ton: “Buddy” Wilkie, African American, fifty-six.
mmm,amtmmmunitycdl%egmmt%mm
name is Madeleine Mays and before that Yoshiko Sekai
~ & 6HOST, also plays Professor Aman, an Arahic professor
' mmaahphpal‘ohwmanmkpan-



Scene One

Swarthmore College. Elliot and Yaz eat breakfast. Llliot wears
a Subway sandwich shop polo shurt

eLLior: This guy ain’t coming. How do you know him?
yaz: We're on a committee together.
gLLIoT: My shift starts in fifteen.

vaz: All right, we’ll go.

pLLIOT: Five more minutes. Tonight on the way home, we
gotta stop by Whole Foods.

vaz: Sure, I need toothpaste.

gLLioT: You gotta help me with my mom, Yaz.

vaz: You said she had a good morning.

ELLIOT: She cooked breaktast.

YAZ: Progress. ._

eLL1oT: No. The docs said she can’t be eating all that junk,
1t’11 mess with her chemo, so she crawls out of bed for

“the first time in days and cooks eggs for breakfast. In

two inches of pork-chop fat. I'm like, Mom, recycle glass

4
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and plastic, not grease. She thinks putting the ¢ 2 on
top of a paper rowel after you cook it makes it heal thy
I told her, Mom, you gotta cook egg whites, In Pay spﬁy'
But it has to be her way. Like, “That’s how we ate them'
.1 Puerto Rico and we turned out fine.” You gotta ta))
tg her. I'm trymg to teach her about ql_ﬁnga_ Bmcmﬁ
rabe. Healthy shit. So I get home the other day, she hag
made quinoa with bacon. She was like, “It’s healthy”

vaz: That’s Ginny. The more stubborn she’s being, the bet.
ter she’s feeling.

gLLioT: | gave those eggs to the dogs when she went to the
bathroom.

yaz (Pulls some papers from her purse): You wanna be my
witness?

eLLioT: To what?

(Yaz signs the papers.)

vaz: My now-legal failure. I'm divorced.
ELLIOT: Yaz. I don’t want to hear that.
yaz: You've been saying that for months and I’ve been keep-
g my mouth closed. I just need a John Hancock.

ELLIOT: What happened to “trial separation™?
YAZ: There was a verdict. William fell out of love with me.
ELLIOT: I've never seen you two argue.
YAZ: We did, we just had smiles on our faces.
ELnioT: That’s bullshit. You don’t divorce someone before
. you even have a fight with them. I'm calling hum.

YAZ: Go ahead. '

ELLIOT: He was just texting me about going to the Phillies
- gameon Sunday, | o

YAZ: S0, go. He didn'’t fall out of love with the family, just 1€

' ELL_IOT: 'm going to ask him who he’s been screwing behind
~ your back. '

person passing by on ‘he street, and life is short, and you
can only live in mediocrity so long. |

gLLior: You two are the dog and the owner that look like
each other. Ya'll are the Cosby Show. Conundrum, Yaz
and William make a funny, end-of episode. You show
a1l us cousins, maybe we can’t ever do it ourselves, but
it is possible. '

yaz: Did I ever say, “It’s possible™’

gLLIOT: By example.

yaz: Did I ever say those words?

(Professor Aman enters.)

AMAN: Yazmin, forgive me. You must be . . .

eLrioT: Elliot Ortiz. Nice to meet you, I appreciate it.

AMAN: Professor Aman. (They shake) We'll have to make
this short and sweet, my lecture begins . . . began . ..
well, talk fast.

ELLIOT: Yaz, give us a second?

vaz: I'll be in the car. (Exits)

eLLIoT: I'm late, too, so . ..

aMAN: You need something translated.

ELLIOT: Just a phrase. Thanks, man.

AMAN: Eh, your sister’s cute.

eLLioT: Cousin. I wrote 1t phonetically. You grow up speak-
ing Arabic?

amaN: English. What's your native tongue?

- ELLIOT: Spanglish. (Hands Aman a piece of paper)

AMAN: Mom-ken men fad-luck ted-dini ga-waz saf-far-1, Mom-

ken men-fadluck ted-dini gawaz saffari. Am I saying
that right? ' '
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AMAN: You . i _'

“ber it 3o clearly. |
suuior: Maybe I heard iton TV or samething,
amaAN: An odd phrase.
greioT: It's like a sonig ot
AMAN: Yazmin didn’t vell me what this 1s for.
gLutoT: It's not for anything. |

~ aman: Do you mind me asking, what’s around your neck?
gLLIOT: Something mY girl gave me.
aman: Can 1 see? (Klliot pulls dog tags Jfrom under his shire)
Romantic gift. You were In the army.

I can't get out of my head.

e
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gLLiot: Marines.

AMAN: Irag?

grLioT: For a minute.

AMAN: Were you reluctant to tell me that?
ELLIOT: NoO.

aman: Still in the service?

gLuioT: Honorable discharge. Leg injury.
AMAN: When?

ELLIOT: A few years ago.

anan: This is a long time to have a phrase stuck in your
head.

gLLIOT: YWhat is this, man?

AaMaN: You tell me.

ELLIOT: It's just a phrase. If you don't want to translate, just
say $0.

AMAN: A college buddy is making a film about Marines in
Iraq. Gritty, documeniary-style. He's looking for some
veterans to wterview. (et an suthentic point of view.
Maybe | could pass your number onte him.

Aman: You're asking me for & favor. (Pause) Yazmin told me
you're an actor. Every actor needs a break, righs?
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eLLioT: 1 did enough Q&As about the service, People manip-
ulate you with the questions,

AMAN: It's not just to interview. He needs a right-hand man,
an expert to help him. How do Marines hold a gun?
How do they kick in civilian doors, this sort of thing
How do they say “Och-rah” in a patriotic manner?

ELLIOT: Are you his headhunter or something?

amaN: I'm helping with the translations, I have a small stake
and I want the movie to be accurate. And you seem not
unintelligent. For a maker of sandwiches. (Hands hum
a business card) He's in LL.A. In case you want a career
change. I give you a cup of sugar, you give me a cup of
sugar.

eruior: If I have a minute, I'll dial the digits. (Takes the
business card) So what's it mean?

aman: Momken men-fadluck ted-dini gawaz saffari. Rough
translation, “Can I please have my passport back?”
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ORANGUTAN: Ninety-one days. Smiley face.

HAlkUMOM (Relieved): Orangutan! Jesus, | thaught my W’I
mate friend had disappeared back to the jungle.

ORANGUTAN: Disappeared? Yes. Jungle? Happily, no.

