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Jessica Hecht, Kevin Carroll, and Sandra Oh in a scene from the New York Shakespeare Festival
production of Stop Kiss.
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STOP KISS was produced by the New York Shakespeare Festival
(George C. Wolfe, Producer; Rosemarie Tichler, Artistic
Producer; Mark Litvin, Managing Director) in New York City on
December 6, 1998. It was directed by Jo Bonney; the set design
was by Narelle Sissons; the lighting design was by James
Vermeulen; the sound design was by David Van Tieghem; the
costume design was by Kaye Voyce; the production dramaturg
was Mervin P. Antonio; and the production stage manager was
Buzz Cohen. The cast was as follows:

creerrseesssnrerrenenresssensrneenenne e Kevin Carroll

.................................................................. Rick Holmes
MRS, WINSLEY/NURSE ....ceeiivivin e Saundra McClain
DETECTIVE COLE ...t seeee e ceresierenne Saul Stein

CAST

Callie — late 20s to early 30s.
Sara — mid-20s to early 30s.
George — late 20s to early 30s.
Peter — mid-20s to early 30s.
Mrs. Winsley — early 40s to early 50s.
Detective Cole — late 30s to mid- 40s.
Nurse— late 30s to mid-40s. Can be doubled with Mrs. Winsley.

SETTING

New York City.

TIME

Now.

Note: The cast should reflect
the ethnic diversity of New York City.

Stap Kiss is an intermissionless play.
It should be performed without interruption.




STOP KISS
SCENE ONE

Calliés aparment. Callie puts on a CD, Something 705 and
great to dane to like The Emotions' “Best of My Love. " She
ceremoniously closes all the blinds in her apartmens, making
sure each blade is turned over. She locks the front door and
puss a piece of black tape over the peephole. As the vocals
begin, Callse lip-syncs to the song with the polish of someone
who has their own private karaoke ofien. The Pphone rings.
Callie turns off the CD like a busted teenager and picks up
the phone.

CALLIE. Hi George ... yeah I know I'm late, I forgot this person

is coming to my house at — (Callie checks her watch,) — shit! ...

Well I would bring her along but I don't even know her. She's

some friend of an old friend of someone I used to be frie — she

just moved to New York and I said that I'd — | can't, what if she’s

some big dud and we all have a miserable time ... Exactly, you'll

all blame me. Give me half an hour, tops. (Ske sets the phone down.

Her buzzer buzzes,) Yes?

SARA. (Offstage. Tentative.)It’s Sara and —

CALLIE. Come on up! (Callie buzzes her in and boks ar all the
Junk on her sofa: neuspapers, several pairs of dirty socks, a box of
Kleenex, mail, a couple videoapes, and o bra. She picks up the bra

and heads for the bedoom. The doorbell rings. Callie hides the bra
and opens the door. Sara is holding a pet carrier.) Hi.

SARA. You're Callie.

CALLIE. Yes.

SARA. I'm Sara — (She looks at the pet carrier.) This is Caesar and

*See Special Note on Songs and Recordings on copyright page.
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I can’t believe you're doing this. (Callie gestures at the couch.)
CALLIE. Come in. Please uh sit —

SARA. Some apartment.

CALLIE. I was cleaning, .
SARA. It’s huge — and the neighborhood — (Sarz sits on a pile
of books.)

CALLIE. You can't be comfortable.

SARA. OhIam.

CALLIE. Are you sure?

SARA. Very.

CALLIE. — Just ... let me get rid of this stuff. (Callie gathers an
armful of junk and heads towards her bedroom. As soon as she turns
her back, Sara sirs up and pulls out a large key ring full of sharp pointy
keys and a candlestick from under her as she silently mouths “ow.” She
moves the objects to another part of the sofa, covers them with lefrover
Junk — pulling our the keys so that they show — and makes a space
for Callie. Callie reenters.) Coffee!

SARA. — would be great. Listen, this is so nice of you —
CALLIE. Iwas thinking about getting a cat anyway. Oh, my keys!
This'll give me a chance to see if [ can hack it.

SARA. Thats how [ feel about New York.

CALLIE. (Sounds familiar) Oh yes. (Sara hops up and follows
Callie who heads towards the kitchen.)

SARA. How long have you been here?

CALLIE. Eleven years.

SARA. T've lived in St. Louis my whole life. My parents live like,
half an hour away. I go there for dinner when it’s not even anybody’s
birthday. Things there — ir’s been, it 7 so —

CALLIE. Easy?

SARA. So easy.

CALLIE. If’s hard here.

SARA. Good — great, I can't wait.

CALLIE. Yeah, you uh — what do you ... do?

SARA. I teach. Third grade.

CALLIE. Well it won’t be hard finding a job.

SARA. I already have one.

CALLIE. Where?

SARA. PS. 32 in the Bronx.

CALLIE. What was the school like that you came from?

SARA. Society of Friends, a Quaker school. (Callie bursts into
laughter.)

CALLIE. Tm not — I'm not laughing 4z you, I'm laughing ...
around —

SARA. It’s obviously — it’s zery ... but I can do good work there.
CALLIE. I'm sure you're a good teacher.

SARA. No you dont know, but I am. (Pause.)

CALLIE. Where in the Bronx?

SARA. Tremont.

CALLIE. Is that where ... Taft, is it Tafe?

SARA. Taft High School?

CALLIE. You've heard of ir?

SARA. Mm-hm. .

CALLIE. You know there was a guy who taught there, this rich
whirte guy —

SARA. Yes I know. (Pzuse.)

CALLIE. He got killed —

SARA. By a student. I'm here on a fellowship set up in his name.
CALLIE. How long is the fellowship?

SARA. Two years. (Callie reenters, offers Sara a coffee mug and
raises bers in a toast.)

CALLIE. Well, congratulations —

SARA. Thank you.

CALLIE. Bestof luck— (Sara nods.)And ... if it gets too rough —
go home. (Callie touches ber mug to Saras but Sara doesn’t reciprocate.)
SARA. What brought you to New York? (Callie inbales 29 prepare
for ber long and interesting answer, then realizes she has none.)
CALLIE. College.

SARA. And what keeps you?

CALLIE. Keeps me from whar?

SARA. What do you 2o?

CALLIE. I ... ruin things for everyone else.

SARA. You're Rudolph Giuliani?

CALLIE. I'm a traffic reporter for a 24-hour news radio station.
SARA. (Impressed.) Helicopters!

CALLIE. “The inbound lane at the Holland Tunnel is closed due
to a car accident. The Brooklyn-bound lane of the Williamsburg
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Bridge is under construction through 2002. The D train is not
running due to 2 track fire. You can’t get in. You can't get out.
You can’t get around. I'll be back in 10 minutes to tell you that
nothing has changed.”

SARA. Does that get to you? (Callie shrugs.)

CALLIE. It’s a living. (Sara checks out the apartment.)

SARA. How long have you lived in this apartment?

CALLIE. Five years — well, two by myself — it’s a funny — not
ha-ha — story.

SARA. It's OK. (i.e., you don’t have to tell me.)

CALLIE. I moved in here with my boyfriend Tom. This was his
aunt’s apartment, she lived here for 20 years.

SARA. Your rent must be —

CALLIE. Lucky.

SARA. You are.

CALLIE. Well, I got the apartment, he got ... my sister.

SARA. Oh.

CALLIE. They live in L.A. now. It’s perfect.

SARA. Well at least, I dont mean to be crass but —

CALLIE. Yes, no, well I ... like the apartment.

SARA. It’s as big as mine and I'm sharing it with two other people.
CALLIE. Are they — did you ... move here with any of them?
SARA. No, they came with the apartment. Theyre a couple. Its
kind of awkward, but, he's sweet, she’s sweet, they seem to have a —
CALLIE. — sweet?

SARA. — relationshipthey’refine.

CALLIE. (Nods.)It’s awkward.

SARA. Rents are so — everything is —

CALLIE. It's impossible to live here. (Pause. Sara studies Callie.)
SARA. You love it.

CALLIE. You know, Sara, I've actually been to St. Louis and it’s
a quaint, pretty city but — what's the point of that? Everyone’s still
got their cars all geared up with clubs and car alarms and com-
puterized keys. And you have to drive all the way across town to
get to the good cheap places to eat. And drive, [ mean you're in a
city and you have to drive to get around?

SARA. Where did you grow up?

CALLIE. Tiny town upstate.
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SARA. Industrial?

CALLIE. Countrified suburb. Tractor display in the middle of
the mall.

SARA. Pretty, though!

CALLIE. T cantconnect with mountains, trees, the little animals —
they snub me. You know how you can be with two other peaple and
you're all having a great time. Then the person sitting next to you says
something in French and the two of them burst into laughter, best
laugh anyone’s had all night. And you're left out because you took
Spanish in the seventh grade, not French. Thar's what nature does to
me. Speaks French to the other people at the table. (Slighs pause.)
SARA. T hate jazz.

CALLIE. You do?

SARA. T don't usually say that out loud because then people think
I don’t have a soul or something but I don’ like the way it sounds.
I don’t like saxophones.

CALLIE. My sister played the saxophone.

SARA. I'm sorry —

CALLIE. I hate my sister.

SARA. The one who —

CALLIE. Yeah!

SARA. T hate your sister too. (Callie gives up a surprised smile;
Sara does too. They hold it just a beat longer than normal, then Sara
looks away.)

CALLIE. So — do your friends think you're crazy?

SARA. Pff. Forget it. And my parents and Peter?

CALLIE. Huh?

SARA. — my ex. I mean I've never lived away from them. Even
when I was in college I came home every weekend.

CALLIE. Close family.

SARA. Its ... a cult. It's embarrassing, [ should’ve moved ... I
mean, you were what, eighteen?

CALLIE. Don' look at me. I was going to go to one of those
colleges that advertise on matchbook covers. My guidance coun-
selor filled out my application to NYU.,

SARA. T had to interview five times to get this fellowship. By
the fourth one I had a rabbics foot, rosary beads, crystals, a
tiger’s tooth, and a Polynesian #4: all in my purse — now that
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I got this fellowship I have every god to pay. (Callie hands Sara

a Magic Eight-Ball.) What should T ask it?

CALLIE. Something whose answer you won't take too seriously.

SARA. (Addressing the ball.) Was moving to New York a good

idea? (She shakes the ball, then looks at it.) It’s sort of in between

two of them.

CALLIE. That means yes. (Another shared smile. Sara stands up.)

SARA. 1 should go, I'm taking up too much of your — (Callie

looks at her watch.)

CALLIE. 1 told some friends I would meet them, otherwise I

wish — ,

SARA. You should’ve said —

CALLIE. No — no —

SARA. Ididnt mean to keep —

CALLIE. What're you doing this weekend?

SARA. I don't know. Unpacking. But then I gotta do something

New Yorky, don’t I?

CALLIE. Do you want to come over and I'll take you around the

neighborhood? Show you some fun places to go to and eat —

SARA. Yes!

CALLIE. And you can hang out here, spend some time with ...

is it Caesar? (Sara rushes to the pet carrier.)

SARA. Caesar, forgive me. He hates being in this thing,

CALLIE. Let him out. (Szra does.)

SARA. He may be a little shy at first, in a new place with a new
crson —

mﬁlﬂm. You could come and visit him. Just let me know. I hope

you'll feel —

SARA. Thanks, Callie.

CALLIE. For nothing, for what.
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SCENE TWO

A hospital examination room. Callie is SILing on an exam
table buttoning the top button of her shirt. Detective Cole
stands in front of her.

DET. COLE. Wias he coming on to you, trying to pick you up?
CALLIE. He was just saying stuff, guy stuff, stupid kind of —
DET. COLE. Whart did you do? (She folds her arms provectively
across her stomach like its tender.)

