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Cast of Characters

FRANK: 30's. Strongly built with a
t ough deneanor.

ABBOTT: 60’s. Well kenpt and stil
handsone.



LIGHTS UP on a small office with a
t herapeutic atnosphere. A | oveseat
sits against the Stage R ght wall.
CRI SPI N ABBOTT sits hunched over a
medi um si zed desk facing the Up
Stage wall. His back to the

audi ence. On the wall are framed
guotes and a portrait of Roman

phi | osopher Seneca the Younger.
ABBOTT wites in a notebook. He

gl ances at other papers next to
him jotting down nore notes.
ABBOTT s watch makes a qui ck
doubl e- beep. He opens the side
drawer to his desk, pulls out a
file, and places it on his desk. He
continues to wite. A heavy knock
at the door. ABBOIT opens the

f ol der.

ABBOTT
- . (Wthout | ooking up)
me in!

FRANK FATI CO enters with a bounce
in his step and a smle on his

face.
ABBOTT
Af t ernoon, Frank.
FRANK
(Cheerfully)

Hey, Abbott! How re you doin ? You good?
FRANK sits in the | oveseat.

ABBOTT
(Witing)
Not too bad.

FRANK
( Noddi ng)
That’ s good! Yeah...yeah, that’s good.

ABBOTT | ooks at FRANK, fully taking
himin for the first tine.

ABBOTT
(G&inning)
And how are you Frank?



FRANK
Oh, you know...sane old sane ol d...
ABBOTT
s that right?
FRANK
Yup.
ABBOTT smi | es.
FRANK
Wha?
ABBOTT
Nothin . | just wouldn’t say "sane old sane old."
FRANK
No?
ABBOTT
No. |’ve never seen you this eager to talk.
FRANK
Yeah, well...I’mnot nuch of a talker, | guess.
ABBOTT
Very true.
(Beat)
Truthfully, I don’t think I’ve ever seen you smle before.
FRANK
Yeah, well...
(Sm ling)
Today’ s a good day.
ABBOTT
Oh, yeah?
FRANK

Yeah. My uh...ny lawer tells ne that |’ ve inpressed the
judge with ny behavi or and cooperation...sooo...they' re
pl anni ng on reducing ny tinme on house arrest.

ABBOTT
( Genui nel y)
That’'s great to hear, Frank. Really.

FRANK
(Cetting excited)
Yeah! But...that’s not even the best part.



ABBOTT
No?

FRANK
Nah. They said that because ny ex rel apsed again, there' s a
better chance that I'll be able to have visitation with ny
son. And, uh...nmaybe if | keep doin’ the way |’ ve been
doin ...l could have hi mon weekends, maybe.

ABBOTT
Frank! That's great! Really, that’s great news.

FRANK

(Smling big)

Yeah. . . t hanks.

ABBOTT
|’ m sure you' Il be happy to see Max again.

FRANK
Psh. You have no i dea.

(Beat)

They’ Il have to have sone guy there with ne...supervisin’,
ya know?

ABBOTT
Sur e.

FRANK
But...it'lIl be good..

FRANK nods slowy, staring off.
Sil ence. He punches his hand into
his fist, snapping hinmself out of
hi s daze.

FRANK

So...yeah. They said, uh...finish up here...with the anger
managenent counseling, get that signed off...and then it’s
t he hone stretch

(Sm | es)
And, uh...seein’ as today is our |ast session and all...
guess | can’t help but, uh...ya know. ..be excited or
what ever .

ABBOTT
(Smling lightly)
| bet.

ABBOTT sits up in his chair. He
grabs his notebook and puts it in
his | ap.



ABBOTT
Well, then...we better get started. W’ ve got a | ot of
ground to cover and not a lot of tine.

FRANK | ooks a little lost but still

sm | es.
FRANK

What, uh...whaddya nean..."a | ot of ground"?
ABBOTT

Well...our sessions haven't really been the nost...

(Searches for the right word)
Conver sat i onal

FRANK
Yeah? So?

