SAL. Right.

BRIAN. (Funny voice.) Public relations.

SAL. (With a smile.) Yeah,

BRIAN. She didn’t want to come out?

SAL. She did, but you know ...

BRIAN. Baby pressure.

SAL. ... yeah.

BRIAN. Sorry about Christmas. It was nice of her, you, to invite
me. I just, they were offering time and 2 half ...

SAL. You didnt miss anything, According to Dad, it didn't even
count *cause Jenn made turkey instead of ham and we had a fake tree.
“You think you put a star on a toilet brush it’s a Christmas tree?”
BRIAN. (Laughs.) Everything’s always gotta be his way. (Sal nods.
Slight beat.)

SAL. Hey, remember DeFizz?

BRIAN, DeFizz ...

SAL. Marky DeFizzio. The kid with the unibrow. / DeFuzzio.
BRIAN. / DeFuzzio! Right.

SAL. He's got a real estate office now, on Richmond.

BRIAN. Yeah? He got a job with that eyebrow?

SAL. (Making a wnibrow with his fingers.) Hes got his face on all
these posters in front / of people’s houses —

BRIAN. (Laughing.) ! No way.

SAL. 1 called him up. He said he'd be happy to show them some
places. I know they're both stubborn as hell but maybe if they see
something they like ... We just gotta get them to Marky’s office.
BRIAN. That’s an idea.

SAL. It’s a good idea.

BRIAN. Sure.

SAL. There's no way Dad’ll listen to me alone, but T thought if we
both tell 'em, together ... (An entreaty. Brian looks away.)
BRIAN. Look, I just got out. 29 months for being a fuck-up.
That’s actually what the judge called me. Whar did Mom ever do to
deserve a delinquent like me? And Dad —-

SAL. (“Give me a break.”) Dad.

BRIAN. No, really. Before he fucked it all up with the IRS, Dad was
on every community board ever invented. Always raising money for
charity. He was like the Bono of Staten Island. They're good people
and I gave them nothing but grief. How can 1 ask them to leave?

What right do I have? (Beat. Sal shakes bis head.)
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SAL. Ishoulda known.

BRIAN. What's that mean?

SAL. Why would you help?

BRIAN, T'm trying to explain to you —

SAL. Bullshit, You're trying to sound big, or noble, or some shit
like that. Make it about them and their happiness. That's not what
it’s about.

BRIAN. Oh yeah, what’s it about / Sal?

SAL. / Its about the simple fact that you are constitutionally unable
to put anyone els€’s needs before your own.

BRIAN. That's so.

SAL. And it always has been.

BRIAN. And you're so good at it.

SAL. Itry to be/ yeah —

BRIAN. / Yeah you got a fucking master’s degree in putting other
people first.

SAL. I'm not getting into this with you —

BRIAN. What about your wife? You put her first?

SAL. Every day.

BRIAN. Maybe that’s the problem,

SAL. There is no problem.

BRIAN. You're miserable. You don't think that’s a problem?

SAL. Who said P'm miserable?

BRIAN. Your face said it. Your fucking shoulders say it.

SAL. T've been under a lot of stress, at work.

BRIAN. You sell interner ads.

SAL. 1 manage people who sell internet ads. And don't start with
me — you're a short-order cook at Olive Garden.

BRIAN. And I /ifeit. So you can stop acting like all T do is throw slop
on a plate and add a little parsley. Because it's cooking. It’s actual
cooking, it’s fucking hard work and 1 like it. And by the way, some of
us, we don't have that many options.

SAL. Yeah, and why is thae?

BRIAN. You oughta know. (Beat.)

SAL. Forget it. | shouldn'ta even called. Shoulda let you come
out on your own, 9, 10 months from now when everything was
already / done.

BRIAN. /I was gonna come out on my own.

SAL. Sure.

BRIAN. [ was.
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SAL. When? (A cold beat.)

BRIAN. You think I want Mom and Dad living like this, i this,
right now? What son would wane that? Bue it’s not going to stay
like this. Dad’s gonna fix it up. People will come back.

SAL. You're just as crazy as they are. Open your eyes! Nobody's
coming back to this.

BRIAN. Yeah they will. You know why? *Cause starting over from
scratch, some place you don't know, with peaple who do n't give a shit
about you? It sucks. It's exhausting, And it's lonely. It’s really, really
lonely. (Beat,) So T'm sorty, but you want them to maove, you gotta do
it on your own. (Gets up. Grabs the beers.) And I'm taking the beers.
SAL. You're not supposed to drink!

BRIAN. Then I guess I'll just look at them. (Exiss, Sal sits alone.)

Scene 4

Marysits with Andrea Carter, a longtime friend and neighbor, on
plastic chairs. Andreds husband, Philip, looks through the debris.

ANDREA. I¢s all gone. Every picture [ ever took.

MARY. Oh gosh.

PHILID. And you know she took a lot of them.

MARY. I know. (Laughs.)

PHILIP. Couldn’t blow your nose in our house without my wife
taking a picture.

ANDRFEA. He's exaggerating. All those memories ...

PHILIP. You still have the memories.

MARY. Youli always have the memories.

ANDREA. NotifI get Alzheimer’s.

MARY. That’s true.

PHILIP. Don’t encourage her. Shes sure she's going to get Alzheimer’s.
ANDREA. It runs in my family.

PHILIP. It runs in everyone’s family. You live to a cerrain age, you
get Alzheimer’s.

ANDREA. The point is, it’s very likely F'll get it. And what then?

You'll put me in the home and the people in the home — if they're
good people, if they're not abusive —

PHILIP. What kind of home do you think 'm putting you in?
ANDREA. They're expensive, you might have to comprotmise.
PHILIP. Thats true.

ANDREA. — the people in the home will say to me, Andrea, poor
thing, why don’t we look at pictures of your family rogether? But
there won't be any. And [ won't even know that there used to be
pictutes to tell them, So they'll think, what kind of woman is this?
She never took a picture of her family.

MARY. Tl come. I'll tell them what happened.

ANDREA. Sure. Unless you've got Alzheimer’s too.

PHILIP. Enough with the Alzheimer's! (Saf enters from upstairs.
Fugs, kisses.)

SAL. Hey Phil. / Andrea.

ANDREA. / Sally!

PHILIP. Sal, I didn’t know you still knew how to get out here.
SAL. Very/ funny.

PHILIP. / You know the ferry’s free now, you don’t gotra pay.
SAL. (Hamming it up.) Free? The guy out front told me it was
twenty bucks. (Phil laughs.)

ANDREA. Don’t listen to him. You look good.

MARY. Doesn’t he? So handsome. Just imagine that face on a baby.
SAL. Mom ...

ANDREA, And you're still married?

SAL. Yeah, of course.

ANDREA. You never know these days. All three of our girls got
divorced.

MARY. It wasn't meant to be.

ANDREA, Sure, but what does that say about us?

PHILIP. That we're shmucks for paying for three weddings.
ANDREA. You know, Sal, Emily’s on her way in. She’s coming
over to see the disaster for herself. You two could get together.
SAL. Thanks Andrea. T'll call her.

ANDREA. You need her number?

PHILIP. Uhoh, herewego ...

SAL. I can send her an email.

ANDRFA. You have her email?

MARY. (Under her breath.) Andrea ...

SAL. I'm sure she’s on Facebook.
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