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CHARACTERS

Michael Warren- 49 years old, Charlene and Randolph’s eldest son
Randolph Warren- 71 years old, father to Michael and Beth
Charlene Warren- 69 years old, mother to Michael and Beth
Beth Warren- 47 years old, Charlene and Randolph’s only daughter
Audrey Reed-Warren- 37 years old, Michael’s ex-wife
Meghan Moore- 29 years old, Michael’s girlfriend
Jacob Warren- 16 years old, Audrey and Michael’s son
Maeve Warren- 14 years old, Audrey and Michael’s daughter
Erin Thompson- 20 years old, Michael’s student
Officer Miller- 38 years old
Young Michael- 5 years old
Police Officers #1 and #2- Early thirties
Social Worker- Late twenties

SETTING

Northeast Area of US

TIME

2020



ACT I
Scene I

Morning. AUDREY’S kitchen. It’s quaint and neatly
organized. The kitchen table has three chairs around it.
The fridge is filled with drawings made by children and
a few award badges. MICHAEL is seen on stage
rummaging through a few cabinets clearly searching for
something. He is wearing a button-up shirt, suit jacket,
and jeans. He missed a few loops on his belt. Audrey
enters the room carrying a small journal. She quietly
enters the room and slams the journal onto the kitchen
counter. Michael groans and pinches the bridge of his
nose. Audrey laughs at his pain.

MICHAEL
Why’d you have to go and do that?

Michael resumes his rummaging. Audrey
watches him. Michael opens his mouth to speak
but Audrey already knows what he’s going to
say.

AUDREY
The third cabinet from the fridge.

MICHAEL
Thank you.

AUDREY
You lived here for fifteen years, and you still can’t remember where the coffee filters are.

MICHAEL
You moved them. That’s why I couldn’t find them.

AUDREY
They’ve always been in that cabinet.

Audrey opens her journal to try and distract
herself from Michael’s presence. Michael takes
out the coffee filter and begins to brew a pot of



coffee. Even the small beeping noises irritate
him. He lets out a small groan and Audrey huffs.

AUDREY
How did you sleep last night?

MICHAEL
Alright, I suppose.

Pause.
To be frank, I don’t remember how I got into bed.

AUDREY
Meghan kept you up all night?

MICHAEL
No! No… she… I had a long night, that’s all.

Audrey watches as he fills the coffee maker and
turns on the machine.

AUDREY
You forgot about today, didn’t you?

MICHAEL
I’m here at the time you told me, aren’t I?

AUDREY
You could have at least come here a bit less... disheveled. What are the kids going to think when they see
you like this?

Long Pause.
Does she even like the fact that you have kids?

MICHAEL
I’m sure they’ll be glad to see their father. It was my weekend last week/and you know it.

AUDREY
No! I told you that I was taking them to my mother’s birthday party. I sent you texts and voicemails. I can
pull them out right now/if you like.

MICHAEL
Fine!

Pause.
You were right. I was wrong… as usual.



AUDREY
(crossing to kitchen table)

Can we just sit down and do what we need to do? The less time I have to spend talking to you, the better.

MICHAEL
And the less time I have to spend listening to you, the better.

Silence.

I haven’t seen them in months, Audrey.

AUDREY
(taking her seat)

Jacob’s party isn’t going to plan itself.

MICHAEL
What’s the theme this year?

AUDREY
No theme.

MICHAEL
No theme? He always wants a theme.

AUDREY
Not this year. He says he’s ‘too old.’

MICHAEL
Too old, my ass. He’s turning sixteen. What are sixteen year old boys into now? Video games?
Superheroes?

Pause.
Boys his age are into girls, right? If he’s so old now, maybe we should get him a stripper.

Michael smiles, hearing Audrey’s slight
snort before stopping herself. She opens
her journal and pulls out her pen, not
once glancing over at Michael.

AUDREY
He said no theme. Just friends… and family.

Pause.



MICHAEL
That’s why you asked me to come here? To see if my family is available?

AUDREY
I would invite my parents but they’re in Vermont, and at their age, I wouldn’t want them driving for so
long.

MICHAEL
My parents are old too, you know.

AUDREY
Yes, but they live only an hour away.

MICHAEL
I thought you didn’t want my parents around the kids?

AUDREY
I don’t.

Pause.
He asked for them.

MICHAEL
(laughing)

Yeah, right. A sixteen-year-old kid wants his elderly grandparents to come and embarrass him in front of
his friends?

AUDREY
Can we hurry this up, please? I don’t have all day for this, and I’m certain your students would appreciate
their professor sobering up before they attend his lecture.

MICHAEL
I am not hungover, Audrey.

AUDREY
I think I’ve seen you hungover enough times to tell.

MICHAEL
Why does it matter if I was drinking last night? It's too early to be having this conversation, anyway.

Pause.
I’ll call my parents and see if they can make it.

AUDREY
Thank you.



Rapid footsteps can be heard from offstage.
Michael groans and leans against the kitchen
counter with his hand over his forehead. JACOB
and MAEVE rush into the kitchen from stage
right. Jacob is a typical teenage boy, his major
concerns being puberty and his tennis season.
He’s first singles, and that’s a big deal to him.
Maeve is the quieter of the two, more reserved.
But she isn’t quiet because she’s shy. Her eyes
can show the truth.

They rush to the fridge and pull out any type of
breakfast food they can find. Michael moves to
the pantry doors and places his head against it.

JACOB
What’s wrong with dad?

AUDREY
You know/what’s wrong.

MICHAEL
Migraine! I’ve… I’ve got a migraine, that’s all.

Maeve has taken a bowl and spoon for her
cereal. Jacob takes his breakfast and sits at the
table next to Audrey. Maeve watches Michael for
a moment and begins to trace the inside of the
bowl with her spoon, creating a very sharp
noise. She watches as Michael squirms for a
moment. Just as he is about to snap, Maeve
stops and goes to sit next to Jacob at the table.

JACOB
Why is dad here anyway?

MICHAEL
Dad would appreciate it if all questions regarding his presence were directed at him.

AUDREY
We’re just planning your birthday party. He doesn’t believe the guest list you’ve chosen.

Coffee maker goes off. Michael goes to pour himself a cup of coffee.
Tell him who you want at the party.



JACOB
Just some of my friends, my teammates, and grandma and grandpa.

MICHAEL
Which ones?

Michael glares at Audrey as he waits for Jacob’s
answer.

JACOB
Yours.

MICHAEL
(to Audrey)

AhHA!
Pause.

Wait…
(to Jacob)

You actually want my parents there?

JACOB
Yeah. Why is that so hard to believe, dad?

MICHAEL
Because they aren’t exactly the ‘rager’ type.

