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CAST OF CHARACTERS

BECCA: 
A high-school senior who is determined to seem completely in control of the 
  
bewildering array of choices which surround her at the moment.

BRIAN: 
Becca's boyfriend.  He blends in well with his peers.... but he is more honest and 
  
straightforward than is perhaps fashionable.  

SHIRLEY: 
Becca's mother.  She is more smart than schooled, loves without lavishing.  She, 
       
too, faces difficult choices, but makes what is best for her daughter the overriding 
       
issue.

JESSIE:  
Becca's best friend.  Very savvy regarding certain things, but ultimately näive.

MAX: 

Brian's best friend and also Jessie's boyfriend. Look up "class clown" in the 


dictionary, and there's his picture.

The time is the present; Summer vacation is starting to seem like it might actually happen.
Notes on Setting:
The play is set in a relatively small Valley community; a small bit of a Town in the midst of rural surroundings.  It is the sort of place which leads teenagers to talk often of "escape"--but it happens less often than all the talk would lead one to believe.  Its comfort lies in the many reassurances of small-town familiarity, and its hold can be strong.

The stage shall be divi
ded into three areas, which may co-exist or shift back and forth.  One area shall suggest BECCA's trailer/home, and the small plot of "yard" in which it rests.  Anoter area shall suggest "School" or "Schoolyard"-- this is as simple as a short length of chain-link fence, or similar instiututional boundary.  The third area should be left neutral, so that it may become whatever we need.

Letters From My Mother

was originally commissioned by ShenanArts,

Staunton, Virginia

IN BLACK  we hear music. 
LIGHTS UP on the School Area; music will continue over the ensuing action:

BRIAN is alone, reading a note written on loose-leaf paper. His eyes scan the page quickly. From offstage, we hear a couple of different voices call friendly greetings to him-- maybe one of them is female and flirty. BRIAN is clearly liked by everyone.  MAX enters from behind BRIAN, sneaking, plucks note from BRIAN's hands-- this leaves BRIAN more weary than angry, and he patiently pursues MAX, who is clutching the letter to his heart in melodramatic style, striking lovelorn poses to every point on the compass. BRIAN holds out his hand, expectant; MAX returns the letter and indicates BRIAN should come with him; BRIAN shakes his head, indicates he will be along in a moment. MAX's hand to his forehead-- "alas!"--then exiting in tiny, ballet-style steps, always the clown. BRIAN shakes his head and his attention returns to the note.  MUSIC FADES.
BECCA enters; they regard one another. At length:)

BRIAN
I got your note. How come you didn't call me last night?

BECCA
I tried all night! It was busy!

(a beat as they both realize, and then say:)

BOTH
Kevin.

BECCA
Computer boy

BRIAN
Man, he is always online, I told him, I said-- 

(he can tell that this isn't the time to re-hash an old bit of sibling rivalry, so:)

Aaaa, it doesn't matter. 

(an uncomfortable pause.BRIAN indicates the letter.)

So what is it, what's your big news?

BECCA
You know that job my mom was trying to get? 

BRIAN
Yeah?

BECCA
Well she got it.

BRIAN
She did? Well, that's great, right?

BECCA
It means I'm not gonna be here this summer

BRIAN
Where is it again?

BECCA
Smithsboro.

BRIAN
Wellll... that's not so bad, I mean, that's like, three hours away.

BECCA
It's more than that.

BRIAN
If you take sixty-two and then the Split Creek exit, it is almost exactly three hours.

BECCA
You don't seem very upset. 

BRIAN
Well I'm not happy about it.....

BECCA
Oh, okay, good, 'cause it's kind of hard to tell, just looking at you....

BRIAN
What am I supposed to do, cry? 

Your Mom got a great job.  It's great for both of you.  Now you have to move.

I mean, it's bad news, but what can I do?

BECCA
You could try being sorry to see me go!

BRIAN
You're not gone yet! 

(Beat.)

Will you still be here for prom and everything?

BECCA
Oh forget it, I guess I should just go ahead and leave right now!

BRIAN
What is wrong with you??

BECCA
(she is fighting tears.)

I don't know what's going on anymore! Mom says we have to move 

and you don't act like anything is any big deal or anything.....

BRIAN
Wait, wait, hold up, hold up.....

(he takes her gently in his arms.)

Now just slow down for a second, all right?

It's gonna take more

than that stretch of road from here to Smithsboro to keep me from seeing you, all right?

I mean, you guys are lucky your mom got that job, aright?  

I'm trying not to be selfish about it.

Hey? We pals?

(Beat. She goes to him, they embrace)

BECCA
I feel all crazy about everything. 

BRIAN
I know.

(JESSIE and MAX enter)

MAX
Hey, hey, hey, break it up, PDA, PDA!

(he makes various klaxon sounds)

JESSIE
Seriously you guys, rent a room or something.

MAX
Hey, Brian, if you can shake loose,

come show me how this timing light works, there's something stupid going on.

BECCA
Gee, boys, tools, cars, something stupid going on?

JESSIE
It's just so far fetched.

MAX
Do we ask for this?

JESSIE
Go play with your toys, children.

BECCA and JESSIE






(as stewardesses, dissmissing passengers:)

Buh-bye now! Bye! 

MAX






(a Boris Karloff/Igor impression:)

Yeth, Mahth-ter!

C'mon loverboy. 

(and the boys EXIT)

JESSIE
If the government knew about him he'd be exterminated.  Come on.

(during the ensuing, JESSIE and BECCA "travel" to BECCA's trailer; this can be stylized-- walking in place-- or if the scenic design allows, it can be a slow meander over the actual stage until they reach the area of the trailer.)

Hey, seriously, we didn't interrupt anything did we?

BECCA
Nothing illegal.

JESSIE
My little Rebecca.  She's growing up so fast.....

BECCA
Bite me.

JESSIE
Come on now, you need to save some for prom night. Hey! I got the dress.

BECCA
No way, the black one? Has Max seen it?

JESSIE
As if he'd even care. The only thing he's even said about the whole thing is,

"Where do you wanna eat?" 

BECCA
Boys just don't get it sometimes.

JESSIE
 And sometimes...

(BECCA joins in: a familiar routine:)

BOTH
They don't get it all!

(they slap high fives.)

JESSIE
Speaking of prom night...

BECCA
... oh god.....

JESSIE
Well, what's the latest,

I mean, are you thinking Let's have a nice night

or are you thinking Let's have An Affair to Remember?

BECCA
Oh, Jessie, please, don't start, I swear, you bug me about it ten times more than he does. 

JESSIE
How does he bug you?

BECCA
By not bugging me.

(Beat.)

He acts like he's above it all, you know he says stuff like

"Becca, the decision should be mutual, I don't want to pressure you. 

