RITA. 1ihoughe [ made it clear.

LISA. (Snapping.) You didn’.

RITA. I'msorry

LISA. (72 Ben ) If's just — You don’t kook like you're dying.
BEN. Loolks are deceiving,

LISA. This isn't happeniag. le can’t be. Mave you seen doctors
I mean a second opinion?

BEN. And 2 third.

RITA. We've had time co adjust. (Léa sakes o moment and really
processes this}

LISA, {Fragik.) ... You're dying. {Ben nods.}

RITA. And we thoughe, now that it's, well, inminent, we thought
vou should be here, ’
LISA. Taee

RITA. Te's olf right. Ir s, We're ready, He's ready, Your fathers had
He mﬂOn_. m._mu'

BEN. Mot really.

RETA. Whae do you mean by that

BEM. Whae could | mean by "not szalhy?”

RITA. He's had a good life. By most people’s standards, Fle's o very
half-ghss-empry kind of person, but by most peopies sundards
he's had o very Full life ’
-BEbL—Saysyou—

RITA. Bue now, well ... we thoughe you should be here.

LISA. Of course.

RITA. To say anything chat you might want o say.

LISA. Oh,

RITA. Before its too late,

Lish, (Boat) | see.

RITA. s these something?

LISA. Whae

RITA. Thar you wanr ta say?

LI1SA, Ch. MNow? You mean, now?

RITA, (Confidential } T wouldn's wait,

LiSA. Oh.

RITA. ,ﬁwwuﬁné_x vou like. A poemn. Or you might wans to share &
mamory, if you can put your finger on something pleasant. Or jusc
salk sbout your fechings, whatover they are. You know, something
meaningful,

LISA. OF course. Yes, OF course, T'd like 1o,
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RETA. Weli? (Lisa siands by the bed.)

LISA. Daddy, Tum ... 1. well ... (4 loug passe while Lisa ties o
think of semetling meaningfd 1o sy}

RITA. No pressure, dear.

LISA. (Swapping at her) bex me thenkd

RITA. Sorrw. (They wach while Lisa strains to remamber serething.
Lisus quire ertiomdl when she finally speaks.)

LISA. Daddy ... I remember ... when | was lircle, six or seven
maybe, and 1 was playing on the jungle gym and you were waich-
ing, and you looked away for justa sceond, and I fell and — ok,
shit, That’s o movie.

RITA. Kramer vs. Kraner

b ok -1
BB BRI G- REEPY

RITA. Tloved thar picour
LiSA. IcH come to me! Something will come. s  lot wo process!
RETA, Don't worry about it Please. Semeshing will pap into your
head, I'm sure. Like when you'se wrying to remember somenncs
nasse, You tey and ry and comne up empty And then all of a sud-
den ~ there 1t 3!

LISA. 1 give up.

RITA. Good.
BBl thetwasa-bust—

RYTA. (15 Lisa. )] do wish youd brovghr candy or semething. I'm
strving, And | have a terrible saste in my meuth,

LISA. T could go downsiairs?

AITA. Mo, no. irs fine

LISA, There mighs be something in my pusse. (Lisa Tooks through
her purse.)

RiTA. Did you call your brother?

LISA. Yes,

RITA, Goeod.

LISA, A plece of licorice!

RITA. Red?
LISA. Black,
RITA, Forgat
BEN, T was sure youd have sefeibing W Sajl 1960 CUik maybe
bat you, 1 would've ber on it !
LISA. | could oy apain?

RITA. Please don't. It was cmbarrassing:

LiSA. (Defeated ) Fine, (Beat.}
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MNSS. Just tell me!
LISA. Hes tmaginary.
RITA. I'm tabking o your brothen
CURTIS. | have re go.
RITA. 1den't understand
LISA. fSwanding} You never mer him because he dossn’t exisl!
RITA, Whae?
LiSA. He made bim ep.
CURTIS. Shut up, Lisa
LISA, Telt her There is no Peter. Go on, rell her. There never was.
RITA. Pves %erqz to him on the phone.
LISA. That was just some friend, or someone he paid — probably
5 homeless person.
RITA. 1spake o himt
LISA. (Faking Curds' jucker.} Thewe is no DPerer, And remember
Ethan? Thers was no Edhan.
RITA. Oy god.
CURTIS. Give e my jacker.
LISA. Lmaginary
CURTHS, Give i to met
LISA. All mﬁmmmzuns
CURTIS. Lisa —
LISA. Curiis is alonie, Thats rightt He doesa’t have anyone. Or see
anyoene oF faich anyone —
CURTIS. Swop it
LISA. And [ don't think he ever has. It’s all a fie. A giant, fucking,
monemental, pathologicst fie
RITA. (To Cureis.} ls thae truef
LISA. A fiction!
RITA, Isir wrue®?
LISA. Its creepy.
CURTIS. T have to go.
RITA. ANSWER ME!
CURTIS. Yof
RITA. Ch my god.
LISA. (Vierarivns.} ... And now I forgive you. (Fe saatches bis
Juckes.)
RITA. (To Curtés) Why would you do thag?
CURTIS. it was easy, Easier than having you at me.

