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Characters

Charlie – Pediatrician, 35 years old.

Catherine (Cat) - Charlie’s wife, 27 years old.

Maggie - Charlie’s sister, – 42 years old.

Visitor One -Young adult female, or young adult male.

Visitor Two - Young female voice.

ACT I

Scene 1
(An affluent Philadelphia suburb, manicured lawn surrounds spacious three – story granite stone house.)

(Charlie enters his home and sees Catherine obsessively polishing a table in Kitchen)
Charlie:

Where’s Sarah?  [ spoken abruptly ]
Catherine:
(Focused on table and doesn’t look up) You’re home early. I thought you had a full schedule of patients today.

Charlie:

What? “I asked where is Sarah?” (Charlie should ask questions quickly in an abrupt, impatient tone)
Catherine:
 (Pause) She’s in her bedroom playing with Sammy.

Charlie:
How was her day?

Catherine:
(Pause) She’s been giggling up there all afternoon. (Pause) She really loves that puppy. (Pause)  I thought I was going to have to keep your dinner warm tonight.

Charlie:
What are you talking about? Listen, I want to know how Sarah’s day was.

Catherine:
Fine.

Charlie:

Fine? Just fine?
Catherine:

She had a good day.

Charlie:
A good day … compared to what? Yesterday? You do remember yesterday?

Catherine:
(Stops polishing.) Of course I do. I was the one with her when …. 

Charlie:
Stop it. Don’t go there. 
Catherine:
(Catherine glares at Charlie) Listen, Charlie, I’ll go there and anywhere else I choose to go. I am her mother. While you’re at work taking care of other kids’ illnesses, I’m home taking care of our daughter. So don’t …. 

Charlie:
So there it is.  

Catherine:
 (Defiant)There’s what? 
Charlie:
You resent my job. 

Catherine:
No Charlie. I don’t resent your job.

Charlie:
So, it’s just me then. 

Catherine:
You don’t get it Charlie. You just don’t get it.
Charlie:
Get what? 

Catherine:
For the past three months you’ve come home acting, I don’t know, unreasonable and demanding.

Charlie:
( Sarcastic) Oh, you’ve been counting the days.

Catherine:
Yes I have. Ever since that day….

Charlie:
Stop it.  (Pause) It’s not me you resent. You hate being around Sarah, now.

Catherine:
(Defiant) I do not.
Charlie:
(Condescending anger) You always want and expect things to be perfect.
Catherine:
That’s not fair.

Charlie:
Just look at what you’re doing. Every night this week, I’ve come home to find you polishing that same damn table.

Catherine:
Well, it is an expensive antique (Pause) and the grain is Tiger Oak. (Resumes polishing)

Charlie:
What the hell does that mean?

Catherine:
It means, it takes a lot of time and patience to bring out the different shades of wood.

Charlie:
Listen to yourself.  You’re the one whose behavior is questionable. (Pause) 

Tonight, I came home simply asking where Sarah was and what her day was like. And you just stand there rubbing whatever into that stupid table and say “she’s fine”.

Catherine:
Well, she was fine today. No nausea, no vomiting (Pause) some diarrhea. (Defiant) Okay, there, fine but with some diarrhea. Did that satisfy you, Charlie? 

Charlie:
Well, I am a pediatrician and she is my daughter too.

Catherine:
Yea, maybe you’re the doctor but I am the mother and (5 second pause), and the one who felt the lump in her abdomen twelve weeks ago. 

Lights fade. 
Scene 2
(That night. Sarah’s Bedroom. Clearly, dominant color in bedroom is pink with room filled with stuffed animals, pink curtains and a bureau with a mirror on top.  On top of bureau are several ribbon strands that are reflected in mirror so audience can clearly see them. Several articles of Sarah’s  clothing are on floor. Sarah sleeps in bed. Audience doesn’t see Sarah but only sees bed, pink pillow case covering pillow and a raised form under bed quilt that is made of colorful patch designs.)

(Catherine slowly moves around room and picks up Sarah’s clothes from the floor. As Catherine picks up each article of clothing, she gently removes Sarah’s shedding hair from clothes. Catherine carefully places hair into a pocket on her worn but comfortable- looking cardigan sweater. (Several beats)
Catherine faces bed and sings acappella. 


How can I tell you, 


Each day may shine less bright?


How can you ever know, 


My life grows dark as night?


How can I tell you,


I would give my life for you?


How can you ever know,


My joy to wrap your hair in bows?


(Catherine touches her sweater pocket)


Oh, Sarah, how can I ever tell you,


My love for you will never die?


How can you ever know,


My love will always shine like stars in the sky?


Though, my love will never die…


My love will never die… 


Still, I will always ask why.


Sarah… my love will always ask…why.


My love will always ask…why.

Lights fade out
Scene 3
(Two days later. Sunday afternoon. Kitchen.  A country feel, with everything in its place. Nothing looks messy as Catherine bakes cookies.  Maggie walks in.)

Maggie:
Hi, Cat. Smells awfully good. (Pause) (Catherine stares out window) Okay, you twisted my arm. I volunteer to taste the first cookie!  
Catherine:
(Startled, turns to Maggie) Oh my God… hi Maggie. Didn’t hear the door.

Maggie:
No wonder. The door was wide open. Open invitation, Cat, for all the rift-raft to sample your goodies! And not just the cookies! (Laughs) 

Catherine:
Trust me, they would want a refund.

Maggie:
Yeah right. With your killer body, they’d need an insulin drip.

Catherine:
When will I ever learn not to banter with an attorney (Pause) who thinks she also knows some medicine. 

Maggie:
Well, I do work in the DA’s Office… you know, murders a la cart (Pause), gunshots, stabbings, torched victims… you name it, we got it.

Catherine:
Please… I get it, I get it.

Maggie:
So, where is everybody? (Looks around)

Catherine:
Charlie took Sarah to the play ground.

Maggie:
Nice. Spring finally arrived. Good for everyone to get outside and enjoy. 

Catherine:
Yes it is.
Maggie:
Everyone…

Catherine:
I said it is.

Maggie:
Everyone, Cat.

Catherine:
Charlie needed the time with Sarah. You know, being at work all week.

Maggie:
So Sarah feels stronger? (Maggie should ask her questions quickly.)

Catherine:
A little.

Maggie:
Still needs help walking?

Catherine:
Yes.
Maggie:
What’s it’s been, four months?

Catherine:
Sarah was diagnosed three months ago today. 

Maggie:
Right. Radiation starts this Monday?

Catherine:
Yes.
Maggie:
How many weeks of radiation does she get?

Catherine:
(Pause) Six weeks.

Maggie:
What’s worse? The chemo or radiation?

Catherine:
 (5 second Pause) The disease.

