  I’m starting to think college isn’t in the cards for me, actually 
 
K  Uh huh. 
 
L  I guess it made you happy 
 
K  Well 
 
L  What.   
 
K  Things could be different—I could be in a bigger city, I could be 
working with people who aren’t  
  a hundred or whatever.  
 
L  Who’d you want to be working with? 
 
K  Kids. In-unit, like helping sick kids forget about it for awhile, you 
know 
 
L  Yeah. Yeah, totally.  
 
K  But it’s a steppingstone I guess, this 
  maybe.   
 
L  I feel like I might just have a lot of steppingstones  
  Like 
  for my life.  
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K  I think that’s true for everybody—it was probably true for you too, 
Mr. Bates, wasn’t it? Long road to success?   
 
A knock at the door.  
 
D (off)  Kev? Come out here, please?  
 
K  Yeah, alright. Sorry 
  about all that, before.  
 
L  Yeah.   
 
He gets up, moves toward the door. 
 
L   He won the Pulitzer, you know.  
 
K  No way 
 
L  Absolutely. American history.  
 
K  What year?  
 
L  19 
  88 
  I think? Gave a speech and everything.  
  Speaking tour, guest lectures at Harvard and Yale, stuff like that.  
 
K  Damn. He has the like 
  trophy and everything? Or whatever?  
 
L  Yep.  
  Just so you know what you’re messing with here.  
 
 K  Is she for real, Mr. Bates? 
  Richard?  
 
L  Have to take my word for it, I guess.   
 
Beat. Then he exits. The door shuts and locks behind him.  
 
L  Are you here right now? In here?  
 
R  Who was that.  
 



	 86 

L  A nurse. They’re out there right now, they’re out in the parking lot 
  those nurses, my dad, your son Peter 
 
R  Peter?  
 
L  They’re all planning on how they’re going to take you away 
 
R  Take me 
 
L  To that place? The Sunrise?  
 
Pause.  
 
R  Oh no 
 
L  Right, exactly, oh no. And 
  look. You deserve to be happy, I don’t want to see you unhappy, 
nobody does, but I don’t know how to help you, I’m out of ideas 
 
R  Switzerland, I told you this 
 
L  I want you to be happy 
 
R  So put me on a plane to Switzerland, give me what I want!  
 
L  I can’t. Do. That.  
 
Pause.  
 
L  Hold on.  
 
She gets up, goes to the lock box. Takes the keys out of her pocket, opens it. 
Brings it to Richard.  
 
L  Look at this.  
 
R  What is 
 
L  This is your money, grandpa. It’s all yours. You saved it.  
 
R  Never trusted the banks 
 
L  My dad took this from your house. He found it, he took it 
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R  Did he tell me about it? 
 
L  No. I’m really sorry, I didn’t know about it, he just told me today, I 
would have never lied to you like this 
 
R  It’s perfect. It’s perfect, it’s perfect 
 
A major shift in Richard. He speaks directly and rapidly: 
 
R  So you go.  
  Oh my goodness 
 
L  What?  
 
R  Go to Switzerland. You think you’re dangerous to your friends, you 
want to get away from everyone, didn’t you say?  
 
L  You said yourself, grandpa, today you said: you never feel clear, 
your brain never feels clear anymore. This is 
  You’re not  
  You can’t be rational.  
 
R  Stop that! Stop belittling me, I’m a man, I’m your grandfather, I’m 
not your patient, you’re pitying me. Take the money and go over there—how 
much is in there?  
 
L  It doesn’t matter 
 
R  How much?  
 
She flips through the bills.  
 
L  I don’t know, a few thousand or something—a few thousand!  
 
R  It’s perfect, that’s perfect 
 
L  Stop, this is your money 
 
R  And I’m going to do what I want with it, and what I want is for you to 
take it.  
 
L  Look no, you’re forgetting I haven’t even finished high school, I’m 
supposed to go to college, this is not how things are supposed to go.  
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R  But you’re unhappy, you’ve been so sad, you argue with your father 
  I’ve heard you!  
 
L  I know 
 
R  You don’t want to go to college, I heard you say that 
 
L  But I’m supposed to— 
 
R  There is no supposed to, you have to live! I’m dying, you have to 
live.  
 
L  Oh, grandpa, stop 
 
R  I can’t go, I know I can’t.  
 