Michael laughs. He waits for the others to laugh. No one
does. They don’t even look at him. He takes his mug in
hand and walks over to the table. There isn’t a seat for
him. He watches for a moment as Audrey ad-libs some
questions about Jacob’s party. He then notices a chair
off to the side and drags it to the table. The sound makes
the others stop what they’re doing to watch Michael. He
places the chair between Jacob and Maeve and sits
himself down at the table. Once sitting, everyone
continues what they were doing.

MICHAEL
(with a joking tone)

You all act like you don’t know me.

JACOB
(hesitantly)



We haven’t seen grandpa or grandma for some time. I thought it would be nice to invite them.

MICHAEL
I’ll let them know, but I can’t guarantee anything.

AUDREY
(looking at watch)

The bus is almost here. Finish up and get your things.

Jacob and Maeve take their dishes and put them in the
sink. As Jacob rushes off stage, Maeve opens a cabinet
and pulls out some Motrin. As she walks to leave the
stage, she places it by Michael’s hand. Before Michael
can even register who put it there, Maeve is already
gone.

MICHAEL
(taking out a few pills)

So…

Audrey picks her head up and watches as
Michael swallows the pills with his coffee.

AUDREY
I told you. He wants them there. Why is it such a shocker to you that he’d want his grandparents at his
birthday party?

MICHAEL
The same reason you don’t want them there, either.

AUDREY
Just because I have my own… feelings towards them doesn’t mean we have to keep him from seeing
them. If he wants them there, they’ll be there.

MICHAEL
Like I said, I can’t guarantee that they-

AUDREY
They’ll be there, Michael. Don’t let him down this time.

Silence.

Audrey hesitantly reaches out for Michael’s
hand. He notices this in the corner of his eye.



Audrey lets out a breath she didn’t know she was
holding as Michael stands from his chair and
crosses to the sink.

MICHAEL
I’ll call them and ask.

AUDREY
Thank you.

Michael crosses back over to the table and takes
the chair he sat in. He then places it back to
where he found it. Michael grips the back of it
tightly.

Silence.

Michael takes a breath and exits the stage. We
hear the front door close. Audrey begins writing
down some notes in her journal. As she does, she
starts to cry. With the tears staining the paper
and blurring her eyesight, Audrey storms off
stage. For a moment, we are left with the image
of Audrey’s kitchen. With no one around, it’s
peaceful. The coffee maker goes off again.

Blackout.

SCENE II

The next day, in Michael’s office. His office
appears clean, but if you were to open any
drawer, all its contents would flood the room. It’s
dark, the curtains closed with a clip. The colors
of the office are so similar to Michael that he
almost blends in.

Michael is seen organizing his bookshelf. After a
moment, he stumbles and bumps into it, causing
several to fall down. He grumbles and bends
down to the floor. The knock at the door startles
him.



MICHAEL
It’s open!

BETH enters the office, Michael’s younger
sibling. She takes in the state of Michael’s office
before stepping inside. She’s genuinely surprised
by its cleanliness. If only she knew.

Michael stands up holding the books and smiles
brightly as Beth approaches. They share a quick
embrace. Michael goes back to arranging the
bookshelf as Beth crosses to his desk. She plays
with a few items on his desk before spotting his
water bottle.

Beth glances behind her to see that Michael is
still preoccupied with the books. She opens up
the top and sniffs the contents. Not surprised,
she closes the bottle and places it back on his
desk.

MICHAEL
(still looking at bookcase)

I’m almost ready. I just have a few more assignments to grade.

BETH
How were your classes today?

MICHAEL
Fine.

BETH
Nothing exciting happened?

MICHAEL
(sarcastically)

Ah yes, the world of creative writing does excite the masses.

BETH
I’m sure it can! Every year you get new students with fresh ideas and inspirations for their own worlds!
You might have the next best-selling author on your hands.



MICHAEL
I read the same bland stuff every year — believe me, I’ve seen it all. I guess that after all this time, I’m
just not excited by it anymore.

BETH
You might need to get that checked out.

Michael finally turns to Beth with his brow
raised. Beth can’t help but laugh at her own
joke. He crosses to his desk and begins typing on
his computer. Beth takes the seat across from
him.

Oh, come on, the opportunity was right there!
Pause.

Okay… seriously… how are you?

MICHAEL
I’m fine.

BETH
I said seriously.

Michael runs his hands over his face and
through his hair. Beth waits patiently.

MICHAEL
I’m fine, Beth. Trust me.

BETH
That water bottle says otherwise.

Michael rolls his eyes and leans back in his
chair.

Drinking at work? You’re above that, Michael… or at least I thought you were. What’s wrong? Meghan
not satisfying your needs and you’re drinking it away?

MICHAEL
What? No! Meghan and I are good, okay. Why does everyone think our relationship is the issue?

BETH
Alright, I’ll ask about something else. How is the planning for Jacob’s party?



MICHAEL
Audrey is handling it. And apparently, he doesn’t want a theme this year.

BETH
Your baby boy’s growing up. How does that feel?

MICHAEL
I’m not sure, really. Them growing up is just a constant reminder that I’m getting older and soon I’ll croak
and die, and they’ll remember me as the father that was never there.

BETH
What?! When was the last time she let you have them over?

MICHAEL
A… a few months ago? It’s probably for the best. Besides, it gives me more time with Meghan. She’s
wanted to go on a vacation soon, so it all works out.

BETH
Don’t they miss you?

MICHAEL
What am I supposed to do with them if they come over? Jacob doesn’t want to do anything but train for
his tennis season, and Maeve is… well, I don’t think I’ve heard her say a word to me in months.

BETH
I’m sure it’s just a phase with her. I would know. I went through plenty around her age.

MICHAEL
I don’t even know my own kids.

BETH
Michael…

MICHAEL
I remember holding Jacob for the first time when he was born. Audrey couldn’t stop smiling and gushing
about him. She kept saying he was perfect. I just thought he looked like a flab of skin they cut out of her. I
just felt this… this disconnect. I never wanted kids, and yet there I had one.

BETH
You never told her that?

MICHAEL
When she told me she was… she was so happy. At the time, I wanted nothing more than to give her
everything she wanted. I loved her so much then.



BETH
If you really want to connect… try playing a game of tennis with him. I’m sure he’ll appreciate you
making the effort.

MICHAEL
I haven’t played in a long time.

BETH
Really? You were so good. Why did you stop?

MICHAEL
Not really sure. Just lost interest.

BETH
You seem to be doing that a lot lately.

MICHAEL
Whatever. Can I get back to my work? We can leave when I’m finished.

Michael directs his attention back to his
computer.

Pause.

BETH
Mom and dad are actually excited about Jacob’s party. They miss him and Maeve.

MICHAEL
(scoffing)

How would you know that?

BETH
I spoke with them.

Michael stares at his screen as he takes in what
Beth just said. He slowly turns himself to face
her and places his elbows on the desk, his hands
clasped together. The last thing he does is look
into her eyes.

