FRAN. For it to be over.
He fights his grief.
OWEN. Give me a minute! ¢- Start Here

FRAN. No. Look. This is horrible. Just let me get my stuff and get
out of here,

OWEN. You're not the only one who feels pain.
FRAN. (Overlapping.) I know. And I'm sorry.
OWEN. You should have called.

FRAN. T should have, you should have. Come on. We're beating a
dead horse.

OWEN. Right.
FRAN. It broke my heart when you stopped answering me.

OWEN. I didn't know what to say! Look at it from my point of
view. Three kids.

FRAN. Yeah.

OWEN. [ can't believe you took that on. How can you possibly
handle that?

FRAN. You think I woulda if I had a choice?

OWEN. Didn’t you?

FRAN. Yeah, I guess I did. There was a moment and I did choose.
That’s the truth. It’s just rough.

OWEN. I couldn’t do it.

FRAN. You know what amazes me? I used to think I didn’t under-
stand my mother. I was wrong. I understood her perfectly. It was
myself I didn’t understand.

OWEN. And now you do?

FRAN. Its funny. When push came to shove, it’s you that turned
out to be the romantic.

OWEN. Idon't understand.

FRAN. You want something that’s not on the menu. P'm nothing
but real now. And it’s rough. No pretty lights. Doesn’t matter.

OWEN. Well. Listen. You can have the credit.
FRAN. I don’t want it.
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OWEN. Okay. I hope things go good for you. !
FRAN. Thanks. You were right. It was just the mushrooms. '
OWEN. I don’t want to be right.

She challenges him.
FRAN. THEN DON’T BE! |

She waits for him to say more. He doesn’t. She picks up her

laundry.
I really admire the people who just do it, you know? They just pick !
up their shit and they never say a word. I shouldn’t have come. I
knew all this already. When I was a kid, wed play Hearts, and my
sister would say “No talking about your cards” And she was right.
What's the point of beating it to death? Just play your hand, right?
Straight up. A good lesson. I'm gonna teach it to my kids. Just play
the cards you're dealt, and... I'm so ashamed.

OWEN. Of what?
She shakes her head.
FRAN. I don’t know. Bye. €= End Here
She goes. He says, when she can no longer hear.

OWEN. I'm not seeing anybody.
He fumbles around, taps keys on his laptop. Gives up pretend-
ing it’s business as usual. He’s lost in his own shop. He puts
away the jar of lollipops. After a struggle, he takes out his
lucky quarter, and rubs it on the countet, staring straight
ahead at nothing. Then he rings the desk bell, and takes out
his phone. Taps.

Three-two-one-zero. (Takes a breath.) Blastoff. ‘
It rings. He gets Fran's voicemail.

FRAN. (Recording.) Hi, This is Frances Costello. 'm not here right

now, but if you leave a message, I'll call you back.

The message infuriates him. The beep sounds. He throws
the phone. Tears the old Valentine off the wall, and throws
it away. Buries his face in his hands. A long moment. Fran
appears, holding up her lit-up cellphone.

FRAN. You rang?
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