ABBOTT
So, we need to get through a lot, seeing as it’s our | ast
sessi on.

FRANK | ooks around for a nonent.

FRANK
Wha. . . whaddya nean? What does that nean? "Get through a
[ot?"...

They stare at each other.

ABBOTT
(Conversational |l y)
Frank...what do you think the point is for this counseling
sessi on between us?

FRANK
( Conf used)
The point?

ABBOTT
Yes. Way do you think you re here?

FRANK
Uh. ..
( Shrugs)
Show the judge that I can control ny shit.

ABBOTT
kay. Yeah. Anything el se?

FRANK
( Conf used)
Anyt hi ng el se?



(Scoffs)
And ' cause he fuckin’ said so, that’s why.

ABBOTT
The point of these sessions is for you to talk to ne about
what it was that made you angry and to understand why you
did what you did...to try and elimnate the possibility of
it ever happeni ng again.

FRANK
. kay. ..so0?
ABBOTT
So...if we haven't tal ked about it and we haven't figured

out why you did what you did, then we haven’t gotten any
closer to solving the issue. And if we haven't gotten any
closer to solving the issue..

ABBOTT pulls out a green piece of
paper fromthe open fol der.

ABBOTT
Then...l can’'t sign off on this...
Si | ence.

FRANK
( Conf used)
So...wait...
(Beat)
What the fuck are you sayin’ ?

Si |l ence. ABBOIT studi es FRANK

FRANK
So...what...you tellin ne...all of this has been for
not hin' ?

ABBOTT
| hope that’s not the case.

FRANK' s face turns hard.
FRANK
(Under his breath)
... This is fuckin bullshit...

ABBOTT
Sorry?



FRANK
| said this is--
(Yelling)
Fucki n’” bull shit!
ABBOTT
Fr ank- -
FRANK

( St andi ng)
No! I didn't go through all this bullshit to be stopped by
sone fuck like you! Al these fuckin sessions to have you
jerk me around | ast m nute?

ABBOTT
Way don’t you try talking to--

FRANK
No. No! Fuck this!

FRANK br eat hes heavily.

ABBOTT
...Do you think this is hel ping?

Sil ence. FRANK paces around the
room He turns to ABBOIT.

FRANK
What do ya want ne to do, huh? You want nme to beg? Get down
on ny knees and beg you? Is that it?

ABBOTT

O course not.
FRANK

Then what ?!
FRANK stands up straight, takes a
| ong breath. Conposes hinself.
FRANK

...See? | got ny anger issues under control. Alright?

(Beat)
What, you don’t believe me? | just fuckin’ showed you didn’t
| ? What the fuck el se do you want nme to do?

ABBOTT
That’s not how this works, Frank.

FRANK
Then what the fuck? |I’ve done good, right? |’ve cone every
week! 1’'ve never been late and | never said shit that |

shoul dn’ t!



ABBOTT
(Cal my)
That’s just it...you ve barely said anything.
FRANK
So what ?
ABBOTT
That’ s why you’'re here. To talk.
FRANK
No- no- no-no-no. They said all | needed to do was cone in
here, do the fuckin® tinme, and |I’'d be good.
ABBOTT
VWll, they were wong.
FRANK

( Shaki ng hi s head)
You’' ve gotta be fuckin kiddin ne.

ABBOTT
Frank...l can’t, in good conscience, informthe court that
you’' ve nmade a significant change, here.

FRANK
"Good conscience"? Fuck your conscience! Fuck you and your
smug fuckin' self.

ABBOTT
That’s unnecessary, Frank.

FRANK
Then what the fuck is necessary? Huh? What do ya need ne to
say? What do | need to do?

ABBOTT
What | need, is to be able to tell the court that you' re not
the same man who did what he did...that you can denonstrate
non- vi ol ent behavi or.

FRANK
Bullshit. This is fuckin bullshit.
ABBOTT
So you’ ve said.
Si | ence.
ABBOTT

| want to help you, Frank...and | think that | can.