HAIkUMOoM: P'm trying to put a high-five emoticon, but my
computer is being a capital B. So, high-five! '

" _:-"‘- 5 .’-.- F ’ .||.
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(T hey high-five in the air. Another computer screen lights

_ Scene Two

' N’ CHUTES&LADDERS
Odessa’s lwmg roomn and kitchen. She makes coffee. She goes "M STATUS: ONLINE
over to her computer, clicks a button. On a screen we see:
CHUTESSLADDERS: Orangutan? I was about to send a search

party after your rear end. Kid, log on. No news is bad

HAIKUMOM, SITEADMIN ' news.
Hdmeldl STATUS: ONLINE oRANGUTAN: Chutes&ladders, giving me a hard time as
' _ ::  _ usual. I'd expect nothing less.

- HaixumoM: Rise and shine, kiddos, the rooster’s a-crowin’, CHUTES&LADDERS: Your last post says: “Day One. Packing
it's a beautiful day to be sober. (No response) Your - bags, gotta run,” and then you don't log on for three
Thursday morning haiku: _ N months? '

' _ : _ Yo ORANGUTAN: I was going to Japan, I had to figure out what

if you get restless ' - shoes to bring. ' '
buy a hydrangea or rose B 5, HAIKUMOM: The country?

water 1t, wait, bloom CHUTES&LADDERS: What happened to Maine? -

. o o . 3 ORANGUTAN: And I quote, “Get a hobby, find a new jnb an

(Odessa continues making coffee. A computer dings and g - exciting city, go teach English in a foreign country.” Did

‘on another screen we see;) . B you guys think I wouldn't take your seasoned advice?
12 ; 15
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 CHUTESBLADUERS: We told vo

vran (Playful): Shut up.

oaﬁlmm‘.m: | gave my parents b LRL. 0 mmme' my
i They logged on and read every post I've ever
pamurrd. {hey 108 . caid thev und _
put on here and for once they said they un l?rstuoc?_
They had completely cut me Off_v but after reading this
site they bought me the plane ticket. One way. I teach
English in the mornings. I have a class of children, 4
class of teens, and a class of adults, most of whom are
older than me. I am free in the afternoons. I have j
paycheck which I use for legal things like ice cream.
noodles and socks. I walk around feeling like mayhe
[ amm normal. Maybe, just possibly, I'm not that differ.
ent. Or maybe it's just homeland delusions.
CHUTES&LADDERS AND HAIKUMOM: Homeland?
HAIKUMOM: You're Japanese?
0RANGUTAN: | was, for the first exght days of my life. Yoshiko
Sakai. Then on day nine I was adopted and moved to
Cape Lewiston, Maine, where I became Ma—M.M., and
where in all my days I have witnessed one other Asian. In
the Superfresh. Deli counter. _
CHUTES&LADDERS: Japan . . . Wow, that little white rock sure
- doesn’t discriminate.
HAIKUMOM: Amen. |
ORANGUTAN: Mango Internet Café. I'm sitting in an orange
plastic chair, a little view of the Hokkaido waterfront.
HAIKUMOM: Japan has a waterfront?

14
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CHUTRSALADDEAS: It's an land.

HAIRUMOM: Really” Are there beaches! Can vou go swimmung?
ORANGUTAN: The ocean reminds me of Maine. Cold water,
very quiet, fisherman, boats, the breeae. | wouldn't try
swimming. I'm just a looker. I was never one to actually
have an experience.
CHUTESALADDERS: Ah, the ocean . . . There's only one thing
on this planet I'm more scared of than that big blue lady,
HAIKUMOM: Let me guess: landing on a sliding board square?
CHUTESALADDERS: Lol, truer words have never been spoken.
You know I was born just a few miles from the Pacific.
In the fresh salt air. Back in “those days” I'm at Coro-
nado Beach with a few “friends” doing my “thing”
and 1 get sucked up under this wave. I gasp, I breathe
in and my lungs fill with water. I'm like, this is it, I'm
going to meet my maker. | had never felt so heavy, not
even during my two OD’s. I was sinking to the bottom
and my head hit the sand like a lead ball. My body just
felt like an anvil. The next thing I know there’s fin-
gers digging in my ankles. This lifeguard pulls me out,
I'm throwing up salt water. I say to him, “Hey blondie,
you don’t know me from Adam but you are my wit-
ness: today’s the day I start to Zive.” And this lifeguard,
I mean he was young with these muscles, this kid looks
at me like, “Who is this big black dude who can't even
doggy paddle?” When I stand up and brush the sand off
me, people applaud. An old lady touches my cheek and
says, “I thought you were done for.” 1 get back to San
Diego that night, make one phone call, the next day I'm
in my first meeting, sitting in a folding chair, saying the
serenity prayer.
ORANGUTAN: I hate to inflate your already swollen ego, but
that was a lucid, touching story. By the w
the lifeguard’s name? He sounds hot.

ay, did you get

15
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vaz: Coltrane’s 4 Love Supreme, 1964, Dissop,
a gateway to resolution. A B-diminjgh, cq
resolving to? G-major. A tritone is gy resoly;
The major sixth. Diminished chords, tritop Ving
have the right to be their own independens the
1965 something changed. The ugliness hoye nzg;t. In
om.

1se of a happy ending. The ugliness became g ., .
itself. Coltrane democratized the notes, S eng i

all equal. Freedom. It was called Free Jay;, b > they'y,

1s a hard thing to express musically withoy Sping
» * ] . l
into noise. 1'his 1s from Ascension, 1965, *

L

18 sti)

5 Up )
ES, Stﬂl didlf ¢

freedﬂm

(She plays Ascension. It sounds uglier than the Jirst sampie
In the Subway, a figure comes into view. It is the Ghost )

GHOST: Momken men-tadluck ted-dini gawaz saffari?

(Elliot tries to ignore the Ghost, reading off the order,)

ELLIOT: That’s three teriyaki onion with chicken. First with
hots and onions. Second with everything. Third with
extra bacon. Two spicy Italian with American cheese on
whole grain. One BMT on flatbread. Good so far?

crosT: Momken men-fadluck ted-dini gawaz saffar’

ELLIOT: Five chocolate chip cookies, one oatmeal raisum.
Three Baked Lay’s, three Doritos. Two Sprite Zeros, one
Barg’s, one Coke, two orange sodas. How’d I do?

gruostT: Momken men-fadluck ted-dim gawaz saffari’

eLLioT: All right, that’ll be ready in fifteen minutes. Une s€C

for your total.

s AuE ' meanor
(Elliot gets a text message. He reads it; his entire de

shifts.)
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] n
makers and Sondheim clones a
this is Coltrane,

azz, stuff people listen 1

this noise agan. But

o oo sit in one session
- " : o jostill on—go S
tarily. Shopping period

’11 come
of “Germans and Nojse” down the hall and you

. : -
running back begging for this muza

(Yaz turns off the music.)