You think about it for as long as you need to."

JESSIE
Well that sounds pretty cool actually.

BECCA
No! See, he waits until we're kissing and all and then he says it,

I'm like "Of course I'm thinking about it, I can hardly think about anything else!"

I mean, god, we think about it as much as they do....

JESSIE
Ssssshhh!

(a bit:  making sure they're alone, before:)

If any male hears you, the sisterhood will have us killed.

BECCA
Yeah.... 

(Beat.)

JESSIE
Hey. What's up, you're in Cleveland or something.

BECCA
I'm sorry. I just.... you know that job my Mom wanted?

JESSIE
She got it? Becca, that rocks, girl. 

BECCA
But we have to move as soon as school's out!

JESSIE
Well, that sucks, but I mean, you can come back on weekends, crash at my place,

we can still hang out and stuff.

BECCA
I don't wanna move.  It's the very last thing I wanna do.
(During this last, JESSIE has seen something in the direction of the trailer, offstage.)

JESSIE
Um, Becca, you say you're not moving til school's out?

BECCA
Right, what?

JESSIE
Then how come it looks like you're moving today?

BECCA
What?






(turning to look in the same direction, seeing the accumulation of baggage:)

BECCA
continued
Oh my god what is she doing home! Help me, quick!

JESSIE
Don't get all worked up, just stay cool, easy does it, one step at a time.....

(and the girls have begun frantically re-adjusting BECCA's appearance, BECCA removing items and JESSIE stashing them in her backpack and holding out the replacement pieces:  the extra length of skirt which had been rolled at the waist is now unrolled, stockings and heels are pulled off and stashed, the trashy accesories come off, the hair is pulled back into something more respectable...

Focus shifts to the trailer.

At the door to the trailer, we can see a small pile of bozes, suitcases, etcetera. Nothing matches, and some items were clearly not designed for travel.... but equally clear is the fact that someone is indeed going somewhere.

We discover SHIRLEY on the phone.)

SHIRLEY
But Chuck, it's not my fault.

No. It isn't.  Well as of yesterday you're not my boss, not anymore.

I explained it to you, they decided they need me right away, it's out of my hands, 

That's not fair!

You said, Chuck, you said you couldn't give me any more hours!

Stop yelling! Chuck, if you--

(she stops, because he has not stopped yelling-- she holds the phone away from her head, waiting.

Focus shift to the girls, contuing their rehab of BECCA's appearance...JESSIE is tucking away a pair of earrings when she realizes:)

JESSIE
Hey! These are mine!

BECCA






(not stopping)

Then keep em, come on, come on, I need my skrunchy, come on, come on....

(and the work continues; focus shift:)

SHIRLEY
NOW JUST HOLD ON A MINUTE!

I have tried to stay, Chuck, I have, no, no, you shut your mouth,

I have tried to stay, you couldn't, no, no, you had your chance!

Oh, really. 

Well Chuckles, you caught me again,

that's right, the whole thing is one gigantic conspiracy to ruin your day, you big fat jerk!

(she slams the phone down.

A beat as she calms herself, already regretting the outburst.)

Attagirl. Burn those bridges down, don't leave a single one standing, fantastic.

(focus shift to the girls.)

BECCA
Okay. There. Cool?

JESSIE
You might wanna think about that makeup.

BECCA
Oh my god! Gimme my cold cream out of the front pouch, there......

(and the girls shall busy themselves with cleaning and replacing her makeup with something much simpler.  They turn their backs to the audience during this, and our focus shifts to SHIRLEY in the trailer.

She has added a couple of more items to the pile by the door.  She looks around, feeling overwhelmed.)

SHIRLEY
(she grabs a list she's made.)

Got clothes, check... Toothbrush, hairbrush, blah, blah, check.

What else....."Proof  of US citizenship" ....means.... Birth Certificate. Oh god, where....  

(she searches for something; focus shifts to:)

JESSIE






(holding a length of BECCA's hair:)

If you braided this it would look really cool.

BECCA
Yeah, but you know what?

JESSIE
What?

BECCA
You could always show the undertaker how to do it for my funeral
because my mom is gonna kill  me if we don't hurry up!

JESSIE
 Okay, okay....

(focus shifts to SHIRLEY; she has retrieved a small box, old, decorated-- a "Keep Box")

SHIRLEY
Gotcha! Ah me, okay, let's see here, birth certificate, birth certificate, nope,  nope, n--

(and something brings her up short.

She stares at it, in the box, unseen by the audience, for a count of three.... then she looks heavenward, as if for strength, letting all of her breath out in an exhausted sigh-- a woman who has no fight left in her.  Still looking skyward:)

SHIRLEY

continued
Why am I such a packrat?

(she carefully withdraws what we see to be a small bundle of letters, bound by a length of ribbon. 

She brings them slowly to her face, breathes their scent, gives a small, sad chuckle, and then holds them to her, shaking her head gently.

Our focus shifts to BECCA and JESSIE.  The miracle is complete-- BECCA now looks like a perfectly anonymous-- and thus, respectable-- member of the student body: modest, knee-length skirt, sensible shoes, a blouse buttoned to the throat, a fresh-scrubbed face, and her hair pulled back into what will pass as a normal ponytail.)

BECCA
Am I okay now?

JESSIE
You are now safe for parental consumption.

BECCA
Come on.....

(pulling JESSIE after her to the trailer. SHIRLEY hears them approaching and pulls herself together. BECCA enters, JESSIE right behind her.)

Hey Mom. How come you're home?

JESSIE
Hello, Miz Watson. Hey, congratulations on the job!

SHIRLEY
Well thank you, Jessie, aren't you sweet.

BECCA
Hey, what're all those?

(she is already coming in closer for a look at the letters; SHIRLEY becomes overly casual, quickly stuffing them back into their box and replacing the box.)

SHIRLEY
They're nothing, just some old papers, I can't find my birth certificate, how was school today?

JESSIE
It sucked.

SHIRLEY
Don't beat around the bush, girl, just say what's on your mind.  Where's Max?

JESSIE
Working on his car. With Brian.

BECCA
(she has gotten a photo album:)

Mama, your birth certificate is right here in the picture book, with mine, remember?

(referring the pile of luggage:)

Mom, what is all this stuff, are we going somewhere?

SHIRLEY
Yeah, well, that's what I need to tell you, baby, they called me this morning, G-Tech did, 

and they want me to start a little earlier than what they said.

BECCA
Like how much a little earlier?

SHIRLEY
Tomorrow.

BECCA
Tomorrow? Tomorrow, that's crazy, we can't leave tomorrow!

SHIRLEY
Well, it's not both of us, baby, it's just me, you'll still finish up the school year.