FRANK
(Scoffs)
"Hel p me". You don’t know shit about ne.

ABBOTT
(Matter of fact)
... That’ s ny point.

Silence. FRANK turns and | ooks
around the room his back to
ABBOTT. FRANK | aughs lightly to
himsel f. Hi s | aughter grow ng.

FRANK
... This is a fuckin' joke.
(Beat)
You're not even a shrink...right?

He turns to ABBOIT.

FRANK
You don’t even have a fuckin’ degree...
( Mocki ng)
"Anger Managenent Counsel or."
(Beat)

Coupl e hundred bucks, a weekend sem nar, and | could be
doi ng your fuckin’ job. It’s a joke...this whole thing they
got me doin’ is a fuckin' joke.

ABBOTT
(Cal m
Regar dl ess of how you feel about my job or your
situation...nothing has changed.
(Leaning in)
| don’t want this to have been a waste of our tinme, Frank
and | don’t want this to stop you from seei ng your son.

FRANK scoffs.

ABBOTT
| know you don’t believe ne, but I want you to see your Kkid.
| want you to be in his life.

ABBOTT hol ds up the bright green
f ol der.

ABBOTT

But | can’t sign off on this unless you give ne sonething
her e.

Si | ence.



ABBOTT

(Frustrat ed)
If you don’t...you wont be able to have himon weekends and
visitation rights will be limted, if you re allowed any at
all. And seeing as his nother has relapsed, he’s probably
with a foster famly at the nmonment, am|l right? If she
conpl etes a quick twenty-eight day program she’ll be able
to get himback and if she falls off the wagon again, it’s
back to the foster famlies. He could be bounced around the
foster systemfor years--

FRANK
The fuck he wll!

ABBOTT
--And. ..as damaged as the foster systemis in this city,
he’' || probably be in worse honmes than if he lived with his
nother. He'll be in a group home for nost of his chil dhood

and probably be on the street before he’'s even a teenager.

FRANK
And you' re just the fuckin expert, huh? They teach you that
shit at your little sem nar? Wat the fuck do you know about
this kinda shit?

ABBOTT
| know pl enty.
FRANK
(Laughs)
Ch, yeah?
(Beat)
Look at ya...with your "quaint” little office here and your
fancy framed quotes on the wall. Ch yeah, you just scream

"expert" on livin' hard...

(Brushi ng himoff)
You don’t know shit...

(Beat)
Monmry and daddy probably had you in private school since
before you could wal k. Stuffed into Polo shirts and | oafers,
so...so, tell ne..
(Beat)
How t he fuck could you know what it’s |ike out there? How
rough shit can be? Wat ny kid could go through?

ABBOIT stares hard at FRANK
Si | ence.

ABBOTT
(Softly)
You' re right, Frank...you re absolutely right. There isn't
anything I haven't used in here that | didn't learn in sone
cl assroom . .
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(Beat)
Everything 1’ msaying to you was taught to nme by sone ot her
asshole in a blazer. Sonme dick head who probably grew up
with everything he could ever want...telling us what it’s
"really like" for people who have not hing.

(Beat)
But there are some things you can’t teach...
(Beat)
The foster system the group hones...living on the streets?

There were plenty of chapters in a whole |otta books that we
were forced to read for sonme big test...to nake sure that we
really knew what it was |like out there. But |I didn't study

t hose chapters, Frank. | didn’'t have to. The foster system
the group hones...|l was already very famliar with those.
Now. . . why do you think that is? Hnf?

(Beat)

"Cause there were no polo shirts and | oafers, Frank. There
wasn’t even "nomy and daddy"...

FRANK
...Bullshit...

ABBOTT

It’s true. By the tinme | was twelve | had been in seven
di fferent honmes. Some good...nost not so good. By thirteen
was living on the street cause | was too afraid to go to the
group hormes..