MICHAEL
You spoke to mom and dad?



BETH
I did.

MICHAEL
When?

BETH
A month ago.

MICHAEL
Why?

BETH
Whatever issues you have with them shouldn’t ban me from speaking with them, okay.

MICHAEL
We had a pact.

BETH
Yes? And? Things change, Michael. I was actually an adult about our situation growing up and sat down
and talked things through with them.

MICHAEL
Now, that I don’t believe.

BETH
Maybe if you gave them a chance. It’s been years, Michael! All you have to do is pick up your phone and
call them.

Pause.
I’m allowed to change how I feel about people. They’ve changed. Trust me.

MICHAEL
Those two are incapable of change and you know it. Pretending is just another one of their tactics.

BETH
(rolling her eyes)

You’re talking about this like it’s some sort of conspiracy theory.

MICHAEL
They’re just the same now as they were when we were kids. Mom was suffocating and never once
listened to us. She acted as if the world revolved around her, and we were just her disposable pawns. Dad
never even thought we were good enough. We didn’t hold up to his standards. Do you even realize how
fucked up that is?! Since I was born, I was never good enough in his eyes!



BETH
You think I don’t know that? Of course I do, Michael! I experienced it, too. You think it was only you
who went through that shit? See, this is…

Pause.
It’s possible for people to change. All you have to do is give them a chance, and if you still feel this
way… that’s fine. All the feelings you have about them are valid.

MICHAEL
Stop talking to me like you’re my therapist.

BETH
Hell knows we’ve needed one.

The two share a quick laugh before taking a
moment.

Just call, Michael. What do you have to lose?

MICHAEL
… Audrey is making me call them to see if they can make it to the party.

Pause.
But I’ll leave that out. Just talk like you said.

BETH
Why wouldn’t you invite them? They’re really excited to go.

MICHAEL
I know what they’re going to say. I’ll just tell Audrey I tried to get them to come but they kept declining.

Michael goes back to his computer. Beth
observes him. After a short moment, she stands
from the desk and walks around it, standing
behind Michael. He is clearly annoyed but
doesn’t let it show. Beth picks up a stack of
papers and reads through them. The light noise
of the pages brushing against one another
irritates Michael.

Can you stop that!

BETH
This is good. You wrote it or a student?



MICHAEL
Please, stop reading through those.

Beth laughs as Michael rips the papers from her
hands and sets them back down on the desk. Her
laugh is similar to a hyena.

BETH
(triumphantly)

I still got it.

MICHAEL
Got what?

BETH
(smirking)

Being able to get under your skin. You always were an open book, Michael. You still are.

MICHAEL
No, I’m not.

BETH
Please! Everyone can always tell when you’re upset or annoyed. We can all see that something’s brewing
inside that big head of yours, even though you try to keep us from seeing it.

MICHAEL
(banging desk)

I finished my work! Are we ready to go now?

Beth is unphased by his outburst. She knows how
to handle them by now. She watches as Michael
crosses to the door to grab his suit jacket from
the coat hanger.

Michael waits at the door as Beth just stares at
him. He’s getting annoyed.

BETH
Just so you know, mom and dad already said yes to the invite.

MICHAEL
(shocked)



What?

BETH
(crossing to Michael)

Audrey called me a few days ago. Told me she was certain you wouldn’t call if she asked you.

Beth exits through the office door.

MICHAEL
(under his breath)

Fuuuuuuuck.

Beth pops her head back in and smiles up at
Michael.

BETH
(imitating Michael’s voice)

Are we ready to go now?

She takes his hat from the coat hanger and
places it on her head before exiting once more.
Michael can’t help but smile at her action. She
was always good at doing that. Michael exits
through the office door, closing it behind him.

For a moment, we are left with the image of the
office. The clip from the curtains suddenly falls,
allowing the light to enter the room. Everything
looks alive.

Blackout.

SCENE III

A few days later, late afternoon. RANDOLPH
and CHARLENE’s living room. Randolph is in
his recliner, skimming through a book. Charlene
is seated on the couch watching T.V. The room is
filled with memorabilia from the Warren family’s
successes. Trophies and knick knacks line the
bookshelf behind them. The house has remained
the same since its occupants first moved in.
Memories of the past stored away, hoping to



seep out of the walls. The sound of drizzling rain
can be heard.

A particular scene on the T.V. causes Charlene
to laugh. It’s shrill and matches her regular
speaking voice. It hadn’t always been like that.
Randolph grumbles to himself as he flips
through another page of the book.

RANDOLPH
This book is shit.

CHARLENE
Shh! This is the good part.

RANDOLPH
Just read this paragraph.

Randolph puts the book directly in Charlene’s
face. She pushes his arm back as she squints to
read the page. She then reaches for her glasses
and puts them on her face, finally reading the
paragraph. When she finishes, she taps
Randolp’s wrist and he pulls the book back
towards him.

RANDOLPH
Told you. Shit.

CHARLENE
It’s not that bad. Maybe you just don’t get it.

RANDOLPH
What’s not to get? He wrote a shitty book.

CHARLENE
He did not write a shitty book.

RANDOLPH
He made a mistake choosing this profession.

Pause.
I could write something better than this.



CHARLENE
Randy!

RANDOLPH
You don’t think I could? Writing isn’t that hard. I bet I could do it. He thinks he’s a writer.

Pause.
How much do you think he’s made selling this crap?

CHARLENE
Shh!

RANDOLPH
(to himself)

Not nearly enough if he can only afford that apartment he’s shacking up in with that girl.
(to Charlene)

And this Robert character… a family drama, my ass. And the three siblings… they have no substance. All
they do is whine throughout the whole book about Robert. Their poor father died and all those kids can do
is find every little fault with him.

CHARLENE
Randy, please, I’m trying to watch the show. Put the book down if you hate it so much.

RANDOLPH
No… I think I’ll keep reading.

Randolph continues reading as Charlene keeps
her eyes on the T.V. screen. However, Charlene’s
attention cannot be kept for too long as she turns
to her phone, checking her emails and messages.

The doorbell goes off a few times. The rings
sound desperate. Knowing she won’t take her
eyes off of her phone, Randolph slams the book
down onto the coffee table and groans as he
stands from his seat. He crosses to the front
door. The doorbell goes off again.

I’m coming, goddamnit!

Randolph opens the door and Michael barges in,
wet from the rain.

Oh, sure, come right on in.



Randolph slams the door as Michael takes off
his coat. He shakes it off and Randolph groans.

RANDOLPH
You’re going to flood this house if you keep shaking that off like a dog.

MICHAEL
It’s a few drops.

CHARLENE
(not looking up from her phone)

Is that Michael?

MICHAEL
Yes, mom, it’s me.

CHARLENE
You’ve got to come and watch this. I’ve been laughing at this show for the past hour now. It’s-

Charlene looks up at the T.V. The show that was
previously on is no longer playing and a new
show is on. Charlene furrows her brow and
sighs.