Pause. Lily nods.  
 
L  I know you can’t. I’m so sorry you can’t.   
 
Richard takes her hand.  
 
R  You’ve thought about this before. Haven’t you.  
 
L  No 
 
R  Running away, taking some money and escaping, you’ve thought 
about it before. I’m sure you have.  
  Let me ask you something. What will you and your father do if you 
go back home? Hmm?  
 
L  Not talk in the car, probably. I’ll do my  
  essay.  
 
R  And then? Tomorrow? And after that? And after that? 
 
Lily is at a loss for words.  
 
R  You need to save your life. 
 
A knock at the door.  
 
L  Oh my god 
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R  Take the money out.  
 
She does. She puts a bunch of bills in her pockets, and then puts the lock box 
back where it was.  
 
R  And you have the keys, to the car 
 
L  Yeah.  
 
R  And your driver’s license 
 
L  Yeah yeah / but 
 
R  It’s perfect.  
 
L  My dad, he’ll be 
 
R  He’ll be alright, we’ll all be alright. 
 
L  I guess I could call him, oh god 
  I won’t be able to take my backpack or anything, he’ll notice 
 
Another knock.  
 
P (off)  Hello? Lily? Let us in, please!  
 
He knocks again.  
 
R  Now, how will you do it 
 
L  I don’t  
 
R  Tell me what to do.  
 
Another knock.  
 
P (off)  Lily?! Goddamnit, what’s happening in there? 
 
L  Okay  
  uh  
 
Knock.  
 
L  I’ll get myself in the bathroom, I’ll make something up, I’ll hide, 
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  and when they get you up, to carry you outside 
 
R  Yes 
 
L  you fall down, you make a commotion, you fall to the ground, 
something like that 
 
R  Yes 
 
L  And I’ll sneak out?  
 
Frantic knocks.  
 
P (off)   Lily please, oh god, what’s wrong in there  
 
R (sweetly) I love you. Always have.  
 
L  I love you too.  
 
She grabs Richard’s book and puts it in the bathroom.  
 
L  I’ll take that with me.  
 
R  You’ll say hello to the mountains for me.  
 
She nods.  
 
L  Is this really happening? Are you in here right now?  
 
R  I’m in here.  
 
L  OK. Thank you.  
 
R  Thank you.  
 
Lily takes a breath, goes to the door, flings it open.   
 
P  Oh my God 
 
L  Jesus Dad 
 
P  What the fuck is going on?  
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L  Didn’t you hear me yelling? I was in the bathroom? I kept saying 
“Dad, I’m in the bathroom!”  
 
P  What?  
 
L  You were screaming so loud you couldn’t hear, everything’s okay, 
look  
 
Peter comes into the room, looking harried. Doesn’t shut the door. Denise and 
Kev follow.  
 
P  Aw, Jeez.  
 
L  See?  
 
Peter sits next to his dad.  
 
P  Jesus, guys. I was sure something 
  I didn’t know what the hell  
 
R  So are we going, or what?  
 
Beat.  
 
K  What?  
 
D  (Kev). Are you ready to go, Mr. Bates?  
 
Richard nods solemnly.  
 
P  What happened? Lily, what happened? He was fighting before, now 
 
Lily shrugs, tense.  
 
P  Well, uh 
  Yeah, it’s time, dad. Let’s go.  
 
D  Thank you for making this easy, Mr. Bates.  
 
R  Who the hell are you people, I won’t make anything easy for you, 
Goddamnit 
 
P  Dad—hey, dad, this is Denise and Kev, they’re helping 
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R  Yes, I know, I know.  
 
D  We’re OK, you’re with us Mr. Bates? 
 
R  Bah.  
 
P  So we’ll follow you, okay, Dad? They’re gonna take you in their van, 
you’ll be comfortable there, they’ll make sure you don’t hurt your hand, okay?  
 
R  Okay.  
 
P  And Lily and I will follow you there, we have all your stuff. We’ll 
meet you there, we’ll help get you set up and everything. How does that sound?  
 
Richard nods.  
 
P  Well alright, then.  
  Lily, I don’t know what you said to him, but thank you.  
 
L  Dad I’m gonna take a quick shower before we leave  
 
P  We really have to get going 
 
L  While you’re getting him into the van, he’s 
  slow, you know. 
 
Pause.  
 
