BRIAN, Yeah, sure. My parents.
EMILY. Saf?
RRIAN. Nah. Too much bad blood.

ILY. Tt wasn't easy for him to do what he did S thought he
O\ clping you.
BNEAN. Yeah. o
EVEN. He did. Yoo know him and your fachidn’t speak for

over Wkar. It was Christmas before they could be in the same

roorn Yeether, (7his is news to Brian.)
BRIA 1 know Dad. Never back off. No

firter what.
 night we snuck in

EMILY. \@ig to cheer him up.,) Remembe o i
your dad’s Yglke and are every flavor of Hiagegilfazs and h_e caught us!
Vknow whaVk did, after he was done yellinglt you? (Brian shakes his

head no.) He g ¢ a wink and a pint of JlFly Road. (" 7?93)} laugh.)
BRIAN. He loW@iaking people happy. Jilihade him feel important.
(Beat,) Ud like to  sorneone happy. even a lot of people. Just

one person.
EMILY. It's a good g0
BRIAN. I mean it. (He

EMILY. Brian ... -
BRIAN. You gotta give me 3  You and me, we're like bumper

cars. Our whole lives, smashlto each other, running away,
smashing into each other agfilfarng@ain ...

EMILY, “There’s no such iz as 2 Wk addiction.

BRIAN. It's not addictioflf’s love.
EMILY. Comeon ...
BRIAN, What else co
here? To help? I wanty
me for once I should
I find when T get J
looking like a hog
EMILY. I didry
BRIAN. Yo
the minutg

e eye.)

b her

anted to come back
suld. But Sal told
e and what do
dad’s coat,

ic be? You think
o run away as far as
something for somebod
> You, in your big hat and
Ess person —

ok homeless.

Wit look not homeless. But it didn’t mat?
you ... (She looks at him, bard.)

‘cause

EMILY, not as strong as 1 was back then.
BRI AMPEnd I'm not as stupid. At least, I hope not.
M You were never stupid.
WAN. You were always the only one who thought that. (Bl

¢ pulls her close to him. Emily takes a decp breath.) ‘
EMILY. My mother’s gonna kill me. (Brian smiles. He kisses ber. )
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Scene 10

Later that day. Classic pop, like the Beach Boys, on the radio. *
Marty working.

Mary enters silently in her coat, with a grocery bag and ber car
keeys. She warches her husband for a momenz, her face drawn,
Finally, she turns off the radio. Marty looks up, startled,

Start

MARTY. Mare, What're you doing, you scared me ...
MARY. (4 little srange; far away.) | went shopping, T was about to
buy some coffee when I remembered we dont have a machine.
Flew off the counter in the storm. It was the first thing I threw out.
MARTY. We'll get a new one. Add it to the list.

MARY. ‘The list. (Pause. She continues o stare at him, hard, unyielding,)
MARTY. Listen —

MARY. No.

MARTY. Mare ~

MARY. No. I've been listening to you for thirey-eight years.
Listening and listening and listening. When you wanted to move
to this house, T listened. When you wanted to buy that first store
even though we had no money to do it, I listened. Two kids, not
three, though I wanted that third one so badly ... When times were
hard and you couldn’t make do, I started working ar the library.
That was listening too. Listening to what you couldn’t say. After all
these years of listening youd think I was pretty good ar it. You'd
think I'd remember if I heard you say, heard you mention, that
youd been undermining your own son.

MARTY. Mary —

MARY. (Fierce.) Your own son. MY SON. And for what? To keep
this house? LOOK AROUND. Look at what you wanted so badly

you were willing to throw away Sal’s entire future!
MARTY. I was gonna —

MARY. BULLSHIT.
MARTY. (7aken aback by the curse.) Mary,

* Seo Special Note on Sangs and Recordings on copyright page.
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Start


e

End

MARY. What I car’t say bulishit? Because Mary doesn't curse? Well
Marys cursing now. Its BULLSHIT. ALL BULLSHIT. Trust me,
God will understand. He gets lied to all the time. (Marty reaches for

ber but she shakes him off-)

MARTY. You gotta let me -—

MARY. 1 don’t want to hear it.

MARTY. (Desperate.) You gotta let me, you gotta ... I feltso ...
Let them take chis house? This house my own father gave me? Anld
T was gonna tell him, but then the stuff with Brian, what / he did
to Brian — ’ ‘
MARY, / We're not talking about that. I told you I'm never talking
abour that again!

MARTY. SoIwas angry! And I was wrong. .
MARY. Yes you were, About a few chings. Not least of whllch was
thinking that I'd want to stay in this house if it meant hurting my

own children.
MARTY. P'm gonna make it right —
MARY. You can’t make it right. ‘
MARTY. Maty. Please. 'm gonna fix it. All of it. ,
MARY. Yeah? Put it on the list. (A terrible beat.,) I called Sally. He's
on his way.
MARTY. (Looks at her, stricken.) You told him — ? .
MARY. No. That's for you to do. And you're gonna do it Marty.
You're gonna do it, or you can stay here in this, this nothing, all by
yourself. "Cause I'm leaving. I will leave you.
MARTY. Don't talk like that.
MARY. You dort think ['ll do it? Look around you. Everyone we
know is moving on. Giving up everything they've known their whoi,e
lives. Hearts are broken all over this place. What's one more? What's
one more destroyed thing? Honestly, who would even notice?
MARTY, (Very small) Mare, please ... ‘
MARY, If’s not that I thought you were always right all these years.
I'm not that stupid. T didn’t think you wete right. 1 thought you were
. : > ‘
Y, (To Marzy.) Y know where we went, Sal and 1? To’ the real
(Marty looks at her, wounded.) Bu t stay. 1
he exits to thidi

and, (Beat, Sal enters. He immediately picks up on the sirange tension,)
b H ]

¢ Joss fm.f what to do, Marty

CRTY. T gotta get this sheetrock up.
That's why I left work early? Watch you hang sheetrock?
QY. You know why I'm so intent on fixing this house? A
hard Nk, v'know who that’s for? YOU. You and your bro

¥

dad ga @l this house and I wanred to give it to you. ‘Tdl” ways
been the N

SAL. I donWg@nt the house, Dad.

MARTY. NoWgure. But you don't know. 28 change. You

might need mord
The point is, you si
son something.
SAL. Dad. Why did rell me to gfver here?

MARTY. I want you to '\ what lin my head. It wasn’s just
about your mother, though\gias wlled about her too —

SAL. What was in your head WG
MARTY. /I provide for her, I
what we do —

SAL. DAD. What did you 4
MARTY. The house. I puy
sift, (Beat,)

SAL. A “gift.”
MARTY. So the Fed
SAL. You “gave” 1y
without telling mg
MARTY. T didnhnt to burden you.
SAL. (A crazy §iFh.) You didnt want to — 2! How o%
do thar?!
MARTY.
SAL. 'Therg
MARTY.
SAL. No
tax evady
MAR
SAL.

A

pm. Or maybe you'll ju

C it as a bungalow.
d have it. A father s

i be able to leave his

L it's not very modern, bur it’s

(Bes
E house N

pave you the house. As a

e house. You put the I in my name

kU even

s ways.
Fays. And the IRS didn't notice?
: Jesus.) I guess somebody’s looking out for me.
hd, that’s not how it works. Jesus doesn’t “look out” fo

¢ looks out for this one. (Beaz,)

own this house.

. (Small.) You own part of it.

SATSEVho owns the rest?

. (Almost impossible to say.) I'm behind. On the mortgage.
(bl pause.)

. You're fucking kidding me.

AARTY. Its just a couple payments —
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End