Maggie:
(Pause) I’m sorry. (Pause) You know me, when I’m frustrated, I keep firing the questions. (Pause) I am sorry.

Catherine:
That’s okay.

(Beat)
Maggie:
How is Charlie? Sorry, there I go again.

Catherine:
That’s okay, Maggie (Pause) He’s the same.

Maggie:
The same … but not the same old Charlie.

Catherine:
It’s different now.

Maggie:
What is?

Catherine:
I said he’s different.

Maggie:
Oh. (Pause). Well, everyone’s different now.

Catherine:
No, not everyone. 

Maggie:
(Pause) You mean Sarah?

Catherine:
She’s Sarah, the same lovable… (breathes deeply, swallows hard)

Maggie:
You and Charlie have a smart girl. Pre- K is not that important. She picks things up so quickly, just like her aunt… the smartest Assistant DA in the County, no the State! She’ll be ready for kindergarten this fall, then next year, Law School. (Laughs)

Catherine:
Will she? Will, she? How do you know?

Maggie:
I know. (Pause) I believe. (Pause) (Softly) I have to believe.

Catherine:
Believe in what, Maggie?

Maggie:
Sarah’s recovery. Her health. Her future.

Catherine:
How do you know for sure?

Maggie:
Because I …

Catherine:
Really know for sure?

Maggie:
(Pause) Cat, how do we know anything for sure?

Catherine:
(Pause) I know something for sure. 
Maggie:
Yes?

Catherine:
My love for Sarah and Sarah’s love for all of us.

Maggie:
(Pause) You’re  right. I know all kids have a zest for life but Sarah (Pause) well, she’s more than other kids.  I know I’m a biased aunt who wants her niece to one day go to law school and then become a prosecutor. Sarah is a very sensitive girl, and I don’t mean she gets her feelings hurt easily.  What I mean is… she’s very intuitive (Pause), not just compared to other five year olds but even adults. It’s as if she has a dominate sixth sense. An uncanny ability to read another person’s thoughts and then act on that information. (Pause) My God, did I just deliver my summation to the jury? (Smiles)

Catherine:
I know. Sometimes, Sarah will come up to me, take hold of my hand and whisper “I love you”, right at the moment I need to hear it the most.

Maggie:
You see … like me, you also believe in Sarah. (Pause) In Sarah…for Sarah. We must believe with Sarah.
Catherine:
Blind faith?

Maggie:
Not blind faith, trusting faith.

Catherine:
Trust, what’s that?

Maggie:
You know… marriage, love and all that.

Catherine:
Like I said, what’s that?

Maggie:
Wow. We definitely need to talk (Pause). How is Charlie?

Catherine:
Playing with Sarah?

Maggie:
Uh, no… how is he?

Catherine:
Busy.

Maggie:
Yeah, I know, with his practice but here… right here in this home… with you and Sarah. (Pause). How is my brother doing? 

Catherine:
You’ll have to ask him.

Maggie:
I will. When do you think Charlie and Sarah will be home?

Catherine
I said they’re at the play ground.

Maggie:
Right. (Pause) I would like to talk to my brother … when do you think he’ll be home?

Catherine:
Physically, soon. Emotionally, who knows.

Maggie:
Cat, what are you saying? Charlie’s  not here for you?

Catherine:
(Sarcastic anger) What’s the term?... A.W.O.L, right?  Yeah, AWOL.

Maggie:
Wow! You still remember some of that army jargon. What’s it been now? ‘Bout four years since you guys moved back home?
Catherine:
Five years this month. Remember… then within the month of moving back here, I had Sarah… you know,  Charlie’s discharge from the army, his new job back here as a pediatrician… new beginnings… the birth of our daughter…fresh start…(Sarcasm) (softly) yea, fresh start.

Maggie:
I know those three years you guys were away in the army were rough.

Catherine:
Yea, right. (Beat) Charlie keeps saying …“Thank God, Sarah wasn’t born then.”  Away from his home… stationed at some God- forsaken army post… with a child who has cancer.

Maggie:
Well, I agree. At least you, and Charlie and Sarah have family support here.

Catherine:
(5 second pause) Well, I thank God Sarah wasn’t born while we were away… but for a different reason.
Maggie:
Really?

Catherine:
Yes.
Maggie:
What could be worse than Sarah having cancer and living over one thousand miles away from family?

Catherine:
(Agitated) What’s worse? I’ll tell you what’s worse. Me taking care of a sick child while trying to survive the fights with Charlie.

Maggie:
(5 Second pause) I know… remember, I did visit you guys several times over some long weekends. I did sleep in the bedroom next to you. (Pause) I heard the arguments.

Catherine:
Maggie, you only heard what we allowed you to hear, you know… weekend skirmishes… that’s all they were …not the battles. You’re family … we tried to be thoughtful.

Maggie:
(Beat)And I tried to be discreet .

Catherine:
(Angry) I tell you, Charlie has been A.W.O.L….A.W.O.L…AWOL!

Maggie:
I heard you the first time. Army jargon… AWAY WITHOUT LEAVE, right. You think Charlie has been gone too much, you think his medical practice …

Catherine:

(Raises voice even louder) Charlie has been A.W.O.L… AWAY WITHOUT LOVE!

Lights fade out

Scene 4

(Charlie is heard off stage talking with Sarah as he carries her up front stairs to her bedroom. Catherine follows and remains in bedroom.)

(Charlie speaks to Sarah offstage) That was so much fun, wasn’t it Sarah? You were swinging so high on the swing that I thought you were going to fly with all the birds in the sky. Now it’s nap time. Love you, Sarah.

(Charlie comes down back steps into kitchen where Maggie has remained.)

(Surprised) Hey Maggie… when did you get here?

Maggie:
‘Bout an hour ago. Cat and I were just talking about things.

Charlie:
Oh yeah? About us…about me?

Maggie:
Don’t be so egotistical. About things in general. (Pause) And about Sarah.

Charlie:
What did she say?

Maggie:
Oh, a lot of stuff. She said it’s been rough. Chemo…now radiation is next. Everyday for six weeks. That’s what I was told… six weeks. 

Charlie:
(5 second pause) (Softly) Yea, six weeks. (Pause) We start radiation tomorrow.   More nausea, vomiting …and more hair loss…but now radiation … skin burns…(softly) on my daughter’s body…my Sarah…(turns away). I don’t know… can…can I… do this?

Maggie:
(Adamant) Yes, yes you can …and you will get through this. Charlie, I look at this disease as a criminal…the lowest kind of human existence.  The kind I prosecute every day.  We will convict it. We must …we must.

Charlie:
(Anger mixed with sarcasm) Really?… how wonderful… “we will convict”. (5 second pause)  You don’t know… you’ll never know. You’ve lived a sheltered life Maggie. A life without any worry. A life… O God, I am tired… (Softly) so tired … you don’t know, you just don’t know.