BECCA
Wait, hold up, you're going without me? You're leaving me all by myself?

(JESSIE perhaps tries to get BECCA's attention with a silent cheer.)

SHIRLEY
No, I am not, and would you please just calm down?

BECCA
Calm down, how am I supposed to calm down?? 

(she flounces past SHIRLEY and sits, angry, and ready. SHIRLEY rolls her eyes, looks at JESSIE:)

SHIRLEY
Jessie, this probably isn't the best time....

BECCA
Yeah, you'd better go make sure your Mom is still at home, 

they tend to run out on ya!

JESSIE
Mine runs as far as the fridge and the tv.  See ya later, Beck.  See ya, Miz Watson.

(She exits.)

SHIRLEY
I'm glad I can count on you to listen before you make your mind up about something.

BECCA
What, Mom, did I catch you,  were you gonna just leave me a letter?

SHIRLEY






(this obviously random pout seems to have a 






greater impact on SHIRLEY than it ought to.)

Becca-- no, why--what would make you say that?

BECCA
When were you gonna tell me?

SHIRLEY
It all just happened this morning

and it seems like ever since then all that's happened is that people yell at me, 

now just settle down a minute, and take a breath.

First off, it's not like I'm leaving you,

I'm gonna be home every weekend, I'll be back Friday nights 

and I'll head back down really early Monday mornings.

BECCA
Oh well that's okay then, I'll still be getting more attention than a houseplant, 

be careful ya don't spoil me Mama!

SHIRLEY
It's a job, Becca.  A real job, a good job.  

It's not delivering phonebooks or answering Chucks' phones twenty hours a week,

it's a real, full-time job, with insurance, and, and, and a retirement plan, and--

BECCA
Oh, yeah, you're right there on the edge of retirement.

SHIRLEY
Will you just STOP IT!
(a pause; she re-gains herself)

I can't keep doing this, Becca.

Livin in some rented trailer, pretending it's a house.

Going down to Manpower every morning pretending it's a job

Using food stamps and pretending they're money,

I'm tired of pretending!

And I don't have to anymore, Becca, don't you see?

These people want me.  They want me.  And I am not gonna make em ask twice.

(with this SHIRLEY returns to the activity of packing-- checking inside things, going to car and back, etc.--all dialogue happening around this activity so that she can depart cleanly when indicated.

BECCA
And I'm just gonna be here all by myself the whole time?

SHIRLEY
I'll be back Friday night, and Arlene is gonna check in on you every now and then

just to make sure you're all right.

BECCA
But what am I supposed to eat?

SHIRLEY
The fridge and the freezer are both just packed with possibilities, okay?

BECCA
Waitasecond!

SHIRLEY
Baby. Grab hold, now. 

You're forever telling me to leave you alone, to give you some credit, well,

here's a whole armful of credit, 

and I need you to handle it.

(there is truth here, and it's not without attraction.... but BECCA still isn't ready to wave goodbye, so:)

BECCA

So, you come back Friday?

SHIRLEY
That's right.

BECCA
And leave again Monday.

SHIRLEY
Yep.  And we just keep on that way until schools done.

BECCA
And then what?

SHIRLEY
Then we pack up the rest of our stuff and go.

BECCA
See? See? That's what I'm talking about, 

it isn't fair and you didn't even think about it,

I'm gonna be gone for my whole graduation summer, 

and there's gonna be all kinds of cool stuff going on and now I'm gonna have to miss all of it!

SHIRLEY
Like what?

BECCA
Huh?

SHIRLEY
Like what, what kind of cool stuff is gonna be goin on?

BECCA
I don't know, just stuff.  Swimming at the quarry. Going to the mall. Hanging out.  

SHIRLEY
In other words, the same stuff you do every summer.

BECCA
It's different!  

SHIRLEY
Because of Brian.

BECCA
Well... yeah. And Jessie.  And Max.

SHIRLEY
Those two.  

BECCA
What about em?

SHIRLEY
Are they planning on getting married?

BECCA
They're not doing anything wrong.

SHIRLEY
You can tell yourself any story you want to, you know it's wrong...

BECCA
That's true, and they're a terrible influence on me, 

they've got me into all kinds of schizo behavior, 

that reminds, me, have you seen my crack pipe anywhere?

(in this, there is a feeling of gears having shifted, away from flouncing and into an over-the-top, I-dare-you kind of teasing...)

SHIRLEY
You are so funny......

BECCA
Nevermind, I'm more in the mood for heroin anyway, did you wash my needles?

SHIRLEY
I'm not listening, la-la-la-la-la-la.............

BECCA
By the way, Brian said he was out of condoms, do you have any we could use?

(and if she was trying to find out where the lines are drawn, she just found out-- SHIRLEY is no longer amused.

Count three, then:)

BECCA

continued
So, um, that means you don't  have any.

SHIRLEY
I know you're joking.

(Beat.)

Becca? I know you're joking. Right?

BECCA
If you really knew I was joking you wouldn't have to ask.

SHIRLEY
Rebecca Marie Watson!

BECCA
Oh, I get it, joking about crack is okay, but joking about sex isn't? 

SHIRLEY
I know you can make jokes, the question is, can you handle the real conversation?

BECCA
We already had the real conversation, you told me all about the birds and the bees

and it grossed me out and that made you laugh and then I was so happy when it was over.

SHIRLEY
I'm not talking about the facts of life, Becca, 

I'm talking about the facts of living.

BECCA
We don't do anything.

(Beat.)

I mean, okay, we've kissed and stuff, but it's no big deal.

SHIRLEY
"And stuff"?

BECCA
I said it's no big deal, okay? There are no big deals, nothing is a big deal.

(she moves away. Pause. SHIRLEY moves closer.)

SHIRLEY
I don't mean that I don't trust you.  It's just.... I don't know. 

I don't belong on Oprah or anything, 

all that I know is that Life usually just

happens to you. lIke you feel, right now, 

the way you feel about moving, and my new job, 

you feel like it's just grabbing you up with it whether you like it or not,

well sweetie, I hate to say it but usually,

that's exactly how life feels, it just keeps happening, sweeping you along like a flood

and all you can do is try not to drown, 

but sometimes, baby-- sometimes, life will send you a choice.

And it's what you do with those choices that decides how things will be.

BECCA
Can we please just drop it? You don't have to worry about anything, okay, I'll be fine.

SHIRLEY
I know you will.

(Beat.)

Okay.  I need to meet with the lady who's renting me a room, 

and I'm late, perfect,

I love you baby.  And I'll call you once everything's set. 

BECCA
Okay.

SHIRLEY
Gimme a hug.

(they embrace. When they pull back, SHIRLEY is looking at a spot above BECCA's eyes.)

Hang on.....