In fact, change the syllabus. No 1:1stening. repc'yrt ne:;
week. Instead, I want you to pinpoint the first tllme jihe
really noticed dissonance. The composer, th¢ piece,

easures. Two pages analyzing the notes and two pages
describing the experience personally. "This 1s your Cl:e-

a stockbroker within a year.
I was thirteen, I worked in a corrugated box factory

211 summer, I saved up enough to find my first music
teacher—up to that point 1 was self-taught, playing
‘o the radio. I walked into Don Rappaport’s room at
Setilement Music School. He was old, he had jowls, he
was sitting at the piano and he said, “What do you do?”
I said, “I'm a composer, sir.” Presumptuous, right? I sat
down and played Mr. Rappaport a Yazmin original. He

said, “It’s pretty, everything goes together. It's like an
outfit where your socks are blue and your pants, shirt,

19
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hat are all blue.” Then he said, “Play ay,
in vour left nand.” Then he sad, « Play ‘
“"-’”‘;* right hand.” © Now play them together » He In
e, “Does it go together?” I told him, “Ng_ g, 1y aske
«Now go home and write.” My first music lessoy

wWas
minutes long. 1 had never really heard dissonanee bez‘:n

He saig

(Yaz’s phone vibrates. She sees the caller 1), concern
Let’s take five.

(As students file out, Yaz makes a phore call Lights up on
Elliot outside the Subway.)

(“What’s the bad news?”) You called three times,
rLLIOT: She’s still alive.
vAZ: Okay.
BLLIOT: Jetferson Hospital. They admitted her three hoygs
ago. Pop had the courtesy to text me.
YAZ: Are you still at work?
ELLIOT: Just smashed the bathroom mirror all over the floor.

Boss sent me out to the parking lot.
YAz: Wait there. I'm on my way.

ELLIOT: “Your mom is on breathing machine.” Who texts
that.? Who texts that and then doesn’t pick up the phone’

YAZ: I'll be there within twenty.

BLLIOT: Why did I come to work today?

YAZ: She had a gomi mﬁmiﬂ.g. .Yﬁn mted your tl'ling {rans-

'n; EShemp cooked and I wouldn't eat a bite off the fork.
o sasnbmyhﬁagimmundthemerandlhad
v work half an hour awa

Y-
YAZ: Y, didn’ )
m:lujoh_ twmbuddimtoseeyouwmbngamf‘

WATER BY THE SPOONFUL

sLuoT: Not normal job. Shit job. I'm a butler. A porter of
sandwiches. |

yAz: Ginny’s been to Hades and back, stronger each time.

gLLioT: What 1s Hades?

vaz: In Greek mythology, the river through the underworld—

gLLIOT: My mom’s on a machine and youre dropping vocab
words?!

(4 ding.)

yaz: Text message, don’t hang up. (She looks at her phone.
A moment, then) You still there?
ELLIOT: It was my dad wasn't it? Yaz, spit 1t out.
yAz: It was your dad.
grLioT: And? Yaz, I'm about to start walking down Lancaster
Avenue for thirty miles till T get back to Philly and I don't
care if I snap every wire out my leg and back—I need to
get out of here. I need to see Mom, I need to talk to her!
yaz: He said, “Waiting for Elliot till we turn off the machine.”

21



Scene Four

The chat room. A screen Lights up:

[NO IMAGE]
FOUNTAINHEAD
STATUS: ONLINE

FOUNTAINHEAD: I've uh, wow, hello there everyone. Delete,
delete.

Good afternoon. Evening. Delete.

(Deep breath.)

—My gorgeous, deserving wife out for our seventh
anniversary.

22
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Me: mildly athletic, but work twice as hard. Won
state for javelin two years straight. Ran a half marathon
last fall. Animated arguer. Iwo medals for undergrad
debate. MBA from Wharton. Beautiful wife, two sons.

Built a programming company from the ground up,
teatured in the New York T'imes’ Circuits section, sold
it at its peak, bought a yellow Porsche, got a day job to
keep myself honest. Salary was 300K, company was run
by morons, got laid off, handsome severance, which left
me swimming in cash and free time.

Me and crack: long story short, I was at a confer-

-ence with our CFO and two programmers and a not-

unattractive lady in HR. They snorted, invited me to
join. A few weeks later that little rock waltzed right
mmto my hand. I've been using off and on since. One
eight ball every Saturday, strict rations, portion control.
Though the last three or four weeks, it’s less like get-
ting high and more like trying to build a time machine.
Anything to get back the romance of that virgin smoke.

Last weekend I let myself buy more than my prede-
termined allotment—I buy in small quantity, because
as with my food, I eat what’s on my plate. Anyway,
Iran over a curb, damaged the underside of my Porsche.
Now it’s in the shop and I'm driving a rental Mustang,
So, not rock bottom but a rental Ford is as close to rock
bottom as I'd like to get. Fast forward to tonight. I'm
watching my wife’s eyelids fall and telling myself, “You
are on punishment, Poppa. Daddy’s on time out. Do not
get out of bed, do not tiptoe down those stairs, do not
go down to that basement, do not sit beside that foosball

table, do not smoke, and please do not crawl on the car-
pet looking for one last hit in the fibers.”

(Pause.)
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son rested INto Gand T (ifted and

, arten my ;
In k::::"gY . meet with the school, they tailor the 1y,

_ kid, Math, reading, art, whatever the par-

the - -
gr :’:ht:om { said, “Teach my son how to leary How
ent ¢ '

e a library, How to find original source magerig)
:Dead a map, track down the experts 50 he becomeg 4,
expert.” Which gets me 10—

You: the experts. It’s the first day of school and 1y,
knocking at your classroom door, I got my No, 2 pencils,
1"l sit in the front row, pay attention, and do my home.
work. No lesson 18 100 basic, Teach me every technique,
Any tip so that Saturday doesn’t become every day, Ay
Jctions that keep you in the driver seat. Healthy hahj,
and rational thoughts to blot out that voice in the back
of my head.

Today, I quit. My wife cannot know, she’d get suspi.
cious if 1 were at meetings all the time. There can be
no medical records, so therapy is out. At least it'’s not
heroin. I'm not facing a physical war. It's a psychologi-
cal battle and I'm armed with two weapons: willpower

I'm taking my wife out tomorrow for our seventh
anniversary and little does she know that when we clink
glasses, I'll be toasting to Day One.

(Odessa is emotional. Chutes&Ladders and Orangutan
seemn awestruch,)

onancutan (Clapping): That was brave.

cruTEsaLADDERS: What. The,

Haisumonm: Careful.

CHUTESALADDERS: Fuck.

HAIKUMOM: Censored,

oRraNoUTAN: I'm making popcorn. Oh, this is gonna be fun!
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CHUTES&LADDERS: Fountainhead, speaking of experts, I've
been meaning to become an asshole. Can you teach me
how?

HAIKUMOoMm: Censored!