CHARLENE
Well…

RANDOLPH
You’re worse than that damn leak.

MICHAEL
Again? Dad, just call a plumber and get it fixed.

RANDOLPH
I am perfectly capable of doing things myself. Age doesn’t mean shit.

MICHAEL
I wasn’t suggesting it because of your age. I-

Pinches the bridge of his nose.
It would just be easier for you.

CHARLENE
Wait… Michael?



MICHAEL
Yes, mom. What?

CHARLENE
You’re here?

MICHAEL
Yes.

CHARLENE
You’re never over here.

MICHAEL
I know I don’t visit often but-

RANDOLPH
Often?! That’s an understatement. You never visit us… unless…

MICHAEL
Unless what?

RANDOLPH
Nothing.

MICHAEL
Dad, just say it. Unless what?

RANDOLPH
Why are you here? What do you want?

Randolph takes Michael’s coat and puts it on the
hook by the door.

CHARLENE
Beth called us a few days ago. Have you spoken with her lately? She’s doing good, you know.

MICHAEL
I saw her a couple days ago. Our monthly lunch date, remember?

CHARLENE
Oh, yes! I always forget you two do that. I’m always forgetting things.

MICHAEL
That’s actually why I’m here.



CHARLENE
Come and sit down, Michael. Don’t just stand at the door.

RANDOLPH
(laughing)

You act like you don’t know us.

Randolph slaps Michael on the back as he
laughs. It’s a bit too hard and Michael stumbles
forward by its force.

MICHAEL
No, this won’t take long. I’m just here to tell you that you are not coming to Jacob’s party.

CHARLENE
What?! What do you mean? Beth called and invited us.

MICHAEL
Consider the invitation rescinded.

Silence.

Alright, have a good night.

Michael goes to grab his coat. Once in hand, he
reaches for the front door but stops himself as
Randolph plants himself in front of the door.

RANDOLPH
Why can’t we go?

MICHAEL
… It’s Audrey. You know how she feels about you two.

RANDOLPH
That’s not it.

Pause.
Might want to take a seat, son.

Randolph rips Michael’s coat from his grasp and
sets it back on the hook. Michael reluctantly
crosses the couch and sits next to Charlene. She



doesn’t bother with a greeting. She begins to fix
his hair and Michael politely pushes her hands
away. Randolph remains at the door.

CHARLENE
We’re looking forward to the party. Lord knows we haven’t seen those babies in so long!

MICHAEL
They aren’t babies anymore, mom.

CHARLENE
Are you sad to see them growing up?

MICHAEL
Not really. Actually-

CHARLENE
It always felt so surreal watching you and Beth grow up before our eyes. Watching you become your own
person was so special. I wished you two could have just lived here with us forever. To be honest, it gets a
bit lonely here from time to time when your father’s at work. Why did you and Beth have to move so far
away from us?/It was a big change for me, you know. I’d spent my days running around this house,
chasing after the two of you. I could barely keep up most of the time! I thought I’d enjoy the quiet side of
life after you two moved out, but it’s been so lonely.

MICHAEL
Can we not get into this?

Michael glances down at the coffee table and
notices the book. He reaches forward as
Charlene continues speaking. He flips through
the pages and takes it in, not believing he’s
actually holding the book.

CHARLENE
Are you listening to me, Michael?

MICHAEL
What? Uh, yes. Yes, I’m listening.

CHARLENE
You always were bad at listening, Michael, even as a kid.

MICHAEL
Why is my book here?



CHARLENE
Your father was reading it.

RANDOLPH
Char!

Charlene shrugs as Randolph crosses to the
recliner, standing beside it.

MICHAEL
You were reading my book?

RANDOLPH
Yes.

MICHAEL
Why?

RANDOLPH
Wanted to see what it was about.

MICHAEL
After ten years… you finally wanted to see what it was about?

RANDOLPH
Yes.

Michael scoffs as he places the book back down
on the coffee table.

MICHAEL
Dare I even ask for your thoughts?

RANDOLPH
It was shit.

MICHAEL
(standing)

Okay, we’re done. You two are not coming to the party. Goodbye.

As Michael goes to leave, Randolph moves to
stand in Michael’s way. Michael takes the hint
and sits back down on the couch.



RANDOLPH
You should’ve never turned down that scholarship. You could have been a tennis pro.

MICHAEL
This is not the conversation we’re having.

RANDOLPH
Look at those trophies, son. You earned those with your talent and your drive. You were a killer on the
court. No one stood a chance against you. You could have been competing with the best.

Pause. Slowly advancing to get in Michael’s face.
Now, look at you. Divorced, two kids you barely see, a girlfriend who’s young enough to be your
daughter, and one shitty book. How long did it take you to write that piece of crap? Why was writing ever
more important than your tennis career? So important to you, that you chose it over something that could
have truly made you somebody?

MICHAEL
It tells the truth!

Getting into Randolph’s face.
Keep it up, dad. You ever disrespect me or Meghan again, and I swear I’ll…

RANDOLPH
Do what? I’m sure there’s nothing you could do to me that’s worse than what you’ve done to yourself.

CHARLENE
Stop it! Both of you sit down and stop this fighting!

RANDOLPH
(pained whisper)

You could have been somebody.

Michael pulls himself away and sits back down
on the couch. Randolph sits back down in his
recliner.

MICHAEL
Please, I’m asking the both of you not to come to Jacob’s party.

RANDOLPH
The kid wants us there. We’re going.

CHARLENE
We haven’t seen them in so long! It’s not right to keep a grandmother from her grandchildren, you know.



MICHAEL
Just make up an excuse. We don’t need either of you there.

RANDOLPH
We’ve already gotten him a gift.

CHARLENE
He’s going to love it!

MICHAEL
You can give it to me.

RANDOLPH
What isn’t getting through that head of yours? We’re going, Michael. The damn kid wants us there.

MICHAEL
Can’t you just do this one thing for me?

RANDOLPH
What have I always said, Charlene? The kid only ever comes to see us when he wants us to do something
for him.

MICHAEL
At least tell me what you got him.

CHARLENE
Oh, but that would ruin the surprise.

RANDOLPH
You’re not going to make me change my mind, Michael. Now, get your stuff and leave. We’ll see you at
the party.

CHARLENE
Goodbye, baby.

Michael cringes as Charlene presses a kiss to
his cheek. Randolph stands from the recliner and
crosses to the door. Charlene goes back to
looking at her phone. Michael stands and spots
the book on the coffee table. In one quick
motion, he scoops the book into his hand and
crosses to the door. Randolph throws Michael’s
coat at him before opening the door. Just as
Michael is about to leave, Randolph stops him.



RANDOLPH
Is it possible for you to come by one day and fix the leak?