(She licks a finger and uses it to wipe something off of BECCA's face.)

Sometimes... cold cream... doesn't get everything, does it.......

(BECCA is abashed at being busted; this amuses SHIRLEY)

What you think you and Jessie invented the whole secret identity trick? 

Now-- what's the one thing you wanna remember?

BECCA
What?

SHIRLEY
This trailer is not co-ed.

BECCA
Okay, okay.......

SHIRLEY
I'll call you.

(an embrace, during which:)

BECCA
Hey mom?

SHIRLEY
Yeah?

BECCA
Good luck.

SHIRLEY
Thanks.

(she's exiting....)

BECCA
Bye!

(...and she is gone.)

Count three with BECCA standing, watching the car grow smaller.

From around/behind some vantage point:)

JESSIE
Hey Becca! Is it all clear?

BECCA
What are you still doing here?

JESSIE
You think I'm gonna just turn my head and walk away when fireworks like that are going off?

(Beat.)

You're not mad at me, are you?

BECCA
No... I'm just mad at everything.  It's not fair!

JESSIE
At least your Mom is worried about you.  Mine doesn't care if I live or die.

BECCA
Yeah, well at least your Mom doesn't leave you all alone 

after telling you that your whole summer is gonna be ruined.

JESSIE
Well, it is true that you're gonna be "all alone...."

(and she says this with a sad voice and face, exaggerated pathos...but then:)

But!

On the up side: You
are gonna be all
alone!
(this time it's said with bright enthusiasm, as though "this is what we've been waiting for!)

Becca! Girl friend!

This is the best of both worlds!

Most of us have parents who don't like us, and they're always around!

Your Mom really does like you, and she has to be gone!

It's like you'll have your own apartment four nights a week,

okay, summer is maybe blown, but you can have practically a whole summer

in five weeks if you have a place of your own! 

Now, you don't have a car, it's true, but this is where best friends come in.

Are you beginning to see this?

BECCA
I don't want the whole school up here every night, 

I wouldn't--

JESSIE
No, no, absolutely not! Top secret stuff!  You, me, Brian, Max, 

maybe we occasionally open the inner circle to the lucky guest, but hey, 

very careful, very selective, yes?

BECCA
I guess so.....

JESSIE
Good.

(Beat.)

So.  What do you think is in that box?

BECCA 
What box.

JESSIE
That your mom was looking at?

BECCA 
Oh yeah. That's Mama's Keep Box.  She did act weird about it, didn't she.

JESSIE
Yeah, she acted like we caught her looking at porn or something.

BECCA
Yeah.... but I couldn't tell what they were, she stashed em too quick.

JESSIE
Well, my friend, here's exactly what I'm talking about. "All by yourself", right?

It is now officially your house, at least until Friday night. You have a right to know what's being stashed in your own house.

BECCA
Cool.

(she marches into the trailer)

 JESSIE
(calling encouragement after her:)

You are the Queen of the realm! You are sovereign of all you survey!

(BECCA returns, with box open, searching.)

So what all is it?

BECCA
Hang on..... weird.

JESSIE
What, what is it... what are those, letters?

BECCA
Yeah, but... huh....  

JESSIE
What??

BECCA
Well, they're from her.

JESSIE
So?

BECCA
Hello, let's keep up, when you save letters, they're usually from somebody else, right?

JESSIE

(mimicking BECCA's sarcastic tone:)

Hello, then she must not have sent them.  Who are they to?

BECCA
All different people..... 

This is so weird! They're all in envelopes and addressed

but no postmarks or stamps or anything. What do you think the deal is?

JESSIE
Let's read one and find out!  Read this one to this Jack guy.

BECCA
Jack Rosewall.

JESSIE
(surprised-- BECCA can't even see it, so how..?)

Yeah, him.

(Beat.)

What is it, who's Jack Rosewall?

BECCA
That was my biological father.  

JESSIE
You mean that's your dad?
BECCA
I don't have a dad.

(Beat.)

JESSIE
Well. We don't have to do one of-- 

BECCA
No, it's okay.  Here.  This one.

(she withdraws it from its envelope.

SHIRLEY comes into view.  It should be clear, through whatever stylistic use of lighting or staging is chosen, that SHIRLEY isn't literally occupying the same space as the girls-- she is here simply to give voice to her own writings.

For the first few words, the girls and SHIRLEY speak in unison. When indicated, SHIRLEY's sole voice take over, and shall weave into and out of a scene which represents the body of the letter, the scene to be played between BECCA, who will play "young Shirley" and JESSIE, who will play Shirley's best friend, Betsy.  

The transformation of BECCA and JESSIE into these characters may be accomplished any number of ways, and the particular devices used are entirely left to the discretion of the individual production team.  I would, however, advise simplicity-- allow for the behavioral choices of skilled actresses to convey what might fall short if left to clever changes of costumes and lighting.)

ALL
Dear Jack.  

I'm writing this because it's easier sometimes for me to write things 

than it is to say them.

And I need you to know that I'm starting to wonder whether or not you really care for me.

(SHIRLEY's voice takes over.)

SHIRLEY
It's hard to tell sometimes.

When I talk to my friends,

I get even more confused.

I don't want to name any names, but one of my friends says....

JESSIE
Shirley?

BECCA
Yeah?

JESSIE
Shirley, the only thing Jack Rosewall loves is Jack Rosewall.

BECCA
But that's just how he acts and stuff, you don't really know him.

JESSIE
Okay, how come he gives his guy friends rides to school in that car of his, 

and you're still riding the bus like a freshman!

BECCA
They helped him fix the car up, and anyway, 

I don't wanna ride all crammed together with those guys, they're gross.

JESSIE
Well then how come Jack likes hanging out with gross people?

BECCA
It's just a boy thing, boys like to be gross around each other.

SHIRLEY
Another friend had more to say about boys...

MAX   
Look, Shirley, Jack Rosewall doesn't love you, okay, 

boys are not capable of true love, okay,

we're, like, this primitive species, 

our minds don't understand what it means to really, like, you know, be devoted, okay? 

it's just this, like, medical fact.

So once you accept that? That boys are not scientifically capable of true love?

you just go with flow and make sure you get one,

I mean, we may be primitive and all but we're still fun to have around.

SHIRLEY
But it was my Aunt Ginny who really got me thinking.

JESSIE
(as "Ginny")

Lemme ask you a simple question, Shirley--

is the boy pushin you to let him in your pants?

BECCA
Aunt Ginny!

JESSIE
Well is he?

BECCA
I-- I don't....

JESSIE
Oh, come on, it's 1980, are you telling me you don't know what I mean?

BECCA
No, I know...

JESSIE
Does he seem like it's important to him than you are?

BECCA
I-- I don't know.