(Beat)
| don’t bitch and nban about it and | don’t bl ane anyone.
made do with what | was given. And | don’t need to justify
mysel f to anyone...especially not you. What | do need...is
for you to sit down and let ne do ny job

FRANK crosses his arns. They stare
at each other. ABBOIT breaks eye
contact and sighs, at a loss. He

gl ances at the portrait on the wall
and studies it.

ABBOTT
You, uh...you know who that is?

ABBOTT points to the portrait on
his wall. FRANK | ooks at the
portrait and back to ABBOIT.

ABBOTT
Seneca t he Younger. ..
(Beat)
I nteresting guy. You probably would’ve liked him Smart,
funny...big hit with the | adies. People know himbest for
advi sing sonme of the nost successful enperors in Roman

( MORE)
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ABBOTT (cont’d)
history. Now...he said..."The know edge of sin...is the
begi nning to redenption."” Understandi ng what you’ ve done
wrong...is the only way you can truly nove forward. ..
(Beat)
That’ s why you’re here, Frank. That’s the point to all this.
O...at least, why I'mthe pain in your ass right now...

(Beat)
Now. .. we don't have a lot of tinme left, but | think we can
still get sonmewhere...

(Beat)

So...why don’t you sit down...and let’s at |east try.

Si |l ence. FRANK doesn’t nove. ABBOTT
studi es him

ABBOTT

(Annoyed)
| get it, Frank...l do. The people you' re affiliated
wth...they don't talk. That’s part of the job. But you're
not gonna get what you want unless you let nme help you.
And...truth be told, | don't give a shit how we get there.
You wanna piss and noan? Fine. Go right ahead. Pace around
the room and bitch your heart out. At least we' |l get
sonewhere. But if you're gonna sit in silence and pout?
You're only hurting yourself...

(Beat)
So...you ve got two options here. You can start
talking...you can at least try...or...you can stand
there...and get no where.

(Beat)
What’s it gonna be?

Si | ence. Begrudgi ngly, FRANK makes
his way to his seat and sits down,
arnms still crossed.

ABBOTT
... Okay, then.

ABBOIT sits up and readjusts his
not ebook in his |ap.

FRANK
So. .. now what ?

ABBOTT
Well...why don’t we...why don’t we start with sonething
si npl e.

FRANK

Li ke what ?
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ABBOTT
( Thi nks)
Tell me about when you found out you were going to be a
f at her.

FRANK
(Scoffs)
"Sinmple."
ABBOTT
(Carifies)
Easier to tal k about.
FRANK
What about it?
ABBOTT
How did you find out?
FRANK
| don’t know. She just told ne.
ABBOTT
By "she" you nean your ex?
FRANK
Yeah. Kim She just...told ne.
ABBOTT
And how did that make you feel ?
FRANK
(Annoyed)
How t he fuck do you think I felt?
ABBOTT
(Genui nel y)
| honestly don’t know, Frank.
FRANK
(Adm tting)
.1 was scared shitless.
ABBOTT

meal | v (Surprised)
eal |y~

FRANK
(Sternly)
Yeah.
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ABBOTT
| just mean...you' re a pretty solid guy, |I don't inmagine you
get spooked easily.
FRANK
(Confidently)
| don’t.
ABBOTT
VWll, that’s interesting, don’t you think?
FRANK
What is?
ABBOTT

That you were scared when you found out you were going to be
a father.

FRANK
( Shrugs)

| don’t know.

ABBOTT
Can you think of another tine when you ve felt that scared?

FRANK

. No.

ABBOTT
Never ?

FRANK
No. |’ve never been that scared.

ABBOTT

That’'s saying a lot for a man in your |ine of work, woul dn’'t
you say?
(Beat)
| imagine...you ve probably experienced a | ot of scary
t hi ngs.

FRANK
... Yeah.

ABBOTT
And none of them conpared to finding out you were going to
be a father...

FRANK
( Shaki ng hi s head)
Nope.



14.

ABBOTT
And why do you think that it is?
FRANK
( Thi nki ng)
.1 don’t know.
(Beat)
Maybe. . .