CALLIE. I —1T wanted to leave —

DET. COLE. Your girlfriend?

CALLIE. My friend — Sara ... said ... something —

DET. COLE. What.

CALLIE. “Leave us alone” or something,

DET. COLE. And thats what set him off?

CALLIE. N — n — yeah. Well, she said — but then he said
something back and she twold him ... she said something —
upset him.

DET. COLE. Whartd she say?

CALLIE. ... She sai —1I think —

DET. COLE. What.

CALLIE. She told him to fuck off. Then he hit her.

DET. COLE. He hit her with his fist?

CALLIE. He hit her in her back then he grabbed her away —
DET. COLE. Grabbed her from you?

CALLIE. T—1I was holding on to her arm with my hand like
this — (She pus her hand on her other elbow.) 1 wanted us to leave.
But then he grabbed her and started banging her head against the
building. And then he smashed her head against his knee — like
one of those wrestlers — that’s when she lost consciousness —
and then he smashed her again. (Callie refolds her arms across ber
stomach. Der. Cole looks at bis report,)

DET. COLE. This was at Bleecker and West 11th — that litle park.
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CALLIE. Yes.

DET. COLE. At4:15 in the morning?

CALLIE. Yes.

DET. COLE. What were you doing there? (Callie shakes her head.)
CALLIE. ... Just ... walking around.

DET. COLE. Which bar were you at?

CALLIE. Excuse me?

DET. COLE. 4:15, honey, that’s closing time.

CALLIE. Well we had been ... we were at the White Horse Tavern.
DET. COLE. The White Horse. On Hudson Street.

CALLIE. Yes.

DET. COLE. Was there a good crowd there?

CALLIE. ... Yeah? Pretty crowded.

DET. COLE. Did anyone at the White Horse try to pick you up,
buy you or your friend a drink?

CALLIE. No.

DET. COLE. Did you talk to anyone?

CALLIE. Just to each other mostly.

DET. COLE. Whar did the bartender look like?

CALLIE. Excuse me?

DET. COLE. Bartender.

CALLIE. ... It was a man.

DET. COLE. Shorrt, stocky guy? Salt-and-pepper hair?

CALLIE. No.

DET. COLE. Kind of tall, skinny guy with a receding hairline? I
know a couple of guys there.

CALLIE. I didn't really ger a good look at him — Sara ordered
the drinks. But I think he was tall.

DET. COLE. T'll go talk to him. Could be someone followed you
from the bar. Maybe there was someone suspicious-acting that you
didn’t notice. Bartender mighta seen something you didnt or
talked to someone. What'd the bad guy look like?

CALLIE. He was tall.

DET. COLE. Like the bartender.

CALLIE. He was big — sort of, like he worked out.

DET. COLE. Was he black?

CALLIE. No.

DET. COLE. Hispanic?
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CALLIE. It was dark, [ couldnt —

DET. COLE. Short hair, long hair —

CALLIE. Short. Wavy, dark brown.

DET. COLE. You remember what he was wearing?

CALLIE. He had a leather jacket ... jeans ... some kind of boots.
He was twenty — something, maybe mid.

DET. COLE. Like a college kid? Frat boy?

CALLIE. No.

DET. COLE. Like a punk?

CALLIE. No.

DET. COLE. Like what then?

CALLIE. ... Idon’t know.

DET. COLE. Any markings on the jacket? A name or symbol?
CALLIE. No.

DET. COLE. So he seesa couple of good-looking girls walking —
were you drunk?

CALLIE. Not at all.

DET. COLE. — he gives ’em a line, one of the women tells him
to fuck off and he beats her into a coma. Anything else you want
to tell me?

CALLIE. That's — thats what I ... remember.

DET. COLE. Doctor done with you?

CALLIE. I think.

DET. COLE. Allright, [ need you to go somewhere with me right
now and look at some pictures.

CALLIE. Can you bring them here?

DET. COLE. I need to take you there.

CALLIE. Because, my friend — if my friend —

DET. COLE. They say she’s out of the woods in terms of life or —
CAILLIE. But if she wakes up —
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SCENE THREE

Callies aparsment. Callie hangs up her and Saras jackets.
Sara sits on the couch, which is now clean.

SARA. I mean thats the way I am with the kids.

CALLIE. Sure, with kids it’s OK.

SARA. Why just them? Listen, every day when I walk by this park
this guy, he’s all cracked out, says something to me, you know,
something nasty and I just lower my head and walk by.

CALLIE. Yep.

SARA. But yesterday, one of my students, Malik, is waiting for
me outside the school and says he wants to walk me to the sub-
way. So I say “sure,” thinking maybe he has a problem he wants
to tell me about. So, we're walking and we pass by the park and
I'm worried. “Is this crackhead gonna mention my vagina in front
of this eight-year-old boy?” Sure enough, is “pussy this” and
“booty that” and Malik says, “This is my teacher, watch your
mouth.” And the guy shuts up.

CALLIE. Scill —

SARA. Freaking eight-year-old boy. I should be able to do that
for myself.

CALLIE. The best thing to do is walk on by.

SARA. But it worked. (The phone rings. Sara looks up but Callie
doesnt.)

CALLIE. Next time, just walk on by.

SARA. Why, what's ever happened to you?

CALLIE. Nothing and that's why. (The machine clicks on.)
GEORGE'S VOICE ON MACHINE. Hey Callie, it's
George. Where are you? (Callie starts to pick up the phone, then
stops.) Jasmine and Lidia and I are at the Sinatra bar. We'll be
here for a while so come hang out. Bye. (The machine clicks
off-)

SARA. T should go.
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CALLIE. No no, they’ll be there for hours.

SARA. T've taken up your whole —

CALLIE. Are you hungry? We could order in something. There’s
Polish, Indian, Cuban, there’s a pretty good Vietnamese —
SARA. Are you sureyou don’t — I've never had Viernamese —
CALLIE. I'll show you the menu. (Callie hops up and goes into the
kitchen.) Something © drink? Beer?

SARA. Yes to beer. (Sarz leans her bead towards the phone.) Were
those friends from work?

CALLIE. Oh no, the people at my job are a bunch of stiffs — can
you imagine? They listen to the same news IEPOITS every ten min-
utes for eight hours aday. They repear themselves even in regular
conversations. No, George — the guy on the phone — Lidia,
Jasmine ... Rico, Sally, Ben — we were all friends in college and
now we're stuck to each other. I think we're someone’s science
experiment, we just don't know it. A study in overdependency.
SARA. Is George your boyfriend? (Callie returns, carrying two
beers. She hands a beer and menu to Sara, )

CALLIE. T like the noodle dishes, they’re on the back. (Sara
takes the menu.) George and I ... are friends. Who sleep togeth-
er. Bur date other people. Sometimes for long periods of time.
We've been doing this since we were ... 20. Although he never
likes anyone I'm daring, he’s unabashedly — and I admit I can get
jealous when he’s — bur at least I try to hide it, 'm pretty good at
it too. It's only affer they've broken up that [ — Anyway, we'll
probably get married. (Sara gess the Eight-Ball and shakes iz. She
looks up at Callie.) Or not.

SARA. 1t’s stuck between two agzin.

CALLIE. Why's thar keep happening to you?

SARA. Me? I think you have it rigged. (Callie tabes the ball and
shakes it. She looks at its araswer: Its between two. Saa tries 20 look — )
CALLIE. OK, OK.

SARA. All my friends are married or getting engaged, having
babies or wishing they were — and lately when I hear about it, [
think — why?

CALLIE. Why not?

SARA. Marriage. Why would you say to anyone, “I will stay with

you even if I outgrow you.” (Pause.)
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CALLIE. (Remembering,) Peter. (Sara is unresponsive, then finally
nods.) Did you leave him to come here?

SARA. ... No.

CALLIE. Mm ... C-minus.

SARA. In what.

CALLIE. Acting. (Sara looks down.) 'm sorry —
SARA. Nono —

CALLIE. Tm prying —

SARA. No, that’s not why —

CALLIE. I hope I didn't —

SARA. No, it's OK. (Slight pause.)

CALLIE. Did you decide what you wanted to order?

SARA. T moved out from our apartment — we lived together —
and moved in with my parents about a month ago. I came here
from there.

CALLIE. How — how long —

SARA. Seven years.

CALLIE. Seven ... so you must still be —

SARA. — Finally. Finally where I want to be. I'll stay in New York
for two years and then I'm going to take off.

CALLIE. Let me guess: India.

SARA. A for efforc, but no. Australia, Malaysia, Indonesia,
Micronesia —

CALLIE. All the countries that sound like skin rashes?

SARA. DPeter said, “Whar about Anesthesia?” Speaking — what
time is it?

CALLIE. Almost 6:00.

SARA. Hm.

CALLIE. Whar?

SARA. Oh, he left a message on my machine saying he was going
to call at 6:00. He wants to come visit. He manages a restaurant in
St. Louis so he wants to come and check out some of the special
places here.

CALLIE. Youd better hurry.

SARA. I couldnt make it in 15 minutes.

CALLIE. You could if you took a cab. (Slight pause.)

SARA. But then I wouldn't have Vietnamese food.

CALLIE. We could do it another time.
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SARA. I just started this beer. (Pause.)

CALLIE. You wouldnt want to waste a beer.

SARA. That’s what I was thinking,

CALLIE. Cheers. (They tap glasses. There is a sudden loud and
rhythmic clomping on the ceiling. Callie doesn’t respond.) 1 akways
get this. It’s not too spicy.

SARA. What is thar?

CALLIE. Crispy squid in a little salt and —

SARA. No, what is thas?

CALLIE. Huh? Oh. Every Thursday and Saturday at 6.

SARA. What.

CALLIE. I think he teaches horses how to river dance.

SARA. Have you complained?

CALLIE. It happens at exactly the same time twice a week for an
hour. I just make sure 'm out or doing something loud.

SARA. Let’s go up there.

CALLIE. No no —

SARA. Why nor?

CALLIE. We gotta stay here and wait for the food.

SARA. We haven't ordered it yer.

CALLIE. (About the food. ) Yeah so what do you want.

SARA. Chicken.

CALLIE. What kind of chicken?

SARA. You're chicken.

CALLIE. No I'm not, I'm smart.

SARA. All right, I'll go.

CALLIE. Sara, Come on, dont. Please. (Slight pause.)

SARA. OK.

CALLIE. I'm gonna order. What do you want?

SARA. Aw, come on, let’s go!
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SCENE FOUR

Police station house. Mrs. Winsley sits bebind a table that Der.
Cole is sitting on. Shes wearing a sharply tailored business suit.

MRS. WINSLEY. He called them pussy-eating dykes.

DET. COLE. Come on, why would he call them thar?

MRS. WINSLEY. Two women in a West Village park at 4:00 in
the morning? What's the chance they're not dykes. _
DET. COLE. You tell me. You live in the West Village.

MRS. WINSLEY. My husband and I have lived there for eight years.
DET. COLE. Like the neighborhood?

MRS. WINSLEY. I sure do.

DET. COLE. Lot of clubs and bars there.

MRS. WINSLEY. They even have ones for straight people.
DET. COLE. Is that why you live there?

MRS. WINSLEY. My husband and I have a beautiful apartment,
Detective Cole. In a safe building on an otherwise quier street.
The fact thar it’s Graceland for gay people doesn't matter to me.
DET. COLE. So what were these girls doing?

MRS. WINSLEY. I didn't see —

DET. COLE. Were they making out, rubbing up against each
other —

MRS. WINSLEY. I didn’t see anything till I heard the other one
screaming. I went to the window, then I called 911.

DET. COLE. Whatd you see then?