JESSIE
Here's the test. Take all the time you spend alone with him, 

call it, say, sixty minutes a day.

Think about how many minutes you spend kissin and foolin around,

maybe twenty-five minutes? Okay, 

and then think about how many minutes you spend talkin about kissin and foolin around

plannin where to meet and all that, another twenty-five.

twenty-five and twenty-five, that's fifty, 

you've only got about ten minutes left

Just for enjoying each other. Being pals.

When there are more minutes kissin and trying to stop his hands than there are just being pals  

then something is wrong.

Because you do not want to get physical with anyone

who isn't your pal.

(at this point, BECCA and JESSIE have no more to do in the letter, and may restore to their real-time roles, reading the last lines:)

SHIRLEY
So Jack, I just don't know how I feel.

Because I don't know how you feel.  Are you my pal? 

You think about that while I'm gone.

Love, Shirley.

(SHIRLEY turns and exits smoothly.)

JESSIE
This is too weird.

BECCA
You know what? Here's what I bet-- she wrote this letter, just to kind of, 

you know, work out what she was feeling?

and then, once she had worked it out, she didn't need to send it to him

but she wanted to keep it, in case she forgot what she had worked out.

JESSIE
You think that's what all of these are?

BECCA
She's always writing stuff down.

I read this thing, one time? This, like, famous writer guy?

He said "How do I know what I think until I see what I say?"

JESSIE

Huh. Cool....

(looks at watch.)

nonononoNOOOOO!

BECCA
What!

JESSIE
Nothing. I'm late.  I gotta be home three minutes ago.......

(she resets her watch.)

There. Now I have to be home six minutes from now.  

We're learning all about time and relativity in physics class, it's pretty cool.

(Beat.)

You okay?

BECCA
Yeah. 

JESSIE
Call me!

BECCA
I will!

(and JESSIE exits.

BECCA fold the note up, pulls it close to herself.  Shakes her head, tucks letter into box, carries box into trailer, exiting.

Focus shifts to the School Area. It is the next day. We hear a bell sounding the end of school, sound of students spilling into the world.  BECCA and BRIAN are coming onto stage from opposite sides, finishing conversations with offstage personalities; these may overlap:)

BECCA
No, she couldn't do it until after! No, she said it's okay! Yeah! Call me!

BRIAN
Just make sure you read the stuff at the end of every chapter! Yeah, the questions are the same!

(They meet, and BRIAN reaches to embrace her, which she allows but only for the briefest moment before stepping back. This is no big deal; BRIAN simply waits to hear whatever she has to say.)

BECCA
How many minutes a day do we spend kissing?

BRIAN
What?

BECCA
How many minutes would you say we spend each day kissing?

BRIAN
Not enough, I can tell you that....

(and he is leaning in to do something about that when JESSIE and MAX enter, bickering loudly.)

JESSIE
You are such a pig!

MAX
If I'm a pig, baby, then come here and slop the hogs!

(makes snorting sound, following her.)

JESSIE
Stop it!

(he keeps chasing her, so she pulls up short and punches him on the arm.)

MAX
You hit like a girl.

(she hits him again.)

MAX  

continued
Ow! Okay, you hit like a very masculine girl.

(she rasies her hand for a third shot)

Okay, okay, I give!

Brian! Dude: All I said was I love it when the weather gets warm, now how am I a pig?

Becca! Does liking warm weather make me a pig?

JESSIE
No, no, ask her the whole question,

Becca, does him staring like an ape at Lucy McDougal's miniskirt

and then leering at me and saying "I looove when the weather gets warm!"

does all that make him a pig!

MAX
I'll confess. I'm a pig. There. On to more important matters: Beck-ahhhh........

BECCA
Yyyyyyyyeessss...?

MAX
About you having the trailer completely to yourself 

and being all alone and lonely up on the hill there.......

BECCA






(teasing:)

Uh-huhhhhh.........

MAX
I was just wonderinnnnnn...........

BECCA
Mmmmm-hmmmmmm......?

MAX
When's... the.... PARTY!!!!!!

JESSIE
Max......

MAX
Oh come on, y'all, it's the ultimate, perfect situation!

BECCA
I just need to get used to the idea.  I mean, it all just happened yesterday.

MAX
That's cool. No pressure.

BECCA
Where have I heard that before.....

MAX
So how was your first night alone? You didn't let her stay up there all alone, did you man?

JESSIE
See what I mean? Total Pork Product.

MAX
Oh yeah, like you wouldn't kill for us to have our own completely empty trailer.

Last night? I mean, this was the worst!

BECCA
What?

JESSIE
Well... my little sister was supposed to be at Brownies? And my mom was at work. 

So, you know, one thing leads to another.....

MAX
Because, as you know, this is Be Kind to Pigs Week.

JESSIE
It's charity work,

anyway, we're all hot and heavy, almost where even an H-bomb wouldn't have stopped us?

MAX
Boom! In walks Kid Sister.

JESSIE
Miz Lewis brought her home because she had lost one of her contacts, 

MAX
Thank God the kid couldn't see straight! We told her we'd just been wrestling.

JESSIE
He's very limited.

MAX
But I am an excellent wrestler.

(she hits him.)

Ow!

(BECCA makes sound of frustration as she tries to untangle hair.)

JESSIE
What is up with your hair?

BECCA
Isn't it stupid? I had conditioner on it 

and all of a sudden there's just no hot water at all. 

I tried to rinse as fast as I could, but it was too cold. It's making me insane.

MAX






(singing heroic music:)

Dah-da-da-dahn!

This looks like a job for: Water Heater Man!

And his trusty sidekick, Toilet Boy!

(BRIAN hits him.)

Ow! Everyone is so abusive today.  Becca, seriously, I can fix it for you.

JESSIE
Oh, God, sure. I hope you have insurance.

MAX
That is completely unfair. I know about this stuff! 

JESSIE
Yeah right.

MAX
Do you know how to change the element? 

If it's a dual element unit do you know which one to change?

Does it make a difference if it's gas or electric?

BECCA
Do you really know all that stuff?

MAX
The question is, do you really want to take a shower tomorrow morning, 

and I would say...

(sniffs theatrically)

... that yes, you definitely do.

(BECCA moves to hit him.)

Ah-ah! Don't hit the help! 

(to BRIAN:)

Toilet Boy! To the Bathroom-mobile! We must go to the Bath cave and get my bath-tools!

Dud-duh-duh-duh-DUHHHH!

(he runs offstage as though flying; BRIAN lingers.)

BRIAN
I guess we'll see you over there?

(from offstage:)

VOICE OF MAX
Toilet Boy! Where's your utility belt?

BECCA
Yeah. See you.