( Sear chi ng)
"Cause...| didn't wanna fuck emup? | didn't have a fuckin’
clue how to be a parent.

ABBOTT
Under st andabl e.
(Beat)
VWhat about Ki nf?
FRANK
VWhat about her?
ABBOTT

You said that she "just told you"...but how did she take the
news.

FRANK
(Scof fs)
Shit...she was as calmas a fuckin’ H ndu cow.
ABBOTT
Real | y?
FRANK

Yeah. She seenmed to have it all figured out. And if you knew
Kim you' d think she’d have a panic attack and go apeshit.
Sonething big |ike that.

( Shakes head)
Nope. She was all breeze.

(Smling lightly)
| admred her for that shit...bein” all cool |ike that?

ABBOTT
Was she using at that point?

FRANK' s face goes bl ank. He nods,
slowy.

FRANK
She started around that tinme.
(Beat)
Pills. Takin’ em behind ny back.
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ABBOTT
(Gently)
She was using while pregnant with Max?
FRANK
Just the pills. Nothin" serious. That | know of, anyway.
(Beat)
One day, though...l cane honme and | saw her in the bathroom
stickin®” her fingers down her throat. | was |like "what the

fuck are you doin’?" And she | ooks at ne all scared and
shit. Turns out, she’d mixed too many pills together and was
afrai d of overdosing.

ABBOTT
And what did you do?

FRANK | ooks at ABBOIT, sharply.

FRANK
(Annoyed)
What did I...
(Beat)
Nothin’. | wanted to hit her. Beat the ever-lovin' shit
outta her for puttin® our kid in danger like that.
Instead...| snatched her up and shoved her ass in rehab.
ABBOTT

And how did she feel about that?

FRANK

Fuck how she felt...

(Beat)
She’s yellin and shit, tellin” ne all these awful things
about how she hates ny guts and how she never wanted ny kid
and bl ah bl ah blah. The rehab center knows |I'’mcomn’ so
they wait there with a bunch of, uh...those um..

(Searching for the right word)
Those bi g nurse guys, what the fuck do you call ’'enf

ABBOTT
Orderlies?
FRANK
Yeah, them
(Beat)
After that...l tell nyself that it’s tine to get ny shit

together. Not for nme. Not for Kim But for ny kid. | wanna
do everything |I can, ya know? | visit her every day that I
can. | try reading sonme of them parenting books fromthe
library...

FRANK shakes hi s head, enbarrassed.
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FRANK
| even sign up for one of those parenting classes, ya know?
Ya learn howto burp eni, feed eni, bathe em ...
(Unconf ort abl e)
Even give enmi CPR, ’'cause...ya never know, right?

ABBOTT
What happened after Kimwas out of rehab?
FRANK
...She wants to start over. Start fresh. |I’mhesitant at

first...but I want to keep her and Max cl ose, ya know? |
nmean. ..she looks like a mllion bucks. Her face is glown’
and she’s smlin all the tine...and happy...she | ooked
really happy.

(Smling big)
A few nonths |later...Max was born.
ABBOTT
And that made you happy?
FRANK

(Scoffs)
You kiddin ? Happiest day of my fuckin' life.

ABBOTT
And you weren’'t scared?

FRANK consi ders this.

FRANK
Yeah...yeah, | was still scared. But now | felt prepared, ya
know?
Silence. FRANK stares off in his
happy daze. ABBOIT watches him
ABBOTT
Frank. ..

(Beat)
...Do you think you can tell nme about that night...on My
7t h?
FRANK s face hardens.

FRANK
Isn’t all that info in your little folder there?

ABBOTT
It is. But I want to hear what you have to say about it.

FRANK doesn’t | ook up.
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FRANK
.1 don’t wanna think about it.