MRS. WINSLEY. He was beating on the both of them. I yelled
down that I called the cops and I threw a couple flowerpots at him.
My spider plants —

DET. COLE. So the screams woke you up?

MRS. WINSLEY. I was in bed but up. Reading.

DET. COLE. 4:30 in the morning’

MRS. WINSLEY. I'm a ficful sleeper.

DET. COLE. You ever take anything?
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_
MRS. WINSLEY. No.
DET. COLE. So you weren't groggy or half-asleep?
MRS. WINSLEY. No.
DET. COLE. And you're sure you heard him call them dykes.
MRS. WINSLEY. I'm sure.
DET. COLE. And your husband? (Vo response.) Your husband?
MRS. WINSLEY. He missed all the excitement.
DET. COLE. Whatd he — sleep right through it? (Mrs. Winsley
avoids bis eyes.) Oh .. . he wasn't home. 4:30 in the — is he a doctor?
MRS. WINSLEY. No.
DET. COLE. ... Investment banker?
MRS, WINSLEY. Ha!
DET. COLE. Fire chief?
MRS. WINSLEY. He’s a book editor, Detective Cole.
DET. COLE. I didn't know book editors worked so late.
MRS, WINSLEY. They don’t.
DET. COLE. Was he ... out having drinks with some buddies?
MRS. WINSLEY. He was obviously out, wasn’t he.
DET. COLE. Soyou were waiting up for him.
MRS. WINSLEY. I'm a ficful sleeper, Detective. Have been since
before I married him and those two girls are lucky that I am and
that I'was up and that I did something.
DET. COLE. You called 911.
MRS. WINSLEY. And my flowerpots.
DET. COLE. Did you hit him?
MRS. WINSLEY. They fell near him. He stopped and took off.
DET. COLE. You stopped him.
MRS. WINSLEY. Well it wasn't the cops, took 30 minutes for
them to show up. Youd think it was Harlem, not the West Village.
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SCENE FIVE

Callies apartment. Callie walks on wearing jeans and carrying
a fresh bouguet of flowers. She places them in a vase. She goes
into her bedroom and reenters with several hangers of clothes.
She looks at herself in the mirror as she holds up a tube top in
front of her — too slutty — then drops the top onto the floor.
She picks up a shirt and holds it up in front of her — too
burch — then throws it onto the floor. She tries on a short
skirt but it won't get past her hips. She looks around — as if
she were in a public dressing room — then puss her jeans back
on. She puts on a third top — it looks like something Sara
would wear. The front door buzzer buzzes. Callie buzzes
without asking who it is. She goes to take the flowers out of
the vase but accidentally knocks the whole thing over. She gets
that damn skirt and uses it to wipe up the mess. There is a
knock on the door. Callie gets to the door just in time to open
it. George walks in and stops in the puddle.

GEQORGE. Hey Cal, when did they paint the — whoops! (Callie
is stunned to see George but plays it off like it about the puddle.)
CALLIE. George! (George looks down.)

GEORGE. Did you get a puppy?

CALLIE. Yeah, right. (Callie stands up. They kiss lightly on the lips.)
GEQORGE. So you're all right, huh?

CALLIE. Yeah, what?

GEORGE. No, I haven’t heard from you in a while.

CALLIE. I'm fine, I'm fine ... busy. (Callie goes to the kitchen to
throw away the skirt. George takes off his jacket.)

GEORGE. Lidia said she called you about that book you were
looking for, you didn’t call her back.

CALLIE. ... I forgot.

GEORGE. She got that job, you know.

CALLIE. No, I didn't! (George stretches himself out on the couch,
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stacking a pile of pillows behind his head)

GEORGE. Yeah, she’s really excited. (Callie looks disapprovingly
at his move.) We're gonna take her out on Friday night so try not
to be fine but busy that night, OK? (He grabs the remote and
clicks the TV on.)

CALLIE. T'll remember. Um, George — (He looks at his warch.)
GEORGE. I know, I know, we can watch your show, I just want
to check to see whar the score is.

CALLIE. T have plans for tonight.

GEORGE. Oh yeah, whar?

CALLIE. I'm meeting someone for dinner. (George turns off the
TV and sits up.)

GEORGE. You have a date?

CALLIE. No!

GEORGE. With who?

CALLIE. Its not a cate, I'm just meeting my friend Sara for dinner.
GEORGE. Who the hell is Sara?

CALLIE. I told you, that friend of a friend of 2 — (Refreshing his
memory.) She’s new in town, I'm taking care of her cat —
GEORGE. I thought you said she was a big loser.

CALLIE. I said I didn’t know, but now I do — she’s not.
GEORGE. So what is she?

CALLIE. Whar.

GEORGE. What's she do?

CALLIE. She teaches up in the Bronx.

GEORGE. O, so she’s a nur.

CALLIE. There's something wrong with us.

GEORGE. Why?

CALLIE. Because that’s what I thought when she told me.
GEORGE. You have to wonder about people who want to do
stuff like that. What does she want to do — save a life? Give 2 kid
a chance? Or just feel good about trying,

CALLIE. She won 2 fellowship. She competed 1o get this job.
GEORGE. To teach in the Bronx? Whatd the losers get? (The
front door buzzer buzzes. Callie buzzes back.) You don’t ask who it
is anymore?

CALLIE. It’s her.

GEORGE. You thought it was her when you buzzed me in.
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CALLIE. You're right, that was a mistake. (Szra knocks at the door.
Cullie holds George’s jacket open for him.) OK. Please leave now.
GEORGE. Why?

CALLIE. Because I gotta go. (He stands up.)

GEORGE. I'll walk out with you.

CALLIE. But I'm not leaving yet.

GEORGE. Huh? (Callie opens the door and Sara walks in.)
CALLIE. Hey.

SARA. Hi, here, these are ... (Sara shyly hands Callie a small
bouquet of baby roses. Callie takes them.)

CALLIE. Thank you. They're so —

SARA. They're — babies. (Callie and Sara take turns trying ro
kiss each other on the cheek and missing. Finally Callie turns away,
takes the other flowers out of the vase and puts the roses in.)
CALLIE. T was just going to throw these out. (She crosses to the
Eztchen.)

SARA. Hey, did you see they're filming a movie or something on
the next block? Do you think we could stop on our way tw the
restaurant and watch for a while? (George steps out.)

GEORGE. It's NYPD B! — (Sara starts.) Oop — didn't mean to
scare V\D—H.

SARA. No no, you didn’t. (He crosses ro her and extends his hand.)
GEORGE. I'm George. (Sara shakes his hand,)

SARA. Oh, George, I've heard so much about you!

GEORGE. (Can say the same thing.) ... Nice to meet you. (Callie
comes out of the kitchen.)

CALLIE. Oh, sorry. Sara, this is George. George, this is —
GEORGE. We did this.

CALLIE. Good. (76 Sara.) We should go.

GEORGE. Wherere you guys having dinner?

CALLIE. (Tries to slip it past him.) Vong. (George looks at Callie.)
GEORGE. Dressed like thar?

CALLIE. I didnt have time —

SARA. (Consoling.) You look grea.

GEORGE. Well, tell me what you get.

SARA. Have you ever been?

GEORGE. Out of my league.

SARA. (To Callie.) Is it expensive? I don’t want you to —
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CALLIE. Its not expensive.

GEORGE. (7o Callie.) You're treating? Then I wanna —
CALLIE. (7o George.) You still owe me for my birthday.

SARA. Let’s go dutch, Callie.

CALLIE. It’s my treat.

GEORGE. What’s the occasion? (Silence. There is none,)

SARA. Actually, we're celebraring the fact that today LaChandra,
one of my students, wrote her name for the very first time. (Callse
looks down at herself)

CALLIE. T'm changing. (She runs off)

GEORGE. That's right, you're a teacher.

SARA. Mm-hm.

GEORGE. Kindergarten?

SARA. Third grade.

GEORGE. And this kid wrote her name for the first time!
SARA. Perfectly.

GEORGE. Isn’t that —

SARA. Wonderful?

GEORGE. (Won over) ... Yeah, isn't it? (Callie reenters wearing
the blouse she started off wearing.)

CALLIE. (7o Sara.) We should go, our reservation’s at 8:00.
SARA. Do we have time to stop by? The NYPD Blue —
CALLIE. Sure. (Sara starts for the door.)

GEORGE. OK, well um, bye. Nice to meet you.

SARA. Don you want to come with us and watch them filming?
(George flashes Callie a furtive look.)

GEORGE. Mmm, I think I'll wait until it's on TV, (He looks az
Callie; she ushers him out the door.)

CALLIE. Meanie.

GEORGE. Never take me o Vong. (Callie closes the door and
locks 1)
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SCENE SIX

Police station house. Cuallie sits in an interview room.
Detective Cole enters.

DET. COLE. Hey, thanks for coming in, You want some coffee?
CALLIE. Thank you, I'm fine. (He Jlips through his report.)
DET. COLE. We were talking about the White Horse Tavern last
time, right? On Hudson Streer?

CALLIE. Yes.

DET. COLE. That’s a famous bar, you know? Has 2 long literary
tradition. They say Dylan Thomas died waiting for a drink there.
CALLIE. ... hadn’t heard.

DET. COLE. I talked to the bartender there. I told you I want-
ed ro ask him if he noticed anyone suspicious there that night.
Maybe someone paying attention 1o you and your friend that
you didn’t notice.

CALLIE. Yes, you said.

DET. COLE. 1 went in and talked to Stacy, she said she dont
remember you and your friend coming in.

CALLIE. It was pretty crowded. (Slight pause.)

DET. COLE. Do you remember telling me thart the bartender at
the White Horse Tavern that night was a tall guy?

CALLIE. Sara ordered the drinks.

DET. COLE. So you didn’t ger a good look at the bartender,
CALLIE. I didn’.

DET. COLE. Not even enough to tell if it was a girl or a guy.
CALLIE. I'm sorry.

DET. COLE. So after you leave the White Horse, you and your
friend go for a walk. You end up in that park area ourside the play-
ground. And you'e ... doing whar?

CALLIE. We were sitting on one of the benches, talking to each
other ... when this guy says something.

DET. COLE. Whatd he say?
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CALLIE. Something like, “Hey, you want to party —

DET. COLE. What did you say?

CALLIE. Ididn.

DET. COLE. San said something.

CALLIE. Yes.

DET. COLE. So she provoked him.

CALLIE. What!?

DET. COLE. She told him ro “fuck off” and that’s when he hit
her, righe?

CALLIE. No.

DET. COLE. I mean, if the two of you had ignored him or
walked away, this wouldn’t have happened, would it?

CALLIE. If be hadr't starred —

DET. COLE. ButSara had to say something and that's what got
him pissed, that’s why he wanted to hit her. Why did she say
something?

CALLIE. He started it, he —

DET. COLE. All right. He must have said something first —
something that upset her. What upset her so much?

CALLIE. He was bothering —

DET. COLE. What did he say? She said “leave us alone,” and
then he said what? (Callie dpess respond,)

DET. COLE. Did he call her something?

CALLIE. Whar?

DET. COLE. Likea name?

CALLIE. No.

DET. COLE. Whars a name that might upset her?

CALLIE. I dont know.

DET. COLE. How abour bitch?

CALLIE. No.

DET. COLE. He didn call her a bitch?

CALLIE. Idont—

DET. COLE. A pussy-eating bitch? (Callie lsoks at Det. Cole.)
CALLIE. No.

DET. COLE. Whatd he say, then —

CALLIE. He shouldn’tve —

DET. COLE. Whatd he call her?

CALLIE. He called —
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DET. COLE. What?