ORANGUTAN: “Tips”? This isn't a cooking website. And what
is a half marathon?

CHUTES&LADDERS: Maybe it's something like a half erack
addict, Or a half husband,

OBANGUTAN: Was that an addiction coming out or an online
dating profile? “Married Male Dope Fiend, Smokiny
hot.”

CHUTES&1LADDERS: Fountainhead, you sound like the kind of
guy who's read The 7 Habits of Highly Fffective People
cover to cover. Was one of those habits crack? Give the
essays a rest and type three words, “I'm., A, Crackhead.”

ORANGUTAN: You know, adderall is like totes cool, Us crack-
heads, we're like yucky and stuff. We're like so nineties.
(5o try the adderall edge!

HaIkuMom: Hey,

oRANGUTAN: The guy’s 2 hoax. Twenty bucks says he's prank-
ing Let’s start a new thread.

uaikumom: Hi, Fountainhead, welcome. As the site admin-
istrator, I want to honestly congratulate you for accom-
plishing what so many addicts only hope for: one clean
day. Any time you feel like using, log on here instead. It's
worked for me. When it comes to junkies, | dug lower
than the dungeon. Once upon a time I had a beautiful
family, too. Now all 1 have is six years clean. Don’t lose
what I lost, what Chutes&ladders lost.

CHUTES&LADDERS: Excuse me.

HAIKUMOM: Orangutan, | just checked and Fountainhead
has no aliases and has never logged onto this site before

under a different pseudonym, which are the usual mark-
ers of a scam.
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v T just sayig Who toasts to their fiyg day of
ORANGUTA™:

CHUTES&SLADDERS: “A toast, honey. I had that seven_year itch
<0 I became a crackhead.”

CHUTESSLADDERS AND ORANGUTAN: Clink.

narkumom: Hey, kiddos. Your smiley administrator doesn’t
want to start purging messages. For rules of the forums
click on this link. No personal attacks.

oraNGUTAN: We don’t come to this site for a pat on the back.

nalkuMoM: I'm just saying. R-e-s-p-e-c-t.

cHUTES&LADDERS: | will always give crack the respect it
deserves. Some purebred poodle comes pissing on my
tree trunk? Damn straight I'll chase his ass oyt my
forest.

HAIKUMOM: This here 1s my forest. You two think you were
all humble pie when you started out? Check your origi-
nal posts.

ORANGUTAN: Oh, I know mine. “I-am-scared-I-will-kill-myself-
talk-me-off-the-ledge.”

HAIKUMOM: So unless someone gets that desperate they don’t
deserve our noble company? “Suffer like me, or you
ain’t legit”?

ORANGUTAN: Haitkumom’s growing claws.

CHUTES&LADDERS: Fountainhead, your Porsche has a massive
engine. You got bulging marathon muscles. 'm sure
your pemis is as big as that javelin you used to throw.

BAIKUMOM: Censored.

WATER BY THE SPOONFUL

CHUTES&LADDERS: But none of those things come close t0 the
size of your ego. If you can put that aside, you may, may
stand a chance. Otherwise, you're fucked, my friend.

HAJKUMOM: Message purged.

ORANGUTAN: OH MY GOD, WE'RE DYING HERE, DO
WE HAVE TO BE SO POLITE ABOUT IT?

HAIKUMOM: Censored.

ORANGUTAN: Oh my G-zero-D. Democracy or dictatorship?

CHUTES&LADDERS: Hey Fountainhead, why the silence?

(Fountainhead logs off)

HAIKUMOM: Nice work, guys, Congratulations.

CHUTES&LADDERS: You don’t suppose he’s . . . crawling on the
carpet looking for one last rock??

ORANGUTAN: Lordy lord lord, I’m about to go over his house
and start looking for one myself!

HAIKUMOM: That’s why you’re in Japan, little monkey. For

now, I'm closing this thread. Fountainhead, if you want
to reopen 1t, email me directly.



Scene Five

A flower shop in Center City Philadelphia. Y, looks oper
some brochures. Elliot enters, his limp looking worse.

YAz: I was starting to get worried. How yoy holding?
ELLIOT: Joe’s Gym, perfect remedy.

YAZ: You went boxing? Really?

ELLIOT: I had to blow off steam. Women don't get it.

Yaz: Don’t be a pig. You've had four leg surgeries, no more

boxing.

ELLIOT: Did Odessa call? .
YAz: You know how she is. Shutting herself out from the

world.
ELLIOT: We need help this week.
YAZ: And I got your back. ) )
ELLIOT: I’mgjusg saying, pick up the phone and ask, “Do yo
need anything, Elliot?” -
vAz: | did speak to your dad. EVBI‘}’OHG)? Eal )
house. People start arriving from PR 1t

thering at the
few hours
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The next door ne;j

ghbor brought over two trays of pigs
feet.

It was a shopping spree. “I want this necklace!” “I want
the photo album!” “Yo, those chancletas are mine!” I'm
like, damn, let the woman be buried first.

ELLIOT: Yo, let’s spend the day here.
YAZ (Handing him some papers): Brochures. T was being
indecisive so the florist went to work on a wedding bou-

quet. I ruled out seven, you make the final call. Celebra.
tion of Life, Blooming Garden, Eternity Wreath.

ELLIOT: All of those have carnations. I don’t want a carna-
tion within a block of the church.

YAZ: You told me to eliminate seven. | eliminated seven.
Close your eyes and point.

ELLIOT: Am 1 a particularly demanding person?
YAZ: Yes. What'’s so wrong with a carnation?

ELLIOT: You know what a carnation says to the world? That

they were out of roses at the 7-Eleven. 1t should look
something like Mom’s garden.

YAZ (In agreement): Graveside Remembrances? That looks

something like it ... I'm renominating Graveside Remer.
brances. Putting it back on the table.

BLLIOT: You couldn’t find anything tropical? Yaz, you could
tind a needle in a damn haystack and you couldn't find
a bird of paradise or something?

¥AZ: He just shoved some brochures in my hand.

RLLIOT (Stares her down): You have an awful poker face.



yAaz: Now, look here.

erLioT: You did find something,

yaz: No. Not exactly.

gLLior: How much does 1t cost? Yaz, thig i my maq
talking about. M we'y,

vAz: Five hundred more. Just for the casket piece.

gLLioT: You can’t lie for shit, you never coylq

vaz: Orchid Paradise.

(Yaz hands him another brochure. They look 4y ;, together.)
I

gLLioT: Aw damn. Damn. That looks like her garden

YAZ: Spitting image.

eLLioT (Pointing): 1 think she grew those.

vaz: Right next to the tomatoes.

gLuioT: But hers were yellow. Fuck.

Yaz: It’s very odd to order flowers when someone dies. Becayg,
the flowers are just gonna die, too. “Would you like some
death with your death?”

gLL10T (A confession): 1 didn’t water them.