Michael shuts his eyes and forces himself to say
no, but he can’t do it.

MICHAEL
Sure.

CHARLENE
Don’t be afraid to call us, sweetie. We miss you terribly.

Michael looks at Randolph. Randolph gives him
a subtle nod before Michael puts on his coat and
exits. Randolph closes the door and crosses back
to the recliner.

For a moment, all that can be heard is the noise
of the T.V. as Charlene is preoccupied by her
phone. Randolph glances back at the trophies
and then at the coffee table. He goes to reach for
the book but is confused to see it’s not there.

RANDOLPH
Charlene?

CHARLENE
Mmm?

RANDOLPH
Where’s Michael’s book?

CHARLENE
(laughs at something on her phone)

…

Randolph sighs as he sits back in the recliner.
For a moment, the audience is left with the
image of Randolph watching the T.V., unamused
by what he’s seeing, and Charlene on the couch,
enticed by whatever is on her phone. It’s
probably something on Facebook.



Blackout. Sound of the falling rain continues
into the next scene.

SCENE IV

Same night. Michael and MEGHAN’s one
bedroom apartment. Both the kitchen and living
room are seen on stage. The room is cramped
and dark. The houseplants are limp and crying
out for attention. There are a few photos on the
wall of Michael and Meghan together, along
with photos of Jacob and Maeve.

Meghan is in the kitchen washing dishes. She
always tries to keep the place clean, but it never
seems to stay that way. She is wearing lounge
clothes that are a few sizes too big for her. She
has her phone on the counter with her
headphones in, listening to a show. Just as
Michael enters, she laughs at something on the
screen. Michael freezes in place. It is the laugh
of an excited child. The laugh sounds too
familiar for his own liking.

Michael shuts the door and Meghan jumps,
letting out a startled shriek. When she sees
Michael, she immediately calms herself and
begins to laugh once more.

MEGHAN
(taking her headphones out)

You’ve got to stop sneaking up on me all the time.

MICHAEL
(crossing to Meghan)

Sorry. I don’t mean to.

Michael and Meghan kiss. She wraps her arms
around his neck and smiles up at him.

MEGHAN
You’re late.



MICHAEL
Let me take my coat off. You’re getting all wet.

MEGHAN
I don’t care about that. They’ll dry.

MICHAEL
Well, if that’s the case…

Meghan shrieks as Michael tightens his hold on
her and starts rubbing himself against her,
shaking his hair to let the rain out. Meghan
manages to push herself away from him. The two
laugh like children. Michael quickly stops
laughing as Meghan’s dies out gradually.

MEGHAN
(crosses to kitchen sink)

You said you would be home hours ago.

MICHAEL
Right.

MEGHAN
(cleaning dishes)

...And?

MICHAEL
I went to see my parents.

Meghan lets out a sigh of relief.

MEGHAN
Good. Just your parents. Thought you might have been cheating on me.

Michael goes to protest, but Meghan’s laughter
stops him. She turns to face him and gives him a
wink.

Just teasing you. It’s too easy, you know.

Michael takes his coat off and crosses to the
kitchen. He takes a dish towel and begins drying
off his hair.



MEGHAN
But… you never go visit them.

MICHAEL
I went because I had to disinvite them from the party.

MEGHAN
How did they react?

MICHAEL
Exactly how I expected.

MEGHAN
That bad, huh?

MICHAEL
I’ve told you about how they are.

MEGHAN
I expect they’re still going?

MICHAEL
You know, Audrey told me to call them to send the invite. I don’t understand why she’s always asking me
to do these things for her but then can’t trust me to actually do them. She asked Beth to invite them
because she thought I wasn’t going to even if I agreed.

MEGHAN
She was right, though.

Michael gives Meghan a look before playfully
throwing the dish towel over her face. Meghan
chuckles as she places the towel on the counter.
Michael crosses to the couch and falls down into
it, enjoying the sinking feeling. Meghan crosses
over to him and stands behind the couch.

MICHAEL
Why does he even want them there? He’s barely seen them. Why would their presence be so important to
him?

MEGHAN
I’m sure he has his reasons. Besides, they are his grandparents. He doesn’t have the same issues with
them as you do.



MICHAEL
It’s so much more than just issues, Meg. It’s everything.

MEGHAN
I know.

MICHAEL
I don’t understand why no one can see what I see. I have a dad who never thought I was good enough,
always pushing me. He doesn’t even know I purposely lost that game. In front of my whole team, he took
my racket and just...

Michael mimics hitting someone over the head.
Meghan quickly grabs his hands and shushes
him. She leans forward and places a kiss to his
temple.

MEGHAN
I know, Michael. I know.

Michael pulls out the book from his coat and
throws it onto the coffee table in front of him.

MICHAEL
He was reading my book.

MEGHAN
Seriously? I thought you said that he-

MICHAEL
He was reading… my book.

Meghan caresses her hands up his body and
lands on his shoulders, kneading the flesh.
Michael lets out a soft moan as he closes his
eyes and throws his head back.

My book…
Pause.

And now I have to fix the leak.

MEGHAN
Why didn’t you just say no to him?



MICHAEL
I don’t know. I felt I had to. At his age… who knows what might happen.

MEGHAN
(sitting down next to Michael)

I’m sure it’s a quick fix anyway.

MICHAEL
He always says he has it under control, but then it always comes back.

MEGHAN
Let’s forget about the outside world tonight. Here, it’s just you and me. The only thing you should be
worried about is what surface you’re going to fuck me on.

Michael lets out a laugh as Meghan runs her
fingers through his hair. His eyes are on the
book as Meghan stares longingly at Michael.
Michael slowly lifts his head to look up at
Meghan. As their eyes meet, Michael finally
feels some peace. The two kiss. Their kiss
becomes heated and soon the two are laying on
the couch with Meghan on top of Michael,
straddling his waist.

Meghan runs her hands down Michael’s chest,
heading for his belt. As they kiss, Meghan slips
her hands down his pants. She’s caressing him…
and caressing… but…

Meghan pulls back from the kiss and gives
Michael a sympathetic smile.

Again?

Michael sits up on the couch and begins fixing
his pants. Meghan steps off the couch and stands
awkwardly, unsure of what to do or say that
won’t embarrass Michael any further.

MICHAEL
I still have a lot on my mind. That’s probably it.

MEGHAN
Probably.



(to herself)
But three times?

MICHAEL
What?

MEGHAN
I’m going to take a bath. Maybe if you find a way to clear your mind… you can join me.

Meghan exits the stage. Michael takes a moment
to compose himself. The water from the tub can
be heard. Michael’s eye catches the book on the
table. For a moment, he just stares at it. The
running of the water becomes louder as Michael
slowly reaches for the book.

Once in his grasp, Michael stands from the
couch and crosses over to the small kitchen. The
running water now as loud as it can be. Michael
takes one last look at the book before throwing it
in the garbage. When the book is in the garbage,
the running water of the tub stops.