Maggie:
I’m  here, Charlie. I want to know… I want to know what you’re feeling.

Charlie:
Do you? Do you really want this?

Maggie:
Yes.

Charlie:
Well… here we go.  My daughter gets a tumor (Pause) then chemo is put into her blood stream, then radiation.

Maggie:
I know. 

Charlie:
(Challenges) That’s just it. You don’t know. You never will. 

Maggie:
I am Sarah’s aunt.

Charlie:
So…

Maggie:
I am her aunt. Not someone who just sends birthday or seasonal cards. I’m someone who cares, and loves Sarah very much.
Charlie:
Like I said… you don’t know. You live a sheltered life.
Maggie:
How can you say that. Everyday I see the worst that can happen to people … murder victims, rape victims… yes, even child abuse victims (Pause).  (Raises voice) So don’t go there Charlie.  Don’t try to make me out as someone who is isolated from human misery.  I see the pain and suffering in a family’s eyes when a father and mother have to identify their murdered child. Oh, I see it …O God, I see it all right.

Charlie:
You see it, that’s right… but you don’t feel it. Tell me honestly that you feel the pain in a father’s or mother’s heart when they stand there… staring down at their dead child… lying on a cold metal table… alone and cold. No… you don’t feel their misery… you can’t. Come back to me later when you’re  a mother and your child, your only child, has cancer.  Then we’ll talk… and then… maybe… I will listen.

Maggie:
Charlie … (Pause) don’t push me away.  I do feel your pain. I do. I know I’m not a mother, and Sarah is not my daughter, but I know hurt …I do hurt so much …more than ever. I may not be Sarah’s biological mother but I am her aunt, godmother … and her best friend.

Charlie:
(Sarcasm) What do you mean best friend? 

Maggie:
Just that. Best friend.
Charlie:
Yeah?
Maggie:
Yes, and Charlie… do you know what best friends do? (Charlie walks away shaking his head) They share secrets.

Charlie:
(Turns around and faces Maggie) Secrets. (Sarcasm)  Right. What secrets would a five year old have?  

Maggie:
You’d be surprised.

Charlie:
Right. (Pause) Well?

Maggie:
Well what?

Charlie:
Tell me.

Maggie:
I said they are secrets. 

Charlie:
Well, I am her father. (Pause) We share things between us.  I don’t call them secrets but …yeah, we have secrets too.

Maggie:
This isn’t a game, Charlie.  I’m not competing against you for Sarah’s love.

Charlie:
Sounds like you are.
Maggie:
Love can be shared.

Charlie:
Really… if what you say is true, then love will be diluted…weakened. The more you share that emotion… love… the more it will lose its identity … its vitality.

Maggie:
No… no, Charlie. Love wouldn’t weaken. Love would grow. Your love will touch one person… then that person touches another with your love, and so on ….

Charlie:
(Anger) Don’t give me that crap. Save it for your jury. We’re not in kindergarten, Maggie.

Maggie:
No, we’re not… but Sarah will be next year and Sarah is hurting. She is injured. Your love for Sarah is … beautiful. But you need to share the love you have for Sarah, what you have inside you, share that love with Cat. She needs you Charlie… she desperately needs your love.

Charlie:
(Challenges) So, that’s what you and Catherine were talking about while I was out with Sarah. 

Maggie:
Not exactly, we were….

Charlie:
(Anger) Stop it. You think you can come in here and play district attorney, judge, jury and psychoanalyst. You think you have it all worked out. You have no right to come in my house and judge my … what would you call them… failures.

Maggie:
You’ve got it all wrong.   I’m not judging you. I am your sister. I have known you all your life.  (5 second pause) All right, I’m going there.  I’m gonna give you some free analysis. (Pause)You have a problem. (5 second pause) You have a control issue. 

Charlie:
(Turns sharply and glares at Maggie) Oh, I’ve got a control issue. Well just look in the mirror. Which one of us wants to control a person’s freedom? Even a person’s life?  Have you seen the national studies on convicted murderers waiting on death row for years who suddenly have been cleared based on DNA evidence? Men and women wrongly prosecuted and convicted. Their lives ruined… no chance to ever have a meaningful life… no chance to have a meaningful relationship.

Maggie:
I agree, those cases are unfortunate but …. 

Charlie:
You’ve got to be kidding. Unfortunate? Is that the official comment from our wonderful… “We’re there for the people”, DA Office?

Maggie:
Listen, I’m not the Judge and Jury. Before our office decides to prosecute, we carefully evaluate the evidence presented to us by hard working, underpaid police officers and detectives who….. 

Charlie:
Who …at times take short cuts just to get convictions.
Maggie:
No. That’s not true. They know if they don’t perform a thorough and unbiased investigation, there will be serious repercussions.  

Charlie:
(Sarcasm) Oh, that’s right… an official news release from the District Attorney apologizing for any inconvenience suffered by the (emphasis) persecuted defendant. 

Maggie:
(Walks across stage) Forget it.

Charlie:
Forget it? Now, when we’re analyzing your life, you want to forget it. How convenient. (Charlie walks across stage towards Maggie and stands on same plane with her.) (Anger) And what about all those priests who abused children…? Many innocent children… these priests were suppose to nourish and safe guard their spiritual needs.  Where were you and the DA Office?   (Maggie turns and glares at Charlie) That’s right… hundreds of priests walked…never prosecuted… they’re out here walking around, enjoying life…yea…defrocked…technically no longer a priest but still living their lives free from accountability and punishment… living anonymously in our neighborhoods... without any supervision…near our children… and why? Go ahead, give me the DA’s excuse why….

Maggie:

(Defensive anger) It’s not an excuse. It’s the law.

Charlie:

What?

Maggie:

The alleged crimes were reported too late. The Statute of Limitations requires certain crimes to be reported within a  certain time period before we can prosecute. We wanted to…

Charlie:

Bull-shit… you could have gone after the church’s hierarchy… the monsignors, bishops… yea,  even the Cardinal… the ones who knew about these abuses and who moved the guilty priests from parish to parish just to avoid bad publicity. Be honest… these so - called  spiritual leaders enabled these bastards to commit more abuses against our children. Okay, you’re telling me your hands were tied because of  the law. Right? Well let’s talk law. Isn’t there a law against ‘being an accessory’ and ‘obstruction of justice’…knowing about a crime and not reporting it?

Maggie:

(Turns away and walks slightly upstage) (softly, apologetically) I know… everything you’ve said… it’s all …it’s all true. I am not proud of it. The way our office handle this issue. It wasn’t right… It just wasn’t… (Maggie walks down stage toward Charlie) You’re right, Charlie. We have a responsibility… and we failed. It was political, you know…the decision not to go after the church’s hierarchy. Forget the Statute of Limitations… We could have and should have gone after the ones who knew about the abuses… God damn it Charlie… I never told you this, but I almost lost my job over it.