CALLIE. A fucking —

DET. COLE. Say it

CALLIE. Fucking dyke! Pussy-eating dykes — both of us.

DET. COLE. Why would he say that, why would he call you
that? Two nice girls sitting on a park bench talking, why would he
call you dykes. (Pause.)

CALLIE. Because we were kissing. (Det. Cole gestures — there it is.)
It was the first — We didn’t know he was there. Until he said some-
thing. “Hey, save some of that for me.” Sara told him to leave us
alone. I couldn’t believe she — then he offered to pay us. He said
he'd give us 50 bucks if we went to a motel with him and let him
watch. He said we could dry hump or whatever we like to do —
turns him on just to see it. I grabbed her arm and started walking
away. He came after us, called us fucking dykes — pussy-eating
dykes. Sara told him to fuck off. I couldn’t believe — he came up
and punched her in the back, then he grabbed her and pulled her
away. I yelled for someone to call the police. He pushed her against
the building and started banging her head against the building. He
told her to watch her cunt-licking mouth. But he had his hand over
her jaw, she couldn’t — she just made these mangled — she was
wying to breathe. I came up behind him and grabbed his hair —
he turned around and punched me in the stomach. I threw up, it
got on him, Sara tried to get away but he grabbed her and started
banging her head against his knee. I tried to hold his arms back but
he was stronger — he knocked her out. He pushed me to the
ground and started kicking me. Someone yelled something —
“cops are coming” — and he took off in the opposite direction.
West. He was limping. He hurt his knee. (She looks at Der. Cole.)
That’s what happened.
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SCENE SEVEN

Callie’s apartment. Sara is sprawled out on the couch holj-
ing several giant playing cards in her hand. She places a
card on the discard pile and drains 4 Zlass of wine. Callie
brings a bortle of red wine from the kitchen: an empty one
stands on the table.

SARA. OK. If youre in someone else’s bathroom and they have
the toilet paper coming out from the bottom instead of the top —
CALLIE. I hate that!

SARA. Do you change it or leave it the way it is.

CALLIE. What do you mean change it? Youd change somebody
else’s toilet roll?
SARA. Yeah, if I was
CALLIE. Pfff.
SARA. All right, you go next.

CALLIE. So if you were driving down a highway and sawa pothole
in the road ahead, what would you do, straddle or swerve?

SARA. Mm, straddle. You?

CALLIE. Straddle.

SARA. (About Callie.) Swerve.

CALLIE. Nah-ah.

SARA. Yes you would.

CALLIE. (4 second scenario.) Cat in the road.

SARA. Caesar! — say a rabbir.

CALLIE. OK, a rabbit. Straddle, swerve, or brake.

SARA. (Like this is an option.) Straddle a rabbir.

CALLIE. Sport Utility Vehicle — four-wheel drive, you could.
(Callie sits down, picks up ber hand, and discard;. )
SARA. Screech to a brake, check the rabbit, then —
CALLIE. Brake.

SARA. Swerve,

CALLIE. Why do you keep saying thar?

gonna use it a couple times.

smoke. You?
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SARA. This is you — (She pretends to be Callie driving then
swerving. Callie puts her cards down.)

CALLIE. These cards are driving me nuts.

SARA. One more hand, please. (Callie picks the cards back up.)
CALLIE. Can I ask you something about your job?

SARA. Yep.

CALLIE. Why did you want it?

SARA. You mean this fellowship?

CALLIE. Public school, the Bronx — teaching.

SARA. Instead of private school, St. Louis — teaching?

CALLIE. That’s what you're used to, right?

SARA. It's where I worked for five years, I never got used to it. |
mean, ] never went to private school. We all went to the cruddy
public school — 1 mean, it was cruddy compared to the private
school, it’s zhe Sorbonne compared to where I teach now. Burin a
private school ... I mean, what am I giving them? They have more
than everything.

CALLIE. And the Bronx?

SARA. OK. These kids — you know who I was when I was their
age? [ was the kid who had the right answer, knew I had the right
answer but would never raise my hand. Hoping the teacher
would call on me anyway. Those are my favorite kids to teach.
And here? Now? I've got a classroom full of them. (Callie looks at
the discard pile.)

CALLIE. Did you pick up a card? (Sarz does.)

SARA. You should come and meet them one day.

CALLIE. Yeah, OK.

SARA. T'll bet you've never even been to the Bronx.

CALLIE. I go every day.

SARA. Fly over.

CALLIE. That's more than most New Yorkers.

SARA. Can I ask you about your job?

CALLIE. (Dread-filled.) Go ahead.

SARA. Why the traffic?

CALLIE. Why the traffic indeed.

SARA. T mean, as opposed to news reporting or other kinds of 2725; Sara helps. Together they pull out the

journalism.
CALLIE. I'm not a journalist. I never worked in radio or TV
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before I got that job.

SARA. So howd you get ir?

CALLIE. My boyfiiend Tom's uncle worked at the station.

SARA. Oh.

O.»H.ﬁm I mean, its the traffic it’s not even — the weather. You

Mcm.ﬂ ride around in 2 helicopter and tell people what the cars are
oing.

SARA. The helicopter part is pre reat, right?

CALLIE. Yeah, woﬂ wﬁwﬂw e i

SARA. Well if you don’ like it you should get another job.

CALLIE. I can't. (Sara imitates Callie swerving in her imaginary

car again. Slight pawse.) 1 dor't get that,

SARA. What time is it? (Callie books a¢ her warch.)

CALLIE. 2:30.

SARA. Already? Is the subway OK this time of

CALLIE. You should take a cab.

SARA. How much will that be?

CALLIE. About 10 bucks?

SARA. TI'll take the train,

CALLIE. Ill give you the money —

SARA. T have it, it’s just too much, It’s only four or five stops on

the train. (Callie sizs wp a bistle.)

CALLIE. Listen you can ... you know,

.- this pulls out to be a sofa bed ..

norning, when

sarticular,

*ARA. Maybe Caesar will come sleep with me.

SALLIE. Yes! You can reconcile with your cat

'ARA. He's holding such a grudge. He never comes out when
‘m here.

SALLIE. It took a few days
‘ARA. Lucky. (Slight pause.)
“ALLIE. T'm sure hell sleep with you tonight.
‘ARA. Yeah.

"ALLIE. Here, let me just get these —

night?

you're welcome to stay
© - you can take a train in the
it’s safe. 'm not getting up for anything in

before he started to sleep with me.

(She pulls off the cush-
bed.) 1 think it's com-
w.:..mEau I haven't slept on it myself — because I Jive here, but
it’s not comfortable enough then I'll switch beds with you. In
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fact, should we just do that? You sleep in my room and I'll sleep CALLIE. Igot it second-hand.

out here? SARA. Really?

SARA. No, no, this'll be fine. CALLIE. A hundred and fifty bucks.
CALLIE. I think is comfortable. (Callie bounces on it once, then SARA. That's cheap,

gets up.) Is there anything else you need? CALLIE. It's comfortable. (Pause.)
SARA. I think I'm all set. SARA. Areyour feet hot?

CALLIE. All right. Sleep tight. CALLIE. Whar

SARA. Good night. (They stand there. Finally Callie smiles and SARA. My feet get hot when I sleep.

walks off into her room. Sara takes off ber shirt just as Callie reenters CALLIE. Even in winter?

with a T-shirt.) SARA. Yeah.

CALLIE. Do you need a tee — whoop. (Callie looks away.) MKFEm. Take them out.

SARA. Ir's OK — I have one. (She pulls one out of her bag) We SARA. T usually move che sheet so that th

did face painting today so 1 — (Callie heads back 1o the bedroom. know, the short — SRS Dty
Sara puts the shirt on.) CALLIE. OK. (Sam gets up and turns the sheer d

CALLIE. (Offstage.) Good night. pairs of their feet are exposed, She lies back &SM&.&MMM“. Ma it
SARA. Sweert dreams. (Sara gets in bed and shuts out the light. SARA. Do you see him?

She lies there a minute. Then:) Psss pssss psss psss psss. (She lifisCALLIE. Who?

ber head up and looks for Caesar.) Caeeeesar. (No sign of him. SARA. Caesar.

Sara lies there another minute.) Come on you grudge-holder. CALLIE. Not yet. ( They both lie there stayrs il

Dssss psss psss. (Nothing. Finally to Callie in the other room.) Is% while;) Huh? (Pause) Are you asleep? mhwammwmﬁ.ﬂwmﬂwmw% .MWM

you

he in there with you? ssleep already, are you? (She turns 2o :
CALLIE. Uh-uh. He’s not out there with you? ber eyes. Callie &EM‘A \RM Jeet under &WMWMMW MMMMM.W.M&M%MMW&W
SARA. No. (Callie walks up to her doorway.) ‘o sleep. Sara opens her eyes.) s
CALLIE. Is he under your bed? (Sara leans over and looks.)
SARA. No. (Callie shrugs at Sara.) Will you do me a favor? For
just like a minute?
CALLIE. Sure. SCENE EIGHT
SARA. Would you just lay in bed here for just a minute to see if
he comes.
CALLIE. OK Callies aparment. There’s lpud banging on her door, Callie
SARA. Since he's been sleeping with you. enters from her bedroom wearin ¢ pajamas, She looks N T
CALLIE. Yeah. (Callie gets in next to Sara and pulls the covers up.) the peephole. . “
I guess we have to convince him we’re sleeping.
SARA. Oh, right. (They lie down.)
CALLIE. This bed 7 comfortable. ‘ALLIE. All right George, T hear you! (She unlocks the door and
SARA. Isntig? pens it. George bursts in wearing his bartender wniform.)
CALLIE. I never laid on it before. :EORGE. How long have you been home? '
SARA. It’s comfortable. ALLIE. Lower your voice, .
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GEORGE. Why didn't you answer your phone? CALLIE. Cracked rib.
CALLIE. I don't know. GEORGE. Let me see.
GEORGE. You wanna know how fucked up and worried abour CALLIE. It’s nothing,

you everyone is right now? GEORGE. Let me see.

CALLIE. No. CALLIE. There’s nothing to see. (Pause. )
GEORGE. You wanna know how [ heard? GEORGE. Do you want me to call anyone?
CALLIE. No. CALLIE. No (Slight pause.)

GEORGE. You wanna know exactly what drink I was making at GEORGE. Do you want me to spend the nighe?

the moment I heard your name on the goddamn TV? CALLIE. No.

CALLIE. No, I don'. GEORGE. Do you want me to go? (Slight pause.)

GEORGE. Dirty martini. TV’s on in the background. I hear Oﬁ...HLHm. No. (Pause.) George, do you remember the first tim
about this gay bashing, two women attacked and I sort of paywe kissed? &
attention, not really. I'm making this drink and thinking about how GEORGE. (Thirzks about it. ) No.

I gotra run downstairs and get some more peanuts. And then I feel CALLIE.  Me either. (Pawse.) You know, I would stand here a
my ears close and my face gets all hot, like I just swallowed athe door with Sara and say “good night,” “take care,” “see va
mouthful of hot peppers. So I turn to the TV but now they're talk-tomorrow,” “get home safe — ” When whar I really wanted to %o
ing about some apartment fire. So I switch the channel and they'rewas plant her 2 big, fat, wer one. Square on the lips. Nothin
just starting the story. Gay bashing. Woman in a coma. Callie Paxconfusing about it. She wouldn’t have to think, pgﬂ.&a Om_:m

CALLIE. I'm not in a coma. meant to kiss me on the cheek and ... missed.” You know, just
3

GEORGE. Whar?
CALLIE. Sara’sin a coma.
GEORGE. How do I know thar?

right there. Not between friends.
Bigger. So shed know. She'd know for sure. That I was answer;
her. Sara is always asking me “What do you wanz, Callie?” And

Not a friendly kiss, ar all.
ng

CALLIE. What wasI — finally, I let her know. I answered.