YAZ (Getting it): What, are you supposed to be a gardener all
of a sudden?

eLLioT: It doesn’t rain for a month and do I grab the hose
and water Mom’s garden one time?

vaz: You were feeding her. Giving her meds. Bathing her.
I could’ve come over and watered a leaf. A single petal

griao1: The last four days, she’'d wake me up in the middle
of the night. “Did you water the flowers?” “Yeah, Mom,

just like you told me to yesterday.” “Carry me out back,

I want to see.” “Mom, you're too heavy, I can’t carry you

down those steps one more time today.”

vaz: Little white hies.

£111071: Can you do the sermon?

vaz: This 1s becoming a second career

»
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ELLIOT: Because you're the only one who doesn’t cry.

yAz: Unlike Julia,

gLLioT (Imitating): “|Ay dios mio! jAy! jAy!”

vaz: I hate public speaking.

ELLIOT: You're a teacher.

yaz: It’s different when it’s ideas. Talking about ideas isn't
saying something, it’s making syllables with your mouth.

eLLioT: You love ideas. All you ever wanted to do was have
ideas.

vaz: It was an elaborate bait and switch. The ideas don't fill
the void, they just help you articulate 1t.

eLLI0T: You've spoken at city hall. On the radio.

vaz: You're the face of Main Line Chevrolet. (Pause) Can
I do it in English?

£LLIOT: You could do it in Russian for all I care. I'll just be
in the front row acting like my cheek 1s itchy so no one
sees me crying,

yAz: The elders want a good Spanish sermon.

gLLioT: Mami Ginny was it. You'’re the elder now.

YAZ: I'm twenty-nine.

ELLiOT: But you don’t look a day over fifty.

vAZ: You gotta do me a favor in return. I know this is your

tragedy but . . . Call William. Ask him not to come to
the funeral.

gLLiOT: Oh shat.

vAz: He saw the obit in the Daily News.

eLLIOT: They were close. Mami Ginny loved that blond hair.
She was the madrina of your wedding

vaz: William relinquished mourning privileges. You fall out
of love with me, you lose certain rights. He calls talking
about, “1 want the condo.” Fuck that. Fuck that. Com-
ing from you it won’t seem bitter. Wants the fucking
condo all for hisself That I decorated, that I painted.
“Oh, and where’s the funeral, by the way?” You know,
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he's been to four funerals 1n the Ortiz clap and

1 it, there was 2 part of hum, under it 43
gisgusted. The open casket. The prayers,
gt Itis disgusting
¢az: Sitting in the pew N = S . e
PLLIOT: Hess goOd People.. | ‘
;az: ] was probably at his side doing the same thing,
A e P'm removed, that I'm somehow different

eriot: Hey, hey, done.

vaz: One more condition. I go to Puerto Rico with you. We
scatter her ashes together.

gruioT: Mami Ginny couldn’t be buried in Philly. She had
to have her ashes thrown at a waterfall in E] Yy que
just to be the most Puerto Rican motherfucker aroung.

yaz: I saw your Colgate ad.

gLLioT: Dang, cousin Yaz watches Spanish TV?

Yaz: Shut up.

eLLioT: I walked into the casting office, flashed my pearly

whites, showed them my military 1D and I charmed
them.

YAZ: Do 1t
eLLIOT: Give me a dollar.

YAZ: For that big cheeseburger smile?

I%md
L that Was

think.

(She gives him a dollar.)
BLLIOT (Smuling). “Sonrnisa, baby!”
(Yaz cracks up laughing, which devolves into tears.)

How we ponna pay for Orchid Paradise?
YAZ: They should have a frequent-flower card. They P“nCh
a hole. Buy nine funeral bouquets ! get the tenth free.
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We'd be living in a house full of lilies. Look at that guy.

Arranging his daisties like little treasures. What do you
think 1t’s hike to be him? To be normal?

ELLIOT: Normal? A hundred bucks says that dude has a closet
tull of animal porno at home.

vAZ: I bet 1n his family, funerals are rare occasions. I bet he’s
never seen a cousin get arrested. Let alone one under
the age of eighteen. I bet he never saw his eight-year-old

cousin sipping rum through a twisty straw or . . . I just

remembered this time cousin Maria was babysitting
me . ..

ELLIOT: Fat Maria or Buck Tooth Maria?

YAZ: Pig.

ELLIOT: Ah, Fat Maria.

YAZ: 1 was dyeing her hair. I had never dyed hair before so
I asked her to read me the next step and she handed me
the box and said, “You read it.” And 1 said, “My rubber
gloves are covered in toxic goop, I can’t really hold that
right now.” And so she held it in front of my eyes and

said, “You gonna have to read it because I sure as hell
can’t.”

ELLIOT: I been knowed that.

vaz: I said, “But you graduated from high school.” She said,
“I'hey just pass you, I just stood in the back.” T was in
fourth grade. I could read! (Pause) 1 have a degree writ-

ten in Latin that I don’t even understand. I paid seven-
teen thousand dollars for my piano.
ELLIOT: Oh shit.

YAZ: | have a mortgage on my piano. Drive two miles north?
William told me every time I went to North Philly,
I'd come back different. His family has Quaker Oats
for DNA. They play Pictionary on New Year’s. I'd sit
there wishing I could scoop the blood out my veins like
you scoop the seeds out a pumpkin and he'd be like,

v fo.



uW’hawhu thlnkmg about, o 5
4 ay some P].Ctlonary-

Yo. bei holarship case at an all-white prep
ELLIOT: 10; - ur head, didn’t 1t?

yaz: Halt our cousl
gpLior: True. But you woul
thelr pants was dry whe

vaz: You're sick.

eLLior: And the ladies love me.
yaz: I thought abuela dying, that would be the end of us. But

Ginny grabbed the t+orch. Christmas, Easter. Now what?
Our family may be fucked-up but we had somewhere
to go. A kitchen that connected us. Plastic-covered sofas
where we could park our communal asses.

gior: Pop's selling the house. And the plastic-covered
sofas. He’s moving back to the Bronx, be with his sisters.

vaz: You going with him? (Elliot shrugs) Wow. 1 mean, once
that living room is gone, I may never step foot in North

d’ve pissed your pants. At least
n they went down.

Philly again.

eLLior: Washed up at age twenty-four. Disabled vet. Mother-
less chil’. Working at Subway. Soon-to-be homeless.

vaz: My couch is your couch.

eLLior: Until William takes your couch.

vaz: My cardboard box is your cardboard box.

kLLior: 1 could go out to L.A. and be a movie star.

YAZ: You need a manager? Shoot I’'m coming witchu. Forget
Phally.

riLior: Change of scene, baby, Dream team.

YAZ: Fmbably we should order some flowers first, though.
Don'teha think? (Klliot nods, To the florist) Sir?