Charlie:

What? 

Maggie:

Yea, me…the First Assistant DA…The one who has been groomed to be the next district attorney. I almost got fired. And for what? Challenging the DA on this one. I got right in his face… Then he threatened to fire me. And what did I do? I backed down. I remember standing in his office, staring at him for minutes… Hating him for what he was not doing for those children… hating myself even more for not standing up to him… For the children… (5 Second pause) We should’ve gone after the church leaders. The ones who knew.  Screw the politics… screw the church’s support in the next election. (Beat) We should have done the right thing. Instead, we looked the other way.

Charlie:

I didn’t know.

Maggie:
 (Maggie turns to face Charlie) (5 second pause) (Softly) I didn’t come here to argue with you. I really didn’t. I wanted to see Sarah and check on you guys. That’s all. But then Cat opened up and it seemed, maybe, I should help. (Pause) Clearly, I haven’t …just made things worse, I guess. I’m sorry.

Charlie:
(Light sarcasm.) You guess.

Maggie:
I’m here for you, Charlie… believe it or not… I am…same goes for Cat and of course, Sarah.

Charlie:
(Pause) Well, Sarah’s probably sleeping by now. Her afternoon naps have gotten longer.

Maggie:
Maybe I’ll just peek in on her before I leave…okay?

Charlie:
Whatever.

Maggie:
(Turns to leave, hesitates and faces Charlie.) (Beat) You need to know something.

Charlie:
Oh God, here we go again.

Maggie:
Just relax. (Pause) What you said… about me not feeling what the victims or their families feel… maybe…maybe you are right. (Pause) I don’t know. 
Charlie:
So what are you saying?

Maggie:
What I’m saying is… maybe I should step back… take a second look at things, my cases at work, the people I meet (Pause) and maybe…yeah maybe, the victims… their families…what they’re  all  about.  I guess what I’m saying Charlie, is maybe I have been too removed … an outsider looking in.

Charlie:
So you no longer want to see yourself as the next district attorney who lives and breathes every second to go after a defendant’s jugular. Get serious, Maggie. As long as I can remember, growing up with you was like living my life in a constant debate… always being challenged as to my point of view, and yeah, always ‘word usage’ Christ , Maggie, you really think you can change. Don’t kid yourself.

Maggie:
Listen, I’m not saying I don’t want this life as an Assistant DA. I do. (Pause) That’s just it, maybe I want to be even a better prosecutor. One that does more than just sees injustice or sees a victim’s pain. I think what you said, Charlie… maybe, maybe has some merit. (Pause) Maybe, I have not felt their pain. (Pause) (Softly) But… why haven’t I?  

Charlie:
You always said you’re a professional and you’ve got a job to do.

Maggie:
I know. But now, I don’t think that’s enough. Maybe, there is more to it. I don’t know.

Charlie:
Look, I’m tired, really…. 
Maggie:
I need to check on ….

Charlie:
Tired and frustrated….

Maggie:
We all are, Charlie. (Turns and leaves room) 

Charlie
(5 second pause) Sometimes, too tired… nothing left… to give. 

Lights fade out

Scene 5

(It is 1am later that night. Charlie is asleep on floor in Sarah’s bedroom.  Sarah has been ill all night. Imagine a reality that seems even more real and more out of control than being awake.)

Charlie:
 (Heavy breathing with guttural voice filled with fear.) No …no…Ohh... Noooo…(Charlie rocks back and forth on floor. Charlie sits up quickly and looks over at Sarah calmly sleeping in bed. Charlie rubs his eyes with both hands and looks again over in the direction of Sarah. Charlie and audience see a robed figure – Visitor one -wearing white hooded robe standing next to Sarah’s bed. Face of Visitor One  is not seen.)
(Charlie’s manner should appear as if he is talking in his sleep but with his eyes still facing Visitor One) (Agitated)  I told you already, I don’t know the dose… I have tried to remember … tried to… I should know it…I know she needs it… (Visitor one begins to raise arm over Sarah.) (Very agitated and fearful) Stop …stop it… leave her alone …I’ll remember how… the dose… I’ll come up with it… I do know how (Visitor One  lowers hand over Sarah’s face) (Anguish/ fear) Nooo….Ohhh….Nooo…please stop …please… I will remember… the dose… I will remember how….

(Charlie stands and sleep walks and stumbles towards Sarah’s bed, waving his arms and hands in front of him as if clearing cobwebs.)

(Visitor one  exits stage)

Charlie:
(Breathes heavily.)(Softly) Oh,  Sarah …I’m here …Daddy’s here… I must remember… I must …please… Oh Sarah… ( 5 second pause) I will remember… I will.

(Visitor One’s  voice is heard offstage. Voice is dead calm, expressionless, as if words are spoken without a breath heard. Visitor One’s  voice should be serene but assured.)

(Gregorian Chant is heard softly throughout rest of scene during dialogue between Visitor One and Charlie.)

Visitor One:
You think your memory will help you? Now… you want time… to remember how. Why should you receive time? Why should I give you anything?
Charlie:
(Charlie’s tone is both startled and challenging) What? Who are you?

Visitor One:
Time is precious… you want time to make things right… you’ve had a life filled with chances. Lost chances.

Charlie:
Am I dreaming? (Pause) I don’t understand. I just want my daughter to live.

Visitor One:
You hurt… but you have no control over Sarah’s life… or death.

Charlie:
(Defiant) Who the hell are you? And how do you know my daughter’s name?
Visitor One:
(Pause) There is more at stake than Sarah’s life.

Charlie:
Sarah is everything to me. 

Visitor One:
Do you love her?

Charlie:
(Defiant) Who are you? How dare you? Of course, I love Sarah.

Visitor One:
No, Charlie. Do you love her?

Charlie:
(Angry) This is crazy… I’m talking to a voice that challenges my love for my daughter. Go away…Go away.
Visitor One:
 Do…you…love… her?

Charlie:
(Shouts but Sarah does not hear him and continues to sleep calmly.) I LOVE SARAH!

Visitor One:
(5 second pause) It’s not Sarah, Charlie. (5 second pause) It’s Catherine. Do…you…love…her?

Charlie:
(5 second pause) (Softly) Catherine. My wife… (Pleads) How do you know her? Who are you?

Visitor One:
I have been with you… all your life. Each day I’ve seen it all. The Good… and the Bad… and the Real Ugly.

Charlie:
(Softly) I must be dreaming (Pause) (Challenging)  Who are you? I want to know.  Do you hear me?  Who are you? 
Visitor One:
(Pause) I am what you have ignored for many, many years. (5 second pause) I am your Soul.