GEORGE. How do I know anything but what I see on the god-
damn —

CALLIE. What did you want — me to call you from the hospital:
GEORGE. Yes!

CALLIE. What would I say? On a pay phone. In the hospital
Sara lying in a room swollen and blue, face cracked open, knocket
out, not responding to anything but the barest reflex — al
because ... because —

GEORGE. Come and get me. That's what you could’ve said. (Pzuse,
Are you hurt? (Callie doesn’t respond.) Did a doctor look at you
CALLIE. Sara’s hurt.

GEORGE. Nothing happened to you? (Callie doesn’t respond. H
walks towards her; she walks away.,) Callie —

CALLIE. Bruises.

GEORGE. Where.
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SCENE NINE

ﬁ.&%«».@w&ﬂ&xmzh Callie walks in from the kitchen carrying
@ roasting pan in two mistened hands. She pulls the top off
m&& rears her head back as the smell assanlss her. She reaches
inand pulls out a drumstick, it fossilized. She bonks it on the
table; it sorends like a4 baseball bar. Theres a knock on the
door — Callie starss. She looks out the peephole a
Sara. She hurries to hide the roasting pan and all
cooking. She opens the door and Sara steps in.

nd sees
signs of
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SARA. The kids talked about you the rest of the day, you were SARA. (Gently) People with cars.

hilarious. CALLIE. Who are they? Why do they live in New York City?
CALLIE. (Shady.)Howd you get in? Why have acar when you hear every 10 minutes on the radio that
SARA. Huh? Oh, there was this woman with a baby carriage. I the traffic is so bad?

held the door for her then squeezed in behind her. It smells like SARA. Maybe you should look for another job.

something in here. CALLIE. Whose uncle’s gonna get it for me this time?

CATITE Likewhe! SARA. You could get  job based on your experience.

SARA. Like someone vomited in sawdust. Oh — I brought you CALLIE. As a taffic reporter?

this — (She hands her a bortle of wine.) For coming in and talking SARA. What %w you want to do instead?

to the kids. (Callie silently takes it and sets it down.) CALLIE. 1 m.obﬂ know.

CALLIE. It’s a little early for me. SARA. All right. Come on, we can think about this. What do

SARA. Ifs ... almost 6:00. you like?

CALLIE. Go ahead, you have some. CALLIE. Idontwant to do this.

SARA. Don't open it for me. SARA. You know a lot abour food --. you have great taste in
CALLIE. OK. restaurants —

SARA. (Trying ro figure her out.) So, what'd you do the rest of CALLIE. I dont— I really don’t want to do this.

the day? SARA. You should become a chefl (The noise from upstairs siart;
CALLIE. Nothing. again. Callie goes for her coat.)

SARA. Nothing? CALLIE. Let’s ger the hell out of here.

CALLIE. Nothing, SARA. You could go to cooking school —

SARA. You know Michelle, the girl who had the swearer with the CALLIE. Let’s Sk what's playing at the three-dollar movie theatre.
puppet on it today? She used to say “nothing” just like that. Uncil SARA. You obviously have some kind of talent for food —
I squeezed an answer out of her. CALLIE. Come on, put your coat on, let’s go.

CALLIE. Those kids adore you. SARA. God, what Zs that smell?

SARA. Do you think? CALLIE. I think someone downstairs was trying to cook something,
CALLIE. Vo b s bnndk Tondiesms. SARA. Ugh, you think that smell is related to food? (Callze apens
SARA. (As if the first time shes heard ir.) Thank you. the door for Sara.)

CALLIE. It was humiliating for me. CALLIE. Bately. (They exit.)

SARA. Why?

CALLIE. Standing up there talking about my idiotic job.
SARA. Vou ride in a helicopter, Callie, what could be cooler
than that?

CALLIE. Have you noticed? The only thing you ever praise abou
my job is that I ride in a helicopter? (Pause.) But that doesn’t ever
matter. Standing up in front of those kids today telling them abou
what I do I thought — why should these kids care abour traffic
their families don’t have cars. 7 don’t have a car. No one I cax

abourt has a car. Who am I helping?
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CALLIE. Its just ... whar I wore to my hippie friend’s wedding,
SARA. Let mesee (Callie opens ber coar 4 lirtle bit.) Oh. You look
great. (Callie shuts ber conr J I'm underdressed.

SCENE TEN CALLIE. We don’t have time to stop by your place.
SARA. Can I borrow something of yours?

Saras hospital room. Callie walks in and stands at the foor of CALLIE. Letsjust forget it, I don’t want 1o go. (Callie size wiz)
Saras bed. What can she do? She thinks a beat. She remem- me coat Wwﬂ ,
bers. She untucks the sheet and rolls it back so thar Surs’s feet: SARA. T thought you had o,

- b her, then CALLIE. Technically.
are exposed. She looks at Sara — too scared to touch be : o e s

leaves. CALLIE. Theyare, I'm not,
SARA. So do you want to go or not?
CALLIE. T have to.
SCENE ELEVEN SARA. OK, let’s go. (Sara makes Jor the door. Callie remains seated,)
What's going on.
. : is impatiently waizins CALLIE. Nothing. (Pzuse, )
mw._wa %Mm%xmwww MMWW “MWMMMMM«M MNMMH.MM. M p thin hm SARA. d,SQ are you still sitting down? (Calfze shrugs.) Let me see
Jor ara, M ? then putting them down. Finally theret 2 What you've got in your closet. (Sarz goes 1o jer bedroom and comes
MMM_NMM MM M NMH.mhn.M“ M_m &._w&,m on her coat. Sara bnocks and back holding a dress on 4 hanger.) Could T wear this?

; ; CALLIE. Iwore thar a reception last week.
Callie opens the door — Sara is holding a wet newspaper . A &mm mwmnm“. receptio wee

T ket CALLIE. People will recognize i,
SARA. Do you czre? (Callie shrugs,) Callie, whar the hell.
CALLIE. Idon’t know.
, it's really starting to come down now.
MWWWM%M;M»MEEW it’s moEmS be hard to get a cab. WWW.WMOW%EH tell me. Mqu.rmw do you wanr?
ill have time, don’t we? = 1ave 1 go to this thing, .
o Weadl ' SARA. Do you not want me to go? Is that je?
i little 1 't we? CALLIE. You dort have 10 go if you don’t wan to,
SARA. Oh, well, we can be a little late, can’t we? SARA. Cally con et v g

» I asked you to be here by 5:30.
mﬂﬁhkww.m mH rmme”s mum“w ME.WW. I lost track of time. (Sara takes off her CALLIE. I have to 20, I have to.

; . SARA. So let’s go. (Ske beads Jor the door.)
&&LEH.M _m:w ﬂﬂaﬂ mnﬂbw nwmﬁnnﬂ MWM MMWESH tore sand. CALLIE. What are you going to wear? (Szra stops, then turns. )
CALLIE. Ts that what yo 3 5 SARA. What? (Callie gets up.)
SARA. .. Yeah. (She looks at her clothes.) What? CALLIE. T have to 80 to this thing and I want you to go with

,Mu>hEmH. MMMEWWFW a dress-up event? (Callie shrugs,) What are Mé but T dor wany you to wear what you’re wearing and [ dop’t

Want you to wear my clothes. Whar wil] people think if we wajk

you wearing? in together and you're wearing my clothes? (Surgz sis down.)
mﬁzmﬂﬁwwnﬁ_o&@ SARA. I'm not going,
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CALLIE. Now this. .

SARA. I'm tired, I'm underdressed, I'm not going to know anyone

there except for you — forget it. o SCENE TWEILVE

CALLIE. Sara, I asked you to go to this ﬂ?:m. with me a én.n_a ago;

I told you it was an awards ceremony, why did you dress like you
ere going camping? . .

MVW% ch didn’t make it sound like it was that big a deal.

CALLIE. An awards ceremony? u

SARA. If you had wanted me to get dressed up you should’ve

Hospital waiting room. Callie walks in, Peter is already
sitting. She recognizes hin. Peter lpoks up, nods politely —
as he would to any stranger. Callie sits one seat away from
him. Suddenly it occurs to him who she 5. After @ bear —

told me. _ "
CALLIE. Itold you to be here at 5:30, you nOc.Eaﬁ manage thar.
SARA. What's the big deal — you don't even like your job. CALLIE, ‘Her paeqrs?

CALLIE. Idon't like my job the way you love your job but that PETER. (Lightly

> ) Anita and Joe are in there now, yeah. (Silence,)
doesnt mean you shouldn’t come at the time I asked you to, CALLIE. They're strict about thar — the hospital. Two at a time.

wearing something appropriate. PETER. Noak’s ark,

SARA. Obviously this is more important than you — (7T CALLIE. Excuse me?

clomping from upstairs starss ahnmﬁ.p v d PETER. Two ara — (He shakes his head ar bimself,) — stupid.
CALLIE. Theres my cue. I'm leaving now; I don't care what YOU QORea 0, silence,)

SARA. Yeah go, get chased out of your own apartment again. CALLIE. Did you — was your flight OK?

CALLIE. Whar? , PETER. There were like six peanuts in the whole — (e cozers
SARA. Better to plan your life around someone else’s schedule bis eyes,) Flight was fine,

fine. Thank you.
are they — how are they?
- wrecked, 2nd Joe — they're ... ] meain, Sards

than have to face them and tell them what you have aﬁﬂ%.&ﬂ.rn “{EATEIE. Her parcrs,
CALLIE. What do you care? What do you care? This is my PETER. Anita is

apartment — - their only daughter —

SARA. You'e pathetic, Callie — (Callie takes off ber coas.) CALLIE. I know.

CALLIE. Fuck it, I'll stay right here then. PETER. They never wanted her to come here —

SARA. Perfecr. CALLIE. Iknow.

CALLIE. You can leave. PETER. The docror said she can’t be moved until she regains
SARA. Glad to.

consciousness.

CALLIE. I'm busy tomorrow so forget about the museum. CALLIE. They want to move her?
SARA. Yeah, I'm busy too. (Callie opens the door for Sara. Sanpprrr, Mm-hm,
grabs ber coat and exirs. Callic slams the door bebind her.) CALLIE. Back to $t. Louis?

PETER. To Chesterfield, where Anjta and Joe live. It’s abourt 20
minutes outside. (Paue. )

CALLIE. But what — what if she doesn’t want to go?
PETER. Why wouldr’t she?

CALLIE. Because the fellowship, she wanted — she worked so
hard to get and the kids —
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- beat.
her back in a heart
chool would take
PETER. Herolds

he — ;
. oEHmMM.nM uaww WM<M no idea when she'll be able to
PETER. But—

T [0

—
go back RM " she'll need rehabilitation, maybe home car
anent ...
%ﬂm. 1 know.

take care of her.
ETER. She needs her family. And they need to take
Hm,wmmanm.u ... There was a response.

L m Ow&. TNH to

squeeze his hand and she ... squeezed.
%bﬁgm.. She did?
PETER. Yeah. .
CALLIE. She .m&.>
PETER. mcnﬁn.m - | -

% gﬁHMHW . ou'd want to know. (Callie RSJ wuﬂﬂ Ma @ Nﬁa
dmﬂmmww:mﬂ_%w MSF (Pause.) mﬁ»ﬁ:. qum to

. e.
OELL by i ot : nE«ﬁ.&mm lpoks down.) She
ﬁrﬁﬁmmw wrn didr’t tell me about you.
Mm@. %OL were a friend. «me.u ME& »
S en WMMH MMH mu_..NMM w.bné moo& restaurants to go to
ou.
w@m.wwm,ﬂﬁmw ) That's all Sara told me about y
0

CALLIE. I see. ”

R. Saraandl—
wgmﬁwwm. She told me. Suxm«. p\.
PETER. We lived ﬁomnarnn or
CALLIE. Yes. (Pause.)

PETER. Isdll —

) hat happened that
CALLIE. Yes (P, ke you to cell me

llie’s not going
ht. (Silence. Peter waits long enough to figure o Callie
ight. (Stience. .
anh.qswn ) Please. (¢ Slight pause. )
CALLIE. I'm sorry.
PETER. What.