ABBOTT
(Gently)
| understand that, Frank. | don’t want to push you any
harder than I have to. But | think this will help you

FRANK | ooks at ABBOTT, then back to

t he ground.
FRANK
Yeah...yeah, "I, uh... 1711 try.
ABBOTT
( Noddi ng)
kay.
Si | ence.
FRANK
(Hesitantly)
So...a, uh...a fewnonths after...uh...Max is born...I| drive
by ny place with Tony. My, um..associate. And | say, "Hey
Ton'...let’s stop by the house, grab sonethin’ to eat. See
Max for a mnute." "Yeah, sure, why not." So, we pull up, go

i nsi de...and, uh..

Silence. FRANK is still.

FRANK
(Hesitant)
| don’t know, Abbott...l don’t...
ABBOTT

It’s okay, Frank. Just...keep trying.
FRANK stares at the ground.

FRANK
( Renenberi nQg)
... The second | open the door...Il nean, puttin’ ny fuckin’
hand on the doorknob, even...| can feel that sonmethin is
wong. | don’t know...like...everything seens a little bit
off center or sonmethin’. Like the air in the roomis tighter

sonehow. Mre tense.

(Beat)
| call out, look around...no answer. No one’s in the living
room the playroom or Max’s room Tony starts realizin’
sonethin’ s up, too.

(Beat)
...And that’s when | hear the bathtub running. | run through
our bedroom and open the door...and, uh...there’s Kim On

( MORE)
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FRANK (cont’ d)

the floor by the tub...needle sticking out of her fuckin’
arm

(Beat)
And it took nme...three or four full seconds to think,
"where' s Max?"

(Beat)
| tell myself I was trying to process it all, ya know? That
| was trying to get through the anger...the fear. But it
took ne that long to think about nmy own kid.

ABBOTT
(Cently)
It’s okay, Frank. You did nothing wong there. Walking into
sonething like that...you were processing it all...and
t hat’ s okay.
(Beat)

You think you can keep goi ng?

FRANK stares at the floor. He nods,
sl ow y.

FRANK
So...I'mstandin’ there...and I, uh...l ook around...and
l...1 realize Max isn’'t on the changing table or even on the
ground. And ny heart tightens. "Were the fuck el se could he
be?" Ya know?

(Beat)
And then it clicks. And I, uh...l walk over to the tub...and
| look in. | see the water runnin’, sone toys bobbin’

around...and...and ny boy...on his stomach. And he’' s just
floatin’ there. Absolutely still.

(Beat)

| scoop himup as quick as | can and, uh...he ain’t
breathin’. But...l don’'t panic, ya know? My brain just
switches over. | put himdown on the changing table and |
uh...l start doin’ those little conpressions | |earned.

He hol ds up his pointer and m ddl e

finger.

FRANK
Pushin’ on his chest with only ny two fingers, ’'cause he’'s
so frail, ya know? Tryna give himair. Tony cones in behind

me and sees what’s goin’ on and | yell for himto call an
anbul ance.
(Beat)
|’mjust...pushin and pushin’ and pushin’. And | see that
|’mdrippin water all over him | just assune, it’s water
fromthe tub, ya know? And it takes ne a few seconds to
realize...l’mcryin". My tears are fallin’ all over him
(Beat)
And after what felt like a fuckin’ life tine..
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(Sm | es)
He starts coughin’ ...

(Laughs lightly)
He gives these little baby coughs. And then he just starts
wailin . |’ve never been so happy to hear that little shit
yell so loud. He starts cryin’ and cryin and | hold himto
my chest. Tony cones in and | hand him Max so | can check on
Kim He takes himinto the living room the kid stil
wailin . | bend down to Kimand | see that she’s stil
breathin’. So, | pull the needle out of her arm slowy. She
starts to nove and she eventual |y opens her eyes.

(Beat)
... And ya know what? For a nonent...l am so happy. Happy
t hat everyone was okay.

Hs smle fades. He stares off,

face hard.

FRANK
| don’t know what canme over ne. One nonent |’ m pushing the
hai r back behind her ears...and the next...|l feel ny teeth
cl enched so hard | feel |like they' re gonna break. And |
notice that nmy hands are w apped around her neck. She starts
| ooking at ne...scared as all hell. And she’'s weak...so
pat hetically fuckin weak.