Charlie:
My… my soul? What do you mean… my soul? You are talking to me… and I am hearing you … I’m dreaming… that’s it …dreams …silly, stupid, dreams.

Visitor One:
(Pause) Still, you ignore me. But, you are not alone. Others do what you have done most of your life. You hear me but don’t listen. You and many others allow the noise of life to distract you… to keep you from listening...

Charlie:
(Agitated) I know…I just need to wake up and this nightmare will be gone.

Visitor One:
What if you are not dreaming, Charlie?  What then?

Charlie:
(Raises voice) Then I’m psychotic. 

Visitor One:
Here come the labels. Psychosis. You do know, many people are mistakenly given this diagnosis… this label… and other labels …just because they are listening  to their souls ( 5 second pause)We are not of this world. We don’t play by your rules.

Charlie:
(Shouts but Sarah still sleeps) Wake up…wake up. I must wake up…

Visitor One:
Listen to me, Charlie. (Beat) I can help. Just listen and Remember… you must Remember. I know you want to.  I can help. (Pause) You must remember… how to love.
(Gregorian Chant music ends as light fades out on visitor One.)

Charlie:
(Stumbles to floor- exhausted)

(Softly) I must wake up. This nightmare …wake up…wake up (Pause)(Softly) Listen… listen (Pause 10 seconds) no, go away… go away… please, please go away.  
Lights fade out
Scene 6

(Next morning, Monday, 6am. First day of radiation treatments. Raining and unseasonably cold for April. Charlie dressed in worn jeans and old but comfortable hooded sweat shirt. He sits at kitchen table staring at streams of water running down outside on glass patio door.  He is facing audience, gripping coffee mug with both hands.)

(Catherine enters wearing bathrobe) 

Catherine:
(Softly) You never came to bed.

Charlie:
(Charlie doesn’t hear or see Catherine) 

Catherine:
Charlie…(Pause) (Speaks a little louder) Charlie…
Charlie:
(Turns to Catherine. He takes a healthy swallow of coffee) Sorry …what?

Catherine:
Were you with Sarah, all night?

Charlie:
Yes. Another bad night. It’s going to get rough… you know…radiation on top of residual effects from chemo.

Catherine:
(Pause) Will we have it worse than now?

(Beat)
Charlie:
(He stares at Catherine. He then looks out again at rain beating against windows) We’ll just have to see, Catherine, take one day…you know…

Catherine:
  (5 second pause) (Softly) You look exhausted. Did you get any sleep?
Charlie:
A little.

Catherine:
(Pause) Bad dreams?

Charlie:
What?

Catherine:
I heard you call out. I was half way down the hall to check on you but then everything got really quiet. I didn’t want to walk in on you and maybe wake you up.

Charlie:
One good thing about my dreams… I never remember them. The good ones and the not- so- good ones. 

Catherine:
Yeah, I know. Sarah always tries to get you to tell her your dreams. She remembers her dreams so vividly.

Charlie:
I guess if I can’t remember the bad ones, I’ll accept I can’t remember the good ones either. (Pause) I just make up some for Sarah, you know.

Catherine:
You do that very well. She loves when you two go on and on about your dreams.

Charlie:
Yea… but sometimes I wish I could remember… you know… the good dreams. Sometimes, I feel like … I’m dishonest with Sarah.

Catherine:
I don’t understand. She loves listening to you.
Charlie:
That’s what I’m talking about. She listens to every word… the real ones… and the made up ones. She takes everything I tell her as the gospel truth.

Catherine:
She is only five, Charlie. Children do that you know.

Charlie:
No…it’s more than that. Sarah is different. (Pause) When I tell her a story, I look at her and I see the wonder in her eyes. When she looks at me… her eyes …her eyes never turn away. (Pause) They seem to take in everything about me, (Pause) everything.
Catherine:
Sarah is special. That’s what Maggie and I were talking about yesterday.

Charlie:
(Stands and looks outside through glass patio door where audience sits) Very special. Always has been but… I’m not sure how to say it. Sarah has become even more …intuitive. 

Catherine:
Maggie said the same thing.

Charlie:
(Doesn’t react to Catherine. He walks downstage and stands stage left. He speaks as if he is alone doing a monologue. The audience can clearly hear him, but Catherine only hears muffled sounds)  Was it a year before the diagnosis… I don’t remember…Sarah sees inside me …everything about me. What I’ve become…(5 second pause) what I should be. She listens… hears more than my words. (Pause) She doesn’t speak a word, but I think… she is telling me something… something I can’t quite hear.

Catherine:

(Hesitates) Charlie…

Charlie:
(Charlie continues to speak in a monologue looking out over audience) (Softly) I am close… I can feel it… Remember… Remember.... 

Catherine:
(Moves closer to Charlie. She still only hears muffled sounds.) Charlie…Charlie… 

Charlie:
(Agitated)  What? (Charlie turns around and glares at Catherine. His hands visibly tremble.) What’s wrong?

Catherine:
I don’t know. You were … saying something, I think… about something, I think… I could not understand.

Charlie:
About what?
Catherine:
I said I didn’t know what you were saying…

Charlie:
(Challenges) No. You said you didn’t understand what I was saying.

Catherine:
(Defiant) It means the same thing. Don’t know…don’t understand.

Charlie:
Well, I disagree. Not knowing something is a lot different than not understanding something.

Catherine:
What?

Charlie:
(Condescending) A person can know, can identify, the words when someone says them, but may not understand their meaning.

Catherine:
(Frustrated) I don’t understand you. (Turns away from Charlie)
Charlie:
(Condescending) Now is it you don’t understand me, or is it that you don’t know me.

Catherine:
 (Runs her hand through her hair, and moves right in front of Charlie with her hands held out in front of her as if pleading) I don’t understand you, Charlie…because… I don’t know you.

Charlie:
Oh, how nice. After seven years of marriage, you don’t know me. Well, how many years do you need before you can know me?

Catherine:
(Turns away from Charlie and looks out into the rain – at audience) (Softly) It’s not the number, Charlie, but the quality of years.

Charlie:
So the seven years had no quality?

Catherine:
(Pause) We have Sarah.

Charlie:
I mean between us.  You’re saying we’ve had nothing.

Catherine:
We haven’t been honest.

Charlie:
(Raises voice) My God, its 6am… and soon I’ll be taking our daughter to the hospital to start radiation treatments and you want to have a discussion about honesty. 

Catherine:
(Deliberate) There has never been a good time for you Charlie. 

Charlie:
But now is? Let me tell you something about honesty. Honesty starts with one’s self. If you are not real with yourself, how can you be so with others. Like going around and talking with others, having a rap session with Maggie… you think that’s being honest?

