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FRAN. No, I won't. I get dressed for work. I work to pay bills. I pay
bills to run outta money. And then I start again. I don't get it. I
come down here with my little bag of rags. And it’s my fault.

OWEN. What?

FRAN. The whole thing. My life. My crappy job. I don’t know how,
but I did this. I made things this way. Pointless.

OWEN. Listen. You can’t think that way.

FRAN. Who says?

OWEN. You have to train your mind away from depression.
FRAN. Who said anything about depression?

OWEN. I think you might be a little depressed.

FRAN. O, so you're a doctor now? Who asked you?
OWEN. Wow, you're halfway to hostile.

FRAN. Yeah well so what?

OWEN. Let’s just be quiet for a minute.

FRAN. Are you telling me to be quiet?!

OWEN. No. I'm making a space. Between us. For peace to break out.

FRAN. Never mind. How much for the dry cleaning?

OWEN. Seven fifty. I'll put it against your tab. You want to have
dinner?

FRAN. What?
OWEN. You wanna get dinner? Start Here
FRAN. No.
OWEN. I don’t know. I felt a pinch.

He cocks his hip. She reciprocates.
FRAN. A pinch? When? What do you mean?
OWEN. I don’t know. Like you pinched me.
FRAN. Well, I didn’t.
OWEN. I'm not saying you did.
FRAN. A pinch.
OWEN. Yeah.
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Fran picks up a coin off the floor, and slaps it down on the
countet.

FRAN. So. Hey, this was on the floor.

OWEN. What' that?

FRAN. A quarter. It was on the floor.

OWEN. So keep it. Finders keepers.

FRAN. Please, I don’t want your quarter.

OWEN. Its not mine. Somebody musta dropped it.
FRAN. Well, I don’t want it cause it’s not mine.

OWEN. What? (Makes a sound sliding the quarter on the counter.)
You afraid of a little change?

FRAN. Owen, right?
OWEN. Yeah.
FRAN. Are you crazy?
OWEN. No.

FRAN. Why would you want to have dinner with a person who's
in the middle of an episode?

OWEN. I don't know. Everybody has a bad day.
FRAN. You got that right. ’'m not always like this.
OWEN. I know.

FRAN. What are you talking about? You can't know. You don't
know me.

OWEN. You're a lot like my fiancée was.

FRAN. Gloomy?

OWEN. Gloomy as shit. But one inch from terrific.
FRAN. And gone.

OWEN. Yeah, she’s gone like yesterday.

FRAN. She left yesterday?

OWEN. No, it’s an expression. She’s been gone the better part of
two years.

FRAN. And I remind you of her?
OWEN. Yeah.
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FRAN. That’s just rebound stuff.
OWEN. You're probably right.
She takes the jacket.

FRAN. I don't want to be right. Okay. I'm going away for a week.
So after that, if you still want, we could have dinner.

OWEN. Good.

FRAN. But I don't get why you want to really. I'm not your old
gloomy girlfriend. 'm somebody else.

OWEN. Well, whoever you think I am, 'm somebody else, too.
FRAN. Okay. Do I need a ticket for the laundry?

OWEN. No. Just the last four digits of your phone number. Three-
two-one-zero.

FRAN., Blastoff.

OWEN. Yeah. Have a nice trip.

FRAN. Thanks. I'm swipin’ one.
She takes a lollipop, and goes. They disappear.

End Here

Scene 2

The bedroom of a trailer in Pennsylvania. The door is open.
A cheap radio plays a song like “Old Town Road.” Trish lies
in the bed, oxygen tube under her nose, unconscious or
asleep. She’s forty-eight. She has her hair, and a surgical scar
over one eye. We hear two small dogs barking outside, a
couple of kids laughing, and the indistinct voice of an older
woman saying, “You sure you’ll be okay?” And Fran replying,
“Yeah, just take a break. Enjoy yourselves. Go go go!” Fran
walks into the bedroom, fixes a stray lock of her sister’s hair,
then turns off the radio.

FRAN. Trish? Trish? Can you hear me?
No response.

* See note on songs/recordings at the back of this volume.
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