The audience hears Meghan humming to a small
tune. Michael takes a breath before pushing the
book down further into the garbage. He turns to
face where Meghan exited the stage and smiles
lightly.

MICHAEL
(exiting the stage)

I think I’m ready to join you now.

For a moment the audience is left with the image
of Michael’s apartment. We hear Meghan’s
laughter and the sloshing of water.

Blackout.



SCENE V

A few days later, mid afternoon. Michael’s office.
The curtains are clipped together. Michael is at
his desk doing work. After a moment, there is a
soft knock at the door, sounding like a question.
Michael groans as he adjusts himself in his seat.

MICHAEL
Come in!

The door opens and ERIN THOMPSON enters
the room. She’s one of Michael’s students. She is
taking several of his upper level classes. Out of
all the writings he reads, he enjoys Erin’s the
most. There’s something about her writing that is
familiar to him.

Erin closes the door behind her and crosses to
his desk. Michael flashes her a smile as he
gestures to the seats in front of him. She sits
down clutching a few books.

What brings you here today, Erin?

ERIN
For the assignment, I just wanted to run something by you.

MICHAEL
You know you don’t have to. I’ll accept any piece of writing you have to offer. I’m here to judge your
technique, not your idea.

Erin lets out a small laugh. Michael flashes her
another smile.

ERIN
I am very aware of that. It’s just that this idea isn’t technically mine.

MICHAEL
(intrigued)

What do you mean?



ERIN
I was visiting my parents last weekend. They like to collect the front pages of every newspaper they get. I
have no idea why but… I guess it’s cute. We were tidying up our basement and I found some of them.
One of the articles caught my eye and I wanted-

MICHAEL
To write it.

ERIN
Yeah, exactly. From the second I started reading it, I was hooked. I know the assignment was to write
about childhood, but I think this story falls into that category.

MICHAEL
Like I said… feel free to write your heart’s desire.

Pause.
What exactly is the article about?

Erin bubbles with excitement at Michael’s
intrigue. She pulls the article from the inside of
one of her books and places it in front of
Michael. His eyes begin to skim over the page as
Erin speaks. As he reads, his face becomes pale.

ERIN
It’s about this family, and their youngest child died from some injury while goofing around. What’s so
interesting about it is that it was just written off as some accident, but it seems there’s something more to
it.

Pause. The clip of the curtain falls.
I think there’s something fishy about the father... there are so many angles to write from!

Erin motions to take the article back, but
Michael snatches it closer to him. Erin is taken
aback.

Professor?

Michael notices the open curtains and rushes
towards them with the article in hand. He clips
the curtains back together as Erin watches him.

Is everything okay? Can I write about this?



MICHAEL
(hands grasping the curtains)

No… you cannot write about that piece.

ERIN
Why not? Does it go against the prompt?

MICHAEL
No, but-

ERIN
So I can write about it?

MICHAEL
Erin, you are not to write about that story. You have to find something else.

ERIN
Why?

MICHAEL
I’m sorry.

ERIN
You said you don’t care about the idea.

MICHAEL
I’ve changed my mind.

ERIN
(scoffing)

You’re weird.

Michael lets go of the curtains and glares at
Erin as she stands from the desk, getting ready
to leave. She goes to approach him for the
article. Michael rips the paper into pieces. Erin
is furious.

What the fuck?! That was my parents’!

MICHAEL
You have to find another story to write about, Ms. Thompson.

Pause.



I know what you’re trying to do by writing this piece. You are trying to make light of another family’s
pain by turning this story into something it’s not.

ERIN
This had to have been a major story to be on the front of a newspaper. It’s the goddamn headline!

MICHAEL
And just as that reporter has done, you too are trying to sensationalize their story by inventing terrible
subplots and intertwining relationships that make no sense.

Pause.
May I remind you that I’ve read it all before. I suggest you find another idea. This meeting is over.

Michael watches as Erin storms out of the room,
slamming the door behind her. The slam causes
the clip to fall and the curtains to open. Michael
quickly grips the curtains to keep them closed as
he bends down to pick up the pieces of paper
with his other hand. He struggles for a bit as the
curtains open every so often. He cannot pick up
every piece of paper. He’s frustrated.

For a moment, the audience is left with the
image of Michael picking up the pieces of paper
as the lights go out. In the darkness, the curtains
open to reveal the blinding light from outside the
window.

Blackout.

SCENE VI

A few days later, mid afternoon. Audrey’s
backyard. There is a large table and lawn chairs
on the stage. Balloons are tied to the back of the
chairs. In the background, we hear birds
chirping and the excited chatter of guests. The
table is covered with a colorful tablecloth. Beth
is seated at the table with Maeve. The two are
quietly talking, and Maeve enjoys her company.

Jacob runs onstage with a tennis racket in hand.
Beth gives him a look as he goes to sit at the
table.



BETH
This is your birthday. You should be relaxing and having fun. Not training.

JACOB
They just wanted to rally for a bit. I’m stepping away for a moment.

BETH
Still. Tennis isn’t everything. You’re just a teenager.

JACOB
Coach says I need to practice for a few hours every day. He’s been helping me look for colleges that have
great tennis teams and can offer some scholarships.

BETH
Is that all you want to do with your life? Hitting a ball back and forth over and over until someone
misses?

JACOB
I don’t know. When I’m on the court, my head completely empties of any thoughts not related to the
match... it’s relaxing.

BETH
Free therapy. You’re saving yourself some money.

Jacob laughs, even though he doesn’t really
understand the joke.

What about you, Maeve? How’s your first year of high school?

MAEVE
Fine.

BETH
Just fine? No drama yet?

MAEVE
No. It’s been fine.

BETH
(joking)

You sound just like your dad.

MAEVE
I’m nothing like him.



Beth opens her mouth to speak but is completely
taken aback by Maeve’s response. Maeve
reaches into one of the bowls for a few chips.
She eats them as she walks away from the table
to go watch Jacob’s friends. Maeve exits the
stage as Audrey enters. Audrey is carrying a few
plates with food. She sets them on the table.
Audrey notices that Maeve has moved and spots
her offstage.

AUDREY
(to Maeve)

Sweetie, come help me bring out the cake!

Maeve does not answer from offstage nor does
she come back onstage. Audrey is visibly
annoyed.

Maeve!
Pause.

Maeve!
Pause.
(to Beth)

I swear, that girl truly has a mind of her own.

BETH
I can help.

The two go to exit the stage. Before they enter
the house, Michael and Meghan enter. Meghan
is carrying a gift. Audrey looks the two up and
down before putting a smile on her face.

AUDREY
Welcome! The two of you can take a seat. We’ll be out with the cake.