Catherine:
Maggie said a lot of good…..

Charlie:
Oh, I’m sure she said so many ‘wonderful, touchy, feely’ things.

Catherine:
That’s not fair. She means well.

Charlie:
We are Sarah’s parents. Not Maggie.

Catherine:
She cares and she hurts.

Charlie:
(Angry) What about you? What about me? Don’t we hurt? Don’t we count?
Catherine:
(Softly)  Yes. Yes we do. 

Charlie:
(Angry) Ever since that day we heard Sarah’s diagnosis, (5 second pause) not once in all those weeks … (Voice shakes) did you cry.

Catherine:
(Vulnerable) O God, Charlie, don’t…please don’t. 

Charlie:
(Accusing) Everyone tells me, “Cat is so strong. You are so fortunate”.
Catherine:
(Pleads) Please don’t ….

Charlie:
And you know what I say? “You’re right. Cat is so strong. I don’t know what I would do without her.”
Catherine:
Why Charlie? Why are you doing this?

Charlie:
And you are right. I haven’t been honest with Sarah… with my dreams. Or with you… with my feelings.

Catherine:
(Softly) Charlie…

Charlie:
(Interrupts)  Wait. I’ve kept my feelings about Sarah’s illness to myself because I was afraid. Afraid to let go. I see sick children everyday.  As a pediatrician, I try to take care of them the best way I can. I see the hurt in their parents’ eyes. They look to me not only to ease the pain but to erase the illness out of their lives forever. And now… I am that parent…the one who looks to the doctors and nurses… to everyone I meet (5second pause) please take this disease out of Sarah…

Catherine:
(Softly) Oh, Charlie…

Charlie:
(Frustration and Anger) I don’t want to hear the medical jargon… I know the terms… I understand their meaning. (5 second pause) I am just, just afraid… if I let go and allow the pain to break away my so called ‘Professional Shield’, the one I put up between my patients and myself so I can function in my job and help them… if that shield goes away… I’m afraid I would not be of any use any more for my patients…or myself.

Catherine:
(Hesitates) Can I help?

Charlie:
How can you? (Beat) You can afford to cry… but you don’t.

Catherine:
(Softly) I want…. 

Charlie:
(Interrupts) I feel like I’m on my own with Sarah. Just look at you. Not once did you come with me to the hospital during her chemo and now, radiation starts today, and you’re dressed to go back to bed. (Pause) You wanted a discussion on honesty, well you got one.
Catherine:
(Softly) I am sorry. (Pause) My God, Charlie, you’ve got to believe me. I hurt … (voice cracks) just as much as you do (turns and walks away to stage right, downstage. Catherine looks out window into rain at audience who clearly hears Catherine’s following acappella.)

 (Charlie turns and faces other end of stage. He does not hear Catherine’s acappella)
(Catherine sings)


How can I tell you…


You and Sarah are my world?


Every minute of every hour…


My heart …this disease devours.


How can I tell you …


My tears want to flow?


But if I cry one tear, 


…Just one Tear…


Endless more will flow, I fear


Endless more will flow, I fear.


How can I tell you?


The longer I hold them back,

I’ll never be able to show you, 

The pain you think I lack.


Please give me a chance… 


To grow, time to understand.


What must be done…

To keep us as one.

Time to grow and understand…


To keep us as one.


Time to grow…

Time to understand…
(Lights fade out)

ACT II

SCENE 1

(Six weeks later. The afternoon of the last day of radiation treatments. The kitchen where Maggie has just finished decorating with ‘GREAT JOB’ and‘OUR PRINCESS HERO’ signs. She is positioning decorated cake and wrapped presents on the table. There are two pink and two green balloons tied to the backs of kitchen chairs.)

Charlie:
(He marches into kitchen, visibly upset, and muttering incoherent words.  When seeing Charlie, Maggie smiles and shows her excitement for the occasion, and pride for her decorations.)  What’s all this?

Maggie:
Hi Charlie. Where’s Sarah and Cat?
Charlie:
All this…what did you do…?

Maggie:

What are you talking about? It’s a celebration. I told you I wanted to do this.

Charlie:
I never said you could.
Maggie:
What’s wrong?
Charlie:

(Paces around decorations but doesn’t show any interest in them)  This is nonsense. This won’t do. (Pause) I will not allow it.

Maggie:
What? I did this for Sarah… and for you and Cat.
Charlie:
It’s not needed.
Maggie:
Sarah loves balloons. Just wait and see her expression when she opens the presents.  I got her a dress-up princess outfit…her favorite princess…BELLE and all the accessories that go with it. You know, bracelets, necklace, her crown and …

Charlie:
(Interrupts) Sarah has no hair.  What are you celebrating?
Maggie:
Come on Charlie… Sarah just got through six weeks of radiation treatments… that’s a lot to …
Charlie:
(Interrupts) You think it’s over?
Maggie:
The six weeks are.
Charlie:
The disease. I’m talking about the disease.

Maggie:
What happened? You left this morning feeling good that this was the last day. 

Charlie:
(Pause) That’s right.  I am different now…thanks to this idiot of a priest who …who just couldn’t keep his God-Damn mouth shut.

Maggie:
What?

Charlie:
Yea. There we were, Sarah, Catherine and myself waiting in the hospital room before Sarah’s last treatment. Then he comes in…uninvited…and starts to talk to us… Catherine and me…not Sarah…he talks all around Sarah about…about how God works in mysterious ways and how God has a plan for each of us. All Crap. And Sarah sits there never taking her eyes off him.
Maggie:
Who was he?

Charlie:
What? Some hospital Chaplain…fresh out of the seminary.
Maggie:
He probably meant no harm and …

Charlie:
(Interrupts) No harm? He then left the room and while standing right outside in the hallway, he makes this comment to the nurse… “she’s a goner, isn’t she”.

Maggie:
(Visibly shocked) What the…
Charlie

(Interrupts)(Sarcasm) Yea, that’s right… no harm.

Maggie:
Of course Sarah didn’t hear him.
Charlie:
(Glares at Maggie)  All the way home, Sarah’s been asking me, “What’s a goner?” And “Is that a good thing, Daddy?”
Maggie:
My God. What did you say?

Charlie:
What could I say? (Pause) First, I tried to tell her that it wasn’t about her. Then she kept insisting that it was. And she wanted to know what that word meant. Then, Catherine tried to explain that it meant she was finished with radiation and she would be ‘gone’ from the hospital and would not need more treatments.

Maggie:
What did Sarah say?

Charlie:
Nothing. She just went back to coloring.

Maggie:
That’s awful. But at least Cat had a good explanation.