(Beat)

| lift her up by her neck and push her up against the
wal | ... hands gripped as hard as | fuckin could. Sonmehow,
she falls over or sonethin’...goes sideways into the tub.

keep ny grip and | push her down into the water. |
just...hold her under...until she stops novin’'.

(Beat)
| don’t even renenber getting on top of her in the tub. | do
remenber the paranedics rushing in and draggi ng nme
out...handing ne off to the police when they get there.

He stares off. The nenory pl ayi ng

on him
FRANK
And you know what ?
( Noddi ng)
That woul d’ ve been right. Me takin’ her fuckin' life for
what she did.
Thi s peaks ABBOIT s interest,
t hough he doesn’t dare interrupt
FRANK.
FRANK
But...by sonme divine fuckin’ being...

(Scoffs)
...She starts coughin’...
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(Shakes hi s head)
| sit there in ny living room soaking wet, police
surrounding nme, and | hear her coughin’ up the sane bath
wat er that alnost killed ny kid. And all | could do was sit
there...staring at Max across the room..being held by sone
police officer that won't even let me hold him

Si | ence.

FRANK
|”m sure |’ msupposed to, uh...tell you it was all a big
m stake, right? That | wasn't nyself? That | would change it
if I could?

ABBOTT
(Genui nel y)
...You can say whatever you'd |like Frank.

Sil ence. FRANK opens his nouth to
speak when the alarm on ABBOTT s
wat ch beeps twi ce, indicating that
the session is over. They' re both
still.

ABBOTT
(Softly)
That’s our time Frank.

FRANK | ooks at ABBOIT.

FRANK
What, uh...what does that nean? For ne...ya know?
(Beat)
| thought | did good, right?

ABBOTT
(Softly)
Yeah, Frank. You did really well.

FRANK
So, uh...what...
(Beat)
Are you gonna sign that?

He points to the green slip of
paper on ABBOIT s desk.

ABBOTT
| have to | ook at ny notes, go over some things...then |’|
make ny deci sion.
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FRANK
Make your...are you fuckin' kiddin me? | did what you
needed, right? | said all the shit you wanted ne to say. |
nmean. ..what the fuck el se do you want nme to do?

ABBOTT
Frank- -
FRANK
No! | didn't sit in this chair, listen to your bullshit,

have you put ne through the ringer like this just to have
you turn around and- -

ABBOTT
Fr ank!
(Beat)
You did well. Ckay?
(Beat)
Now...legally, I can't tell you ny decision, anyway. |’I

informthe court this afternoon. You should hear from your
| awyer by the end of the day.

They stare at each other.

ABBOTT
(Genui nel y)

You did well, Frank.

FRANK

.So...that’s it, huh?

ABBOTT
... Yeah.

FRANK
Ain't nothin” | can do or say...

ABBOTT
... That’s it.

FRANK nods, slowy. Silence. FRANK
stands up and wal ks towards the
door. He stops in his tracks. Turns
back to ABBOIT.

FRANK
(Tearfully)
This, uh...this ain’t about ne, Abbott...ya know? This whol e
thing? It’s about ny kid.

(Beat)
"Cause ne? |'man asshole. And | don’t deserve sonething as
good as himafter the shit 1’ve done. | fucked up...l know

that...but. ..



| did it

You j ust,

(Beat)

22.

"cause | love him..ya know?

Sil ence. FRANK wi pes his face and
stands up straight.

FRANK
uh...you do right by him Alright?
Si | ence.
ABBOTT
(Genui nel y)

You take care of yourself, Frank.

FRANK nods. He turns and wal ks out
t he door. ABBOIT stares at the
door. He picks up the file and puts
the green slip of paper on top. He
pi cks up his pen and studies the
paper. He | ooks around the room He
turns and | ooks at the portrait of
Seneca nounted on the wall. He
turns his gaze away slightly,

t hi nki ng about what to do next.

BLACKQOUT
END OF PLAY