HVMHWWW. ,@qm.smmg you? (Slight pause. )
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CALLIE. Hello? (Dial tone sounds over the
She hovers over the phone Jor a mome
her ear, dials 4 few numbers, then abruptly hangs up. She stares at the
phone. She picks up the pho
She picks up the phone and
Caesar, please? Come on,
dial her number for you.

CALLIE. Everything you need to know has been in the papers,
on the TV —

Hum‘_,m_ﬂ.ﬁémmnmﬁrm newspapers and the TV,
CALLIE. Thenyou know every —

PETER. No, Idon’t know everything. I know what e ir hap-
pened, I know where and I know that you were there. And now
you're here and Szra is in there. That's the part [ want to know
about. Why is ske in there.
CALLIE. I wish it was me but it jsn.
PETER. Why isn't it? (Callie doesn’s respond.) Were you hyrs?
CALLIE. You don’t know whar fucking happened.
PETER. Tell me! (Callie doesn’s answer.) Why couldn’ you
protect her?
CALLIE. He was big, he was stronger — I tried —
PETER, How big?
CALLIE. I tried,
PETER. Bigger than me? (Callie surns away from him.) Could
have — (He turns her back.) Was he bigger than me?
CALLIE. No! (Prter steps back. Slight pause.)
PETER. Why was she protecting you? (Callse keeps her eyes on his
but doesn’t answer,)

SCENE THIRTEEN

Callies apartment. The

Pphone rings. Her machine Picks up.
Callie runs in from the

bedroom and picks it up,

speaker. She hangs up.
nt. She jerks the receiver up to

ne, dials seven numbers, then bhangs up.
Places it on the floor in front of the sofa.)
you've known her longer than I have. I’l]
Tell her I — tell her [ thought abour —
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just tell her to come over. (Caesar doesn’t come 0. ) If you were 3

dog youd do it. (Callie picks up the phone and dials seven numbers
quickly.) Hi George, its me — what. Did you just call here — why
not. Yeah, Vong was great. I got the sea bass with cardamonm, Sara
got the grilled lamb chops with coriander — yeah she eats meat,
why wouldn't she? T dont know what youre talking about —

Listen, what are you doing for dinner. 'Cause 1 just walked by

Tomoe and noticed there’s no line. Come on, I need a sushi fix. All

right, if you get there first just tell them 1 know you know. OK
bye. (Callie bang up- She puts the phone back on the floor.) OK-

Caesar, second chance.

SCENE FOURTEEN

Sards hospital room. Callie walks in and stands at her bedside.

CALLIE. They're finished building chat building across from
your apartment. (Sara doesn’t respond.) Wake up now. (Ne
response. A little stronger.) Sara. (No response. ) Can you hear me?
(Callie looks down. Nothing.) Open your €yes- (No response.) Open
(No response.) They're gonna start you on physical
e stuff, range of motion, something
to get your blood moving. (Pause.) You've goten all these cards
and letters, Tll read some to you later. (Pause.) You know your
parents are here. They’re doing cheir best — 1 think they're doing

OK, considering. You getting better makes them feel berter —
yeah. (Pause.) They look at me ... yOUr parents look at me ... like
I’'m some dirty old man. (She waits for a response. ) And the news-

papers, the TV, the radic — my <ation, my own statiom, when
they ran the news about the attack, they identified me — “Traffic
reporter for this station.” Now everybody — the guy at the deli —
I used to be the blueberry muffin ady, now I'm the Jesbian traffic
reporter whose lover got beat up. And Dve gotten letters — from
two women, their girlfriends were Lilled during atracks — and

your eyes.
therapy tomorrow. Just lixl
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th
ey wrote me these heartbreakin

through .. g letters about whar they've been

nt

know what tha
leans in closer.) Mu means, Sara. Do you? Do

g you kn .
my God. Hi. oyou know who I am? (Szrz %«MHMMW Mmmma%m

SCENE FIFTEEN

Callies apartinent, Calls

- ent, Callie walks in from th ;

hma.a%m p HMMMHAN M&ﬁkﬁ& and xu”«&%.% w.mmwwmuﬁ o

ks gm&uq.ha drinks from one. George m_.anmnu il

bt ng jeans and pulling on a Tsh Cﬂ&g .&wm
second glass of water. He takes awhwwﬁ calie

GEORGE. Deer Park?
MMWEM. You can’t nnw.m.
Ehmwmmum Tastes like plastic.
mmowm.m oZn EWE Evian, you buy it.
C H._..w %mn vian, Vermont Natural Spri
CALL r Park or Dos Equis, o

GEORGE. D : an_.n.w_.wu ,
any snacks? os Equis, please. (Callie \Szww ?.xnmwm,www.mw Mw ve got.
.} You got

CALLIE. I think
! Ih i
mmmﬁm Thase %MM some waszbi pess.
< LIE. Taste like sushi —

EORGE. Oh skt
CALLIE. Whar.
GEORGE. T have w go.

CALLIE. Wh
2 Hﬁ.mnMMW:mMM %MM. me m& the rest of his clothes.)
irthday at work so a v::nr.
of people are

momh—m out to Hrm.ﬁ -.—m.
mwhamm% I'd meer %ﬁw se tapas place on Ninth Street afterwards, |

. Blow th . :
GEORGE. 1 cart, off
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) ing for
gic’s in the morning

CALLIE. Come on. We'll go 10 Ag

akes.
MW%W&%HMMMM%N&:Q I made these plans

Tm. &.N.%w s . _"n chd.ﬂ met T.ﬂﬂ.
CALLIE. /droma rth . ork. I don't think y ;
GEORGE HM. ram:nrmmm&mwwwqmp actress. (He puts on bis shoes.)
CALLIE., Letme g .

) : ined. ) .
DmOWOm..&mrnm MWMMHWCMHMM Mrm restaurant business, George
CALLIE. You go

e %ocmﬂmmmwm @]oonz see you on Wednesday, at Jasmines,
@mowmm. having everyone OVer for dinner. ick kiss on the lips.)
right? She’s 2h, I put it down. (He gives bera g behind bim. She
Sl <nm . Mﬂm exits and Callie closes %M &awwﬁ e
QmOWﬂw. w&:\_x the drain. Theres a knock on e door halfivay
A ﬁm mmmb&u.:w ) 1 didnt lock it. (Sara opens

CALLIE. i

% .p

h...ﬂ& “&Mmh a mﬁﬁh& step v

w_ I MH r._... on —
ME. Hmm.pa ou m Mu &
O.NNVHLH.HW. H e Hm: nHOv\.ﬂllH &&.H.—rﬂ WH-.O(C 1L Was To:..

ARA i i he was leaving. . o
i ﬂm_ﬁnmmww nwn a second. ( Q“&HM wﬁww HM&M“
O>HML Hm.&uMamM:nm _@2‘ bedroom. She comes back ou
closed an

door.

. ants, She opens the

Teshirt and a pair of swearp apper.)

wsm&s Nmﬂwﬂﬁsm a bottle of ﬂam :w m mem«m“hmw takes it and
ard en ATty ink voull like € Qe ik A sits down

g 9MM %w Mwwwww Sara steps tentatively in ané st

gestures row

: . itchen.
on the edge é Fi) some glasses. (Callie \u&_&wﬁw@w %Hm WMM MMHWH&
CATLIE. Tl amnmw wmzn to open it now — 1S face, O_&:n. You've
m%.@% v Mhﬁ up and follows Callie.) Apologize,

to — (Sara g

m

d, thatI said —

Mnmﬁm. That I'm a loser?

ARA. 1 didn't — .
mOZLEm. That I'm wﬂrm.sn.

ARA. YouTe not pathetic. . |
mO.PEL.Hm o% Mou 1 know — [ sometimes .98 e

lenow, when 1 was little, my pare
... you ;

before you called.

jous!
(Callie turns around, unconsclousty

swerve. | was thinking
; ade me take rennis

46

lessons — I’m not an athlete — neither are my parents, | don’t
know why — because the lessons were free! And it was summer
and my parents didnt want me sitting around the house doing

nothing which is whar they thought I was doing — which was ...
true. So, they made me take these lessons, even though I was a
klutz, and I tried — but [ was a natural klutz. Still, ar the end of
the summer we all had to play in these tournaments and compete
against the kids from the other classes. So for the first round, I get
pitted against this kid who obviously took tennis lessons because
she wanted to be a really good tennis player. I can't even return her
serves. The match takes like 10 minuges, Afterwards, my parents

can barely speak, they feel so bad, They rake me to Dairy Queen,
tell me to order whatever I want — | get the triple banana split
and for the rest of the summer they let me sit around and watch

Love Boat reruns which is all I wanted to0 do anyway. (Callie hands
Sara a glass of wine,)

SARA. It was a good show.
CALLIE. But lately, I feel like .
winning.

SARA. Callie, I know that neither you nor I have ever — well ar
least I know that I haven't, I've never really asked —

CALLIE. By the way, I did get an award.
SARA. What?

CALLIE. An award for
SARA. Are you serious?
CALLIE. I'm sorry, I interrupted —
SARA. Did you know?
CALLIE. What.
SARA. You knew you were
CALLIE. I swear I didn't,
SARA. Ts that why you were so —
CALLIE. Sara, I could never have known. Trust me.
SARA. Did they call you up to the dais and everything?
CALLIE. Just like the Oscars,
SARA. 1 wish I had seen. (Sara touches Callics hand )

CALLIE. I wish you'da been there, (Callse squeeses Saras hand
Slight pause.) You want to see it

SARA. Yes! (Callie roors through a pile of pagers,)

. there’s something ... worth ...

traffic reporting — who knew?

going o get an award, didn’ you?
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e

3%

.

uk
«

CALLIE. I thought I stuck it in here. (Sara go

N\M%;mﬁawh_%nm?nm I find stuffin here. (Szra pulls out a plaque and
S . So

1 hing.

'+ in the air,) 1 found somet r
W»@Hmmﬁ wﬁmﬂn it is! (Sara looks at M. Sh ;
and slides some M@onmm.ﬁw\a out of the way.
SARA. Put it here, OK?

es to the sofa and lifts

o walks over to the bookshelf

CALLIE. Not there.
SARA. dSQ not?

nmwwﬁ mu wmwmwﬁmm.n (Callie xﬁs%ﬁ it.) m.wowmw &mmw .
S . gt it again.) 1 mean 1t s
but reaches for it ag : her
Wmmwwmw@“weaﬁm‘wn sakes the plague, exhales on it, rubs it on
er -

shirt, then puts it back.)

SCENE SIXTEEN

> . . I “ N.
Mﬁuh& @QMHNM_&M room. \m HRUTSE 15 NQ‘NNNuNW on _‘-Qmu cnar t. hhm 1€

walks in.