Charlie:
(Pause) Yea… I guess she did.
(Beat)
Maggie:
Where are they?
Charlie:
They went upstairs to change. Some milk spilled on Sarah’s shirt in the car.

Maggie:
(Repositions the presents and runs her fingers along balloon strings) I’m sorry about this. (Points to presents and balloons) I thought it would be nice for everyone.

Charlie
Maybe for Sarah and Catherine, but not me. (Beat) When that priest said those words, suddenly I was jolted right back to reality. You’re right… I was upbeat this morning, thinking we were moving forward…finished with chemo and radiation. (5 second pause) (Anger) His words cut right through me. (Pause)  That bastard.

Maggie:
(Pause) I know. But we are moving forward.

Charlie:
Toward what? 
Maggie:
Healing.
Charlie:
(Challenges) Are you serious? Do you live in a fantasy world. You buy a princess outfit… balloons… a cake…all for what? You’re not celebrating for Sarah. You’re doing all this for yourself. Be honest. Tell me it’s not so. Go ahead.

Maggie:
Of course I enjoy doing this for Sarah. 
Charlie:
Yea. And what are we left with after the presents are opened and these balloons deflate…uh…what then?

(Charlie turns away from Maggie and walks to far end of stage. Maggie stares down at gifts, then looks at balloons and touches the green ones. Catherine enters kitchen from upstairs.) 

Catherine:
(Surprised and excited) Oh my God! I love it, Maggie.  I knew you would do a fabulous job. Sarah will love this. She’ll be down in a few minutes…she wanted to finish coloring Belle’s Castle.
Charlie:
(Quickly turns and faces Catherine, who stands next to table admiring decorations.) (To Catherine) You knew about this?
Catherine:
Yes. And so did you. (She continues to look at decorations and presents.) 

Charlie:
I never gave my okay.
Catherine:
You never said no.

Charlie:
So now everyone knows what my silence means.
Maggie:
(To Catherine) No, it’s my fault. I should’ve checked again with Charlie.

Catherine:
No. Everything you’ve done here is wonderful.

Charlie:
(To Catherine) You’re living in the same fantasy world as my sister. The two of you expect Sarah’s illness to just go away and everyone lives happily ever after.

Catherine:
I only believe in my daughter’s health. (Pause) I don’t believe in Fairy-Tale endings.

Charlie:
Really.
(Beat)

Catherine:
You’re such an unhappy person, Charlie.   I’ve seen you become more distressed… and yea…depressed each day during the past six weeks.  I’ve been there, at the hospital with you… every day and… 

Charlie:
(Interrupts) Jesus… do you want a medal?

Maggie:
We’re worried about you Charlie?

Charlie:
I can take care of myself. Always have.
Maggie:
That’s right. Shut us out. You always did when we were growing up. Whenever you had a problem, you never came to mom or dad. Or me. You always wanted to work it out… on your own. But this is different now… you have a family, a daughter who is ill… We want to help.
Charlie

(Walks away from Catherine and Maggie) I’ve seen it all. Sick kids…terminally-ill kids…distraught families…illnesses that have destroyed families.

Catherine:
It doesn’t have to be that way with us. We’re trying Charlie… please let us help.

Charlie:
(Laughs) That’s funny. You want to help me. After all these months, you now want to help me.  Where were you Catherine when Sarah was first diagnosed?

Catherine:
What?
Charlie:
Don’t you remember? We were in the playroom at the hospital. I was playing with Sarah and you were standing by the doorway. Then Sarah’s doctor came and gave us the news. Suddenly, it was as if you became molded into the wall. You never moved. I was playing with Sarah and you had your back pressed against the wall. (5second pause) You’ve been planted against that wall ever since. 

Catherine:
It was a shock.

Charlie:
I know. I was there.
Catherine:
People react differently.

Charlie:
For how long?
Maggie:
Cat needed time.
Charlie:
So now you’re her lawyer. Her mouthpiece.

Catherine:
Stop it.




Maggie:
Try to be understanding, Charlie.

Charlie:
(5 second pause) (Anger/Frustration) I know this disease… I know what it can do… but I don’t understand all of it. I can’t …I can’t understand… what it means. What the hell am I supposed to do!
Lights fade out
ACT II

Scene 2
(Lights come up on Kitchen. That night, following Sarah’s party. It is 2am and Charlie is asleep at the kitchen table.  He doesn’t move. His head rests on table with stacked textbooks and scattered papers.)

(Lights gradually dim during a 10 second period, eventually showing just enough light so audience can still see Charlie. Gregorian chant music begins to play softly. Two Visitors, each dressed in white hooded robes, appear on stage. One enters from stage left, the other enters from stage right. Each Visitor moves slowly towards Charlie. As the Visitors get closer, Charlie remains asleep but begins to move his head and body as if disturb by some force.)(Gregorian chant music plays softly throughout scene unless indicated otherwise.)

Visitor One:
(Light slowly comes up on Visitor one who stands with arms  folded behind Charlie. Visitor’s voice should reflect a serene and assured spirit.) 

It was an honest mistake. (Charlie moves his body more forcefully against table.)

(Beat)

Visitor One:
It was an honest mistake. (Charlie begins to moan unintelligible sounds)

(Beat)

Visitor One:
An innocent mistake.
Charlie:
(His arms move across table and knock books to ground. The loud sound awakens Charlie who sits up and rubs hands across his face.)

(Exhales) (Softly) Oh God… 

Visitor One:
Innocent… and honest mistake.

Charlie:
(Startled. He suddenly turns around and falls to floor. He looks up at Visitor one , with his hands clenched in front of him.) What? What is this? Who are you? Who…Get out of here! Get out of my house!

Visitor 1:
They are all just innocent mistakes, Charlie. (Visitor One moves past Charlie who watches Visitor One closely. Charlie does not see Visitor Two)

Charlie:
How did you get in here? Get out …Get out!

Visitor One:
All of them. All the many times you were filled with rage because of words or behavior of others…innocent mistakes… that should have been forgiven.
Charlie:
(Agitated) What are you talking about?
Visitor One:
I am talking about you, Charlie. Every time you allowed circumstances or people in your life to offend you…yes, allowed this to happen… each time,  I have grown sad.

Charlie:
What are you talking about? Who are you?

Visitor One:
I know you don’t remember. But I know you want to.

Charlie:
What are you saying? “I don’t remember”. Trust me, I’d remember you. God Damn it… who the hell are you?
Visitor One:
What you are made of, Charlie. Your very essence … your inner most thoughts and loves… that’s who I am. (5 Second pause) I am you. I am your Caretaker of all your kindred spirits and loves, yes Charlie, even the love you hold for Sarah… I am your Caretaker. (Pause) Your Soul…All souls walk with their ‘Cares’...feel what they feel… we even try to ease the pain…Your pain… if you only listen.
Charlie:
You’re telling me that I’m talking with my soul. Right? Is that right?
Visitor One:
You’re the one who has said it.
Charlie:
No, I’m asking. You’re either a psychotic criminal who has broken into my house or I’m …uhmm…the one who’s psychotic. 