P  Sure, OK, why don’t you 
 
L  Yeah, OK, I’ll hurry.  
 
Lily crosses to Richard.  
 
L  So I’ll say goodbye to you now then, grandpa. I’ll see you. Alright? 
I’ll see you.  
 
She looks hard into his eyes.  
 
L  Right? You’re hearing me?  
 
R  Yes.  
 
L  OK? 
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R  OK.  
 
P  Alright alright enough, she’ll see you in a bit Dad, it’s an hour drive.  
 
Lily gets up, heads to the bathroom. The door doesn’t quite close, as always. 
She goes inside, and the showerhead turns on.  
 
P  Alright, so here we go 
 
Denise and Kev cross to the bed and stand around Richard. He looks distant.  
They get in a circle around him, to lift him straight off the bed.  
 
P  You’re ready, Dad?  
 
Richard is distant, dead in the eyes. They pick him up, get him upright.  
 
D  Alright, Mr. Bates?  
 
He’s still distant.  
 
D  Kev, get out in front, we’ve got his arms.  
 
Kev walks backwards in front of Richard, who’s being supported by Denise and 
Peter. They move very slowly. But they’re moving. Richard seems lifeless. They 
gain momentum, they’re approaching the door—  
 
Richard suddenly screams, an earth-shattering wail. The other three jump with 
shock. Richard collapses on the ground. Everyone is yelling desperately.  
 
P   Dad     D Mr. Bates, what is it 
 
Everyone kneels down on the ground around Richard as he writhes. The 
bathroom door opens slowly behind them. Lily sees she’s safe. She tiptoes out, 
closes the door behind her, moves across the room, and out through the open 
door, as the chaos around Richard continues.  
 
D  He’s seizing!  
 
P  Dad? Dad?!  
 
D  Get him on his side— 
 
P  Dad, can you hear me? You’re having a seizure!  
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K  Careful he doesn’t bite his tongue— 
 
Then it subsides. Richard stops writhing.  
 
P  Dad?  
 
R  I’m here 
 
D  Mr. Bates, you had a seizure 
 
R  No I didn’t, it was my hand, somebody grabbed my hand, it has a 
gash in it  
 
K  Do you have a history of epilepsy, Mr. Bates?  
 
P  No he doesn’t  
 
R  It was my hand, I’m telling you—which one of you grabbed my 
hand? It has a gash in it!  
 
D  Are you alright to stand, Mr. Bates? We’ll help you up.  
 
R  Yes, I’m alright. Don’t anybody squeeze my hand again.  
 
Beat.  
 
P  Really putting on a show here, Dad. Is he alright to travel? Should 
we call an ambulance? 
 
D  We have all the equipment we need in the van, we have a bed, we 
can strap him in, Kev will sit with him, make sure he’s stable all the way there. It’ll 
be alright.  
 
P  No more funny business, eh, Dad?  
 
R  Bah.  
 
They lift him up again, walk with him to the door. They leave the room. The door 
lingers open behind them. A long silence.  
 
The lamp flickers to life again. It burns brightly. A breeze blows into the room 
from the parking lot.  
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Then Peter reappears in the doorway, walks into the room. A long silence, 
underscored by the running shower, as he considers the room. He begins to 
clean the room, putting things back together.   
 
The sound of the van starting up and pulling away. 
 
P  (It’s the right thing. It’s the right thing).  
  Well, Lily. He’s in the van. More thanks to you than to me, honestly, 
I don’t know what you said to him. 
  You and he used to spend a lot of time together when you were 
little, you remember that? Mom and I’d drop you off there when we went 
out…that’s how bonds form, I guess. People can be shitty parents and be great 
grandparents, I guess, those things aren’t mutually exclusive. 
 
He goes to the bathroom door, listens in. Looks a little concerned, like he’s 
contemplating going in.  
 
The sound of a car starting up and pulling away. 
 
P  I think if someone thinks they turned out basically alright, you know, 
as a person? If things basically panned out for them? I think that makes you a 
shitty parent. It renders you inert. You got nothing to improve upon. You don’t 
know what you could do better for your own kids.  
  My dad didn’t turn out great. I didn’t turn out that great. But it takes 
awhile to really see that, you know? Takes getting the rug pulled out. 
  So I’ve been inert and I’m sorry.  
  But I think I’m starting to wake up.  
 
End of play. 
 
 