(he exits. to JESSIE:)

Your boyfriend is deeply disturbed.

JESSIE

(obviously adores this about him:)

Yeah..... okay. Let's roll.

(the stage shifts to allow two "cars" on; the cars are each simply two chairs side-by-side. One holds the boys, the other holds the girls.)

BRIAN
Do you really know all that water heater stuff?

MAX
Dude. It's the pilot light.

BRIAN
It is?

MAX
When a water heater goes out, it's always the pilot light. 

And relighting the pilot is something I for sure can do.

BRIAN
But what if it's something else?

MAX
Who cares?  The real point is that the gods have given us a way to go up there 

without seeming like we planned it.  We get to be heroes instead of pigs. It's perfect.

JESSIE
Max is probably back there talking about what a lucky break this is.

BECCA
What, that he gets to show off his special plumbing powers?

JESSIE
No! That we're going to your place, which I'm sorry to say, 

he already thinks of as Partyland USA.

Don't worry, I'll drag him away as soon as he gets the heater fixed.

(Beat.)

Should I make sure Brian leaves with Max and me?

BECCA
Oh, god, Jessie, I don't know. 

MAX
So dude! After I re-light the heater,do you want me and Jessie out of there

so you guys can have some privacy?

BRIAN
Oh god, Max, I don't know.

MAX
You don't know?!?
BRIAN
I mean, I know what I want? But it's just.... I dunno.  It gets weird.

MAX
It is not weird, amigo, it's natural.

BRIAN
I mean, I want to.  I definitely want to.

It's just that it doesn't happen all by itself you know?

I mean, my dad said one time that sex is like throwing a rock in pond. 

Anyone can do it, and gravity is pretty reliable and all..... but then the rock hits,

there's no telling where the ripples are gonna go, you know?

BECCA
Okay, you tell me: What would you do?

JESSIE
Hey. You already know what I do. The question is what you want to do.

BECCA
No, it isn't. The question is, should I do what I want to do.

Or maybe the question is why don't I want the same thing for more than five minutes in a row?

JESSIE
Well I can tell you one thing: Doing it is no big deal.

BECCA
So you think I should?

JESSIE
I didn't say that. I said that doing it is no big deal. It's easy.  

But so is skydiving, right?  Just jump.  And fall.  And hope it works out.

MAX
Well, okay, sure, your dad's right, there are ripples, 

but I mean, AIDS and STDs and all like that, we know about that stuff.

Even if a million to one and she gets pregnant, it's still not the end of the world.

(a beat... MAX adopts an artificially casual tone.)

I mean, right now? Jessie? She's a little bit late.

BRIAN
What?

MAX
You know.  A little late. Just a couple of days.

BRIAN
But-- I mean, you guys use something.  Don't you?

MAX
Oh yeah. Two different somethings.

But nothing's a hundred percent, you know?

BRIAN
God, Max, this is-- I mean--

MAX
Look, it's probably nothing, girls are late all the time,

and even if it is something there are still ways to handle it, you know?

BRIAN
You mean ways for Jessie to handle it.

MAX
That's not what I mean.

JESSIE
Maybe something being no big deal is a good reason for not doing it.

Maybe we're supposed to wait until it really is a big deal.

BECCA
But you didn't wait.

JESSIE
This isn't about me!

(the sudden anger in her voice quiets them both.)

BRIAN
Max. Would you marry her?

MAX
This isn't about me and Jessie!

JESSIE
I'm sorry, I didn't mean to bite your head off.

MAX
Dude, I'm sorry. I'm just feeling a little stressed.

BRIAN
All right.

MAX
Everybody is always, "Yeah, but what if this happens, what if that happens"

I mean, you could be dead tomorrow and nothing would matter anyway!

BRIAN
Unless you were leaving behind a baby.

MAX
Dude you know what I mean.

BRIAN
I'm don't know if I do or not.  

BECCA
Jessie?

JESSIE
Yeah?

BECCA
Are you okay?

MAX
Look. I'm not telling you what to do.  

In three weeks, she is outta here, that's the only thing you know for certain.

BRIAN
Yeah....
MAX
We're cool. Right?

JESSIE
I'm cool.

BRIAN
Right.

MAX
All right then, here we are. Stop looking so serious, man!

(They "arrive" at BECCA's trailer and get out of theirt "cars", MAX piling out first)

MAX

continued
Dud-duh-duh-DUH! You stay here and protect the women, Toilet Boy!

If I'm not back in five minutes, send for reinforcements.

(He runs into the trailer. The others are left milling.)

BECCA
I'd invite you guys in, except there's more room out here..... 

Do you want anything to eat or drink or anything?

JESSIE
Nahh... Hey! Did you look at any more of those letters?

BECCA
Not yet.....

BRIAN
What letters?

JESSIE
Oh, man this is so cool, Becca's mom has this box of letters that she never sent,

old letters, you know, like, letters to her boyfriends and stuff like that?

and we were looking at them.

BRIAN
Where'd'jya find em?

BECCA
They were in my mom's Keep Box.

JESSIE
Bring em out here, let Brian see em!

BECCA
I mean, I know we shouldn't really be looking at them, I mean, it feels a little sneaky...

JESSIE
But Becca, seriously, if you found old videos of your mom, wouldn't you watch them?

It's the same thing.

BECCA
Yeah.

BECCA
Okay, hold on....

(MAX reappears.)

MAX
All done. 

BECCA
Already?

MAX
Yep. It'll take an hour or so for the water in the tank to heat up.

BRIAN
What was it?

MAX
Pilot light. You see, Bree-own, when Max says he knows, then Max knows.

JESSIE
Becca's getting the letters!

MAX
Oh, the one's her mom wrote? Cool.

(BECCA goes inside to get the box and comes back out as:)

BRIAN
How'd you know about them?

MAX
Hey, Jessie and me do occasionally have an actual conversation.

JESSIE
I use really small words.

BECCA
Okay, here they are.

(removing them from box, riffling through them)

BRIAN
She sure did keep them nice and neat...

JESSIE
Let's read another one! Who's that one to?

BECCA
This one's to her Aunt Ginny.

JESSIE
She's the cool one who said the stuff about men always trying gettin into your pants? 

Let's read that one.

BRIAN
Are you okay with this?

BECCA
Yeah. Okay. Dear Aunt Ginny.

(again, SHIRLEY assumes position onstage to help convey us through the letter, as portions are enacted by BECCA, BRIAN, JESSIE and MAX.)

ALL
Please forgive the shaky handwriting,

I am very upset and I don't know who else I can turn to.

BECCA
This doesn't sound so good....

JESSIE
Keep reading!

SHIRLEY
Where to begin.  My boyfriend's name is Jack Rosewall.

(BRIAN enacts "Jack.")