CALLIE. Any good news?
NURSE. She’s stable.
hat’s good news. , "
mﬁﬁmwm Wmmw,wwhwmwm wmw healing. (Callie looks at Sara’s face.)
LIE. Yes. u )
mWHWmm. Can tell she’s a pretty girl.
LIE. Yeah.
MWHWmm. She's a schoolteacher?
CALLIE. She is.

chmw.: quﬂnmm wmnomx (Makes eye contacs with the nurse. ) Third
CALLIE. In "

Hﬂm.ﬂ WWHO ..T—B..w CW m.:. °m ﬁwu. 1T ames TW &HW QHHﬂ_, oﬁ
m =

%%mm“m%mwnm 2 lot to be a public school teacher in New York City.
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CALLIE. She’s got it.
NURSE. Those kids are lucky.
CALLIE. They know it

NURSE. I'm gonna give her her bath now.
CALLIE. Oh, all right. (She starzs to leape )
NURSE. I'll show you so you can do
CALLIE. Oh — thart’s very

never —
NURSE. You've seen the worst of her. Most
her face. Her body Iooks fine. If
CALLIE. Idon’t know if she
NURSE. It won't hurt my fe
it better if you do i.

CALLIE. ... Right now, though, T have to go. (She taps on her watch
Jace.) The time. Bur . .. thank you. (She bead; onr y;

it. (Callie stops. Slight pause.)
— but [ don’t think I should, I've

of her bruises are on

that’s what you're afraid of
d want me to.

elings, you know. I'm sure she'd like

SCENE SEVENTEEN

Callies apartment. Callic and Surg walk in. Sara carries
groceries, Callie carries o bag from a record store.

CALLIE. Which airporr is he flying into?
SARA. JEK.

CALLIE. At11:00?

SARA. 11:30.

CALLIE. Have the cr service pick you up at around 10:30, tell
them to take the BQE to the LIE to the Van Wyck — thar'll ger
you to the airport by 11:00. Bur tell the driver o take the Midtown
Tunnel back, itll cost you three-fifty but the Manharran-bound
waffic on the Williamsburg bridge will be too heavy.

SARA. Check. (Sara hoks through the CDs,) Do you ever go out
dancing?

CALLIE. Sometimes | do — m

y friend Sheila goes to this club
on Wednesday nights and some

times she invites a bunch of us
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girls to go.
SARA. I'd like to go sometime.
CALLIE. ... Sure ...
SARA. Will you let me know next time you go?
CALLIE. A bunch of us girl friends go ... it's fun ... the music’s
great and ir’s fun, you don’t have to worry about guys trying to
pick you up ... ‘cause 7 all women. I like to go there and dance,
there's this kind of warm — like when you go to the bathroom,
there’s only one line and everyone’s really nice and smiles ...
SARA. Have you ever ... asked someone to dance?
CALLIE. W kind of stick to each other — us friends. Sheila
usually knows a bunch of women there and I've met them.
SARA. You ever meet a woman there, that seemed ... interesting
... 10 you? ‘
CALLIE. ... No. (Slight pause.) Not there. (Pause.) Have you —?
SARA. What.
CALLIE. In St. Louis, do they — or have you been to?
SARA. We have a couple places like that but I've never been. My
friend Janet says that only college girls go to the clubs and bars;
older lesbians just stay home and read. That’s what everyone in
St. Louis does, stays home and brews their own beer or does their
e-mail. (Slight pause. )
CALLIE. But I mean, have you ever...?
SARA. I mean I can imagine any woman who's never felt

atcracted —

CALLIE. Right!

SARA. Its just, I mean if you've never actually been —
CALLIE. You want a beer?

SARA. Love one.

CALLIE. Ihope I have some.

SARA. Whar time is it?

CALLIE. Just about 6:00.

SARA. Uh-oh.

CALLIE. Whart?

SARA. I promised my roommates T'd clean the apartment by
the time they came back from their trip and they're gonna be

home in an hour.
CALLIE. Just — wait here a couple more minutes.
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SARA. T really should go.
CALLIE. Just wait one minute
SARA. Why? .
CALLIE. | wanna
s
LIE. Take m ]
: y watch. (Callie tak
MM%W\WW%.QE” el akes off her watch and hands
LIE. And how m
SARA. 38 seconds. o hiias
CALLIE. And what dav i
SARA. Thursday. T
mual:m: What time is it now?
ARA. 5:59 and 50 seconds.
CALLIE. So count 'em.
SARA. Whar?
m&zm.moﬂcwnﬂ ‘em down. Five seconds, four —
&.}WPE&% me&u M&.ﬂauunﬁ? one — what, (Callie opens her hands
ity xvn@ Hmﬁ. (Callie gestures towards the ceilin ) Its G
o ts Thursday at 6:00! And it’s quiet! W Calli ot
o g \%SE.&W &.m&m@m Sara opens her arms and ) \QNN_KN&%
O.Pﬁ.:m QO«% holding — Callie lets go.) Ul call D e ach
TR (e you tomorrow.

m»brmﬂ}.. GB“ $€¢ ya.

CALLIE.
OK. Bye. (Sara opens the door and less berself out

Callie ambles slowly o
; 1
\qmaknxa?&aé h%.& RM&MMWN sofa, looks at the door, buries her

-+ show you something.

SCENE EIGHTEEN

A coffee shop. M. Winsley is sitting at a table. Callie walks in

D Wn.—.lHle. gnm. g hhHmHhvm .
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£ A,

shakes it.)
CALLIE. I'm sorry I'm late. T came straight —
MRS. WINSLEY. It fine, it's fine. I don’t have to meet my
husband until 8:00. (She gestures for Calfie to sit.)
MRS. WINSLEY. Should we order something? Coffee or tea?
CALLIE. Coffee would be great.
MRS. WINSLEY. How are you doing?
CALLIE. 'm OK.
MRS. WINSLEY. Yeah?
CALLIE. I want to thank you for ... what you did, Mrs. Winsley.
MRS. WINSLEY. I only did what 1 should've.
CALLIE. Not everybody —
MRS. WINSLEY. How'’s your girlfriend?
CALLIE. Sara— shes better. Alert and responding. We just have
to wait to see what kind of effect. How much and what.
MRS. WINSLEY. 1 read in the paper she’s from Kansas or
something?
CALLIE. St. Louis. Missouri. Kansas City is in Missouri but
Saras from St. Louis.
MRS. WINSLEY. I'm from outside Cincinatd myself, although
T've been here 20 years, When I first moved here T would smile at
strangers on the subway, give quarters to beggars on the street.
CALLIE. Sara gives a dollar.
MRS. WINSLEY. So I can imagine what it must've seemed like to
her. Small-town girl in the big city — seeing men dressed as women,
women holding hands — mustve seemed like gay paradise to her.
CALLIE. St. Louis is not 2 small town.
MRS. WINSLEY. She’s at St. Vincents, isn't she?
CALLIE. Yes.
MRS. WINSLEY. How are the doctors theret Are you pleased
with them?
CALLIE. It’s hard to say. You want them to do everything, you
want them to make her better. But they do what they can, T think
they’re OK.
MRS. WINSLEY. How do you find it — spending all your time
there. 1 mean I know they have limited visiting hours but they
probably let you stay all day.
CALLIE. I have to go to my job —
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M
O\WMFWSHMMWWM O.m..nozan. I didn't mean to imply —
. o visit every day.
%MH.LMSZMH.MK It must be exhausting for yo
E. Well, her family’s here — -

MRS. WINSLEY. Ar
. Are /| 1
CALLIE. No ... Not nﬁw.n ose vith them:

MRS. WI s

e Bh“mhmm Iknow what it’s like with in-laws. It ook

o ave you and Sara been together lor 00K years
. Um ... no. gether long?

MRS. WINSLEY. Oh, I’
CALLIE. T hpeny Ot Tm sorty T chough you two were —

MRS. SLEY. : i

anm.HZWw ot Here I've been talking as if —
%mH..HMQZmHmK So you're not really —
CAL dqhm/wéo. like I'said I go there every —

: SLEY. But you're not rezlly involved.

SCENE NINETEEN

O&NNNWW &N&Nu THent. mewNm Nﬁmhuuwnm CANS awﬂ& a ﬁwhuh h@wu Nu
2

from the bedroom wearing a dress.

GEORGE. I'malitde s

5% .
CALLIE. Just dont SOHQw%Mo=m”u ¢ business was slow last night.

GEORGE. I brou
' ght 50 bucks.
CALLIE. Tharll get you a salad.

vﬂnm:‘_n Is .HT..—.% .—ﬁcﬁﬂ

O.»HEMHEQ .
o you, I'm gonna pa £ .
M“.R%:Mm SUEBHON i (She § a.&&w QMQM%MUMWM@ Euing Sousinp

ip and looks at herself in the mirror.) e way with her
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GEORGE. OK. Miss Traffic Reporter of the Universe or whatever
you are, I'm gonna get the lobster.

CALLIE. They have venison. . .
OmOHMOm ﬁmwma better,) Qoo! (Callie turns towards M§. ) ’
CALLIE. Does chis dress make me look fat? (He oo s away.
OmOWO.m. 1 can not, will not, ever answer that question.
CALLIE. I'm changing. (She heads for the bedroom.)

GEORGE. What are you so cwn.wmwn about?

CALLIE. (Offstage.) I'm not uptight. . o
Omomwm_w.m %mgwm the third time you've changed. Who is this
guy anyway? ,

mwwwmm ﬂﬁﬁ%ﬂ&%ﬂaﬂwnwﬂo look so good for him? (Callie comes

3 mirror.
back on wearing a different dress. She stands in front of the )

CALLIE. It’s a nice restaurant.
OmOHMMm. Hmmmg gonna be dressed up? You told me I could wear

Al ’ jeans anyway.

. B I knew you'd wear jea
MWWHMMM nm_“wng admit shes right.) Hm. (i George stands :MXM H.
Callie; he looks at their reflection. He puts his arm aroun
NMNMWWE. So how was the birthday party the other night? (She
wriggles away.)

RGE. Fine. . u
MMMVEW Did the birthday girl get everything she asked for?
GEORGE. You want to talk abour this?

CALLIE. No. L (Passe)
E. Cool. (Pause. o
mwmwm meowoc fuck her before or after midnighe?

RGE. Nice. o
mwmhm. I'm just wondering about the technicality
GEORGE. Listen, I'm not like you and that guy —

MWWHMMM dﬁdww.o was that, that guy with the nose ring that you —
CALLIE. Hey —
GEORGE. In the bathroom of the —

CALLIE. Hey —
GEORGE. dmmnr no protection. (The buzzer buzzes.)
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CALLIE. I told you rhaz

GEORGE. 1 asked.

CALLIE. We should starr keeping more to ourselves,
GEORGE. Too late.

CALLIE. Don’t say thar.

GEORGE. Why not? (Theres 2 knock on the door.)

CALLIE. Makes me feel old,

GEORGE. We are old.

CALLIE. You are. (Callie opens the door. Sara walks in alone, alsp
wearing a dress. Callie lpoks behing ber.)
CALLIE. ... Hi.

GEORGE. Hey, how’s it going.

SARA. (Smail) Hi,

CALLIE. Where’s Peter?

SARA. He ... uh, left. You look beautiful. So do
CALLIE. He left ... New York?
SARA. Yeah, he changed his flight. He left 4 couple hours ago, |
told him to tell the driver to take the Van Wyck.
CALLIE. Something happen at work
SARA. No it — I asked him to leave. (Callse moves closer to ber,)

CALLIE. Oh, um — (She looks ar George, then back ar Sara.)
Listen, we don’t have to g0 out —

GEORGE. Yeah, no, if you're upset —

SARA. No, it's fine, I want to 8o out. I want to get to know George.
CALLIE. Are you — did something happen — (Again she looks
at George.) 1 mean, you don’t have ro . (George stands behind
Callie and puss his hands on her shoulders. She looks az bis hapds —
whar are they doing there?)