Beth exits the stage. Meghan goes to walk over
to the table, but Audrey snatches the gift from
her. Sensing the animosity, Meghan crosses to
the table. She greets Jacob and the two start to
talk quietly to one another. Audrey glares at
Michael.



AUDREY
He’s waiting for them.

MICHAEL
They’ll be here.

AUDREY
Did you call them like I asked you to?

MICHAEL
… I did.

AUDREY
Good.

Audrey exits the stage. Michael then looks over
at Meghan and Jacob and can’t help but smile
seeing the two interact so lovingly. He crosses to
them.

MEGHAN
And if you need any advice on girls, you know who to come to.

MICHAEL
Happy birthday, Jacob.

JACOB
Thanks, dad.

MICHAEL
Sixteen, huh? Where did all that time go?

Maeve walks back onstage. She looks up at
Michael and glares. She then notices Meghan
and smiles brightly. Maeve embraces Meghan
and sits next to her at the table.

MEGHAN
Hey there, superstar! You’re looking good.

MAEVE
Thanks.



MICHAEL
No hello or hug for your dad?

Maeve’s smile vanishes as she looks up at
Michael. He can take a hint. Meghan takes
Maeve’s hand and starts a conversation with her.
Jacob crosses to Michael.

JACOB
Are grandma and grandpa almost here?

MICHAEL
They should be. They’re probably stuck in traffic… or causing the traffic.

JACOB
I really wanted to show them some new shots I’ve been practicing with my teammates.

MICHAEL
You know, you can show me too. I did play tennis when I was your age.

JACOB
Well, grandpa’s been coaching me on the weekends, so I wanted to-

Jacob realizes he’s caught in a lie. Michael looks
furious with him.

I’m sorry, dad. Mom told me not to tell you. She didn’t want you freaking out.

MICHAEL
He’s been doing what?!

JACOB
Coaching me…?

Pause.
He said he’d be happy to train me for this upcoming season. He’s been talking with my coach about
potential scholarships and colleges. They think I have what it takes to go all the way!

MICHAEL
Why didn’t you tell me about this?

JACOB
Because you hate grandpa.



MICHAEL
I do not…

Pinches the bridge of his nose.
I have my own reservations about him, but he shouldn’t be training you.

JACOB
Why not? He’s really good. It’s not like you’ve ever offered.

MICHAEL
That’s because your grandfather has time on his hands. All he does is watch high schoolers run around a
track all day.

JACOB
And you don’t have the time?

Michael goes to speak but stops himself as
Audrey and Beth enter. Audrey is holding the
cake and Beth has the lighter. They cross
towards the group. Michael takes Beth’s hand in
his grasp as Audrey sets the cake down on the
table.

MICHAEL
I have to talk to you.

BETH
Can it wait? We’re about to do the cake.

Audrey starts to sing as the others join in, but
Jacob stops them.

JACOB
We can’t start yet! Grandma and grandpa aren’t here yet.

Audrey and Maeve shoot daggers at Michael
with their eyes. He rolls his eyes and huffs.

MICHAEL
I’m sure they’ll be here any second. It’s not as if they’re missing anything special.

Beth nudges his side, and Michael gives her a
look. Audrey resumes singing as the others join
in. Jacob takes his seat in the center as the
others crowd around him. Audrey and Michael



are behind him as Beth lights the candles.
Maeve and Meghan stand a little off to the side.

As the song goes on, Randolph and Charlene,
holding a gift, enter the stage. They go
unnoticed. They join the crowd and start to sing.
When the song is finished, Jacob blows out the
candles and everyone claps. Randolph reaches
over and places his hand on Jacob’s shoulder.
Jacob looks up in surprise and jumps to his feet.
Michael watches in disgust as Randolph hugs
Jacob so lovingly.

JACOB
You made it!

RANDOLPH
Are you kidding? We wouldn’t have missed this for the world.

Michael feels physically ill seeing Randolph
place a kiss to the top of Jacob’s head.

MICHAEL
Nice of you two to finally show up.

CHARLENE
We even got you a gift.

AUDREY
I’ll take that into the house. Let’s all just sit down and eat some cake.

Audrey exits the stage to bring the gift in the
house. Beth goes to pick up the knife, but
Michael pulls her to the side. As Michael and
Beth talk, Audrey enters the stage and crosses to
the table. All the others, take their pieces of cake
and converse quietly.

BETH
What the hell?

MICHAEL
Someone knows.



BETH
Knows what?

MICHAEL
A student of mine. They found out.

BETH
That Meghan was-

MICHAEL
No, not that! They found out about us. They know about Eddie.

Beth’s face grows pale at the mention of the
name. She takes Michael by his shirt and pulls
him farther away from the group.

BETH
How do they know?

MICHAEL
They came to run an idea by me, and they showed me the newspaper article.

BETH
What did you tell them?

MICHAEL
I told them nothing about what happened. Just that they couldn’t do the story on that.

BETH
(glancing over at Randolph and Charlene)

What did you do about the article? Do you still have it? Do you have it on you right now?!

MICHAEL
God, no! I ripped it up.

Pause.
Those damn pieces…

BETH
Good. Then we have nothing to worry about.

Pause.
What happened to Eddie was… terrible, but today we are celebrating your son’s birthday. Forget about
this.



MICHAEL
How can I? A student found this article about our family.

BETH
But they don’t know it’s about you. Everything’s fine. They don’t know, and they won't write about it. All
is right with the world.

MICHAEL
How can you be so passive about this?

BETH
If they hear us…

Michael and Beth glance over at Randolph and
Charlene. They watch him as he tells a joke to
Jacob and the whole crowd laughs.

MICHAEL
I want him away from my children.

BETH
Michael!

Michael rushes over to the group and grabs a
piece of cake for himself to try and blend in. At
some point, Audrey has left the stage and returns
carrying a few of the gifts. As Michael gets his
cake, Audrey clears her throat.

AUDREY
Present time!

MEGHAN
Open ours!

Audrey puts on a smile as she takes Meghan and
Michael’s gift and hands it to Jacob. He opens it
excitedly to reveal a pair of sneakers. Michael
smiles triumphantly as Jacob pulls the sneakers
out.

MICHAEL
You said you needed a new pair for your season, so… voila!



AUDREY
Lovely to see that you finally remembered something, but…

Jacob moves so that he can show his feet to
everyone. He is already wearing the pair that
Michael bought.

A little late.

JACOB
It’s alright, dad. When the ones I have now wear out, I’ll be sure to use these.

AUDREY
Wonderful. More things to collect dust.

JACOB
Thanks, dad. Thanks Meghan.

Audrey takes the box and puts it to the side.
Jacob then takes Randolph’s gift and begins to
open it. Inside the large box, Jacob pulls out a
tennis racket. Michael clenches his hands into
fists as he becomes filled with rage.

This is so cool!

RANDOLPH
It was actually your dad’s when he played at your age. It was his good luck charm, so I thought I’d pass it
on to you for your big season. Can never go wrong with a good luck charm.