(Beat)

Visitor One:
(5 second pause) The young priest was scared.  He made an innocent mistake. 
Charlie:
(Startled) What? What did you say?
Visitor One:
The priest.
Charlie:
What is this? What are you saying?
Visitor One:
He did not intend to make you angry. The priest was afraid…to see a child with cancer… he was frightened. (Beat) The priest’s fear brought the reality of Sarah’s cancer back into your life. You’ve tried to put Sarah’s cancer in a protective box. Yes, a protected area where only you can go… when you felt ready… you would go there… but when you felt scared, afraid of always facing that reality… you would leave that box and lock its door. To keep Sarah’s cancer, her pain, her suffering contained within that dark space. Once outside… you thought you were whole and not afraid. You then go on with your work and your life.
Charlie:
I don’t understand.

Visitor One:
Maggie. She only wants to show her love for Sarah and for you and for Catherine. She hurts. Not like you…but why should her pain be any less than yours. It’s only different.
Charlie:
I know she….
Visitor One:
Catherine. She struggles each day to deal with Sarah’s illness. She feels helpless. She looks to you for guidance.  You’re a doctor. She respects your knowledge. (5second pause) She just can’t find the words. (Pause) The words to tell you…you’re not alone.
Charlie:
How do you….
Visitor One:
I hold all your ‘cares’. I am you. I know these things like you know Sarah’s love for you. 
Charlie:
(Pleads)(Softly) But what can I do?  (Pause) I want to…uh…I’m not sure…maybe I can’t…

(Beat)

Visitor One:
She loves you. 
Charlie:
I know.

Visitor One:
No. (5 second pause) She loves you. 

Charlie:
Sarah’s my life…
Visitor One:
(Stands next to Charlie and places hand on Charlie’s shoulder)  Charlie… Open your heart and let her in. Make Catherine one of your treasured ‘cares’. (5 second pause) Sarah’s pain comes from her illness…Catherine’s pain comes from you…not allowing her inside you. To become a part of you.

Charlie:
What are you saying? How do you know these things about Catherine? How could you possibly know?

(Beat)

(Light slowly comes up on Visitor Two who stands on stage right. Charlie senses a new presence, not sure where to turn, but finally sees Visitor Two.)

Charlie:
(To Visitor One) (Startled) Who… who is this?

(Beat)
Visitor One:
Catherine loves you. Welcome her inside. (Visitor Two slowly walks to stand next to Charlie. Charlie steps back, afraid of what will happen to him.)
(Beat)
Visitor One:
Listen…Listen… and Remember…Remember how to love.

(Gregorian chant music fades out. Lights fade on Visitor One)

Visitor Two:

(Catherine’s voice is heard coming from Visitor Two. Her voice sings the following accappella)

Listen…please listen to my words.


They search your heart for a place to stay.


My message must find a way…


To show my love for you…


Grows each day.

(Charlie slowly moves towards Visitor Two who remains still.)


Days will pass…


New seasons born…


We’ll walk together… side by side.


Always, together…


Like a moon  beam on an ocean’s tide.
(Now, Charlie stands several feet from Visitor Two.)


So be kind and gentle to yourself,


As we find our way through life.


Still, we may question our pain…


Our love will never suffer its stain.

(Beat)

Visitor Two takes a step toward Charlie and offers him an outstretched hand. Charlie lowers his head and stares at Visitor Two hand.


Be kind and gentle… to yourself…


Kind and gentle… 


Kind and gentle…

(Lights fade out.)

ACT II

Scene 3 

(The next morning. It is 6am on Saturday. Catherine sits at kitchen table wearing oversized sweat shirt and lounging pants. She is holding a green ribbon strand. There is a subtle, soft light shinning into the kitchen through the windows and patio door. It is dawn.) 

Catherine:

(Charlie enters kitchen wearing Tee-shirt and lounging pants.) 
You’re up early.

Charlie:

Yea, couldn’t really sleep. You know, the schedule we were on.

Catherine:

I know. Me too.

Charlie:
(Sits down next to Catherine who stares outside through glass patio door – stares at audience.)

(Beat)
(Softly) I’m taking next week off.
Catherine:

(Looks at Charlie) Really?
Charlie:
Yea. Maggie too.
Catherine:
Oh?

Charlie:
(Beat) I was thinking maybe … uh, we…uh…could do something … together… the four of us.
Catherine:
(Hesitates) Like what?
Charlie:
I don’t know…. something…uh…fun. Fun for Sarah… and… hell…anything fun for Sarah would be fun for us. Right?
Catherine:
(Enthusiastic) Absolutely.
Charlie:
And Maggie…uh…had an idea.

Catherine:
Oh, yea?
Charlie:
Maybe next week…one night…she would…uh…maybe…if you think it’s okay…one night, Maggie would baby-sit.
Catherine:
For dinner?
Charlie:
Uh…no…Maggie was…uh…I was thinking…how about us spending a night at the Jefferson Bed and Breakfast? It’s close…you know…only a couple miles away.
Catherine:
(Smiles) (Softly) (Beat) That would be nice, Charlie.

(Beat)

So, are you okay… you know… with what that priest said? I know it really upset you. It was horrible for both of us.

Charlie:
(Pause) Yes. I’m okay. (Pause) I guess, I don’t know, maybe just a simple mistake. (Pause) I’m okay. (Pause) (Softly) We all make them. All of us. Some are simple… some aren’t. But I guess, mistakes like the priest’s… I guess it was just one of those things….honest mistake… I know I certainly have made my share… and more. (5 second pause)  And I (Voice cracks) …I think I wasn’t at fault. Time wasn’t wasted… getting Sarah treated… you know…not (Voice cracks)… not finding it. (Beat) I’ve felt I  should’ve been the one to find the tumor… all my training… but I didn’t .

(Beat)
Catherine:
( Catherine continues to gently run her fingers across green ribbon strand) (Softly) It doesn’t matter who found it Charlie… as long as Sarah’s tumor was discovered…and we did something about it. That’s the important thing. Right? (Pause) Find the problem and then work to fix it.

(Beat)

Charlie:
Yea. Fix it and make it better. (Pause) But for me, I still need time to understand… I guess that’s just the way I am.
Catherine:
That’s okay… we have time. Right? 
(Beat)
Charlie:

Will we…? (Catherine and Charlie remain seated at table. Catherine places green ribbon strand between them on table. Charlie reaches for ribbon strand.  Catherine and Charlie stare at each other.)

Lights fade to black.
End of play
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