Scene Six
The chat room. Orangutan is online, seems upset.

ORANGUTAN: 2:38 A.M. Tuesday. The witching hour.

(Chutesd:Ladders logs on.)

CHUTES&LADDERS: 1:38 p.M. Monday. The lunch hour.
ORANGUTAN: I'm in a gay bar slash internet café in the city of
Sapporo. Deafening dance music.
CHUTES&LADDERS: Sure you should be in a bar, little monkey?
OBANGUTAN (Disappointed): 1 flew halfway around the world
and guess what? It was still me who got off the plane.
(Taking comfort) Sapporo is always open. The world
turns upside down at night.
CHUTES&LADDERS: You're in a city named after a beer sitting
in a bar. Go home,
ORANGUTAN: Fverything in this country makes sense but me.
The noodles in soup make sense. ‘The woodpecker out-
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“Whatchu thinking about, honey?”” And I'd be like

“Nothing, Let’s play some Pictionary.”

gruior: Yo, being the scholarship case at an all-white prep
school really fucked with your head, didn't it?

vaz: I should’ve gone to Edison.

grusor Public school in el barrio. You wouldn’t have sur-
vived there for a day.

yaz: Half our cousins didn’t survive there.

tu:ldmghtabneladying,dlm would be the end of us. But
Ginny grabbed the torch. Christmas, Easter. Now what?
Our family may be fucked-up but we had somewhere
to go. A kitchen that connected us. Plastic-covered sofas

where we could park our communal asses,

erLior: Pop’s selling the house. And the plastic-covered
sofas. He’s moving back to the Bronx, be with his sisters.

Yaz: You going with him? (Elliot shrugs) Wow. I mean, once
that living room is gone, I may never step foot in North
Philly again.

ELLIOT: Washed up at age twenty-four. Disabled vet. Mother-
less chil’. Working at Subway. Soon-to-be homeless.

YAz: My couch is your couch.

gLLior: Until William takes your couch.

YAz: My cardboard box is your cardboard box.

eLLIOT: I could go out to L.A. and be a movie star.

YAZ: You need a manager? Shoot I'm coming witchu. Forget
Philly.

ELLiOT: Change of scene, baby. Dream team.

Yaz: Probably we should order some flowers first, though
Don’tcha think? (Elliot nods. To the florist) Sir?
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Scene Six
The chat room. Orangutan is online, seems upset.

OBANGUTAN: 2:38 A.M. Tuesday. The witching hour.

(Chutes&Ladders logs on.)

CHUTES&LADDERS: 1:38 p.M. Monday. The lunch hour.
ORANGUTAN: I'm in a gay bar slash internet café in the aty of

Sapporo. Deafening dance music.
CHUTES&LADDERS: Sure you should be in a bar, little monkey?

ORANGUTAN (Disappointed): 1 flew halfway around the world
and guess what? It was still me who got off the plane.
(Taking comfort) Sapporo is always open. The world

turns upside down at night.
CHUTESSLADDERS: You're in a city named after a beer siting

in a bar. Go home.

ORANGUTAN: Everything in this country makes sense but me.
The noodles in soup make sense. The woodpecker out-
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side my window every e"e"in_g? Cﬁmpletely logica)
‘The gil‘lS gettiﬂg out of school 1n their m_injgkirm all(i
shy smiles? Perfectly natuf’al' t'm floating, I'm , cloyg
My existence 1s one sustained out-of-body expel'ien%'
[t doesn’t matter if I change my shoes, there’s n o4 " paili
I've ever been able to fill. 'm a baby in a bagket on ap
endless river. Wherever I go I don’t make sense there
CHUTES&LADDERS: Hey, little monkey. How many days yq,

9
got: . -
oraNGUTAN: | think day ninety-six 1s when the demons really

come out to play.
cHUTESSLADDERS: Ninety-six? Girl, hang your hat on that
oraNGUTAN: ] really really really want to smoke crack.
CHUTES&LADDERS: Yeah, well don’t.
oraNGUTAN: Distract me from myselt. What do you really
really really want, Chutes&ladders?
cHUTES&LADDERS: I wouldn’t say no to a new car—my Terce]

is one sorry sight.
oRANGUTAN: What else?
CHUTES&LADDERS: Tuesday’s crossword. On Monday I'm done

by the time I sit at my desk. I wish every day could be

a Tuesday.
ORANGUTAN: What about your son? Don’t you really really

really want to call him?
CHUTES&LADDERS: By all accounts, having me be a stranger

these ten years has given him the best decade of his hfe.

ORANGUTAN: I've known you for how long?

CHUTES&LADDERS: Three Christmas Eves. When you log
hristmas carols

ged

on you were a stone-cold user. We sang C
online all night. Now you’ve got ninety days.
ORANGUTAN: Can I ask you a personal question? What's your
day job?
CHUTES&LADDERS: IRS. GS4 paper pusher.

ORANGUTAN: Got any vacation days?
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CHUTES&LADDERS: A solid collection. I haven’t taken a vaca-
tion 1n ten years.

ORANGUTAN: Do you have money?

CHUTES&LADDERS: Enough to eat steak on Friday nights.
Enough to buy pay-per-view boxing.

ORANGUTAN: Yeah, I bet that’s all the pay-per-view you buy.
(Pause) Enough money to fly to Japan?

(Pause.)

CHUTES&LADDERS: You should know I'm fifty years old on a
good day. I eat three and a half doughnuts for breakfast
and save the remaining half for brunch. I have small
hands, six toes on my left foot. And my face resembles
a corgl.

ORANGUTAN: If ] was looking for a hot screw I wouldn’t be
logging on to this site.

CHUTES&LADDERS: Damn, was i1t something I said?

ORANGUTAN (With honest admiratiorr): I've been on this
planet for thirty-one years and you’re the only person
I’ve ever met who’s more sarcastic than I am yet still
believes in God.

CHUTES&LADDERS (7aking the compliment): Says the agnostic.

oRANGUTAN: The atheist. Who 1s very envious of believers.
My brain 1s my biggest enemy—always arguing my
soul into a corner. (Pause) I like you. Come to Japan. We
can go get an ice cream. I can show you the countryside.

CHUTES&LADDERS: I don’t have a passport. If my Tercel can’t
drive there, I generally don’t go.

ORANGUTAN: Come save me in Japan. Be my knight in shin-
INng armor.