LISA. Ask him when the lase dime was.

RITA. The last sime for whar

LISA. He's the man in the glass booth.

CURTIS. Puck you.

LISA. You judge me, bur you're just a freak,

RETA. | dont undersiand.

LISA.  There never was 2 Pewer, There never was an Ethan,
Although, sametimes, I think, he thoupht there was,

RITA. 1just wanted you 10 find someone.

LISA. Ifs puthetic.

RITA, To love someone.

CURTIS, Like you? Who did you love, tell me, ever, in your whale
fife?

RITA. (Simple.} You. (He bas no resporse, He turns to Lisa )
CURTIS. You are 2 horribie person. (76 aff of thems. ) You are all
harible people. [ bope 1 liue the rest of my life and never luy eyes o
arry of you againt {Cuerets extes, Theres u passe.)

LISA. (Verp bright }Wow ... | had forgoteen barw msech fun drink-
ing can be.

RITA. That was cruel.

LISA. (Taasting her) Well, que — as they say in the song - serm.
{Rita looks ar Ben, Fis eyes ave closed and she realizes he basect spolees
Jor same thne.}

RITA. Find the nurse. (Lisa rrsher ont. Rita walks shpoly to the win-
o, \m\:% a woment bs. Puse entess, followed by Lisa, She agproach-

ZCmeW Mt Lyons is steeping,

RITA. Oh.

MITRSE. His breaching is shallow, fom the medicine,
RITA. Ofenurse.

MNURSE. He shouid steep through the nighe.

RITA. Thank vou. (The Nurse nods and exits. Beat.) | looked ar
him, T thoughe ..

LISA, 1 know.

RITA VEedi.

LIBA. Areyou all righe?

RITA. OFf course,

LISA. Good ... I should go.

RITA. Yes.

L1SA. The kids.
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mgdmrz..r\murw%nmw.l right. That's my headshoc. Commerciab, [
have something much more serious for thedter,

CURTES. b doesnt really loole like you.

BRIAM. Ididrt think so sither! ,
CURTIS, You're a lot bewws-looking in persen. [ hope thats
akay — {Bear)

BRIAMN. Did | ! you the maintenance?

CURTIS. Maintenance?

BRIAMN, On the apartraens,

CURTIS. Oh. Eighe-something,

BRIAM. Eight-rwenry-five.

CURTIS, That seems a Hule high. ) )
BRIAN. Ifs avemge. Really. For the nelghborhood. Did you notice
the heipght of the ceilings? And we're only 2 black from the subway.
{ expect this one to go preiry fast, even in the current market.

CURTYS, Wou know, Tnyvar TAR —

BRIAN, Wha:?

CURTIS. As a wsiser. Thay represent me.

BRIAN. Really?

CURTIS. Maybe | eould sk to someone.

BRIAN. About what?

CURTIS. About you.

BRIAN, Whar do you mean?

CURTIS, Well, I can’t prosise anything. But L conld 1alk to same-
onc, make an inguiry —

BRIAN. (Bxcited. ) You mean an agent? Talkc o an apent? Abouc me?
CURTIS. P'm not making 2 promise.

BRIAN, That would be amuzing!

CURTIS. | dont actually know anyonc on that end,

BRIAM. But you think you could —

CURTIS. My agent must know them.

BRIAN, Fwould dict

CURTIS. Don't da dhat.

BRIAN. I mean id | would dief

CURTIS. 1 coultd talk (o him, my agent Sec what he can do.
BRIAM. Thar wouid be fanmstict

CURTIS. Well, we'll see, | said, 1 can't make any promises. We
haven't been gerting along lately. My agent and me.

BRIAN. Oh?

CLURTIS. We had a disapreement and he said some rerribie things.
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Bur tisten, Pl do ic. P swallow my pride and give him a call.
BRIAN. Thar weuld be great!

CURTIS. U do it Monday.

BRIAN, Cod. Really, thank you. {Bee}

CURTIS. Has chis been on the marker lang?

BRIAN. Why would you do thag?

CURTIS, Do what?

BRIAM. Cali vour agent — [ mean, about me, Why would you
do thas? Pim just curious.

CURTIS. Why wouldnt IZ

BRIAN. You don' even know me. You don't kniow if I'm any good.
i could be completely withuut wlent. 'm not by the way, Buz |
cotld be,

CURTIS. No one is compleiely withour miens.,

BRIAN. Yeu know whae § mean.

CURTIS, 1 have a sicth sense, | knew the minure 1 leoked ae you —
BRIAM. don' understand why you woald de it = extend your-
self for me, seally. U'm a seranger. We just mec

CURTIS. Can't ] be gencrous?