Jacob rushes to Randolph and hugs him again.

RANDOLPH
We can even start training with it.

MICHAEL
No.

Everyone turns to face Michael. Randolph scoffs
as he pulls away from Jacob, keeping his arm
around Jacob’s shoulders.

MEGHAN
Michael?



RANDOLPH
What do you mean, no?

MICHAEL
I’ll train with him.

Jacob shifts awkwardly as he lets out a forced
chuckle.

JACOB
You don’t have to.

MICHAEL
No… I want to. It’s about time I got back on the court.

RANDOLPH
We already have it planned out, Michael. It’s fine.

MICHAEL
I am perfectly capable of doing it.

Pause.
Also, why didn’t you tell me that you were training with him?

RANDOLPH
Didn’t feel that I needed to. He appreciates the coaching I provide… unlike you.

MICHAEL
(seething)

I made it perfectly clear to you already that I want you nowhere near my children, and especially not
alone!

Meghan and Beth are quick to pull Michael back
as Randolph plants himself firmly in place.

I will train with him for his season, and you’ll leave him alone.

JACOB
Dad, it’s okay.

MICHAEL
No, it’s not! None of this is okay!



CHARLENE
Michael… are you dr-...

MICHAEL
What?! No! God!

RANDOLPH
… Okay. You train with him.

Michael adjusts his shirt as his expression
softens.

As long as it’s what the boy wants.

Jacob feels Randolph’s grip on his shoulder
tighten as he is pulled into Randolph’s embrace.
Jacob glances between the two and then up at
Audrey. He takes the racket in hand and holds it
in his hand, feeling its weight and playing
around with it. As he thinks about his decision,
he realizes that this is his chance.

JACOB
I’ll train with you, dad.

Michael looks up at Randolph and is beaming
with pride. Jacob pulls himself from Randolph’s
embrace and paces to Michael’s side. Michael
hugs him tightly and rustles his hair.

MICHAEL
When do we start?

JACOB
Grandpa and I were supposed to go this weekend.

MICHAEL
How about we start next weekend then?

JACOB
Sure!



In the distance, there’s a knock at the door.
Audrey goes to answer, but Charlene stops her.

CHARLENE
(exiting)

I’ll get it. Enjoy yourself.

MEGHAN
(trying to lighten the mood)

You still have a lot more gifts to open, Jacob.

Jacob sits back in his seat as the others watch
him open the remaining gifts. Michael has his
arm around Meghan and loves how she reacts to
the gifts just as excitedly as Jacob. Michael
glances at Audrey, and she is clearly bored. She
knows that in a few years all these gifts will be
thrown away or stored in the basement.

After a moment, Charlene enters the stage. She
is pale and trembling. Maeve is the only one who
notices her.

MAEVE
Grandma?

Everyone turns to look at Charlene.

AUDREY
Who was it? What happened?

CHARLENE
It was… um… they want to…

Charlene is cut off as POLICE OFFICERS #1
and #2 enter and stand behind her. All the guests
are surprised. Maeve rushes to Audrey’s side.

AUDREY
Officers?

POLICE OFFICER #1
Is there a Mr. Randolph Warren here?



RANDOLPH
That would be me.

POLICE OFFICER #1
We have a few questions we need to ask you at the station.

RANDOLPH
In regards to what, exactly? My memory’s a bit… lacking, so you’ll have to refresh it.

POLICE OFFICER #2
You are under arrest for the physical abuse of minors. We are taking you in for some questions.

All adlib lines of shock. Michael remains silent.

CHARLENE
Randy, what are they talking about?

POLICE OFFICER #1
(approaching Randolph)

We have a warrant for your arrest.

BETH
Surely, there’s a mistake. My father would never-

Police Officer #1 walks over to Randolph and
places his hands behind his back. Police Officer
#1 puts handcuffs on Randolph. Charlene lets
out a cry as she rushes over to Randolph who
shows no signs of struggle or fight. Police
Officer #2 holds Charlene back a little too
roughly. Michael steps forward.

POLICE OFFICER #1                                                                MICHAEL
You have the right to remain silent. Anything                                  (to Police Officer #2)
you say can be used against you in court.                          Get off of her! She’s doing nothing wrong!

Michael pushes Police Officer #2 back. Police
Officer #2 puts his hand on his gun as he holds
his hand out to Michael.

POLICE OFFICER #1                                                              POLICE OFFICER #2
You have the right to have a lawyer                                                        Stand back, sir!
present during questioning. If you



cannot afford a lawyer, one will be                                                            MICHAEL
provided if you wish.                                                                       You get your kicks out

of hurting old ladies, huh?

Charlene rushes to Michael and pushes him
back towards Beth and Meghan.

POLICE OFFICER #1                                                                     AUDREY
If you decide to answer any questions                                          Jacob! Maeve! Go inside!
now without a lawyer present, you                                                 NOW! GET INSIDE!
have the right to stop answering at
any time.

Jacob and Maeve run offstage. Police Officer #1
takes Randolph and both go to exit the stage.
Police Officer #2 follows after them.

MICHAEL
How did you even find him here?

POLICE OFFICER #2
We went by your home, Mrs. Warren. When no one answered, we ran into your neighbors and they let us
know.

BETH
You can’t just take him! He’s only been suspected of it… right?

Police Officer #1, Police Officer #2, and
Randolph exit the stage. Charlene breaks down
crying as she rushes to Michael. He takes her in
his arms and soothes her as Meghan, Beth, and
Audrey are left in shock.

MICHAEL
It’s okay, mom. It’s going to be alright.

CHARLENE
It’s happening all over again!

MEGHAN
What is, Charlene?

There’s a moment of silence as everyone turns to
look at Meghan. She doesn’t know.



For a moment, the audience is left with the
image of Charlene weeping in Michael’s arms as
he soothes her. Meghan glances between
everyone, waiting for some sort of answer. Beth
sits down at the table, unable to stand any
longer. Audrey, still in shock, stands up straight
and clears her throat.

AUDREY
I’ll go and take the cake inside.

Audrey takes the cake and exits the stage.

Meghan crosses to the table and takes out a
book from her bag. It’s the book Michael threw
away. He spots it and crosses to her, leaving
Charlene to weep by herself.

MICHAEL
What are you doing with that?

MEGHAN
Reading it.

MICHAEL
I threw that away.

MEGHAN
I found it when I was taking out the trash. You never let me read it so I thought I’d-

MICHAEL
(snatches book)

I have good reason for you not reading it.

MEGHAN
Michael?!

MICHAEL
You can never read this.

The audience is left with the still image of
Michael staring down at the book in his hands,
Meghan glancing at Michael in complete



confusion, Beth slouched in her seat staring off
into the space, and Charlene weeping alone.

Blackout.

End of Act I.