CHUTES&LADDERS: I'll admit, I'm a dashing concept. If you

saw my flesh and blood, you'd be disappointed.
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Ap: Knives shar
hile my wife was cooking and she sent me to
butter W

« took every bit of strength I could syum,.

ke a “wrong turn” to that parking 1oy

— well. I got the butter and on the ca; ride home

I coul dn’t help it, [ drove by th.e 101:, and there was my

:n the shadows. My brain went on attack. “Use
o more time just to prove you won't 1’-16.6(1 another hit
romorrow.” 1 managed to keep on driving ‘and bring
the butter home. Major victory. And my wife pulls it
out of the plastic bag and says, “This is unsalted. 1 said
salted.” Then she feels guilty so she says never mind,
never mind, she’ll just add a little extra salt to the pie
crust but I insist. “INo, no, no, my wife deserves the right
kind of butter and she’s gonna get it!” I mean, I bark
it, 'm already halfway out the door, my heart was rac-
ing all the way to the parking lot and raced even harder
when I sat in the car and smoked. So, Michael Jordan
s benched with a broken foot. But he’ll come back
the finals.

natrkumom: Thanks for the update, Fountainhead. You may
not believe this, but we were missing you and worried
about you. Don’t beat yourself up about the slip. You
had three days clean. This time you’ll make 1t to day
four.

FOUNTAINHEAD: Be ambitious. Why not reach for a whop-
ping five?

ORANGUTAN: Maybe you’ll make it to day thirty if you tell
your wife.

‘he store and 1

on

FOUNTAINHEAD: | told you, I have my reasons, I cannot do

that. My wife has some emotional issues.
ORANGUIAN (Sarcastic ) No!

FOUNTAINHEAD: Listen? Please? Are you capable of that? She's
m therapy twice a week. Depression, manic. ] don’t want
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* to be the reason she goes down a tailspin. I actually have
her best interest in mind.

CHUTES&LADDERS: Yawn.

FOUNTAINHEAD: Ah, Chutes&Ladders. I could feel you cir-
cling like a vulture. Weigh in, by all means.

CHUTES&LADDERS: And I repeat. Yawn.

FOUNTAINHEAD: Chutes&ladders, why do I get the feeling
you'd be the first in line for tickets to watch me smoke
again? l'hat you'd be in the bleachers cheering if I relapse?

CHUTES&LADDERS: How can you relapse when you don’t even
think you’re addicted?

FOUNTAINHEAD: If you read my original post clearly, I wrote
that 1t’s a psychological addiction, not like heroin.

CHUTES&LADDERS: Well see then, you're not a junkie after all.

FOUNTAINHEAD: What 1s this, first-grade recess?

CHUTES&LADDERS: No, this 1s a site for crackheads trying not
to be crackheads anymore. If you're not a crackhead,
leave, we don’t want you, you are irrelevant, get off my
lawn, go.

HATKUMOM: Chutes&ladders, please.

CHUTES&LADDERS: | got this.

ORANGUTAN: He’s still logged on.

CHUTES&LADDERS: Hey Fountainhead, why did you come to
this website?

FOUNTAINHEAD: Because I thoroughly enjoy getting shit on.

HAIKUMOM: Censored.

CHUTES&LADDERS: Why do you want to be here?

FOUNTAINHEAD: Want? The two times I've logged on here
I’'ve wanted to vomat.

cHUTES&LADDERS: Well? Did you receive some sort of invita-
tion? Did one of us ask you here?

FOUNTAINHEAD: Look, 'm the first to say it. I have a problem.

CHUTES&LADDERS: Adam had problems. Eve had problems.
Why are you here?
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. To get information. .
. Go to Wikipedia. Why are you here?
{HEAD: use | smoke crack.

wumni::;i;:eé: to a dealer. Why are you here?

::::::HHEAD: Because I plan to stop smoking crack.

CHUTESALADDERS: Fine, when your son h?s a tummy-ache i
‘he middle of the night and walks in on you tweaking
and geeking just tell him, “Don’t worry, Junior, Daddy's
sucking on a glass dick—"

aaikumom (Overlaps): Hey!

cuTESaLADDERS: “—but Daddy makes 300K and this is a]

a part of Daddy’s Plan!”
rountaINHEAD: I'M A FUCKING CRACKHEAD.

HAIKUMOM (Apologetic): Censored.
rOUNTAINHEAD: Fuck you, Chutes&ladders.

FOUNTAINHEAD

HAIKUMOM: Bleep.
FOUNTAINHEAD: Fuck you . .. Don't talk about my sons. Don't

fucking talk about my boys.

HAIKUMOM: Bleep again.

FOUNTAINHEAD: Are you happy, Chutes&l.adders?

CHUTES&SLADDERS: Absolutely not, my friend. I'm a crack-
head, too, and I wouldn’t wish 1t on my worst enemy.

FOUNTAINHEAD: And I made 300K, I'm currently unem-
ployed. An unemployed crackhead. At least I still have
all my teeth. (They laugh) Better than I can say for my
dealer.

CHUTESSLADDERS (Being a friend): Ex-dealer, man.

FOUNTAINHEAD: Ex-dealer. Thank you.

HAIKUMOM: Fountainhead, welcome to the dinner party.

Granted, it’s a party we never wanted to be invited 0,

but pull up a chair and pass the salt. Some people here

may pour it in your wounds. Just like you, we've all

crawled on the floor with a flashlight. We've thrown

out the brillo and bought some more. But guess what?
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You had three days. For three days straight, you didn't
try to Kill yourself on an hourly basis. Please. Talk to
your wife about your addiction. You need every support-
~ ing resource. You are in for the fight of your life. You

mentioned Wharton. I live in Philly. If you're still in
the area and you have an emergency or even a crav-
ing, email me directly. Any time of night. Don’t take 1t
lightly when I say a sober day for you is a sober day for
me. I know you can do this but I know you can't do it
alone. So stop being a highly functioning isolator and
start being a highly dysfunctional person. The only way
out 1t i1s through it.

ORANGUTAN (Nostalgic): Slogans . . .

HAIKUMOM: Ya'll know I know ’em all.

CHUTES&LADDERS: They saved my life.

ORANGUTAN: Your personal favorite. Go.

HAIKUMOM: “Nothing changes if nothing changes.”

(Elliot appears at the boxing gym, punching a bag. The
Ghost watches him.)

GHOST: Momken men-fadluck ted-dini gawaz saffari?
ORANGUTAN: “It came to pass, it didn’t come to stay.”

- FOUNTAINHEAD: “l obsessively pursue feeling good, no mat-

ter how bad it makes me feel.”

CHUTES&LADDERS: Okay, now!

ORANGUTAN: Nice!

HAIKUMOM: Rookie don’t play!

GHOST: Momken men-fadluck ted-dini1 gawaz saffari?

ORANGUTAN: “One hit 1s too many, one thousand never
enough.”

HAIKUMOM: “Have an at-ti-tude of gra-ti-tude.”