BRIAMN. You think I can ger them to drop the price, dout you?
Thar's ir, fsn' ie?

CURTES, | eant beliove ...

BRIAM. You think § can ger you a beuer price. Is chac why? §
already told you the seller was metivated, § can only do so much.
They're asking stx-fifty — I think diey'll rake six. Buc | can'v do
more than that. So 1 mean, if you think thar dangling an apent in
Front of me is going to gee you some kind of fantastic —
CURTIE, You're very cynical.

BRIAM. P just asking,

CURTIS. You're accusing,

BRIAN. You think I'll waive my commission, then. Is thar the
angle?

CURTIS. Ne.

RRIAM. Admmis it

CURTIES. 1 was just being friendhyt

BRIAM. Icant waive my commission. First of ali | need i w0 five
and szcondly | work for 2n sgency. They won't just fer me waive 2
commission,

CURTIS, Why do you assume § have an angle?
BRIAN, Because I'm not stupid.
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eves L., wis happiness, b was simple. Jowas undifuted. Happiness.

A whar really sueprised me —1 didn’s sxpuct iv, norat afl — but
what really surprised me, s that ic made we happy. (Lisa gets fer
purse.) I'm going to visit Leonard.

CURTES. Will vou come back?

LISA. | don't think so.

CURTIES. (Bmbarnased.) Please? . V'm sort of scared.

154, OF what? You'll go home in a fow days. Things will be just
fike they were, Everyrhing will be thie same.

CURTIS. Not really. Mot exacly. Tl be dlone.

LISA, “What!

CURTIS. (Fragile.} ... | wont bave Peiee,

LISA. | don't understand, )
CURTIS. He did chis, o me .. {Srarting o ery) Peten This man.
1 warched him.

LISA. (Gentle.) Oh,

CURTIS. He did this.

LISA. I'm sorry

CURTIS. Quiet, to bimself.) Doesn't matter (She seavches for soute-
thing i say tha wifl assisage der brother’s putin.)

LISA. 1 realize that I'm no oe to pive sdvice, bur miaybe sorme day,
Curtis, ey people

CURTIS, Maybe,

LISA. (Teaccfil) ¥m gofog 1o go feed pudding to Leonard. (She
niles at biny, thes excits, We cane see thar Cupis feeis very wich alpne,
Dicspite fis best effores be ds sobbing now. and broken} .
CURTIS. /Ta Aimself} Shis. (Affer « mumens, the Nurse appeirs in
the duoruap. Curtis gl Ji snelf togeifiond

MUBRSE. They're all gone?

CURTIS, Whart

NURSE. (Bntering,) Your visicars, they're gone?
CURTIS, Yes,

NURSE. Noisy groug.

CURTIS. T guess so.

NURSE. (Re: his dinner.; Did you cat?
CURTIS. Mo

NURSE, What are vou trying (o provel
CURTIS. | wont eat thar.

MURSE. Big man.

CURTIS, Fuck yor?

NURSE. Hmmm. YouTe in g worse mgad than usual
CURTIS. Sorme
MNURSE. Your incision?
CURTE. Mo No. its not ... You see ot of things, peaple, rghe?
Life, death in these rooms.
WURSE. Ruwniig sie therammmerer acrass bis forebend ) 1 vou say so.
CURTLS, Docy v make sense to youd )
MNURSE. Whae?
CURTIS, Allofie?
NURSE. rdmused, ) What? You think T can axphain £ to you? You
think P'm going 1o have some big insight into the wreckage of your
Tife? Shir. I'm a nurse.
CURTIS. Oh.
MNURSE. Al righe. Here gous. The way | see it there wie oo
answers. Some prople are happy. And some people are just lonely,
mican and sad. And that’s the world.
CURTIS, Oh.
MURSE. You strike me as the second kind,
CURTLS, Well, dhanks.
MURSE, (Rer dinser) Don't mention i — should 1 leave thag?
CURTIS, Seay a while?
NURSE. For what!
CURTIS, T ratk, Juse ... walle
NURSE. (Amuayed ) You're mot the only patient on this foor.
CURTIS, Please?
NURSE. Grow up already. (5he staris to exit}
CURTIS, Wil ... One more thing.
NURSE. (hrmeped. ) Whai?
CURTIS, (Simple.) ... What's your name? (Tliy look ar each other
Jor a long moment. dud thew she deciddes to tell him.}
MNURSE. Jeanese, (Fhoy look at cach athen}
CURTIS, Jeanetie, (He remoues the lid from lis divwer and takes u
M\_.h.%. Jearnette watches. Affer a smoment, she walls to g chaiv and sits
doiin.}
JEANETTE. All right, fine. Whar de vou wanna mile shoud? fHe
cati. Blackour, Cureain,)

End of Play