He's the handsomest boy in school.

Varsity in four different sports, and his grades are almost as good as mine.

Grownups act like he's some kind of god or something, 

because he always says and does exactly the right thing.

BRIAN
Hi Mrs. Doswell! I'll come by on Saturday and help you with those leaves, okay?

SHIRLEY
We've been this perfect couple, doing all the right things......

Then everything changed.

(MAX enacts "Jack's" friend)

MAX
Hey Rosewall!  Don't tell anyone, 

but after the prom some of us are gonna get together at my place,

my folks are gonna be at the lake all weekend,

whaddaya say?

BRIAN
You mean, with our dates, right?

MAX
Yeah, you bonehead, that's kind of the point, get it?

BRIAN
I get it more often than you do!

(MAX laughs and waves and exits.)

SHIRLEY
You know how you always say

that Life is like a river, sweeping us all along?

Well, now I know what you mean. And that river feels wonderful, at first.

Like it's carrying you to a special place, 

all you have to do is let it happen. 

Now I know what people mean when they say "carried away." I sure was.

BECCA
I don't know, Jack.....

BRIAN
Aw come on, what's to know? They're our best friends!

SHIRLEY
Jack could be persuasive when he wanted something

BRIAN
What are you not sure about? Are you not sure how you feel about me?

Are you not sure whether you can trust me?

BECCA
No, Jack, you know that's not it....

BRIAN
Shirley.  Listen: In two weeks we graduate.  I go to California, you go to Massachusetts.

I just want us to have each other, and our friends, and the best night of our lives, all our lives,

now come on.  Do you trust me or not?

SHIRLEY
I trusted him.

BECCA
Yes!

BRIAN
Great!

(MAX re-enters, with a tux on that's a bit askew; he is welcoming a party-goer at the "door".)

MAX
Greetings, fellow graduates!  Welcome to my humble domicile, 

jackets go there, drinks are there

and chaperones are nowhere! Whooo!

(he reels offstage.)

SHIRLEY
I'm not going to blame the liquor.

But it was part of it.  It made things seem different.

(BRIAN and BECCA re-enter, in period prom attire. Each has a cup.)

BRIAN
How is it?

BECCA
Not too bad. Once you get used to it.

BRIAN
Exactly!  Sometimes something is new, it seems like you don't like it, 

but you just have to get used to it.

I love you, Shirley.

BECCA
I love you, too, Jack.

SHIRLEY
It's so easy to say. It's so easy to say it and to mean it.

BRIAN
I'm not just saying that.

BECCA
I'm not either.

SHIRLEY
The problem is that saying you love someone, even loving someone,

doesn't change the rest of the world.  Fire still burns. 

BRIAN
Let's go upstairs.

BECCA
Okay.

SHIRLEY
But love makes you think you can walk right through the fire, and come out just fine.

(the next section is admittedly delicate; the event is the somewhat awkward, groping escalation from necking and petting to outright sex.  It will continue to be the case that BRIAN and BECCA do not physically interact, not even as much as eye contact; managed properly, this stylistic distance shall allow the scene to retain the necessary decorum)

BRIAN
Is that okay?

BECCA
Yes.... 

BRIAN
Okay?

BECCA
Yes..... is that right?

BRIAN
Yes

SHIRLEY
It was so..... wrong.  But it seemed right. 

That's how it is with the deadliest traps. Everything seems perfectly safe.

BECCA
Jack.....

BRIAN
Okay.....

BECCA
Jack..... Jack, wait!

(she has "pulled away.")

Just give me a second to catch my breath.

SHIRLEY
We were all alone in a big house,

wearing beautiful grown-up clothes, drinking grown-up drinks....

We just figured that tonight, we were grownups.

BRIAN
Shirley, come on.....

BECCA
Jack, no, I said wait a minute....

BRIAN
You said it feels good.....

BECCA
It did...

BRIAN
You said you loved me....

BECCA
I do love you, oh, gosh......

BRIAN
This is our night, Shirley. 

BECCA
I know....

BRIAN
Let it be magical. Let me love you.

BECCA
All right.

(The physical space between them changes in the following narration-- whatever the choreography, it carries a sense of remove, of isolation.)

SHIRLEY
When it was over,

it was like we were two different people.

It was as if we'd never known each other

and had no real chance of ever knowing each other.

Everything that had been easy and close 

became awkward, and difficult, and distant.

BRIAN
I'll call you.

(he exits.)

SHIRLEY
But he didn't.  I called him. Over and over again.

But he was always out, or busy.  There were only a couple of weeks left in the school year,

and he always seemed to be moving away, headed in another direction, 

promising to "catch up with me later."

He didn't. So, 

I called him.

BECCA
Jack? Jack it's surely, no don't hang up!

I'm-- I'm in trouble, Jack.  I'm in real trouble.

SHIRLEY
He said that he was sorry for my trouble.

BECCA
But-- but Jack! It's ours, our trouble, can't you-- what?  What did you say to me?

SHIRLEY
He said "How do I know it's mine?"

(BECCA slams the "phone" down and collapses,

weeping.)

SHIRLEY

continued
Four days later, he was gone.  An early departure

for California.  He left word for me not to try to find him.

And now, mama's sick, and she's in the hospital and they say she might not ever get better,

and I'm already three months along.....

(SHIRLEY exits; BECCA picks up the reading:)

BECCA
and I don't see how I can go to college anymore

and I don't have any money and I don't know what to do?

Do you have any advice?

I feel like I'm running out of time.

Love,

Shirley.

(the others are stunned.)

JESSIE
Wow....

MAX
Man. She had it pretty rough...

JESSIE
What'd she do? Your mother, I mean, what did she do next?

BECCA
(turning over the letter, as though it might contain further answers:)

Um... I'm not sure......

(JESSIE seems almost hysterical, looking quickly from one person to the next, demanding some solution:)

JESSIE
I mean, what could she do? Was she just stuck, 

I mean, didn't she have anybody she could turn to, what did she do!
MAX
Jess, hey, it's okay--

JESSIE
(pulling away:)

IT'S NOT OKAY!
She's all alone, and nobody really cares about her and she's running out of time

and it's not okay, nothing is okay!

(she exits at a run; MAX looks after her, astounded, then at the others:)

MAX
I'm sorry guys, I think I ought to--

BRIAN
Go, man.

(he does.  BECCA looks at BRIAN.)

They'll be okay.

BECCA
I hope so.

BRIAN
So......what did your mom do?

SHIRLEY
(appearing at the edge of the stage:)

She wondered what she had ever done to make you treat her like this.

BECCA
Mama!
SHIRLEY
You stay away from me. And put those down! 

(savagely grabbing up box and letters.)

They're not yours, you get your hands off them.