CHUTES&LADDERS: “If you are eating a shit sandwich, chances
are you ordered it.”
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oRANGUTAN: Ding ding ding. We have a winner|
woM: Censored. But good one.

oRANGUTAN (¥ictortous): You know how long I've beep -
ing to do that?!

gaikumoM: My sister Ginny's in the Daily News! A njce big
picture!

cHOST: Momken men-fadluck ted-dini gawaz saffari?

parkuMoM: “Eugenia P. Ortiz, A Force For Good In Phj],.
delphia!” Okay, now!

(Elliot punches harder. His leg is starting to bother him,)

ELLIOT: Your leg feels great. Your leg feels like a million
bucks. No pain. No pain. '

HAIKUMOM: “In lieu of flowers contributions may be made
to...”

(Haikumom drops the newspaper.
T'he Ghost blows on Elliot, knocking him to the floor.)

GHOST: Momken men-fadluck ted-dini gawaz sattari’

(Intermission.)
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Scene Seven

A diner. Odessa and John, aka Fountainhead, sit in a booth.

ODESsA: To lapsed Catholics. (They clink coffee mugs) And
you thought we had nothing in common.

JOHN: When did you become interested in Buddhism?
ODESSA: My older brother used to terrorize me during mass.
He would point to a statue, tell me about the evil spirit

hiding behind it. Fangs, claws. I thought Saint Lazarus
was gonna come to life and suck my eyes out. Buddhism?

Not scary. If there’s spirits, they’re hiding inside you.

JOHN: Aren’t those the scariest kind?

ODESSA: So, how many days do you have? It should be two
now.

JOHN: 1 put my sons’ picture on my cell phone so if I get the
urge, I can just look at them instead.

ODESSA: How many days?

JOHN (Small talk): 1 love Puerto Rico. On my honeymoon
we stayed at that hotel 1n Old San Juan, the old convent.
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been meaning to make it there.

- are these keyholes where the canons use( t, fit,
and the view of the waves through them‘, YOu can prag.
tically see the Spanish armada ?pproach1ng.

opEssA: | mean, one€ of these days I've gotta make it to PR

jouN: Oh. I'just figured . . . o
opessa: The Jersey Shore. Atlantic City. The Philadelphia

airport. Oh, I've been places.

joHN: On an actual plane?
opessa: 1 only fly first-class, and I'm still saving for that

ticket.
(Odessa’s cell phone rings.)

jonN: You're a popular lady.
opessa (Into her phone, her demeanor completely changing).

What? I told you, the diner on Spring Garden and Third.
I'm busy, come in an hour. One hour. Now stop calling
me and asking fucking directions. (She hangs up)
JoRN: Says the one who censors.
oDEssA: My sister died.
jouN: Right. You sure you're okay?
obessa: She’s dead, ain’t nothing left to do. People act like
the world is going to fall apart.
JouN: You write very Zen messages. And yet.
obessa: My family knows every button to push.
joun: My condolences. (Pause) You don'’t strike me as a conm-
puter nerd. I used to employ an entire floor of them:
ODESSA: You should've seen me at first, pecking with two
fingers. Now I'm like an octopus with ten little tentd:
cles. In my neck of the woods staying clean is like try ng
0 tap dance on a minefield. The website fills the hour
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S_O how are we gonna fil] yours, huh? When was the last
time you picked up a javelin?
JOHN: Senior year of high school.

ball league. Fairmount Park, games on Sundays. Sober
bowling on Thursdays.

JoHN: I lied in my first post. I've been smoking crack for two
years. I've tried quitting hundreds of times. Day two?
Please, I'm in the seven-hundredth day of hell.

ODESSA: You got it out of your system. Most people e at
one time or another on the site. The good news is, two
years 1n, there’s still time. (Hands him another sheet of
paper) Talbott Recovery Center in Atlanta. It’s designed
for professionals with addictions. Paradise Recovery in
Hawaii. They actually check your income before admit-
ting you. Just for the wealthy. This place in Jersey, it’s

right over the bridge, they have an outpatient program
for professionals like you.

'}g-‘.
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JoHN: I'm tenacious. I'm driven. I love my parents.

ODESSA: Pitchforks against tanks.

JOHN: I relish in paying my taxes. -

oDESSA: And you could be dead tomorrow. (Pause) Is your
dealer male or female?

JoHN: I had a few. Flushed their numbers down the toilet
like you suggested.

ODESSA: Your original connection. The one who got you hooked.

JoHN: Female.

opEessa: Did you have sex with her?

joun: You don’t beat around the bush do you?

opEssa: I'll take that as a yes. (Vo answer) Do you prefer sex
when you're high to sex when you're sober?

J0HN: 've never really analyzed it.

opEssA: It can be a dangerous cocktail. Some men get off on
smoking and fucking,
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somn: 1 should go.
opEssa: We just ordered.

sonn: I promised my son. There’s a science fair tomorroy,
Something about dioramas and crazy glue.

opgssa: Don't talk about them. Get sober for them.

joun: Fuck you.

opgssa: Leave me three bucks for your coffee cuz I ain’t got
it

(He stands, pulls out three dollars. She throws the money
back at um.)

You picked up the phone and called me.

108N (He sits down again): 1 don’t know how to do this. I've
never done this before.

opEssA: | have and it usually doesn’t end up so good. One
in twenty, maybe, hang around. Most people just don't
write one day and then thirty days and then you're
wondering . . . And sometimes you get the answer. Cuz
their wife looks on their computer and sees the website
and logs on and writes, “I found him face down in the

g
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0DESSA: On the good days, only every hour. Would you rather

t’fe honest with your wife, or would you rather end up
like me? (Pause) That wasn't rhetorical.
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(Elliot and Yaz enter.)

vAz: There she is.

(Elliot and Yaz sit down in the booth.)

ELLIOT: You were supposed to meet us at the flower place.
YAZ: The deposit was due at nine.

oDESSA: My alarm clock didn’t go off.

ELLIOT: VYere you up on that chat room all night?

ODESSA (Ignoring him, to a waiter, off): Can 1 get a refill, please?
ELLIOT: Where’s the money?

ODESSA: I told you I don’t have any money:.

ELLIOT: And you think I do? I been paying for Mami Ginny’s
meds for six months straight—

oDESssA: Well get it from Yaz’s mom.

YAz: My mom put in for the headstone. She got an expensive
one.

oDESSA: Headstone? She’s getting cremated.

YAZ: She still needs a proper Catholic piece of granite. Right

beside abuela, right beside your dad and sister and
brother.

ELLIOT: And daughter.
YAZ: Everyone agreed.
ODESSA: No one asked my opinion.

ELLIOT: Everyone who showed up to the family meeting.

ODESSA: | wasn’t invited.

YAZ: | texted you twice.

ODESSA: | was out of minutes.

ELLIOT: We just spoke on the phone.

ODESSA: Whatchu want me to do, Elliot, if I say I ain’t got no
fucking money, I ain’t got no money.

JouN: Hi, I'm John, nice to meet you.

¥YAZ: Yazmin.