SARA. He was being so — he was criticizing everything, “Your
apartment’s too small. It’s in a bad neighborhood. Your school js

dangerous. It’s too far away.” All he could talk abour was how dirty
and dangerous everything is.

CALLIE. ... Well —

GEORGE. It .

SARA. Whart? Compared to St. Louis? I don't want to live there.

I've started something here and I — thar’s what . because it’s
Ilove ... New York!

GEORGE. (Nod:) Mm,

you, George.

e
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CALLIE. Let’s go eat.

GEORGE. (7o Sara.) Are you sure?

SARA. Yeah. . .

GEORGE. Great! Let's go! (George offers Sara his arm. She takes it.

He offers his other arm to Callie.)

CALLIE. I'll catch up with you. .

GEORGE. OK. (7o Sara, on the way out.) They have venison
know. .

mwy. OWME mean Bambi? (George and Sara exit. Callie E.».Fh over

to the Magic Eight-Bull, shuts her eyes a moment, then wiggles the

ball. She looks at its answer.) )

CALLIE. (Quietly) Yes! (She puts down the ball and hurries to

catch up with them.)

SCENE TWENTY

Sara’s hospital room. She' sitting in a wheelchair, eyes open.
She's visibly weak on her right side. Peter sits next to her
reading from a book.

PETER. “And then 98 kilometers — that’s 61 miles — nomr of
Wilcannia is a lunar landscape.” That looks Fmﬁ.. doesn’t it?
“Some of the locals don’t mind showing off the interiors o.pq their
white-walled subterranean serlements” — You'll want to sign up
early for that tour, heh heh — (He looks at Sara, clears his throat,
then goes back to the book.) As I was saying, “Looping around about
160 kilometers — that’s 100 miles to you and me — a road leads
to Mootwingee, 2 surprising patch of greenness in the .vm,_._...mm
Bynguano — " Australia s an English-speaking country, isnit it
(He fingers the last few chapters of the book.) You know, I'm just
dying to sec how this ends but can we — (Sar nods. He kisses her
hand.) Thank you. We'll save the big finish for after dinner. (He
puts the book away and picks something up.) Did you see this? (He
holds a homemade greeting card in front of her. Callie steps into the
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700m, then steps back. She watches,) You got a card from your old class
at Friends. See, there’s Matthew and Sophia and Emily — your
favorite, the anti-Christ. She wries, “I hope you feel bitter and
come bark soon.” I see your replacement is lerting her spelling skills
slip. (Sara tentatively takes the card in her hand,) Hey! Look at you.

I've been talking to Jenny and Steve a lot, keeping them updat-
ed. Jenny’s been letting everyone know what's going on. Margaret’s
called, Jamie, Lisa — its frustrating for them not to be able to see
you. They picture the worst, all they have are the images in their
heads from reading the newspaper articles. Ifll be better for them
when they can see you.

The docror says we can move you soon. Your parents and I
have been talking. I agree that you should stay with them after you
get out of rehab. You're weliorme to stay at our old place, of course,
if you want to, I would take off from work so that I could — P
going 1o take off from work anyway. (Pause.) Just because you're
coming back home I'm not going to act like everything is going to
be the way it was. [ know you went to New York because you
wanted to change things. (He ouches her face,) You do want to go
home — (Water drops from Saras eyes.) Don't you? (Callie turns,
walks toweards Sara’s nirse, who is standing ar her station.)

CALLIE. Excuse me.

NURSE. You're back.

CALLIE. Do you have time row?
NURSE. Yeah.

CALLIE. To show me how to do it

CALLIE. Uugggh, I'm so full I can’t stand up. What do you want
to do, we could watch a movie if you want —
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__SARA. Let’s uh ... let’s go out, le's go somewhere.

CALLIE. Where do you want to go? , T

m>wW~Wrann,maM bar. Hﬁ the West Village. Henriettas, you ever .wanm.v S SCENE TWENTY-TWO

CALLIE. Once. o n, Ui, .

mu,gﬁmdﬂww\w% MWM MM«WM\V&L Like this? The hospital. Sards sitting in a wheelchair. Callie enters

SARA. .Adm could change. Friday night, it’s supposed to be a carrying a ba.

good night. , ol -

Skight ¢.) Good for what? :

M%WHMWTWRHM McmﬂomWMﬂwo Wn a lot of people there. i CALLIE. Sara. (Sara turns to her)1 brought you stuff to change
et WPH.HN (Nods though she doesn’ quite understand.) OK, let’s go. into. (She pulls some clothes ou of the bag.) Dont you think?

SARA. You change, and then we can stop by my place and then (Callie puts them in Sara’s lap. Y We're gonna do this. Warch me. .

B . Yo £e> You gorra listen to me too. (She undoes Saras gown.) OK, we’re
Mwhmm.w We don’t — you can borrow some of my clothes. gonna start with the left side because we're taking things off. (She .
SARA A.Armﬁ_m better. That's great. (They stand there.) You go ahead takes off Sara’s lefs sleeve.) And now the right. (She helps Sara pull

and change and T'll ... change next. I'll wear whatever’s _nmn,o,ﬁn
CALLIE. T'll go change.

__ her arm out of the right sleeve. She takes our a bra. J This closes in
)" front. Can you ... go like this? (She lifts ber arms at the elbows,

.A. o -y
4o cia

SARA. Maybe we'll like it there — (She looks belplessly ar Callie.) Sara does it.) Good for youyI should tell — (She looks aronnd for -
Okﬂtﬁwm. (Trying to be helpful ) Yeah, OK. . the nurse.) Later. (She puts the bra on.) So far so good. (She takes | ..
SARA. Let’s just — ; the shirt off Sard’s lap.) Nice shirt, huh? Did I pick out a nice shirt . —
( wrh.:w. We'll go, we'll hang out, have a drink. for you? OK, you're gonna need to sit up a little for me. (Sarz sits
SARA. Yes! You know, maybe meet people. up. Gallie guides Sara’s weak right arm through the sleeve. Its diffs-
CALLIE. Are you — I mean, do you ... want to meet people? cult NIf I can just T hurting you? I'm sorry, Sara, I'm sorry.
SARA. Yes! — No! I want to meet people to — meet people (To herself)) Relax. (Ske puts the lefi sleeve on.) This one you can
_un. make friends but no, I dont want to meet someone, some do. Push — push — (¢ gets caught.) Keep breathing, and push —
o er — e don ¥ aged &t (Sara pushes her arm through the sleeve.) It's a gitl! (Callie buttons
MMMMHM We'll just go. e R poaps Sara’ shirt.) Let's keep you warm. It’s cold in this place. (Callie
SARA. It just  bar. . takes the pants. She helps Sard’s right foot off the footrest.) We're
.II.OlM.HH..Hm. With a whole bunch of lesbians in it. . gonna do this together. I'll do this one. (She ther points to her lef?.)
SARA. And us. (They lock eyes, haping the other will say something That one you can do. ﬁw.nwn takes her left leg off 7t spasms,) Oh —
perfict. They heep waiting) A Y oh. OK. OK. (Callie flips the Joot pads up. She scrunches up the

e LU right leg of the pants and wrangles it on.) We gotta work together
on this one, OK? (She scrunches up the left leg. Sara lifis her leg.)
Are you helping me? Yes. You are. The shoes go last. (Callie puss
her right shoe on.) Like this. (Sara slips her Left foot in the left shoe.)
And like that. (She pushes Saras Jeet closer to her Callie stands up.)
Now you're gonna stand up. 'm gonna help. One, two, three —
(She puts her hands under Saras arms and lifis ber up. She pulls her
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pants up. Sara loses her balance; Callie tries to ease her down; they
both come down with a thud )1 can do this, you see? (Sara nods.)

Choose me. (Sara smiles.) e, M

S

|
~"TY.THREE

_
Sara and Callie are walking down the street, having just

left Henriettas. Finally, Sara turns to Callie.

A rod
8

SARA. Whatwas [ thinking. W< 7 / .
CALLIE. That was like — going to a birthday parcy when you
don't know the person whose birthday it is.

SARA. I don’t know why I was expecting ... I don't know what I
was nannﬂmnm.~§mn time is it? (Callie checks her watch.)
CALLIE. Around 4:00.

SARA. So late. TR R STEM 9 o
CALLIE. Shouldwe ... go somewhere — where do you want to go?
SARA. T don’t know —

CALLIE. Lets just ... keep walking.

SARA. Sure. (They walk a few steps in silence. After a while.)
CALLIE. How do you eat corn on the cob. Around the world or

typewriter-style?

SARA. Tjpewriter.

CALLIE. Me too.

SARA. What kind of person eats around the world?
CALLIE. I don’t know.

SARA. I mean, what is that based on? You read left to right, right?

CALLIE. I do.

SARA. So you should eat your corn that way too. X\
CALLIE. Do you think in Egypt they ear right to left? ./
SARA. I don’t know. -l
CALLIE. Fascinating question, though. A
SARA. Do you wait iz line or oz line.

CALLIE. Oh. Now I wait on line. But I used to wait in.
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SARA. But vgawmm:%, you're iz a line, not o one, right?
CALLIE. Yeah, stick by your guns. I caved in.
SARA. You say on. | say in.

MM%W.EI%H about this? (Callie plants her one. They pull away.)
CALLIE. Whar? T love o

SARA. You just did thar. e
CALLIE, YesIdid.

m>mﬂ>. Z.mﬂm. WNJ&@\ cone at Nhh._& QH\Q W m‘ ,
towards the same side. They bump a&M.w ut with their heads angled
CALLIE. Whoop —

SARA. Sorry — (They back away. Calli
Sara’s waist and pulls FN\ rotwnands mnmwp allie puts her arms around

mbww mUoHVME think we should —

CALLIE. on't want to go anywh ;

CALLIE. [ ot wane 1o go anyer, T doi w0 chnge
SARA. OK. |

CALLIE. Try again. (They ger their heads ri .
their arms around each cme‘.. Mx& kiss.) eads right, connect lips, put

End of Play

61




PROPERTY LIST

Bottle of wine
Coats/Jackets
Drinking glasses

CDs (CALLIE, SARA)

CD player (CALLIE)

Black tape (CALLIE)

Phone (CALLIE)

Watches (CALLIE, GEORGE)
Newspaper (CALLIE)

Dirty socks (CALLIE)

Box of Kleenex (CALLIE)
Mail (CALLIE)

Videotapes (CALLIE)

Bra (CALLIE)

Pet carrier (SARA)

Pile of books (SARA)

Large key ring (SARA)
Candlestick (SARA)

Two coffee mugs (CALLIE)
Magic Eight-Ball (CALLIE)
Report (DET. COLE)

Bottles of beer (CALLIE)
Menu (CALLIE)

Bougquet of flowers (CALLIE)
Vase (CALLIE)

Several hangers of clothes (CALLIE)
Remote control (GEORGE)
Bouquet of baby roses (SARA)
Giant playing cards (SARA)
T-shirts (CALLIE, SARA, GEORGE)
Bags (SARA, CALLIE)
Roasting pan (CALLIE)

Oven mitts (CALLIE)
Drumstick (CALLIE)

Wet newspaper (SARA)
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Dress on hanger (SARA)

Bottle of water (CALLIE)

Shoes (GEORGE)

Pile of papers (CALLIE)

Plaque (SARA)

Photographs (SARA)

Chart (NURSE)

Groceries (SARA)

Bag from record store (CALLIE)
Book (GEORGE)

Homemade greeting card (GEORGE)
Clothes for Sara (bra, shirt, pants, shoes) (CALLIE)
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SOUND EFFECTS

’70s disco song

Phone ringing

Door buzzer

George's voice on answering machine
Loud and rhythmic clomping on ceiling
Callie’s answering machine

Dial tone