BRIAN
Mrs. Watson, we were just--

SHIRLEY
You were just what? Invading my privacy? Taking a stroll through my personal life, you like it?

BECCA
Mama, please--

SHIRLEY
No! Not another word.

(Beat.)

They let me have a half-day off from training. I wanted to surprise you, take you out to dinner.

I guess we both are pretty surprised.

(she turns to enter the trailer; BECCA following her:)

BECCA
Mama no! Come back!

(BECCA reaches for her from behind, but without looking at her, SHIRLEY raises a hand, a gesture to "Stop" that is crushing in its cold finality.)

SHIRLEY
When you want to come back in here, 

you will knock.

And you will wait.

And when this door opens, you will explain yourself.
(BECCA holds in place as SHIRLEY exits into the trailer, closing the door behind her.

BECCA looks at BRIAN, then back at the door. Reaches to open, pulls her hand back in slow surprise.)

BECCA
It's locked.  She-- my mama locked me out.....

(she breaks down, sobbing into BRIAN's chest; he puts his arms around her to comfort her. 

LIGHTS FADE to dim.

We now compress time a bit; BECCA relaxes into BRIAN's shoulder, falling asleep. BRIAN slowly eases her to reclining, covers her, regards her for a moment and then moves away a small distance, wrapping himself up in whatever might be at hand-- a beach towel, a throw rug--and going to sleep.

SHIRLEY enters from trailer, carrying an envelope and a single page of paper. She regards them for a moment, finds some small solace in the above-described separate sleeping arrangements. She reaches into the shoebox, rummaging for a particular note; she finds it, folds it within another page, and slips it into an envelope; she places the envelope close to BECCA, gives BRIAN one more look and then slips back into the trailer..

Count five. Then BECCA begins stirring, having unquiet dreams:)

BECCA
mama...... said I'm sorry..... mama.... Mama!

(and she is awake.  She looks around, disoriented; remembers, slumps.  She sees the envelope, picks it up, regards it for a moment and then opens it. 

SHIRLEY appears onstage, in the narrator's position.)

SHIRLEY
Dear Becca.

I'm sorry I got so upset.

Perhaps you can imagine what it feels like for strangers to treat your memories 

as their own private amusement park.

But I have calmed down, and I have to admit

that my anger was mixed with embarrassment that you and your friends

knew what a fool I had been.

You asked what happened next.

Well, I didn't see myself as having too many options. 

There was never really any question but that I'd go through with the birth,

but I didn't see how I could ever manage to take care of a baby.

So, I did what I always did when I felt confused: I wrote a letter.

I wrote the hardest letter I've ever written.  It is enclosed with this one; 

I want you to read it now, this minute. Go ahead.

(BECCA finds the other piece of paper, and unfolds it carefully, and reads, along with her mother:)

SHIRLEY AND BECCA
To my dear daughter:

I don't actually know for sure that you're a daughter, but I feel you, inside me,

I feel your blood, singing with mine

and I know you're my girl.

How you came to be

is an ugly story

and you don't need any ugliness in your life.  You are going to be beautiful.

I don't know how old you are.  

I wanted you to have this 

whenever your parents thought you were ready.

(at some point-- perhaps here, perhaps a beat earlier-- BECCA has taken over the reading of this letter without SHIRLEY's voice.)

BECCA
I am writing because I need for you to understand:

I never abandoned you.

I didn't want to lose you.

I loved you.

But you deserve every chance life has to offer.

and I have no chances left to give, 

except this last one.

I wanted to give you a chance to live, and so I carried you inside me.

Now I want to give you a chance to live well.

And so I'm letting you go.

But you are my most precious gift

and never, ever, ever doubt

that I love you.

Signed

Your mother.

(both SHIRLEY and BECCA need a moment after this.  BECCA carefully refolds the letter and returns to the more recent document.)

SHIRLEY
Of course, writing a letter is easier than giving up a child.

When the time came, I just-- couldn't. I couldn't do it.

I didn't know how on earth I could keep you, but I knew I could never give you up.

And so I never had to explain to you.

But I wanted you to see it now.

That is where I ended up, when I was your age.

All because of one wrong choice.

There's one choice no one can take from you, 

and you don't have to make it until you say.  

You know more now than you did when you were twelve, right?

And you'll know more tomorrow than you do today, right?

Then believe this, from a woman who's older than you, today or tomorrow:

The choice I'm talking about can wait.

And it should wait.

I love you, baby.  The best choice I ever made was hanging onto my girl.

Love, Mom.

(SHIRLEY exits; BRIAN stirs, then sits up quickly.)

BRIAN
Hey....

BECCA
Hey.

BRIAN
You all right?

BECCA
Yeah. I mean, I will be.

BRIAN
Yeah.

(he sees the note in her hand.)

What's that?

BECCA
It's from my Mom. She must've brought it out while we were sleeping.

BRIAN
Oh. A new one?

BECCA
Yeah. A new one, and a really old one.....

(she almost allows herself to drift back into her wonder at all this new information, but she stops short-- there's something to deal with here and now:)

Listen, Brian-- the more I know, it's like the more I find out how much I don't know.

BRIAN
About your Mom?

BECCA
Yes. No! I don't know! About me and her, about everything. 

About how it is that everything is supposed to all fit together,

right now it's like nothing fits.  Like who I am is some coat that's the wrong size or something.

BRIAN
And you don't even know where to go to exchange it.

BECCA
Exactly!

(Beat.)

I can't sleep with you, Brian.
BRIAN
Okay.

BECCA
I mean, I was gonna, I had it all planned out, but then I-- waitasecond, what'd you say?

BRIAN
I said "Okay."

BECCA
Really?

BRIAN
Really.

(Beat.)

If I tell you something, do you swear not to tell Max or anybody?

BECCA
Sure.

BRIAN
I'm kind of relieved. Is that weird?

BECCA
I know.  Me too.  The whole thing is weird.  That's part of it, I mean,

it all got so big and weird in my head that I figured "This

is something that requires further study."

(Beat.)

I really do love you.

BRIAN
Me too.

(a brief kiss)

Can I ask a favor?

BECCA
Sure.

BRIAN
Do you still have my jacket? I need it to walk home.

BECCA
Oh yeah, sure!

(she gets it, gives it to him.)

BRIAN
Thanks pal.

(this pleases her.)

I'll see you tomorrow?

BECCA
You'd better.

(he exits; BECCA folds notes carefully, tucking them away, smooths her hair, ready to face things. She goes to the door, raises a hand, pauses half a beat and then musters her courage, knocks, steps back.

Count three.

The door opens. SHIRLEY is in the doorway. She and BECCA hold position for a count of three, and then move to a fierce embrace.)

END OF PLAY
